THE HYPOCRITE
Story by Lilian Samwel.
“ Sir, sir where are you going?”
Multiple voices  at Mbezi bus stand welcomed me as soon as I got out of the little grey  taxi that I had taken from the Universisty of Dar Es Salaam. I had spent three years in the city for my university education and would go home to the countryside once a year.  My head was already raging in anger thinking about how he University  security guards had made me late in their attempt to exert power.
“ Thanks, I already have a ticket” I said dismissively trying to make them give up on me as soon as possible .
“You have a ticket?” “ huh?” “which bus?” “why you let the young man carry the bags by herself?” they continued shouting at me and at each other
“Which bus?” one of them asked again as I was attempting to carry the heavy suitcase on my head
“Masa” I said not paying him any mind
“The one that goes to Bukoba?” I nodded in response witnessing faces of shock and shriek staring back at me and immediately saying what I most dreaded to hear
“ it’s already gone! That one leaves at 5 o’clock”
Huh? 5 o’clock? That’s not true. I had used that same bus multiple times ever since I came to the city for further studies. Even though I would only go back home once a year, we always left at 6 am. It couldn’t be, I thought. I went running towards the gates only to find a long line of passengers showing their tickets to enter the station. A guy behind me shouted “if you have five hundred shillings,  go pass through the back door!” I stopped in my tracks wondering why I would need five hundred shillings to pass through the back door. He must have noticed the look of desperation and confusion all over my face so he whispered “it’s for the security guard” that’s when I realized that I had been slow. My street smart hadn’t come through for me to realise that the world does move the way it is supposed to move and when you try to follow protocols you waste your own time. I hurried to the back door. It was  not really a door but a groundfloor road where buses enter the station. There were few other people running in front of me and a tall black security guard with so stern an  expression I doubted he would accept my bribe and let me witness a sight close to calamity.
Handing him the five hundred shillings in fear, I was surprised at how fast he had brought his left hand to receive the coins. How there were so many coins before I dropped mine showing the number of those who had walked above the law. I wondered at how unfazed he had been afterwards and in my hurrying to an empty space my bus was to be, I wondered whether It was right for me to be angry at the guards who had denied my leaving from university unless I had a gate pass or be grateful to the guard who had inappropriately let me enter the station without showing a ticket. 
“Do you have  a ticket?”. A man’s voice asked as I was standing at an empty space motionless with tears threatening to leave my eyes at any moment. I nodded, too weak to speak. 
“Which bus?”  he asked, looking up at me 
“ Masa” I replied faintly while looking at the time. I was 5:47 a.m 
“oh that one is gone already. But you can get a seat in our bus. It leaves at 6 o’clock” he suggested
Tears escaped my eyes without consent but  at that point feeling embarrassed was the least of my worries. I had lost my mother’s money.  I took the ticket from my purse and called the bus company. A groggy voice of a man received on the other side clearly unbothered by my frustrations. I was too desperate to complain so I asked him if there was any way they could help me.
 “There’s nothing we can do”  he said and hang up on me.
 Nothing you can do? After I paid sixty five thousand shillings a week before just to secure a seat? I would later realize that people are only nice to you when you have something to offer not something to take.
In my pocket I was left with seventy thousand shillings. It was the money I had saved up to use at home now that I was done with uni. My mama had always told me to travel with money twice the amount of my fare so I followed the short man towards the other bus hoping to really find a seat. I was surprised at how patient he had been to wait for my recollection and how kind he had been to help pack my bags in the boot. Once again I had mistaken investment for kindness for he demanded I pay him one thousand shillings for his service to which I paid reluctantly. I quickly boarded a bus and was shown an aisle seat. The other seat was occupied by who seemed to be a woman looking outside the window.  She had herself covered with a shallow brownish  veil just enough to show the outline of her face and nothing more. I was relieved when she didn’t immediately turn to greet me. In fact I hoped that we would stay that way for the entire sixteen hours of our journey.
I didn’t know I had fallen asleep until loud noise of people fighting rose me back to reality.
“Don’t think you can push me around just because it’s your car!” “who is pushing you around?” “ just get out!”.  Everyone was speaking at the top of their lungs I turned to the girl to ask what was going on. She was already looking at me, smiling. Her eyes. She had such pretty eyes I almost let the vanity of being a man take me over.
“ You look confused” she said. Her voice.  She looked about my age. She should be 22 at least I thought. 
“Uh…huh, yeah. Hi” I stuttered 
“ Hi..my name is Lisa” she said softly
“ Adam. Adam Busigazi” I have no idea why I told her my full name. in this age and day, less was more when it comes to most things. Or at least that was what I always told my friends whenever they say I didn’t speak much in front of girls. 
She nodded in response 
“ What is going on?” I quickly added not wanting the conversation to end
“ Well, you see the short man over there?” I looked to see a light skinned short man with a scar across his lower arm struggling to move his luggage towards the door while shouting at three bus conductors standing near the doorway
“ Yeah” I replied
“Apparently he wants to be left here but the driver won’t let him. They are saying it is not an official bus stop” she explained.
“No, he was to be left on the stop we just passed but he begged them to go a little further” a woman sitting behind me interrupted. She sounded impatient. Maybe it was because she had decided to travel with two children. One couldn’t stop crying and other kept kicking the back of my seat.
“ Just let me go!” the poor man shouted in frustration
“ It’s not an official stop” the driver replied while still driving. Bus conductors were laughing at him and calling him names. It seemed the bus was family owned. All three men had identical noses and seemed to have been upbrought in the same household owing to their dirty tongues.
Other people kept telling the driver to stop the bus and let the poor man go while others cursed at the man and blamed him for all the noise in the bus. It made me wonder what side I was on. A man was always to stand for the right thing. My mama had told me as I was growing up. But the more I became an adult, the more doubts crept in around that belief. If a man was always to stand for the right thing, why did my father leave his wife and three kids to go pursue a life unknown to all of us. Why did I hate some of the men that stood for the right thing? Security guards who made me late for my journey because of not having a gate pass. And why did I like those who did wrong in my favour? I wondered if I was an hyprocrite for supporting the right thing only when it was right for me.
“If you don’t let me down here, I will call my uncle!” the man threatened
The three men together with some of the passengers burst in laughter.
“ You are laughing! He is the attorney general of state!” the man said angrily while being swayed by the bumping of the bus on the rough road. 
Some of the laughing voices died down after his threat. I had thought they would ignore it since there was no way he would prove he is really related to the attorney general of state and even if he was was he really a person to call in the light of that matter.
“ Don’t threaten us. Our uncle is head of police department or should we call him too?” one of the bus conductors said in defense but you could tell that he was a little scared of the man now. The bus driver stopped the bus and the man was told to get out in a hurry.
“ People these things are outdated. How can you say you will call someone just because you are related to them?” an old man sitting opposite to us said 
“Right!” the woman behind us spoke I agreement
“In our age, people acting like this was okay but this young generation doesn’t know times have changed. They are all stupid” the old man added 
“ Oya old man don’t call us stupid!” someone from the back shouted
“ Don’t you see? You are even shouting at an old man”
“Are we supposed to accept insults from old people?” Lisa said in a voice loud enough for only me to hear. Before I could answer her, the guy from the back shot back 
“Don’t call us stupid when you also did stupid things when you were young.”
“ At least we didn’t sell the bay that our forefathers toiled day and night to acquire. Our forefathers fought sweat and blood to get the bay from British colonialists and now you want to sell it to Asians? For what?” the old man retaliated
“ What can we do when we have no power. Talk to the president if you can!”
“She is a woman.”
The old man sighed and went to sleep and at that point I realized how much I had kept quiet during the whole ordeal. I always didn’t want to talk about things I did not understand. I wondered if that was the problem with our generation. Not speaking. While some of us didn’t speak for fear of sounding ignorant, others did not speak because they were protecting their positions and their pockets. Was the president the only decision maker in all of this. I realized I had ignored Lisa’s question in the moment of talking to myself in my head.
“ You look tired” I started hoping she didn’t think of me as a total loser.
“Why do you think that man said ‘she is a woman’?” she said instead, almost challenging
“Huh?” 
“Do you also think women are incompetent?” she added
I instinctively laughed. I knew it seemed offensive but her assumption was ridiculous. She was clearly annoyed at me for she had stopped looking at me and was looking outside the window.
“ Listen Lisa..i’m sorry but how could you say that? Women are smart!” 
“Well a lot of men seem to hold that thought”
“I don’t know. I just think she is not the only one who is making the decision”
As much as I had always avoided talking about politics, somehow the thought of selling the bay had left me a little on edge. I felt as if we weren’t being told everything and that was what was causing all the social media wars. Was it a good idea to have foreign investment even if most of the public had no idea how it would benefit the country. Was it wise to let the decision of the many in the hands of the chosen few? 
“You are right. MPs aren’t really talking about it.” Lisa said almost lost in thought
“ But they are supposed to talk about it.” They were supposed to talk about it. They were our voice. The people we had chosen to represent us. 
“ Okay how about we stop talking about politics and talk about anything else.” Lisa suggested and something relaxed within me. All that political talk was making me uneasy. 
“Well, what do you want to talk about?”
“Why are you different?”
“ You think I’m different?” I was amused. No one had ever told me that.
“ you are different”
“why do you think so?”
“well..you didn’t talk nasty about women and you haven’t hit on me till now. I know many men would.” She said in a manner that I wasn’t sure she was elated or upset at me not showing romantic interest towards her. To be fair, I wasn’t completely innocent. My thoughts had gone further than thinking her eyes were pretty. 
“We just met in a bus. Come on” I was joking
“ the old man did” she whispered in my ear
She laughed at the look of disbelief on my face. The same man who was criticising the young generation for being stupid was going around hitting on young girls! I knew it was naïve of me to think of people as righteous beings capable of standing on their word.
“ anyway, you know what I mean”
“ how can I speak nasty about women when I was born and raised by one. My mother is my hero. To me, she represents how smart and competent women can be.”
“and..?” I knew she wanted to address the other half of her question. Doing what I most wanted to do would have undone the compliment she gave me but luckily my stop was up next. I started collecting my luggage 
“ I would tell you but this is the end of my journey.” I said, smiling.
“ Would it change anything if this was the end of my journey too?”
“Yes.”
“Told you. You are different.”
“I am just a man who stands for the right thing.”
I was a hypocrite.
The end.



 
