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Joanna was not a normal woman. She was over fifty years old and had a mission in this world: to 
put an end to injustice, to help people wake up; make it more beautiful.

She caught the bus at the usual time and, as always, tried to raise awareness. The regular passengers
already knew about her, and that all they had to do was ignore her so that she would bother 
somebody else, who with luck would also know how to ignore her and thus she would soon get 
tired of it.

But that day two young students got on the bus that Joanna was riding. And the girl responded when
Joanna, sitting in the seat closest to the rear door of the bus, called her a “fascist”, for reasons that 
only she knew, that only existed in her head.

They got into an argument and this time Joanna called her a “commie”, to which the young woman 
spat directly in her face, then grabbed her partner by the arm and walked out the door.

The other passengers had to choose between laughing or being silent.

“Lol. I am sharing it through the group chat” —texted a teenager after watching the thirty seconds 
of video.
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