
On August 1, 2014, on Friday evening, Allison Depner and I attempted to board the route number thirty bus, internal number 347. We attempted to board the bus near Felsbar and Mission Bay Drive. The bus was headed toward the Old Town Transit Center.

I, Lisa Irving, boarded the bus before Allison Depner attempted  to get on the bus. The Caucasian male bus driver stated that there was no room. I looked to my left and saw a clear area where Allison and I could stand and maintain the safety of our dogs without interfering with other passengers. 

I turned slightly to the right and swiped my Compass Card, #300 875 (upper left hand corner of card), #sE-13-35, (lower left corner, and #0160 0303 1789 0724, (lower right corner).   

Then I attempted to move past the “yellow line”. The driver again said that there was no room. That’s when he firmly grasped my arm and pushed me back. Then Allison boarded the bus and the driver tried telling her the same thing. I told Allison there was space because I was already positioned behind the driver and near a seat on my left hand side as I stood facing the forward facing window. The driver continued to tell us that the bus was full despite the fact that we were standing along with some passengers. There was a gappy area where no passengers were standing. 

The driver said something else. Maybe something about sitting down or that we could not stand up. Allison assured the driver there was no problem with us standing with our bus riding peers. 

At no point did the driver request folks in senior/disabled/Medicare seating if they would be willing to move. Furthermore, he made no effort to look for seats in the same section. However, when I looked to the left I saw that the entire seating area that faces toward the isle was unoccupied. At that point Allison and I positioned our service dogs and we sat for the remainder of the ride. 
Minutes later Allison and I could hear a woman expressing her dismay with the driver’s actions toward us. The woman may have been wearing a short sleeved or sleeveless white top.

For the remainder of the ride from Pacific Beach to Old town three and then four young men and at least one woman clustered in the identical area where Allison and I stood. The difference is they blocked the isle and we did not. The bus driver did not ask the group to move back. The driver never told the group of young adults that the bus was too full. He never told them to sit. 
Mid-way through the ride a woman sitting toward the back of the bus stated multiple times that there was room for people to move back. The group remained in the same spot. 

When Allison and I started to get off the bus the driver said that he was “sorry” and that he was worried about “the dogs”. He may have said, that’s why I didn’t want you to get on. Either way, that’s not even close to what he said when we were trying to board the bus. I did hear Allison say, “that’s not what you told us…” 

When I exited the route number thirty bus I asked a group of people where does the route ten load up? I was directed to the bus behind me. When I approached the bus the bus driver informed me that his bus was the alternate route number thirty headed toward Pacific Beach. He offered to walk me in the direction of the route ten. He offered me sighted assistance and we walked to the route number ten bus. 

It was close to 8:20 pm when my service dog and I boarded the route number ten bus that was headed toward the College area. Edward, the bus driver was incredibly personable to everyone. 

I had a forty-minute us ride a head of me. I was trying to make sense of the other bus driver physically pushing me back. He made me feel like a non-person; like an object. I called a friend and told him that I was “rattled”. After I explained to him what happened I told him I wasn’t sure what I should… After our conversation I got up from my forward-facing seat and walked up to the driver when the bus wasn’t moving. That’s when I asked the driver to ask a supervisor to meet me at 47th and University. (That’s where I planned to get off the bus). It was probably around 8:40 pm by that point. 

Shortly thereafter two supervisors arrived at Utah Street and University Avenue. They took my statement. The older Caucasian male supervisor asked me what happened. At different points he interrupted to get my name and phone number. I explained to him that I was attempting to answer his questions and I was being interrupted. He explained that he had to take down specific information. 

Shortly thereafter I met the African-American female supervisor. She wore a short sleeve red shirt. She didn’t stay long because she was on overtime. 

A policeman also talked to me. The overall tone of our conversation seemed to focus on the fact that Allison and I are visually impaired and that I could not identify the driver nor could Allison see the driver grip my arm. 

At one point the policeman repeated back what he believed that I said. What I said and what he repeated were quite different. He was saying something about me getting on and seeing the seats… 

Then another policeman identified himself as a sergeant. At one point the first policeman appeared to be discrediting  me because he made some remarks about my vision. I finally told him not  to go down that road. 

The policeman said something about me not being able to see the driver. He then used a tone that made me very uneasy when he said something  about in court that it’s the driver’s word against mine. He’s right. However, it was his tone that that had the undertones of who do you really think the court will believe. 

The policeman told me that the report would be turned over to the detectives. I asked about the video tape from the bus. And I was told that it would be turned over to the detectives. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]It merits mentioning that at one point when I was talking to the policeman I heard the two  MTS supervisors talking. One said that he would put his arm out if the bus was full to block  passengers if his bus was full. After hearing that remark and hearing the “undertones” in the policeman’s voice I was left feeling as though I had done something wrong by filing reports. 
