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       The school bus. Also known as the tin can without seat belts that we trust to safely transport 

kids. To complete the magic, it's filled with a perfect mix of the most obnoxious people you can 

find. It's a pivotal role in everyone's school experience, and it sucks.  

          When I get on around 6:30 in the morning, it is quiet and nearly empty, besides my sister 

and the driver. I'm still half asleep, having only woken up 30 minutes prior. Everyday, I sit in the 

fourth seat on the right hand side. I simply put in my headphones and watch the world pass by. 

However, this peace is disrupted as each person gets on.  

         It starts with a small group of teenagers who are almost as tired as I am. One is my cousin 

who is still eleven. He likes to pretend he doesn't see me. One girl likes to spend her rides talking 

about her personal problems with the bus driver, even though everyone can hear. Then at the 

next street over a few more middle schoolers board.  

          As we reach each new street, more and more middle school aged kids get on. The amount 

of high schoolers has diminished since most have acquired their licenses. I, unfortunately, am not 

so lucky. On some days there is such a lack of high schoolers that I start to panic and think that I 

missed some memo about not going to school. Then one finally gets on and I go back to ignoring 

everyone else.  

          The bus route sticks to two large roads. The one I live on is known to be a desired area to 

live. The other, is a little more rough. You can't always be prepared for arrivals of those on that 

road. One boy usually runs through the morning fog to catch the bus and brings some kind of 



junk food for breakfast. Food isn't allowed on the bus, but that didn't stop him. My favorite was 

when he brought a bag of microwave popcorn. The whole bus smelled of burnt popcorn. He then 

cried because it hadn't been buttered properly. This same child likes to wear a headlamp and 

jump from seat to seat and shine it in your eyes, all before 7 am.  

          Although it's awful, he is not the worst rider. If I had to choose the worst, it would be a tie 

between a twin and my sister's best friend. The twin is thirteen years old, but acts like she owns 

the bus. She likes to take selfies and sing along to the radio. She's not shy about it, either.  Her 

sister is quiet and keeps to herself.  My sister's best friend is an only child and has never been 

faced with a challenge. She is entitled in every way and will never learn to face reality. She likes 

to taunt me by pointing and laughing at me for sitting alone.  

          Although I sit alone, I don't mind it. Sometimes when I see a child sitting alone and 

looking out the window, I feel the need to ask them if they're alright. Then I realize I'm doing the 

same thing, and I have no problem with it. It doesn't mean that they're necessarily alright, but I 

know if someone interrupted my silence I wouldn't be happy. I dread the last few stops. I fear 

that the final boarders will be unable to find a free seat and ask me that awful question, "Is it 

alright if I sit here?". This pulls me out of my trance to give them a silent nod and smile. They 

then slam into me with their back pack and try to peer at my phone. To their dismay, they always 

find that I have no one to text at that early hour.  

          Even though these are some of the cons of the 40 minute ride to school in the morning, 

there is an enjoyable pro. The sunrises. Some mornings the skies are too cloudy, but the 

mornings where the skies open up are the best. The few visible clouds catch the colors. It's 

usually a bright display of pinks and yellows. I just stare at it while the colors change and until 

the sun fully appears from behind the hills and the sky fades to blue. Those mornings are my 



favorite.  

          However, the 45 minute ride home never has skies with beautiful displays. Although I am 

tired in the morning when I board, I'm even more tired in the afternoon when I board. By that 

point in the day I want to be home. I don't want to be disturbed. However, you'd think I'm 

wearing a sign that says, "Did you have an average day? Please, tell me about it!"  I try to avoid 

eye contact. If I make the mistake of looking up I'm trapped in a conversation. Even with my 

headphones in, people attempt to talk to me. Now, I don't want to sound like a total antisocial 

jerk. I just don't have patience and would rather be left alone. I just want to get home to finish the 

loads of homework I am awarded every night for being smart. Trust me, I've tried many times to 

do it on the bus. It just comes out in scribbles because we hit every pothole that hasn't been fixed.  

          The bus is supposed to leave five minutes after the final bell rings. I'm lucky to get outside 

in three and have the buses still be there. Even then, the doors shut behind me and it starts 

moving before I can take my seat in the fourth seat on the passenger's side. From the high school 

we go to the middle school. Unlike at the high school, we can sit there for up to ten minutes 

waiting for everyone to get to their buses. These kids like to socialize. From my seat, I can watch 

them talk to each other as if they have all the time in the world. I want to roll down the window 

and yell at them to get a move on so I can go home. I never do, though. That is because I don't 

know how to open the windows and don't want to draw attention to myself in an embarrassing 

failed attempt at opening one. The ones that take the most time socializing are the ones who can't 

find a seat. That's when they get stuck sitting with me.  

          A bus ride is better than not having a ride at all. In middle school I had nightmares about 

missing it at the end of the day. My mom will tell you that she still has nightmares about missing 

it. It's a serious fear. Personally, I have missed it about 5 times. Then I just wander the halls and 



hope that no one asks me what I am doing or tells me to get out. If I miss the bus it takes even 

longer for me to get home and start my reward that is homework.  

          Missing the bus really makes you realize how much you need it. There's no denying that it 

sucks, especially when you're the first one on and last one off everyday. Without it I would 

probably be walking nearly two miles to school everyday.  

          The bus was at its best when I was in elementary school. My best friend rode the bus and I 

looked forward to sitting with her everyday. We kept a notebook and wrote about every strange 

thing someone said or did on the bus. There was a core group of weirdos that were the highlight 

of the bus ride. We told them we were going to publish our book and that they'd get the first 

copies since they were the stars. I still have that notebook and the intentions of publishing it even 

though I doubt many people remember it. All the innocent children who made up that book now 

sit on the bus as silent as I. Some have succumbed to the high school world of drugs. Others play 

sports and only ride the bus occasionally. And some are the ones with licenses and are too cool 

to ride the bus. The biggest missing part is my best friend. She moved away five years ago now. 

We still keep in touch. Usually I spend my bus ride home filling her in on the crazy events of my 

school day through a series of texts. She is the only one with the typed copy of “Bus 108 is 

Crazy”.  

          Currently, I'm sitting in the fifth seat on the passenger side because someone got to my 

seat before me. I have squeezed against the wall and put my knees up against the seat in front of 

me.  I have my loads of homework and I have an intense urge to pee. That will have to wait until 

I arrive home. At that point I will get up before it comes to a full stop, stagger slightly, say, 

"thank you", and say goodbye to the bus for the day.  



 

 


