A crowded bus on a hot day
[bookmark: _GoBack]I am jolted by a chill down my back. I can’t really tell our exact location, since the windows are tinted and craning my neck to view from the windscreen proved futile. The bus is packed more than its capacity. Beside me, on my right, a baby cries. A sweating frustrated mother tries to offer the toddler a suck but she has none of it. On the other side, an old man, quietly sipping his cold water as he unbuttons his top shirt buttons. He leans and briefly talks to his seatmate. In front of me, a young couple, holding hands, heads touching, most probably the rest of us do not exist in their world, as they a bit too comfortable despite the rising temperatures of the day. The conductor seems like he is chewing something, eyes almost tearing and his shirt’s back is drenched. The smell of people’s sweat rent the air. I feel sorry for the old man whose request for an open window had not been granted as the window stuck. Traffic noises, people slowly crossing the street as we desperately wait for the green light so that at least a breeze from the open windows could cool us still. The tales of a crowded bus on a hot day!
