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          One day, after school, I trotted happily to the bus stop. I was very happy because my teachers had not given any homework. I flaged down a bus which I normally take .t slotted in my farecard and punched it. Then I scanned for a seat, and I found it.

        After I sat down, the bus driver started driving recklessly, turning here and turning there. An old lady, who did not hold on tight, fell down the seat with a loud thud. All her groceries fell too. A few crabs which she bought were scattered on the floor with two oranges. A Malay lady and I went forward to help her up. A school boy bumped into a rod. He was badly hurt, his books fell on to the ground. Everybody in the bus was holding to something, clinging on for their dear lives.

         Finally, my stop came. The bus came to a halt. I unboarded the bus groggily. I was not very happy with the driver. 

         A few days later, the bus driver got sacked, because someone complained to the headquarters. I felt upset for him, but when I remember the old lady who fell down in the bus, I felt angry too

