
Bus Depot  

 

Terence has never seen the sun set. Not for a long time, anyway, not since the 

wedding. The day looks dreary in the photographs they took, the Kodak disposable 

camera washing out the purples and pinks in the sky. Anita’s dress was pale pink but in 

the pictures it looks a strange grey color. He remembers the church being brighter and 

happier, too, but the photos didn’t print right, so the pews are black instead of the oak 

brown he remembers.  

 

 He wakes up right after the sun sets at 8pm, pulls on his ball cap even though 

there’s no sun to shield his eyes from, and walks to work, pulling his thin jacket tighter 

against the early evening chill.  

 

 The bus depot is only a short half-mile away from his one bedroom apartment. 

That’s good, because any longer and he would have preferred to drive. His doctor had 

told him months ago that driving was bad for his health.  

 

Terence thought it was a little bit funny that his job was, literally, killing him. 

Being sedentary day in and day out was slowly but surely clogging his veins with fat, 

constricting vessels. Too many hasty sodium-heavy meals eaten with one hand, and sodas 

laced with bubbles and sugar to keep him awake, fighting against his body’s natural 

reaction against the dark.  

 

Anita is a doctor now, and tells him the same thing, that the high blood pressure 

will kill him sooner rather than later. She wouldn’t understand though, that he’s like this 

because he couldn’t do anything other than sling energy drinks to stay awake driving 

cross country deliveries, so he could pay for her school bills.  

 

So he walks to work every night, taking comfort in knowing that each huffing 

step he takes opens up his veins just a bit more. And if his knees ache, well, he’s got an 

entire 8 hours to sit and let them rest.  



 

At 9pm, depending on the day, Lincoln City is still very much awake. While 

driving, Terence spots baristas hurrying to get tired college students their last fix of 

coffee, businessmen stumbling out of their steakhouses, mouths split in wide-open jackal 

grins after striking deals.  

 

Terence learns, his third week on the job, that they’re often the ones who forget 

their bus cards, and they’ve never got enough change (or any change) in their pockets for 

the bus fare. He lets them ride, anyway, because he doesn’t like causing a fuss. Not worth 

the stuttering argument, but more importantly, not worth getting delayed by. He’s got a 

schedule to follow, if he wants to keep the job.  

 

After a certain hour, the night is quiet. Last Christmas, Anita got Terence a small 

little iPod, enough to hold 50 songs that shuffle themselves in random order—she put 

songs on it for him, too, some he liked and some she liked, so he never knew when he 

was going to get Etta James or Kanye West. He likes the excitement of not knowing. 

 

After midnight, when the amount of people riding on the buses goes from some to 

none, he pulls out the little shuffle and listens to Etta croon as he chugs down the empty 

streets, and watches the moon track its way across the sky. There is only the rumble of 

the engine underneath the floor, and the hoot of the occasional drunk bachelor.  

 

Terence drives.  

 

He’s made it a point to do just that, and nothing else. Nothing when he sees 

someone take a spill on the sidewalk, nothing when the car behind him swerves 

haphazardly left and right, skirting the cement barriers put up for road construction. 

Nothing at the dirty, quiet shuffle of bare feet kicked up against the plastic bus seats.  

 



There is not enough light during the nights, sometimes, to make out what happens 

in the recesses of Lincoln City, so Terence listens to Etta and drives on, stopping at the 

places he should, and ignoring the rest.  

 

He thinks that maybe if he were a younger man, he’d stop. He’d curse at the 

drunken men who touch women on the sidewalks. In his language, loud and angry 

enough that they wouldn’t have to understand his words, they could just listen to his tone. 

If he were younger, he’d stop the bus and step out, help the old homeless woman with the 

twisted leg stand up. If he spoke English like a native, maybe hooligans with their back 

pockets bulging with gunmetal would listen. 

 

Terence drives, and nods his head to his shuffle murmuring about falling in love 

and saving your soul.  

 

 On this particular evening, he sees a young woman, around Anita’s age, stumble 

down the street, heels clasped in one hand, phone in the other, swaying, almost tripping 

off the curb and into the street. She stops and dials a number, and dials again when no 

one picks up.  

 

 Terence watches in concern as the woman collapses heavily to the sidewalk.  

 

 “Are we going or what,” someone from the backseat hisses. 

 

 Terence blinks, and yanks the door to the bus closed, and drives again. He has a 

route that he must follow, so he does.  

 

At 6am sharp, he pulls into the bus depot, with the gas at exactly two notches 

under a full tank. 

 



 He walks back home, knees aching, and into his apartment. The windows face 

west, but he thinks that maybe it’s better that it’s dark, so he can stay asleep through the 

sunrise. 

 

He remembers those as being better when he was younger too, when the first rays 

of light would set the whole world ablaze in red and orange.  

 

 Terence sighs as he puts his baseball cap on his nightstand and sinks into bed. On 

his nightstand, his new smart phone glows—three missed calls from Anita, no 

voicemails. I’ll call her in the evening, before work.  

 

 He closes his eyes and dreams of endless days in light.  

 

 

End. 


