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 The weather was chilly and windy. I was still sweating my ass off. You can never trust 

anything about the Greyhound Bus Company. 

 At 5:47 PM, I arrived at the bus stop, 60 Central Avenue - the exact time the convenient, 

but sometimes, unreliable Greyhound Bus Tracker said the bus would be there. The stop smelled 

like someone just smoked a blunt. In seven minutes, I made it to the stop. This walk is usually 

closer to 10. I had to do more speed walking than I wanted. “Only if I wasn’t a dumbass and got 

my license already. Screw those two New York State driving instructors whole failed me on two 

different bullshit reasons,” I thought to myself.  

 The bus arrived to the stop a minute or so after I arrived - surprise, surprise. The bus 

wasn’t scheduled to leave the Cortland stop until 5:55, but we departed the Cortland stop two 

minutes earlier than that. I bet this screwed over a couple of people. Greyhound is known for 

being late, not early.  

 Well anyway, I was on my way to the Binghamton bus station. The bus was pretty much 

full, so I had to reluctantly sit next to someone at the back of the bus. I thought to myself, “Good 

thing the ride to Bing is under an hour.” The bus driver was nice and an actual good one. He was 

the driver I had the last time I took Greyhound to Binghamton. However, he seemed to have a 

friend of some sort in attendance. His friend was a lady. She was on her way to a funeral. I guess 

the driver felt bad for her; he let her sit up front in the seats for the handicapped. However, he 

gave her a hug first. The moment was a little weird to me. 
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 First sitting down on the bus, I inspected the large vehicle. The first thing I always do on 

a bus is check for outlets. I didn’t need one, but Greyhound advertises that they have them on all 

their buses. This statement is indeed false. Myself, and some of my friends that have used the 

shitty services of Greyhound have experienced several buses without outlets. However, 

Greyhound has been advertising new buses, so I guess this was a new one. It looked like a new 

one with its nice leather seats. 

 I was silent the whole bus ride. I do not like talking to people. To occupy myself, I texted, 

snapchatted, and checked my social media accounts. Good thing I have unlimited data. I noticed 

that the bus had its own “free” Wi-Fi. I thought to myself, “Free, my ass. It’ll probably kick me 

off in 30 minutes just like it did to my girlfriend.” So, I didn’t connect to the Wi-Fi. In my phone, 

I also typed notes for this assignment.   

 I should probably tell you now why I was going to Binghamton. Well the reason is that I 

was going to my girlfriend, Autumn’s, house for the weekend. She lives in a small town called 

Starlight, Pennsylvania. It’s about 15 minutes from Hancock, New York; if you even know 

where the hell that is. Starlight is also about 40 minutes away from Binghamton, and an hour and 

a half away from Cortland. But she can’t drive either, and her dad won’t make that long of a 

drive to Cortland; so, both of our sorry asses must bus it to each other if we want to see each 

other.  

 While on the bus, I was texting Autumn. She informed me that I would have to wait in 

the Binghamton bus station for a little because her dad, Alan, had to take his eldest son, Robbie, 

to Scranton. To make matters worse, Alan would not take Autumn with him to Scranton. So, 

Alan had to go all the way back to their house, to pick up Autumn, then go to the bus station to 

get me. 
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 Surprisingly, Greyhound was early to Bing. I arrived there at 6:38. I was supposed to 

arrive at 6:45. I think it’s this driver, he seems to always be on time or early. Honestly, I think 

the bus station is nice; but Autumn, her cousin Aspyn, and her sister Amber say the station is in 

the ghetto. I can see it with some of the people that show up in that place. 

 While waiting for Alan and Autumn, some guy came up to me and asked me a question. 

He asked me, “Do you know where the ‘voice room’ is?” I couldn’t quite understand him as he 

had a slight accent. I thought to myself, “Is he asking where the bathroom or washroom is?” I 

asked him to repeat himself a couple of times. Eventually, I did what any person would do that 

didn’t understand what another person was asking them, I told him I didn’t know. He responded 

to this answer with a weird look, a look that said, “What the fuck do you mean you don’t know?” 

 While waiting, I started to get somewhat hungry. I contemplated going to the Italian 

restaurant, Little Venice, across the street. I’ve been there before, and the place has the best 

chicken parm ever. However, I didn’t know how much time I had because Autumn could not call 

Alan to see where he was because the guy doesn’t have a cell phone. I asked, “Who the hell 

doesn’t have a cell phone in 2018?” And then I answered my own question, “Oh wait, a guy that 

doesn’t want to be annoyed by his wife all day.”  

 My phone is already down to 62% - damn iPhones. I should probably charge my phone 

but none of the outlets are near the seats. So, I don’t charge my phone. Instead, I continue to text 

and check social media. 

 At 6:51, Autumn finally texts me that her and Alan are on their way. Not only that she 

also tells me, “Don’t talk to strangers.” Even better, she informs me that her dad gave me the 

advice, “Leave the painted-up whores alone, they got rotten coochies. If it smells of cologne, 

leave it alone.” Were they joking, or did they think I was that dumb? 
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 My phone was at 36%, but I still refused to charge it. Instead, I put it in low power mode. 

Surprisingly this worked better than I thought it would. My phone remained at 36% for around 

15 minutes.  

 I was starting to get tired of waiting in the station. All hell was about to break loose with 

more people coming into the station. An annoying woman was complaining about how stressed 

and “tight” she was - of course it was in the most ghetto way possible. I thought, “Maybe I am in 

the ghetto.” 

 At 7:48, Autumn finally informed me that her and Alan were at the station. Thank god! A 

baby had just started crying.  

 Now, it was time for the ride from Binghamton to Autumn’s house. A ride where myself 

and Alan usually stay silent except for when we have to give one-word answers to one of 

Autumn’s million questions.  

 

                      

                  Two pictures above were taken inside the 

Binghamton bus station. 

Picture above is the 

back of a seat on a 

Greyhound bus. 


