The Morning Breakdown

The Driver:
It was an ordinary day. I climbed onto my bus and started the engine. Everything felt normal, but for some reason, I felt a vibration on the floor. Since that is usually copacetic for a big bus, I continued to my stops. The first stop went just fine. I watched the kids climb the steps one by one. The morning air was cool, and the roads were quiet. I checked my mirrors and kept my eyes on the street, as I always did. Driving a school bus requires meticulous focus and patience, and I had done this job for many years. Still, that small vibration stayed in the back of my mind. It felt slightly stronger than usual.
Everything was normal, so I proceeded to the next stop. I slowed down and pressed the brake. For a second, the bus did not respond the way I expected. It did not stop as smoothly as it should have. My heart skipped a beat. I quickly pulled the emergency brake, and the bus finally came to a full stop.
The kids at the stop did not notice anything strange. They just walked in and sat down quietly, chatting with their friends like always. I forced myself to stay calm. I told myself it might just be a small issue. Still, I could not ignore the uneasy feeling growing inside me.
At this point, the bus was getting very loud. The vibration had become stronger, and I could feel it through the steering wheel and under my feet. It made it harder to focus. I had to go on the speaker and tell the kids to be quiet so I could concentrate. The noise inside the bus made it difficult to hear anything else.
“I still had two more stops,” I thought in my head. I did not want to worry the students, so I kept driving. As I continued on my route, I listened carefully. That was when I heard a beeping noise coming from the bus. Then, all of a sudden, the bus started to smell like gas. My heart started to race. I pulled over as fast as I could, the bus shaking beneath me. I reached for the door, ready to get everyone out.
Then, at that moment, the whole bus blew up.

The Bus:
I knew something was wrong when you started me. I tried to warn you. That shaking you felt? That was not normal. That was me struggling to keep going. But you ignored it. You always ignore the signs. You told yourself it was “just a big bus.” You were wrong.
At the first stop, I had to keep it together because kids were getting on. Then you drove again. At the next stop, I tried harder to show you. My brakes didn’t respond properly. That was not small. That was serious. But you kept going anyway. You called it a “small problem.” You stayed calm. You chose to continue, even when I was clearly struggling.
I was shaking more and more. I wasn’t just moving; I was breaking. My parts were no longer working. I was falling apart from the inside, piece by piece. I used the only voice I had left, and I started to beep. That sound was not random. That was me warning you. That was me imploring you to stop, to check on me. But you still drove.
Then everything got worse. Fuel started leaking inside me. I wasn’t safe anymore. And only then did you pull over. It was too late. You waited too long. You ignored every warning I gave you. I was built to protect, to carry, to keep everyone safe. But you pushed me past my limit.
I didn’t want this. I didn’t want to hurt anyone. But I was breaking, and you wouldn’t listen. At that moment, all the pressure, fuel, and heat all combined.
I lost control.
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