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A bus approached before another intermittent downpour flooded the city streets. Silver was relieved when he 
saw its headlights reflecting off the wet asphalt. It was 3:36 in the morning and Shock Therapy, the club he 
performed at hours earlier had closed; last call for alcohol, last dance, and the city was at rest. 
While waiting, Silver thought about why he could never seem to escape the traps availed by the city’s criminal 
underworld. The bus pulled up to the curb and the jaws of its doors opened to greet him like an open vice. 
“Mornin’,” said the 60-year-old bus driver in a baritone voice to greet 19-year-old Silver, who thought the driver 
resembled Al Sharpton in the 1980s when he was overweight and wore jogging suits. 
“What’s up,” said Silver as he dropped a handful of coins in the mouth of the machine to pay his fare. 
“You out kinda late, ain’t ya?” the bus driver said with a smile, happy to have someone he could talk to on the 
empty bus. “My name’s Jessie.” 
“People call me Silver.” 
“You a musician?” asked Jessie. 
“Yep,” said Silver. 
“Whatcha play, lead or rhythm?” Jessie asked, observing the black rectangular guitar case. 
“Both,” said Silver. “I’m comin’ from a gig at Shock Therapy, but ain’t nothin’ happenin’ there. People goin’ 
nowhere an’ I’m tryin’ to get away from it all.” 
“Been there before,” said Jessie. “That club opened when I was yo’ age. I’m surprised it’s still open. I used to 
sing there; started out in church; joined an R&B band, toured, recorded, partied… Hey, does Cleo still work 
there?” 
“She runs the bar and waits tables sometimes,” said Silver. 
Jessie laughed. “I used to have thing for her,” he said. “We could’ve been a nice couple but life changes. Now 
look at us. She waitin’ tables an’ I’m driven a bus. Don’t never git in conflict with yo’ destiny.” 
“What do you mean by that?” asked Silver. 
“I mean talent ain’t enough to make it,” said Jessie. “Success finds ways to elude a man.” He wrestled the 
steering wheel turning the bus left off Broadway, out of the downtown area, toward East Oakland. “See, there’s 
a condition of uneasiness men never seem to get around, so they git stuck. It’s why you gotta do like Curtis 
Mayfield used to sing and ‘keep on pushin’.” 
The bus engine roared as it accelerated through the darkness. The bright interior lights made it nearly 
impossible to see outside. But the beads of water and their streaks on the window let Silver know it was 
raining. 
“There’s a hopeless discomfort in our humanity,” said Jessie as he pressed his foot on the accelerator driving 
down East 14thStreet. The bus tires cut and splashed through puddles of water gathered around clogged storm 
drains. 
“The reality is there’s a gradual chain of events that define our humanity,” said Silver. “I play music to alter 
mine. It allows me to measure the incalculable consequences of living; to recover from what might be my own 
destruction.” 
Jessie braked hard at a red light and the bus screeched to a stop. When the light flashed green he accelerated 
through the intersection, looking ahead as the windshield wipers intermittently wiped the rain away. Then, the 
polyrhythmic thud and pounding of a desperate man running alongside the bus made Jessie pull over again. 
He opened the door and a man leaped aboard, wet and out of breath. “Thanks, man,” he said as he panted. 
“Thought I wasn’t gonna make it.” 



“You almost didn’t,” said Jessie in a kind voice. “I just didn’t want you to have to wait another hour in this wet 
weather.” 
The man paid his fare and hastily made his way to the back of the bus and sat low to take a catnap, or to hide. 
“Reality is funny thing,” said Jessie. “Sometimes we dismiss it and the world we create after bringing it to 
fulfillment. It only ceases to exist when we’re gone.” 
“You a preacher too?” Silver said sarcastically. “You talkin’ ‘bout death, but some people are already dead, 
‘cause their desires have been amputated. They live in dark, silence. That’s their reality.” Then he pulled the 
cord above the window to signal his wish to exit, in the heart of the city’s dark ghetto. 
Jessie pulled over at the intersection of 90th Avenue and East 14th Street and the bus doors opened as if by 
telekinesis. 
Before stepping off onto the curb, Silver turned to Jessie. “Thanks,” he said. “I’ve reached my destination and 
my other reality.” 
“Me too,” said Jessie, feeling uneasy with reality. “Good luck with ya music, and remember: None of us gits 
outta life alive.” 
Jessie’s proverb became a prophecy that suddenly revealed its truthfulness. Five gunshots awakened the 
neighborhood. One stray bullet intended for the passenger in the back of the bus ricocheted off a pole and hit 
the bus driver in the back, leaving him wilted over the steering wheel, his life extinguished. 
Silver clutched the handle of his guitar case and ran. The last thing he needed was to be questioned by police 
as a suspect in a murder. He took Jessie and Curtis Mayfield’s advice and ‘kept on pushin.’ In reality, he didn’t 
want to end up a what-could-have-been artist, or dead, like the bus driver. 
 


