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The Essay: The Bus Stop 

 

Every morning at 6:47 AM, six strangers wait at the bus stop on Maple Street. I'm one of them. 

There's Coffee Cup Lady, who drinks from the same insulated mug and scrolls through her 

phone with the determination of someone avoiding eye contact. Construction Hat Guy wears 

neon safety gear and steel-toed boots splattered with paint. Headphone Girl can't be older than 

sixteen and nods to music no one else can hear. Business Suit Man checks his watch 

compulsively, like he's willing the bus to appear through sheer impatience. Old Woman With 

Cart brings a wheeled shopping cart, though I've never seen her with groceries. 

We never speak. We've stood at this same bus stop for two years—waiting for the same 6:52 bus, 

observing the same rituals, existing in the same physical space—and we've never exchanged 

more than occasional nods. 

I learned all their names in February. 

It started with a snowstorm that knocked out power across the city. The bus schedule, along with 

everything else, stopped working. At 6:47, we all arrived at our usual spots, pulled out our 

phones to check the bus app, and discovered nothing was running. 

"Well, this is unfortunate," Coffee Cup Lady said, breaking the sacred silence. 

"I have a site inspection at 8," Construction Hat Guy groaned. 

"I have a calc test first period," Headphone Girl added, pulling out her earbuds for the first time 

in two years. 

We stood there awkwardly, united by crisis but unsure what to do about it. 

Then Old Woman With Cart, whose name I learned was Dorothy, said, "My daughter lives three 

blocks from here. She could probably drive a few of you." 

Business Suit Man, actually named David, knew someone with a car who was probably still 

asleep but might be convinced to drive if bribed with coffee. Coffee Cup Lady, whose name was 

Marissa, knew a coworker who lived nearby and was definitely awake because "she's one of 

those 5 AM yoga people." 

Headphone Girl's mom—she was only fifteen, not sixteen—ended up driving four of us in a 

minivan that smelled like soccer gear and french fries. Construction Hat Guy, whose name was 

James, cracked jokes about being packed in like sardines. Dorothy offered everyone mints from 

her purse that were somehow both expired and still delicious. 
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We all made it to our destinations within thirty minutes. On my way out of the car, I said thanks, 

and Headphone Girl—her name was Alexa—said, "See you tomorrow at the bus stop, maybe?" 

The snow melted. Power returned. The bus schedule resumed. We went back to our usual 

ritual—arriving at 6:47, waiting silently, boarding the 6:52 bus without speaking. 

But something shifted. 

Now, when I arrive at the bus stop, I see Dorothy, Marissa, James, David, and Alexa. Not 

random strangers, but people whose names I know and whose lives briefly intersected with mine 

in meaningful ways. I know Dorothy's cart is for taking donations to the food bank after she 

visits her daughter. I know James is working on a renovation project for a church downtown. I 

know Alexa is in the marching band and is devastated that her school district is cutting funding. 

We still don't talk every morning. The bus stop hasn't transformed into some heartwarming 

movie scene where we're all best friends sharing life stories. We're still mostly silent commuters 

waiting for public transportation. 

But now the silence feels different. It's not the uncomfortable silence of strangers actively 

avoiding connection. It's the comfortable silence of people who know each other, who've helped 

each other, who exist as part of the same community even if we're not actively friends. 

I notice things now. When Dorothy doesn't appear for three days, I worry until she returns 

(visiting her son in Philadelphia, she explained when she came back). When David seems 

stressed about something on his phone, I want to ask if he's okay, though I never do because that 

might violate our unspoken bus stop protocols. When Marissa wore what was clearly a new coat 

last week, I almost complimented it before remembering that might make things weird. 

The thing about community is that it doesn't require friendship. It requires presence, recognition, 

and caring about each other's existence, even when you're not actively interacting. Community is 

knowing someone's name and noticing when they're not there. It's helpful when a crisis disrupts 

routine. It's the small nods of acknowledgment that say "I see you" without requiring 

conversation. 

I used to think community meant close relationships—friends, family, people you actively 

choose to spend time with. I didn't realize you could build community in three-minute morning 

increments at a bus stop, or that six silent strangers could constitute a meaningful part of my 

daily life. 

Every morning at 6:47, I wait at the bus stop with Dorothy, Marissa, James, David, and Alexa. 

We rarely speak. But we're not strangers anymore. And somehow, that small shift changed how I 

move through the world—noticing people, learning names, recognizing that community exists in 

the smallest, most mundane spaces if you're paying attention. 

The 6:52 bus is pulling up now. Time to not talk to my friends. 
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Expert Analysis: 

What Makes This Essay Effective: 

1. Relatable premise: Everyone has experienced being around the same strangers 

repeatedly without actually knowing them. 

2. Vivid character descriptions: Nicknames like "Coffee Cup Lady" and specific visual 

details make each person memorable immediately. 

3. Clear turning point: The snowstorm provides a concrete catalyst for change without 

being overly dramatic. 

4. Honest about limitations: The essay acknowledges they still don't really talk, avoiding 

the cliché of becoming best friends. 

5. Sophisticated insight: The reflection on community not requiring friendship 

demonstrates a mature understanding. 

6. Specific observations: Small details like noticing Dorothy's absence or Marissa's coat 

show how the writer pays attention. 

7. Natural voice: The writing feels conversational and genuine throughout. 

8. Structure: The essay moves from routine to disruption to new routine with a changed 

perspective—clear narrative arc. 

9. Universal theme: While the specific setting is unique to the writer, themes about 

connection and community resonate universally. 

10. Memorable last line: "Time to not talk to my friends" is both funny and profound, 

perfectly capturing the essay's message. 
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