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I am an unhappy man. 

I think to myself as I sway back and forth in the Metro Bus. 

I am an unhappy man. 

I glance towards the women’s compartment of the bus.There is a child crying and throwing a 

tantrum. But of course the mother is too busy to make him stop since she has three more 

children clinging to her. There is a similar scene in the bus every time. A wailing child or an old 

man who coughs all over the back of my neck after every five minutes.  

I am an unhappy man. 

Three more stops till I get off the bus. 

I have found myself submerged deep in thought on these bus rides, maybe I have only recently 

had the time to consider how unfulfilled I feel, or maybe I just need to man up and buy 

earphones so i stop thinking too much during these bus rides. 

Am I an unhappy man? 

The bus stops at Ichra. A few people get on.  

I think about Jameel from work. Jameel has a house in Phase 6 and a wife who hasn’t put out 

since they had their third child. But Jameel has a Honda Civic.  

I wonder whether Jameel is happy.  

I secretly hope he isn’t. 

Saira has been fluttering about Jameel’s desk for a few weeks now. She’s stupid if she thinks 

we all don't see what she’s doing.  

Fuck Jameel and fuck his Honda Civic that he will probably get to fuck Saira in. 

Maybe I am an angry man more than I am an unhappy man? 

“Kalma Chowk” 

Thoughts of Saira and Jameel and his Honda Civic dissipate as I scramble to get off the bus.  

The underground metro tunnel has recently started smelling like piss.  

 

 


