
 

The Diary of Ordinary People 





































Renata Luz 

1 



 

Chapter 1: The Driver 



Date: September 10th 

 “We  spend  our  lives  observing  others  and  yet  we  are strangers even to ourselves.”  



That  was  just  another  morning  like  so  many  others.  The clock  was  still  showing  5:30  when  Pedro  finished  his coffee,  drinking  the  last  few  sips  slowly,  prolonging  the warmth of the drink as if it were a sacred ritual. He made a point of waking up before sunrise, leaving the house with the  pale light  of  dawn  illuminating  the  deserted  streets  of the neighborhood. At that time, everything seemed still, as if  the  world  was  still  asleep  and  he  was  the  only  one awake, about to see the city awaken. Pedro was a man of routines. After almost thirty years of driving the same bus around the city, he  had learned  to value the predictability of days, the comfort of repetition. 

He  would  board  the  empty  bus  at  the  starting  point  and feel the stagnant air, with the familiar smell of the leather seats  and  the  metal  that  creaked  with  each  movement. 

There was something comforting about the empty bus, like a blank canvas, ready to receive the stories of another day. 

He would adjust the rearview mirror, check his tickets and finally start the engine , listening to the heavy roar of the vehicle. It was a sound that, at first, had bothered him, but now  it  was  almost  calming.  He  knew  the  noise  of  each part, the rhythm of the gears and even the vibrations of the steering wheel. He felt at home. 
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Pedro  drove  the  bus  like  someone  driving  an  old  cart, slowly, without rushing. He knew that soon familiar faces would  start  to  appear,  sharing  his  routine  without  ever saying a word. 



The First Passengers 

At  6:00  a.m.,  the  first  passengers  boarded  the  bus  at  the departure  point.  The  city  was  still  waking  up,  and  those half-asleep faces reflected a silent symphony of tiredness, resignation and hope, each in their own way. There was an elderly  lady,  Dona  Lourdes,  who  always  carried  a shopping bag even early in the morning. Pedro never saw her shopping, but he knew she liked to spend the morning at  the  market.  Then  there  was  a  young  man,  Paulo,  who always sat at the back and put on his headphones, his gaze lost,  as  if  he  were  listening  to  the  soundtrack  of  his  own life. 

Pedro  watched  each  of  the  passengers,  studying  their expressions,  trying  to  guess  their  stories.  He  wondered what  was  going  on  in  their  lives,  what  dreams  they  had, what sorrows they carried, but he never asked. Silence was the  invisible  pact  they  had  made,  and  he  respected  it.  At some  point,  he  had  learned  to  appreciate  that  silence  as part of his own peace. After all, he was the driver, but they were the passengers in his life. 
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The Street Artist 

There  was  a  new  face, a  young  woman  who  had  boarded the bus a few weeks ago. She was carrying a worn leather bag, her hair was tangled, and she had an intense gaze, the kind that seemed to capture more than usual. The first time she  got  on,  he  noticed  the  old  guitar  slung  over  her shoulder.  He  guessed  she  was  a  street  performer,  and  he was right. 

He  began  to  observe  her.  She  wore  no  make-up,  and  her face bore signs of fatigue and some pain. At each stop, she would  look  out  the  window,  her  gaze  distant,  as  if  she were  mentally  rehearsing  a  melody.  Pedro  imagined  that music  would  be  her  means  of  survival.  He  also  noticed that  she  rarely  raised  her  head,  as  if  she  wanted  to  hide, making herself invisible among the other passengers. 

He  was  the  kind  of  person  who  made  him  wonder  what made  people  choose  certain  paths.  What  would  drive someone to play in the streets, to endure judgmental looks, and  to  expose  themselves  in  crowded  squares? Pedro  had never  had  the  courage  to  ask,  but  those  little  questions stayed in his head like notes of a silent melody. 



The Young University Student 

Another  passenger  was  a  young  man,  always  carrying  a backpack  full  of  books.  He  was  apparently  just  starting college. Pedro knew because he had heard him talking on the  phone  once.  His  name  was  Tiago  and  he  seemed  like the kind of diligent student, always with his eyes on a page or  a  sheet  of  paper.  However,  Pedro  noticed  a  certain 4 



 

nervousness  in  the  boy's  gestures,  a  constant  tic  in  which his  thumb  made  circles  on  his  knee.  As  if  he  carried  a constant tension, an energy he didn't know how to control. 

That  morning,  Tiago  came  in  with  his  eyes  downcast, sitting next to a lady who was casually reading a pamphlet about an exhibition. Pedro saw the boy glance sideways at the  paper,  perhaps  curious  or  perhaps  distracted,  but something  about  that  silent  interaction  stayed  with  him. 

He  watched  the  young  university  student  fix  his  gaze  on the lady, as if the pamphlet had suddenly pulled him out of his own thoughts. 

Pedro  always  wondered  what  went  on  in  the  minds  of young people. He remembered when he himself was their age, full of dreams and a certainty about life that had faded over  the  years.  The  young  man  reminded  him  of something he himself had been, a long time ago. 



A Reflection on Time 

By  mid-morning,  the  bus  was  already  empty,  and  Pedro had  a  few  minutes  to  stop  and  reflect.  He  looked  out  the window,  the  city  was  beginning  to  come  to  life,  shops were  opening  their  doors,  passers-by  were  hurrying  by, and  everything  was  moving  at  a  frenetic  pace.  In  his  57 

years of life, Pedro had seen the city change. He had seen old  buildings  being  demolished  to  make  way  for  modern skyscrapers,  he  had  seen  neighbors  move  and  new residents  arrive.  But  what  intrigued  him  most  was  how, deep down, everyone followed the same pattern. 
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He  began  to  see  everyday  life  as  a  play,  where  everyone had  predefined  roles.  He  felt  like  he  was  part  of  a  bigger picture,  where,  although  anonymous,  he  was  an  essential element. He reflected  on the  passage of time and the role of each person in his own life cycle. 



The Silent Solitude 

The  day  went  by  and  the  bus  was  getting  emptier.  At  a certain point, Pedro realized that he was getting tired. Not just physically tired, but the weight of a life of routine and silence.  Sometimes,  it  seemed  to  him  that  people  were getting  on  and  off  the  bus  like  ghosts,  without  really seeing  him.  He  was  there,  like  a  constant,  invisible presence, while life went on around him. 

He  thought  about  how  little  he  knew  about  those  he transported  every  day.  After  all,  perhaps  they  were  as lonely as he was. Each one with their own stories, dreams and  fears,  but  always  distant,  always  closed  in  their  own silence. 



The Lady of the Central Square 

Late in the afternoon, a familiar figure boarded the bus. It was  Dona  Laura,  an  elderly  lady  who  always  sat  in  the front row, next to the window. She seemed to be the only one who made a point of greeting him every morning with a  genuine  smile.  Her  simplicity  and  kindness  always touched him. 
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Pedro knew that Laura had lost her husband years ago and that,  since  then,  bus  rides  had  been  her  company.  He  felt that  she  kept  him  company  too.  There  was  a  certain comfort  in  knowing  that  someone  acknowledged  his presence, even if it was just for a few seconds. 



The Last Passenger of the Day 

At  the  end  of  the  day,  the  bus  was  almost  empty.  There was  only  one  passenger  left,  a  middle-aged  man  with  a tired  and  melancholic  look.  Pedro  looked  in  the  rearview mirror  and  felt  a  strange  empathy.  It  was  as  if  the  man, sitting at the back of the bus, was carrying a weight that he recognized. Maybe it was loneliness, maybe the weariness of a life that doesn't always go as we expect. 

When the man got off at the last stop, Pedro felt a lump in his  throat.  This  stranger  had  reminded  him  that,  deep down,  everyone  was  sharing  the  same  journey,  each  with their  own  pains  and  joys,  and  that  he,  as  the  driver,  was just a link in this complex network of ordinary people. 



Conclusion 

Pedro  turned  off  the  engine,  closing  the  bus  door  with  a deep  sigh.  He  felt  like  he  was  part  of  something  bigger, even  if  invisible,  like  a  silent  piece  in  a  city  that  was pulsing  with  life.  In  the  end,  he  knew  that  his  routine connected  him  to  all  the  passengers,  even  if  each  one followed their own path. 
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Chapter 2: The Student 

Date: September 11th 

 “Life in the city is a labyrinth of faces and stories, where I feel lost, but at the same time, more alive than ever.”  



Beatriz woke up to the insistent sound of her alarm clock, that high-pitched tone that seemed to be a warning for the days  to  come.  She  looked  at  the  clock  on  her  bedside table,  and  her  heart  raced.  She  was  late.  Her  first  year  at university  had  begun  and  anxiety  was  a  constant  feeling, like  a  shadow  that  followed  her  wherever  she  went.  She woke  up  from  a  restless  sleep,  where  her  dreams  were  a mix of confusing scenes, exams and unfamiliar faces. 

She  got  up  quickly,  leaving  behind  the  warmth  of  the duvet,  and  ran  to  the  shower.  The  warm  water  helped  to clear  her  mind  and,  at  the  same  time,  drown  the  doubts that assailed her. As she soaped herself, she couldn't help but think about everything that was to come. The new city, the college, the classes, the people. She felt like an actress who had just been given an important role, but wasn't sure how to play it. 



The Path to College 

After getting dressed and having a light breakfast , Beatriz grabbed her backpack, a gift from her mother, and left the house. The walk to the bus stop seemed longer than ever, each  step  heavy  with  nervousness.  The  city  was  still 8 



 

waking  up,  the  streets  full  of  people  in  a  hurry,  but  for Beatriz, everything seemed like a whirlwind. 

When  she  arrived  at  the  bus  stop,  she  found  herself surrounded  by  a  group  of  students,  all  of  them  looking determined and focused. She looked at them, admiring the confidence they seemed to exude. She felt like an intruder in  this  new  world,  where  everyone  seemed  to  already know what they were doing. When the bus arrived, she got on,  looking  for  an  empty  seat.  It  was  then  that  she  saw Pedro, the driver. 



The Encounter with Pedro 

The driver's vision was comforting, even though he didn't know it. For Beatriz, Pedro was like an anchor in a sea of uncertainty.  He  greeted  her  with  a  nod,  a  simple  gesture that  made  all  the  difference.  His  gaze  was  understanding, as if he knew she was there, lost between new experiences and fears. 

She sat by the window and watched the city pass by as the bus  began  to  move.  The  streets  came  to  life,  and  Beatriz could see the faces of the people rushing to work, just like her.  Part  of  her  wished  she  could  be  like  them,  confident and  self-assured, but  another  part  of her was grateful that she still had time to find herself. 

The bus was slowly filling up, and Beatriz saw that Paulo, the boy who always sat behind her, was looking at her. His eyes  were  lost  in  the  music  from  his  headphones,  but somehow  he  seemed  aware  of  her  presence.  That  silent 9 



 

connection intrigued her, as if they shared a secret that no one else knew. 



Reflections of a Newbie 

As  the  bus  continued  on  its  way,  Beatriz  picked  up  a notebook.  Her  busy  mind  kept  thinking  about  everything she had to do: her homework , the upcoming tests, the new friendships  she  wanted  to  make.  Writing  helped  her organize her thoughts and relieve the pressure she felt. 

 “Day 11. Life in the city seems like a maze. Every corner I turn brings something new and unknown. I feel like a little fish  out  of  water.  Today,  I  hope  that  the  Introduction  to Literature  class  won’t  make  me  feel  even  smaller.  The teacher  seems  to  be  demanding.  If  I  can’t  keep  up,  what will I do?”  

The  truth  is  that  Beatriz  had  dreamed  of  this  moment  for years. College had always been one of her goals, and now that  she  was  living  it,  everything  seemed  like  an insurmountable  challenge.  Sometimes  she  thought  about giving up, about going back home, to the safety of her old habits. But there was an inner voice that urged her to keep going, to explore. 



A Meeting in the Central Square 

The  bus  stopped  at  the  Central  Square,  and  Beatriz  took the  opportunity  to  get  off,  her  heart  racing  with anticipation.  There  was  something  magical  about  the square, especially in the morning, when the sunlight began 10 



 

to  reflect  on  the  ancient  stones.  She  saw  the  young musician, the one who always played on the same corner, and  felt  drawn  to  the  soft  melody  he  was  playing.  The music seemed to touch somewhere deep inside her, and for a moment, she forgot about her worries. 

As she walked, she saw that the street artist, Carolina, was getting  ready  to perform.  She  was  already  there, with  her guitar and a look that betrayed a certain internal struggle. 

Beatriz admired  the artist's courage,  the  way  she  exposed herself to the world, and thought about how she would like to be like her. 

The  voices  and  laughter  of  students  filled  the  air.  Beatriz sat on a bench, watching life go by. There was something comforting about being surrounded by people, even if she didn’t  know  anyone.  Looking  up  at  the  blue  sky,  she decided  she  needed  to  enjoy  the  city,  explore,  make friends, and find out what it really meant to live here. 



The Void of Loneliness 

However, there were days when the loneliness became too much  to  bear.  Those  moments  of  despair,  where insecurities washed over her like waves, were the hardest. 

It  was  on  those  days  that  she  wondered  if  she  really belonged  there.  In  college,  many  were  extroverts,  always surrounded by friends, while she struggled to feel like she belonged. 

Beatriz  remembered  the  conversation  she  had  with  her mother  before  she  came  to  the  city.  Her  mother  had  told her  that  college  would  be  a  new  beginning,  a  chance  to 11 



 

grow. But the idea of growing up scared her. What would happen  if  she  didn’t  fit  in?  What  if  she  couldn’t  make friends?  What  if  her  dream  of  becoming  a  writer disappeared before it even began? 



A Lesson from the Past 

An  image  popped  into  her  mind:  her  high  school Portuguese teacher, a woman with a passion for literature who always encouraged her to write. “Writing is a way to find yourself,” she would say. “Don’t be afraid to express your  voice.”  That  phrase  resonated  with  Beatriz.  She realized that perhaps the way to find herself in the city was through writing, through putting her experiences on paper. 

Determined,  she  picked  up  her  notebook  and  began  to scribble: 

 “The city is a mystery, an untold story. Each person who passes  by  carries  a  different  world  with  them.  The  bus driver,  the  artist  who  sings  in  the  streets,  the  young  man who plays the guitar. If each of us could see each other’s stories, perhaps we would feel less alone.”  

With  each  word  she  wrote,  Beatriz  felt  lighter.  That  was her way of connecting with the world, of becoming part of the labyrinth of lives that surrounded her. 



The Return to the Bus 

After watching for a while, she decided it was time to go back. She walked back to the bus stop,  and there he  was, 12 



 

Pedro, getting  ready  for the  next trip. She climbed  in and sat  in  her  usual  position,  near  the  window.  The  engine roared and the bus began to move, and she felt a wave of comfort. 

“Good morning, young man,” Pedro said, a smile lighting up his tired face. “Ready for another day at university?” 

Beatriz  smiled  back,  feeling  an  inexplicable  connection with that man. “Yes, let’s see what the day has in store for me,” she replied, enthusiastically. 



Final Reflections of the Day 

During  the  trip,  Beatriz  observed  the  faces  of  the passengers  around  her.  Each  one  had  a  different expression, a story to tell. She looked at Paulo, the boy at the  back,  and  at  Dona  Laura,  who  always  sat  in  front  of her.  They  were  all  living  their  lives,  facing  their challenges.  Deep  down,  they  were  all  part  of  the  same story, and she, even though she was small, was part of it. 

When she arrived at the university, Beatriz got off the bus feeling  renewed.  The  fear  that  had  previously  paralyzed her  was  beginning  to  dissipate,  and  determination  guided her. She didn’t know what the future held for her, but one thing was certain: she was ready to find out. 



Chapter Conclusion 

When  she  entered  college,  Beatriz  felt  a  little  more confident, as if a new chapter in her life was beginning. As 13 



 

she  walked  to  class,  she  noticed  a  pamphlet  lying  on  the floor about an art exhibition in the Central Square. A small detail, but it made her think about the street artist and her own journey. Every person she met, every day that passed, was a piece of this great mosaic of urban life. 

