
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


FIVE TALES OF EXISTENCE 
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Dedication

For anyone who has ever found meaning in small moments...on buses, in elevators, under streetlights, or staring into a coffee cup.

SMASHWORDS LICENSE NOTES: This is a work of fiction, any resemblance to actual people living, or dead or in-between is purely coincidental. 



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FIVE TALES OF EXISTENCE

    

    
      First edition. September 22, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Andre' Mwansa.

    

    
    
      Written by Andre' Mwansa.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Cosmic Bus Ride
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Theo sat on the rattling night bus, trying not to think about how the seat smelled faintly of onions. The windows were fogged, rain streaking down in crooked lines like the universe trying to write something in a language no one could read. He leaned back, resigned to another long ride through the city’s veins.

Next to him, a girl in a red hoodie, Amara, was staring out the window with an intensity that made it seem like the darkness had secrets.

“You ever notice,” she said suddenly, her voice cutting through the hum of the engine, “how bus rides feel like being inside the universe? You don’t know the driver, you don’t know where everyone else is going... but somehow, you’re all moving forward together.”

Theo smirked. “That’s poetic. Or just creepy.”

She turned, grinning. “Think about it, what if life is just a bus ride, and death is when your stop comes? You never really know when to ring the bell. Some people get off early, some late. And sometimes the bus breaks down completely.”

Theo chuckled. “So basically, we’re all just passengers praying the bus doesn’t smell like onions and cinnamon?”

“Exactly,” Amara laughed. Then she glanced at him sideways. “But the trick is, don’t just stare out the window the whole time. Talk to the stranger next to you.”
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