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The Bus Ticket 
 

Ramesh Chandra Tiwari 
Bahraich, India 

There are those who are so parsimonious that they do not give a damn about a corrupt practice in 
an effort to save money and that it is often hard to imagine how a gentleman could ever do 
something like that. 

A crowd of passengers ran after Avadh Express as it got in. A few of them began to put their 
bags on vacant seats through the windows before it came to a halt; then as it finally stopped, 
others could not have the patience to wait for the passengers to alight and started jostling to 
climb into it. 

When they settled down, the conductor took his bag under his left arm and got off the bus 
shouting, ‘The express to Lucknow’ and kept on repeating it until the bus was almost full. A 
short time thereafter, the driver and the conductor both strolled to a stall and stood at it, sipping 
tea leisurely. 

It was half an hour or so later that the driver came back to the bus. He climbed into his seat, 
honked the horn and then turned to check if things in the coach were okay before he moved off. 
The conductor too ambled back and once again started calling, ‘The express to Lucknow’. 

It was the beginning of June, when the sun shines fiercely down, strong winds blow, mirages are 
seen in the distance and the heat wave sears the face. 

The oppressive afternoon heat was insufferable because the roof of the stopped bus was getting 
hotter and the wind was gusting in through the door like flames. People sat waiting impatiently 
for the door to be shut and the bus to start, but the insolent conductor did not budge. He stood, 
calling passengers and looking around as though he were the very owner of the bus together with 
its passengers. 

When the passengers became deeply irritated by the conductor’s behaviour, they started shouting 
at him. But he walked to and fro on the pavement, looking for more passengers. Slowly the 
clamour rose high. ‘We’ll take another bus.’ ‘Friends, let’s leave this bus if he does not listen to 
us.’ ‘Leave him crying for passengers until evening – he deserves it.’ It was only when a few of 
them came at the door with their luggage that the conductor came back shouting out ‘No 
passenger travelling to a request stop’.  He then sat down on his seat and exhorted passengers to 
get tickets. A dozen people queued up in the gangway and several others began to pass notes to 
him. 

Another half an hour passed and the bus still stood motionless. The driver, resting his left hand 
on the gear lever and the right on the steering wheel, looked behind him again and again. 
Nothing else happened. The emperor of the bus, who seemed to have a mind of his own, sat 
tearing the tickets, quite unmoved by every hue and cry; and not until he finished his job off did 
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he raise his head to pull the bell. Anyway, the driver finally switched on the ignition and the 
click of the lever sounded like a divine note. 

After a brief silence, a babble of voices rose from among the happy passengers, as the bus picked 
up speed. Some of them preferred whispering with each other, while a few others started talking 
aloud, but a voice louder than the rest came from a man who looked sort of a peculiar gentleman, 
dressed in a white shirt and black woollen sadari. He was probably in his mid forties, well built, 
of above medium height, with a bit dark and poke-marked complexion. He had short straight hair 
on his oddly shaped head; and his face was covered with the stubble of several days, and bore a 
humorous mouth. Briefly, he was rather a big man with a ridiculous yet dominating personality 
and looked like a countryman turned cultivated. 

All he talked was utter nonsense, but it sounded cunning all the same. At first, only a few young 
men sitting about him, who seemed his friends or acquaintances, were his admiring listeners, but 
shortly afterwards others too became his curious audience. His nonsense knew no bounds. 
People laughed at him and sometimes passed rude remarks about him, but that elephant of a man 
went swinging along with a few dogs barking around, or rather, he went on pouring it on and 
listening to none like a shameless politician. 

As the bus was running at great speed on the jerk-proof road now, the passengers were happy 
and in the best of humours. But the conductor was busy keeping the accounts – absolutely 
indifferent to all else happening about in the coach. 

After the conductor had done his job of accounts, he stood up and started counting the 
passengers. But as soon as he finished counting, he went red in the face. ‘Which of these 
gentlemen hasn’t purchased his ticket?’ he shouted. All eyes immediately turned on him, but 
there came no answer. Then he howled the same again and the very funny weirdo glanced up. 
‘Me, sir,’ he replied carelessly. 

‘Why ever not?’ cried the conductor angrily. 

‘Did you ask me to?’ 

‘Oh, I see, good friend,’ murmured the conductor. Then he slowly walked towards him. ‘Well, 
which is your stop?’ he asked contemptuously. 

‘Colonel Ganj.’ 

‘But this bus doesn’t stop there – who told you to take it?’ 

‘Why, your own authorized mouth, sir.’ 

‘Oh yeah?’ 

‘I lie to you?’ 
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‘Of course you do!’ 

‘I wish I had a tape recorder! Anyway, which is the next mandatory stop according to your 
manual?’ 

‘Barabanki: so they know.’ 

‘How much will the fare be?’ 

‘To Barabanki, you mean?’ 

‘I mean your bus won’t go to New York!’ 

‘Ha! You jest about it! Anyway, it will cost you sixty rupees.’ 

‘Can’t you charge that much and drop me off at Colonel Ganj?’ 

‘All right, that will do. But hurry up with that, please.’ 

‘You think I’ll jump out of the running bus, do you?’ 

‘Even so, I must have the fare and right now!’ 

At this the gentleman grew furious. He frowned at the conductor. ‘Stop arguing, you!’ he hissed. 
‘Can’t you see I’m sitting in the middle seat and it’s hard for me to reach into my pocket now?’ 

‘Sir, it would be good if you somehow managed it,’ said the conductor with a changed tone in his 
voice. 

Then the man grew still more aggressive. ‘What do you think I am?’ he growled. 

The conductor shrugged and said nothing. 

‘You think I’m a pickpocket, eh?’ he continued. 

‘Oh no, sir, it’s not that!’ 

‘What’s that when you can’t wait a little? What’s that when you measure me against petty coins? 
Perhaps you know nothing about a revenue accountant. They often chuck such amounts to 
charity, you know.’ Then he paused to stare him out. ‘You old boy,’ he added harshly, ‘go back 
to your seat and trust me to pay you full fare!’ 

The conductor admitted his defeat, came back to his seat and started counting the notes which he 
had collected by then. The interrupted jabber broke out again. ‘He’s a real boastful fellow,’ said 
a voice. ‘No, he’s up to no good,’ remarked someone else. The brazen fellow paid no heed to 
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them this time too, but rather resumed his old prattle, to which thing those youngsters still 
seemed inclined to listen. 

‘You people,’ he boasted, ‘often underestimate the Revenue boys. Friends, be not mistaken about 
them, they’ve sharper minds than even IAS’s and PCS’s, and as a result, are richer than them. 
You know something? Their houses have marble floors. Oh, by the way, have you ever heard the 
popular story about the public accountant who solved such a riddle in the blink of an eye that 
many big brains failed in their attempts?’ 

‘Never, sir!’ young men cried. ‘Could you tell it to us, please?’ 

‘Okay, listen up, friends,’ he soon began. ‘There once was a king who had two daughters and no 
son. One day he sent for a renowned astrologer and asked him to prepare their horoscopes. You 
know, while the astrologer was conducting a detailed study of their future based on the position 
of the stars at the time of their birth, he went pale. The king was shocked to see his face. He 
begged him to tell the cause of his getting upset, but he simply gazed into space and said nothing. 
Then not until he was requested several times did he open his mouth.’ He paused for a while then 
added, ‘You know something? Well, you’ll never guess the prediction that he made.’ And with 
that, he broke off. The listeners looked at him with curiosity, waiting for him to go on, but he 
kept his mouth shut. 

Meanwhile, most of them began to ponder what it was that the astrologer could have predicted. 
When they could not find an answer, they requested the story teller to go on. 

‘Well,’ he continued, ‘You know, the pundit prophesied that the royal princesses would lead a 
happy life as long as they are single, but wouldn’t be able to live likewise as married couples. 
The worried king thereupon asked for a remedy, but he shook his head regretfully. 

‘As the years went by, the king became more and more worried and his hopes began to fade. One 
morning, when the royal court was in session, a man charged with fraud was brought under 
escort before the court. His majesty asked him whether he had committed the crime. You know, 
the man bowed down and confessed without protest.’ 

‘How strange!’ said a few with surprise. ‘Offenders never confess to the crimes so easily.’ 

‘Can you guess who that man was?’ asked the story teller. 

‘By no means,’ was the answer from the audience. 

‘Oh, he was the very the public accountant. Anyway, let’s see what happened next. First the king 
looked at him with surprise. Then he inquired why he had chosen to break the law. The 
accountant raised his head and in reply, he said that he had a suggestion as to how the princesses 
could be saved from their dark future and that he wanted to offer it to his majesty, but it was 
immensely difficult for him to have straight access to the throne. The king smiled affectionately 
at him. He called him over and then led him to his private chamber, where he listened carefully 
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to his clever idea.’ Here he dropped the story again. ‘Hey, you’re listening to me, or I’m being 
made a fool of,’ he asked the passengers, reclining in his seat. 

‘Oh, we’re all ears – tell us what the accountant said to the king,’ they cried. 

‘Just guess that, can you?’ 

‘No, we can’t.’ 

‘Okay then, listen up. The accountant argued that the astrologer had predicted that the princesses 
would not survive as couples. He, however, had not mentioned what impact the stars would have 
on them if they made no couple. The king got astonished and asked him how it was possible. 
Then in reply to the king’s worried frown the accountant said that the two princesses could 
choose to marry the same prince.’ 

The story amused everybody. The conductor was listening to it too, but he could not be fully 
entertained by it because he was, all the while, anxious about the fare which the gentleman had 
not paid him. Once again he plucked up the courage to ask for it. But before he could say a word, 
the queer fellow rose from his seat with his bag in his hand, came out from between the rows, 
walked near to the door, where the conductor was sitting, and stood facing him supporting 
himself by means of the post. 

‘So you want me to pay for the ticket?’ he asked the conductor. 

‘You already know that, sir,’ was the reply. 

‘I believe you people are very low paid employees. Besides, your officers have turned very strict. 
Friend, I’ve every sympathy for you, and, as a result, want to give you some extra amount of 
money.’ 

‘I’m no beggar, sir! Pay me for your ticket, which I think would be enough of anything you can 
do for me.’ 

‘So you’re no beggar, right?’ he sneered. Then he raised his hand and hammered the roof with 
his fist. 

As the bus stopped, he handed the conductor a handful of loose change. ‘Always rely on a 
Revenue employee,’ he boasted. ‘You’ll benefit from his wisdom. Understand?’ Then he turned 
quickly to the door and opened it with a jerk. 

The conductor began counting the coins. But no sooner had he finished that than he became 
perplexed. ‘Hey, just a minute!’ he shouted, holding the coins in his hand. ‘That’s twenty rupees 
altogether!’ 
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By then the gentleman was on the bottom step. He turned round and looked at the conductor with 
a deep frown on his face. ‘Put those coins in your pocket, you foolish fish, and also learn how to 
earn!’ he muttered and got off. 
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