
BUSING
VyjTHOUT-TEARS

BY TED CONOVER

1. SAW THE SCHOOL bus
approach last month and a familiar, queasy feeling came
to my stomach. "Here goes," said my sister Margo,
fifteen, taking a deep breath as it stopped in front of us
and the door opened.

She had good reason to be nervous—it was her first
day of high school. I did not—I had graduated from
Manual High School five years before, and was going
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