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Going back, I remembered an incident on the bus on a sweltering day in the middle of the summer.
My mother Marcia was in a hurry that day to catch the bus. She dragged me down the street, sometimes carrying me until her arms got tired.
My little legs ran as fast as they could. Getting an ache in my side and begging to be carried. Then finally, my mother stopped at the street corner.
She stood waiting along with several other people. They were all waiting for the T1bus, that would arrive at the corner of our street in Maes y Deri, which would take us into town.
This was the first time I would ever see a bus. I was five-year-old at the time. How do I know this? 
You see my mother was pregnant at the time. It was very rare that we would use the public transport as my father had work that day.
Watching the bus arrive caused me to be little frightened. The bus was big and dirty. Windows were opened, and I could see lots of people were onboard. 

The bus doors folded open, most of the people got off the bus. As we got on with all the other people waiting also got on the bus. The T1 was crowded. The people who got on the bus hung on to railings their arms extending to the above rail. My mother hung on to the rail and her other hand wrapped around my little hand.
It was a hot humid day and there was no air conditioning on bus. I hung on to my mother’s hand as the bus swayed and jerked down the street.
Suddenly the bus stopped, and the bus driver got out to adjust the wing mirror. This took a few minutes, then the bus driver returned to his seat and off we went.
People got off the bus and people got on the bus, but no one gave my mother a seat, they rushed to the available seats.
We got to the next stop where most of the people in the aisle got off the bus. My mother and I, and few others remained standing.
One woman got on the bus. She was a middle-aged woman. She was wearing a cream scarf, it was pulled tight over pink rollers in her deep brown hair. Her long grey coat had few missing buttons that was held with safety pins. I thought to myself she must be hot wearing that coat.
Sat in the top of her shopping trolley was her dog, well I think it was her dog.
She looked down the aisle where we were standing. You could tell she was angry, her face all red with anger. Her face looked like it was ready to explode like bottle of pop.
 
The woman then bursts out an angry statement. 

“I can’t believe you people are sitting down, while this pregnant woman and her young child stand in the aisle.”

No one moved, but at the next stop the people who left their seat were not filled until my mother and I sat down.
We couldn’t thank the woman enough. She sat in the seat in front of us. She was ever so polite. 
She introduced herself as “Gladys.” 
 
“Hello, I’m Timothy but you can call me Tim” said the little boy with smile on his face.

And I’m “Marcia Tim’s mother.” 

That’s all you could see was a little nose poking out from the opening of Glady’s shopping trolley.

“What’s that?” asked Tim

“This is Pixy my chihuahua” answered Gladys.

“But why is she hiding in your trolley?”

“You see Tim, not many people like dogs on the bus. That’s why Pixy is in my shopping trolley.” Replied Gladys.
I could hear shouting from two seats behind. I got scared and cuddled up to my mother.

“Why bring a dog on a bus anyway? Shouldn't you be walking the damn thing?” shouted mouthy lad.

“Going to the vets. It's called Public Transport. It's for all of us.” why should I explain myself to you. Replied Gladys. 
“I have no intention of causing upset with my dog and I wouldn't allow her to brush against anyone.”
“I though only guide dogs were allowed on public transport” shouted the mouthy lad.
Yes, I did agree with him, who wants a dog next to them on a bus stinking etc.

Gladys kept quiet. She did not want any arguments with young child on the bus listening. This lad was not going to shut up and carried on mouthing. 
I'd love to see someone walking their cat onto a bus on a lead.

“I hope you going to complain to the bus company?”  Marcia said.

“I've seen lots of passengers getting on buses with dogs, so bus drivers must know they aren't banned,” shouted a man.
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“That man is Mr Tumble, he’s our care taker in school.”
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