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Philippe stood at his bus stop, checking his watch. Bus 23 was late, which was weird because Mrs. Stevenson was never late. Through the morning fog, he saw something approaching. It looked like a bus, but somehow... fluttery?

"ALL ABOARD!" called an extremely familiar voice. The bus pulled up, and there was Harris behind the wheel, wearing a bus driver's uniform that kept changing colors like a mood ring. "Morning route 23, now departing for all dimensions, realities, and that one place where cheese tells jokes!"

"Oh no," Philippe groaned. "Harris, where's Mrs. Stevenson?"

"Called in sick with a case of temporary time displacement," Harris explained cheerfully. "She's fine, just experiencing Tuesday and Friday simultaneously. Should clear up by next week." He adjusted his hat, which had a tiny steering wheel spinning on top. "Now hop on! We're running late, or possibly early, depending on which universe you check."

Philippe climbed aboard to find the bus was definitely not normal. The seats were made of clouds, the windows showed different weather in each pane, and was that a whale wearing a crossing guard vest floating outside?

"That's Winston," Harris explained, waving to the whale. "He's our interdimensional traffic controller. Lovely fellow, though he tends to give tickets in the form of marine biology lectures."

As more students got on, Philippe noticed something else odd. "Harris, is the bus... breathing?"

"Oh! Right! Everyone, meet Betsy the Boulevard Butterfly! She's filling in for the regular bus. Budget cuts, you know. Had to get creative with transportation options." The bus gave a friendly shimmer, her windshield wipers fluttering like eyelashes.



At the next stop, they picked up what looked like regular students — if regular students included a young yeti wearing a backpack made of snow, three robots arguing about homework, and what appeared to be a young Shakespeare working on his math homework.

"To solve, or not to solve," young Shakespeare muttered, "that is the equation."

Harris hit a bump, and suddenly everyone was speaking different languages. The yeti was now reciting algebra in Spanish, the robots were beeping in French, and Shakespeare was doing interpretive dance about geometry.

"Minor dimensional hiccup!" Harris announced, thunder-farting so impressively that the cloud seats all formed silver linings. "Nothing to worry about! Though you might want to hold onto something — we're about to hit a quantum traffic jam."

Looking out the window, Philippe saw they were indeed stuck behind a line of unusual vehicles: a giant snail shell with racing stripes, a flying carpet with a "Student Driver" sign, and what looked like a dinosaur wearing roller skates.

"Morning rush hour," Harris explained. "Winston! A little help?"

The traffic whale swooped down, directing traffic with glowing fins while humming what sounded like underwater show tunes. He gave them the all-clear with a splash that somehow made everyone's homework waterproof.

As they traveled, each stop got progressively more bizarre. They picked up a group of cloud children who had to be warned not to rain in the bus, three young wizards who kept accidentally turning their textbooks into birds, a junior time traveler who got on tomorrow but needed to be dropped off yesterday, several ghost students who passed through the walls but still insisted on using the door, and a young sasquatch taking advanced photography whose pictures all came out blurry.



"Next stop: The Library of Alexandria!" Harris called out. "Please note that any homework left behind may alter the course of history!"

"Harris," Philippe said carefully, "we're supposed to be going to Lincoln Elementary."

"Are we?" Harris checked his route map, which appeared to be drawn in constellation patterns. "Ah, you're right! Simple fix." He pulled a lever made of moonbeams, and the bus did a loop-de-loop through what looked like the Northern Lights.

Betsy the Bus-Butterfly fluttered her windshield wipers apologetically as they emerged in front of Lincoln Elementary. Somehow, they were exactly on time, though Philippe's watch now displayed the time in rainbow colors and occasionally suggested good pizza toppings.

As the students filed out — some floating, some teleporting, some taking the long way through last Thursday — Harris called out reminders: "Don't forget! Tomorrow's bus will be powered by recycled dreams! Please bring your own reality anchors, and no feeding the quantum physics homework after midnight!"



Philippe was the last one off. "Harris, what about Mrs. Stevenson?"

"Oh, she'll be back once she finishes experiencing all seven days of the week at once. She's quite enjoying Sunday-Wednesday-Friday. Says it's very efficient."

Just then, the regular bus pulled up beside them. Mrs. Stevenson stepped out, looking slightly sparkly but otherwise normal.

"Thanks for covering my route," she said to Harris. "Though next time, maybe fewer dinosaurs? They keep leaving footprints in the space-time continuum."

"No promises!" Harris replied cheerfully. Betsy the Bus-Butterfly transformed back into a regular bus, though her windshield wipers still fluttered occasionally, and her hubcaps now told fortunes in morse code.

As Philippe headed to class, he heard Harris calling out one last time: "Don't forget to thank Winston! He gave everyone an A+ in marine biology, even though it's not actually a subject at this school!"

Some say on foggy mornings, you can still see Betsy the Bus-Butterfly picking up students from different dimensions. And if your bus is ever late, listen carefully — it might just be stuck behind a dinosaur on roller skates in quantum traffic.

As for Mrs. Stevenson? She now gives out hall passes that work in all seven days of the week simultaneously. Very efficient indeed.
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