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Fredericksburg, VA – I boarded a Greyhound bus at 8 AM this morning in Norfolk, Virginia for a six hour trip via Richmond to my hometown of Springfield.  Little did I know that I was entering TRAVEL HELL.
The first part of the trip went well.   I was the only Caucasian on the bus; my traveling companions were mostly African American with a few Asians and one Hispanic mother who was nursing her child.  I had a comfortable seat, the heat worked, and we arrived at the Richmond bus terminal on time just before 10 AM.  I disembarked, went into the station lobby to get a coffee at the small restaurant inside while doing some writing while waiting two hours for my next bus.  Although it was still morning by most standards, the young woman taking orders disappointed customer after customer who asked for breakfast items on the displayed menus, by saying to each with absolutely zero emotion, NO BREAKFAST, JUST CHEESEBURGERS AND FRIES.  I was able to buy some coffee, but it was lukewarm.  I should have recognized that this disconnect with customer service was a harbinger of further disappointment to come.
My next bus showed up exactly on time at 11:45, and we pulled out at noon.  I had two seats to myself and continued to work. However, it was somewhat distracting to glance over occasionally to see two heavily tattooed Caucasian teens (or early 20’s) who had boarded in Richmond caressing rather inappropriate parts of each other nearly continuously.  The female had long hair with various shades of purple, pink, blue and red.  Her friend had a shaved head and was wearing mostly Nazi apparel.  He had tattoos all over his back (which she seemed particularly interested in).  Nevertheless, all went well until our first scheduled stop here in Fredericksburg, about half way to Springfield.  As our bus driver began to maneuver the bus around a sharp right turn in the entrance to the bus station, we suddenly heard a loud sound from the underside of the right rear of the bus accompanied by a thud.  The driver stopped the bus, backed it up, again with more loud sounds, including scraping noises.  He then lurched the bus forward with even louder bus trauma in order to free the vehicle from its entrapment.  Several of my fellow passengers were beginning to show alarm.  The teens who were messing around continued to mess around.
With no explanation from the driver, he pulled into a bay of the terminal.  He left the engine running and literally leaped out the door.  We never saw him again.  Maybe he just ran away?  After about ten minutes without hearing any information, one of our fellow passengers up front got off the bus to find out what was happening.   He returned in a few minutes and informed us that he had been told that our bus was damaged.  An older Hispanic guy sitting across from me muttered, “No sheet!”  I thought that this summed up our situation very well.  Apparently we were going to have to wait for a replacement bus to take us the remainder of our journey (about 50 miles).  Half of the passengers got off and went into the terminal to wait.  I stayed aboard doing work on my iPad.  Because the driver had left the engine running, the bus was warm and I could plug my electronic devices into electrical outlets and use the onboard free wifi.  (Greyhound advertises free wifi on all of its busses and promises electrical outlets at "most seat locations.")
An hour passed.  No information from any Greyhound personnel.  So I went inside the terminal and asked a woman at the "Information" window.  "You have to ask the driver," was her response.  "So where is the driver?"….  "I don't know." …. 'Excuse me??"   You get the idea.  No help.  I returned to the bus to resume working.
At hour two a passenger came back on board and told us that he heard that a replacement bus would arrive in 20 minutes.  Over the course of the next hour, we received several more of these 20-minute hopeful conjectures, some from Greyhound personnel in the terminal.  All proved to be false.  Finally I went inside again and asked the same woman at the information desk how I could get reimbursed for the unacceptable delay caused by the driver (who still was nowhere to be found).  She said that she could not help me, but did give me an 800 number to call.  
When I dialed that number, a recording led me through a lengthy menu of options, but the only one which worked gave me another recording with a 214 number (not toll free).  After that number and going through its resulting menu, I finally ended up with a human with a rather heavy accent.  He listened to the situation as I reported it, and then said, "I can't help you, but I’ll transfer you."  After over six minutes on HOLD, a female voice answered, with an even heavier accent, almost indecipherable.  She took down the information as I recounted it, but then put me on HOLD two more times for at least 5 minutes each.  Although I gave her my e-mail address very slowly several times, she had me spell it letter by letter THREE MORE times!  The result of all of this was that she gave me a 6-digit "incident number."  She then cautioned me to remember that number so that I could call back in 24 hours to discuss the situation "after we investigate."  
Ten minutes later a rumor began to circulate in the terminal that a new bus would arrive for us in - you guessed it - 20 minutes.  This time the replacement bus showed up.   30 minutes later we were aboard and headed north.  We arrived in Springfield at 6:30 PM.   I cannot wait to call that 214 number back tomorrow.  Any bets on any satisfaction, other than some more HOLDs followed by new numbers to call??
I thought you might like to know.
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