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Chapter 1
 
“Mister, can you slow down a little? Your tricycle might flip up,” Bo's passenger pleaded to him worriedly. Bo didn't mind this as it had always been in his nature to drive fast and hard. A guy who had always wanted to become part of a professional Motocross Racing group, he constantly pushed any vehicle he got his hands on to the limit... even if it was just a small tricycle. But since he only came from a poor family, those dreams of his had to be put on hold. Just like his father before him, he needed to drive around the passenger tricycles owned by Bob Garduce, the richest man in San Marco.
“Hey Bo, my tricycles are not meant for racing! They’re for passengers.” Bob once reminded him.
He received complaints about Bo's reckless driving and had to do something about it. “If you want to continue working for me like your father had, you need to start treating it properly. Consider this as your first and last warning.”
Almost everyone in the neighborhood knew about his careless driving behavior and attributed it to his tough-guy persona. What puzzled them most was every single time he passed by the cemetery, he would most definitely drive fast. Unbeknownst to them was beneath his thug-like facade, he was actually terrified of ghosts. Since he was scared he might see one in the cemetery, he drove past it as fast as he can. He always did.

Chapter 2
 
One evening when there weren’t too many passengers, Bo and his fellow tricycle drivers had a few rounds of drinks near the terminal. “Besides, there are no cops around. And we can buy some food from that street vendor”, said one of the drivers as he pointed to a vendor standing in one corner. The vendor carried a basket full of hot cuisine with him.
“That is an absolutely perfect timing,” Bo whispered to himself as he smiled. “I haven't had a drink in weeks.” He sat down near the table where the others placed the drinks and chugged down a glass of gin. He had only taken in two glasses but he already started to feel dizzy. And it was almost his turn to drink the gin which they passed around.
As if by a miracle, a passenger came by. It was not an ordinary guy, but a beautiful and sexy lady.  Bo was next in the queue, which meant he would be the one assisting her. Bo stood up from the table and walked towards his tricycle.
“What a lucky guy,” one of the drivers said. “Not only does get to stop drinking another shot of gin, which will surely make him collapse like a drunk, but he also gets to meet an attractive woman. Sigh!”
The other drivers jealously stared at Bo as he took the lady's bags and spoke to her. The lady smiled back and got into the passenger side of the tricycle. Bo started his vehicle then drove off as the others still enviously gazed at him.
The lady passenger whom Bo had was very stunning. He wasn't able to control himself and eventually flirted with her. Fortunately for him, the lady was a nice person. And she seemed to be into him as well, or so he thought. They talked about many things and got to know each other well while on the way to the remote part of the town where she lived. Surprisingly, Bo drove the tricycle smoothly and carefully. It was not just to get to their destination safely but also to spend more time with her.
They arrived at her home soon after. Bo stopped the tricycle close to the gate of the house. Overjoyed about meeting the woman, and mostly due to being a little drunk, he didn't charge her for the fare. Delighted at what Bo did, the lady kissed him on the cheek and said thanks, much to Bo’s surprise. Before she entered the gate to her house, the lady turned back to him and said, “Hope to ride on your tricycle again some time.” Then she winked at him. Bo's heart melted right then and there.
He waited until the woman was safely inside her house before he left... with a huge grin on his face.

Chapter 3
 
Bo had not gone far when he noticed a shadow standing at the other side of the road. It beckoned him to come. “I'd better take one more fare before going to the garage,” he thought to himself. “Besides, it's not like I got anything from that lady, except for a kiss,” he said to himself then snickered.
He drove his tricycle towards the shadow and slowly became aware of who it was. It was an old man who carried a metal cane and wore white long sleeves with white pants. The man had a creepy thinness to him and his clothes appeared loose, showing off his bony figure. He was also slightly shivering. “Poor guy,” remarked Bo as the old man got on the passenger side of the tricycle. “He must be feeling cold from the evening chill.” Bo asked for his new passenger's destination but the old man just kept quiet. He only gradually lifted his skinny arms and pointed to one direction: forward.
Bo assumed the old man would get off at the end of that long stretch of road so he drove his tricycle towards that route. His assumption was correct. The old man was getting off at the house near the end of the road. However, due to his drunken condition, he did not realize they would need to pass by a place he never wanted to see: the cemetery. Bo moved his tricycle to a higher gear and the vehicle sped up. He slowly felt sleepy as the tricycle moved along the road. Sometimes he slowed down, sometimes he sped up.
With the end of the road in sight, Bo noticed the chill in the evening air had become different and carried an unwelcome scent. “It's the smell of... hmmm...” Bo tried to put his finger into what he thought of when he realized they were closing in on the cemetery. “It's the smell of death”, he thought to himself. Abruptly, he lost his drunken state. Bo moved the tricycle to its highest gear and drove hard. His heart pounded heavily and goose bumps appeared all over his skin.
He drove quickly through the dirt road along the cemetery. It was filled with scattered pieces of stones and potholes but it did not matter to him. In his mind, the important thing was to get to his destination without seeing any ghost... at all costs. Bo's tricycle rumbled, tumbled and almost flew over the rough road until he was finally away from the cemetery.
Bo slowed the tricycle down and gave a deep sigh of relief. “I made it once again,” he thought to himself. He turned around to ask his passenger about the exact place to drop him off, “Where should I drop you off...”
His eyes grew big with fear as he realized his passenger disappeared! “Ghost!” was his first thought.
Then he let out a scream, “My passenger was a ghost!”
Bo's heart pounded hard once more as he slammed on the breaks. He decided to stop for the night and get back to the garage. However, he would need to pass through the cemetery again and would have to hurry.
Bo turned his tricycle around and drove through the rough road faster than he had even gone before.  However, midway through, he saw the passenger who went missing from his tricycle awhile ago. The old man stood on the dirt road in front of the cemetery gates. He still had that creepy looking thinness and the shivering stance but something had changed. His cane was now bent. A mixture of dirt and something red tainted his clothes.
“Blood!” Bo realized as he slowed his tricycle down.
He feared the ghostly old man might chase him to death. So his terrified mind decided to just pick up his passenger, take him where he wants to go and be done with it. The old man got on the passenger side of the tricycle once again, a bit more sluggish this time. Bo never looked directly at the passenger, for fear the ghost might hypnotize him. Nevertheless, he noticed the specks of blood on the old man's face as his fright reached its boiling point. His passenger's blood-speckled arm moved and pointed in the same direction once again: he would have to travel back.
Determined to end this horrifying ordeal as quickly as possible, he summoned all the courage left in him and turned the vehicle towards the direction the old man pointed to. Images of his ghostly passenger flooded his playful mind as he prepared to traverse the rough road once more. As these nightmarish thoughts overwhelmed him, a tense Bo gave no second thought and adjusted his tricycle to the highest gear.
Just as he was about to drive, he felt something cold upon his right arm. He turned towards it and was filled with dread when he saw the old man's skeleton-like hands upon his arm. Before he was able to pull his arm away, the old man clasped it!
Bo fought the urge to scream like a girl and instead turned towards the old man's bloody face. He was on the verge of crying when he asked, “Old man, why are you holding on to my arm?”
With a voice that seemed to come from six feet below the ground, the old man responded.... “You fool! What if I fall off again?”
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