


Maurice operated the lever that closed the doors and

eased his foot onto the gas, causing a cloud of noxious
fumes to envelop these left at the bus stop. Putting his
stethiscope away he eased the bus into traffic and grinned
at a smiling passenger across from him in the first seat.

"Holy Nigs,'"he chortled.

"Ya know it's really amazin' how much nicer it is to drive
a bus now that the Moral Majority won the election. It
useta be sutcha hassle dealin' with them uppity Coons an'
hippgies with scummy hair 'n sick an' cripples an' all that
Crap. Now the busses are fulla really nice clean peopl:
that never give troubles,”™

The passenger smiled &hcky nodding in agreement. Maurice steered the
busg happily down the boulevard, not seeing the tiny

gleam of metal as the sun glinted momentarily from

the well-concealed artificial hand of the passenger in

the front seat opposite him., He also didn't hear the

tiny cocking sound as the passenger turned towards him,

pointind the barrel of the tiny pistol concealed within the

hand's mechanism,




