
THE DrUVER 

nJackbatty," ~,ighed via:urice, as the bus slid to a . 'top. 
With a reGi~nEd motion he picked up his stethiscope and 
pul_sd the lever that opened the doors. The first one to 
board was a gelatinously portly woman of middle age, 
dragging a simpering teenaged girl with crusted acne 
platelets on it's face. 

nBeewahtollah," Maurice mutteI"ed under his breath as he 
dise~saged the protesting teenager from her Mother's 
grasp and thrust the chilled medical instrument swiftly 
into the portly matron's cleavage. 

"Yak, Yak," the passengers stirred fitfully as the fat 
woman uttered little crys of protest, shifting her emmense 
dugs to try and escape the probing surgical steel. 

"Madame, I do believe I hear your little heart beating 
like a ~Thipporwhils ass in chokeberry season." said 
Maurice; beaming past the woman at the crowd waiting in 
line outside the bus. 
"Am I fit?" the woman stood cringeingly, drops of 
persperation dissapearing into the cave of her dank 
bosom. 
nl','lMW1J!!I:MM, you'll do, if you tell your daughter that the 
company doesn't permit aone ••• she's gotta ride the special 
bus that comes later." 

A murmur of approval came from the passengers behind him 
as Maurice picked the small electric cattle prod from 
its clip beside him and applied it smartly to the bony 
shanks of' the pockfaoed teenager. '1'he youngster soared 
shreiking from the bus door, landing with a puff of 
dust beside the waiting postulants in line outside. 

Pushing the fat woman towards the rear of the bus,Maurice 
turned his head towards the waiting faces framed in the 
doorwa;y. 
"}i'eebs! tt he bellowed into their startled lo,::,ks. 
Hyou scurv;y wretches, why the Hell have you even bothered 
to line up waiting for the bus?" He slavered at them. 
"You know company policy as well as I do, seeing as you 
voted for it. I can see from here that everyone of' you 
has some Damned physical deformity. Ya oughta know better 
than to clutter up the bus stop, Beat it Scumbags." 



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' hmi 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' 
hippies with scummy hair 'n siok an' cripples an' all that 
Crap. Now the busses are fulla really nice cloCln people 
that never give troubles.'! 

'l'he pa. senger smil ed 1Skck) noddino in agreement. Maurice steered the 
bus happily clown 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. 


