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Too Many Rules 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The bus belched a toxic cloud of exhaust from its arse. The vehicle shuddered as gears ground 

into place. Weak yellow lights lit our escape route. Reds and blues showed on the low night 

cloud, but they pursued a path a lifetime from our route. 

The bus driver, a feisty black girl, grunted and cursed as she wrestled with the machine. 

She urged the vehicle to pick up speed, shouting and thumping the wheel. The moment 

consumed her. ‘Street Boy,’ she growled. ‘We’s safe.’ 

I figured our path was confusing the authorities. The road we traveled headed deep into 

a toxic wasteland and no one ever ventured south of the river and survived. The Deep South 

was feral and the Law held no authority. We were safe, but only from the Law. 

I stood in the walkway gripping the metal backs to the seats and swaying with the rust 

bucket’s motion. Wire mesh covered the windows, and a large metal plow fronted the vehicle. 

The driver turned, a cigar clamped in small white teeth, and waved me closer. 

‘Rule one,’ she said. The road was straight, for sure, but I preferred she didn’t stare me 

down. ‘Are you listening, Street Boy?’ 

That be me, of course. Street Boy. My birth name’s Ben Jackman, but most folks have 

taken to calling me Street Boy. Of course, Bum might suit. Or vagrant, but they’re all just 

labels. I just don’t have an address. Don’t make me a worry or a bother, eh? 

She waited for me to nod and show interest in her damn rules. ‘Rule number one states: 

The bus don’t stop no matter what.’ 

Yeah right, like I cared. I had bigger issues than bus rules. I’m wanted for murders I 

didn’t commit. Serious, eh? Two coppers dead, but not by me. My ex-best mate… Ex-mate 

because he married the love of my life, right. Serious, but they found him battered and dumped 

in the wasteland next door to my squat. Again, nothing to do with me. And the massacre at 

Ostere Primary School, which I might’ve had something to do with, but they were bad men. 

Their deaths did the world a favor. Serious, eh? 

And some mongrel shot me. A soldier with a twitchy finger took out my left shoulder, 

and only the meds I’m taking is keeping the pain at bay. So like I give a damn about her rules. 

The bus lurched and swerved, and I fell into a seat. ‘Jesus, girl,’ I said. 



‘Not Jesus, Street Boy. Just call me Big G. And this girl’s saving your piss poor arse. 

You’s wanted. Wynona was telling me you killed big time, but she’s not telling me who or 

why. And maybe the Big G don’t need to be knowing. That Wynona says that’s for the best, 

so’s for now, the Big G stays in the dark. But you Street Boy, you’s need to be listening and 

doing what the Big G says, for sure.’ 

She turned back to the road. Clouds of smoke rose from her cigar. ‘Rule two,’ she said. 

‘Excuse me, but I don’t want you thinking I’m a killer. I didn’t commit the murders 

Wynona was telling you about. No way.’ 

‘Sure you’se didn’t.’ 

‘This bus trip isn’t about escaping the noose or the firing squad. No way. I’m on a 

mission to save a child.’ 

‘That’s a grand mission.’ 

‘Too bloody right. The little shit’s gone AWOL from his mother, and folk back in 

Ostere think I’ll be the hero if I bring him back home.’ 

Big G scoffed, rolled the cigar in her mouth before turning to look at me. ‘I’s no mother, 

right, but I’d be thinking you’s a hero if you’s bought my boy back from danger, for sure.’ 

‘Yeah, but she sort of thinks I’m a bit of a dick. She blames me for a bullet wound he 

received not so long ago.’ 

‘I’s liking the mother’s attitude. But you’s going anyway?’ 

‘She’s sorta cute, eh?’ 

‘So you’s and the copper girl aren’t friendly?’ 

I ignored the question. I’d said too much and she was getting too personal. Me and the 

copper girl, Wynona Webster, aka Wolf Girl, were sort of close, but only sort of. ‘I owe the 

kid,’ I said. ‘He stopped two Black Hats from filling my arse with lead not so long back.’ 

‘I’s not shittin’ here, Street Boy, but how old’s this child you thinkin’ of savin’?’ 

‘Well, young, eh? But he can dismantle and reassemble a gun blindfolded. The mother 

don’t get it, right. She’s thinking I’m the responsible one. Yeah right, like I put my hand up for 

that gig. I learnt all I know about guns from the little shit, so I don’t know why I’m getting the 

grief, eh?’ 

Big G grunted as she changed gear. Her small black eyes watched me through the 

mirror. 

‘Rule 2: I’m in charge, that’s official, and I’s not shittin’ here.’ 

She glared and clamped hard on the cigar as a cloud of smoke formed above her head. 

‘I don’t want your thoughts about nothin’ to do with the running of this bus.’ 

Damn. She did scary big time. 

She and I hadn’t kicked off from the start. I was trying to share a passionate moment 

with Wolf Girl. She and I had run from the army back in Ostere town square, and our hearts 

were pumping. Wolf Girl is this copper who gives a damn about right and wrong, eh? She owns 

a wolf, reckons a pack of wolves raised her, serious, but she’s a good copper. Wolf Girl’s been 

trying to build a case proving my innocence. She reckons she’s found a weapon and bodies that 

can get my murder charges dropped. That’s what she was saying when the Big G pokes her 

nose inside our business. We were hugging, holding on, not wanting to let go, eh? I had a wee 

sweat going on, but the Big G jumps out of this bus and pushes me aside. There was no hello 



or excuse me. She just pushes me like I’m a nobody and plants a kiss on Wolf Girl’s lips that 

was brutal and long. At first, I gawked, but the longer it continued the more anxious I became. 

I have no rights to Wolf Girl, and I’m not suggesting I owned a piece of her sorry arse. 

No way, because that would be death to me via a thousand tongue-lashings. But last Christmas, 

she and I shared a serious hug that went beyond friendship. I swear Wolf Girl didn’t want to 

let me go, eh? But it got to a point, I think, where we either bedded there in the snow on the 

ground or separated. She pushed me away and punched me. Serious, eh? And then she grabs 

me and kisses me on the cheek. ‘Merry Christmas, Street Boy,’ she says. 

Merry Christmas indeed. 

‘You’s listening to me, Street Boy?’ 

I returned to the real world, realizing I hadn’t shown due interest in rule two. She had 

the wheel in her hands and the foot on the pedal, so I offered a smile, ready and willing to 

listen. 

‘And Rule 3: Nobody opens that damn door but me. Are we clear?’ 

‘Just one point,’ I said. She wasn’t going to like my point, but I felt I needed 

clarification. ‘What’s the plan when we hit the south?’ 

‘You’s questioning me, Street Boy? It’s not a good start.’ 

‘I’ve heard bad things about the south,’ I said. ‘Zombie type people live down there, 

and they’ve gone past their feral sell-by date. Gangs of ghouls maraud and aliens from the great 

southern land have invaded, and they think the south is nirvana. We, from the civilized world, 

get battered, robbed, and raped if we broker their border. And I’d heard the great Chelsea 

Mining Corporation’s effort to frack the last drops of gas from the earth’s sorry arse had 

rendered the area radioactive. That’s what I heard.’ 

She puffed on her cigar with gusto. Big G dressed in dark blue. Her ensemble resembled 

work overalls, but it fitted tight to her curves. She wore her kinky hair cropped close and a 

bright polka dot headband sat with a big bow on the top of her head. Her skin was smooth and 

shiny, and she stared with intense black eyes. 

‘It’s closed, isn’t it?’ I asked. ‘It was closed on account of the nuclear accident a few 

years back.’ 

She threw a grubby paper mask at me. ‘You’s might need this later.’ 

I tried to put it on but the ties were broken. She changed into fourth gear and smiled in 

the rear mirror at me. She had a nice smile. 
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The South Fracks 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I sat in the middle of the bus wrapped tight in my black coat. I clutched my backpack to my 

chest, protecting it from a group of children camped at the back of the bus. Layers of blankets 

guarded their warren and hooded eyes watched my every move. They had hissed and spat as I 

ventured up the bus and thrown a load of litter at me until I retreated. 

‘Don’t mind them,’ Big G called out. ‘They come with the bus.’ 

With one hand steering, she screwed her body so she could look at me. She rolled the 

cigar from the left side of her mouth to the right and glared. ‘Me and the rancid tykes up back, 

we’s don’t get why you running away. I’s not shittin’ here, boy, but you got serious backup. 

Why’s you not go running for your Pa?’ 

I hid my bag against the side of the bus and opened it, looking for the vodka. My dad, 

General Bulldog Jackman wore a couple of stars on his shoulders, and was a number one shit, 

eh? He wanted me to fight in the war against terror. I remember him laughing at that image. 

He wanted me to catch stray bullets with my bare hands. Me and dad didn’t laugh at the same 

shit, eh? 

‘My dad and me aren’t close,’ I said. I hunkered low and busied myself with the 

contents of my backpack. The gun and dried beef hid my vodka. A scruffy collie dog jumped 

onto my seat, its nose twitching at the scent of dried cow. I broke a piece free and allowed the 

hound to eat. My shoulder throbbed, but the meds kept the pain subdued. I took a large slug of 

vodka and settled against the cold window with the dog snuggled tight. 

‘Go see my dad,’ I muttered to the hound. Drool stretched from its snout. ‘How’s she 

know who me damn dad is?’ 

I’m assuming I fell asleep. The vodka warmed my body and the acrid fumes of the 

cheap diesel rendered me unconscious. As I rejoined the real world I remembered hazy dreams 

of black hoods. The vicar from Our Sisters of Mercy featured. A withered mother type figure 

had pointed a gnarled finger at me for no good reason. I often saw that witchy-poo finger in 

my dreams. It meant something for sure, eh, but I was no analyst. 

Outside the bus window, dark shapes crowded the road. Fires burned in abandoned 

buildings. Figures ran alongside the bus and launched missiles of brick and mortar. Large 

jagged obstacles sprouted from the crumbling tarmac turning the bus left and right. A child at 

the back of the bus whimpered as dark specters ran at the bus. 

‘This is hell,’ I muttered to the hound. Its eyes opened, but his nose remained nestled 

at the opening of my bag. 

‘Sticks and stones, eh babes,’ Big G called out. ‘This bus ‘as been through bigger 

conflicts than what these ghouls can throw at us, that’s for sure.’ 



The bus groaned and the engine labored. The scent of exhaust fought with the thick 

aroma of decay. 

‘Remind me why we couldn’t cross through Old London Town.’ 

‘I’s not shitting here, babes, but we’s all wanted by the Man, and he don’t take to 

fugitives pissing in his capital. And this vehicle is wanted, top of his list for crimes against the 

state.’ 

I watched the ghouls chasing the bus. They limped, carried babes in arms, wore grim 

faces dotted with reddened sores and spat hate. I didn’t get why a bus was wanted. She talked 

crap, but questioning her wasn’t in my interests. Buses, I imagined, were few in the Southern 

sector. 

‘So why they here?’ My eyes caught hers in the mirror, and we both turned to the ghouls 

haunting our progress. 

‘It’s home, I’m guessing. It’s full of immigrants from the southern continent, and this 

is better than home for them. Is a shit hole to look at, for sure? But they’s still here. They’s 

livin’, and they’s don’t like visitors. Don’t be expecting tea and biscuits from these feral freaks.’ 

A small ragged child punched me on the arm. ‘What you doing here, man?’ He wore a 

battered black top hat and an oversized coat. The dog jumped to the floor and slunk to the back 

of the bus. The boy sat in the opposite seat and pushed his tatty top hat to the back of his head. 

Trousers sat bunched over dirty running shoes, a limp red scarf circled his neck. A snarl rattled 

in the back of his throat and he smirked in distaste at my presence. I pulled my hood lower over 

my head and returned to the action outside. 

‘You deaf or what?’ 

‘Minding my own business,’ I muttered. ‘Perhaps you could do the same.’ 

‘Is our bus.’ 

‘How do you figure? I was thinking it was hers.’ 

We both looked at the driver. ‘She new, so she don’t count.’ He looked back to the dark 

eyes peering from beneath hoods and blankets. ‘We ride this bus all nights. You just need to 

know that.’ 

‘All right,’ I said. ‘I feel educated, and never laid claim to your piss poor bus. It stinks.’ 

He offered me a final defiant glare before sauntering to the bus’s rear. A flap opened 

so he could hunker back into the warmth of the wooly cave. A thin bare arm reached out to 

cuddle him close. 

I joined Big G up front to get a better view of the bleak landscape. A grey cloud 

shrouded the headlights as Big G struggled to pick out a path. 

‘This isn’t what I expected,’ I said. 

‘No shit, babes. Big old accident pissed on the south two years back, and some giant 

arse took a bat to it. I’s not shittin’ you.’ She pointed at the mist clouding our journey. ‘That’s 

coming from the ground, and it’s toxic, and no bugger wants to fix it.’ 

‘Where’s the nuclear plant?’ 

‘We don’t go nowhere near the plant. It’s cordoned off, locked down, and guarded by 

true zombies. It’s well poisonous, serious. I’s not shittin’ you, but the area around here isn’t 

too clever either.’ 



Big G yanked at the wheel, and I fell sideward, my head hitting a steel pole. She righted 

the vehicle, puffed on her cigar, and nodded. ‘I’s used to ferry folk to the plant a year back, but 

they’s given up on it.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘It dropped big time in the too hard basket. I’s not shittin’ you. No money, wasted 

money, stolen money. Who cares, babes? I’s not pissing about here, but they need to get back 

on board, ‘cuz the whole country is running out of electric. Serious, babe. The north is gone, 

and the east offers nothing, and the projects keep blowing up the electric in the West. Next 

winter is going to be tough. People are dying. People are freezing to death. Look at those wee 

tykes up back of bus. They’s got nowhere and nothing. I’s got blankets and a shitty smelling 

heater and that’s cool with them. They’s gone feral down here. The radiation has rewired their 

brains. Serious. They snarl and bite and kill, and don’t ever touch their stuff. Serious, they don’t 

like that.’ 

‘But we’re okay in this bus, eh?’ 

Another object struck the window and the splintering glass caused a stir at the back of 

the bus. 

‘Just remember the rules,’ Big G said. She leaned forward peering at the road, her 

furrowed brow reflecting off the windscreen. The feeble headlights juddered as she ran over 

random objects. She tightened her grip on the steering wheel, accelerated, and the bus roared 

forward. 

Abandoned vehicles littered the gutters of the road. Fires danced and reflected off the 

shattered glass. Bricks lay scattered about the broken tarmac causing the bus to bump and 

shudder. Time and again the plow at the front of the vehicle knocked metal scrap to the side. 

Shells of cars, dumpsters, and rubbish bins turned the road into a grade ten slalom course. 

‘They’s trying to stop us.’ 

‘Why?’ 

Big G turned to me and shook her head. ‘Fuel and food and ‘cuz it’s fun.’ 

‘Serious?’ 

She spat the butt to the floor and reached for a fresh cigar. For a moment the bus lost 

momentum and veered off road. She clamped on the thick butt and brought the bus back online. 

She puffed at the cigar with gusto and smoke filled the cabin before she opened the window a 

crack. 

‘Shit.’ She spat and pointed into the gloom. 

Flashes of flame lit the night, and a large shadow loomed ahead. 

‘This is going to be bad, but we can’t stop,’ she said. She turned to the back of the bus. 

‘Hold onto something solid, kids, because this is going to hurt.’ She pointed to the seat behind 

her. ‘Crash position now.’ 

I didn’t know what a crash position entailed, but I sat, grabbed the metal handrail, and 

tensed. The engine roared, and the bus tipped and swerved. The grinding crash of metal 

screamed as the bus ploughed into the wall of metal and ground to a halt. 

 


