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“All aboard!” The bus driver joked as children began to flood into the vehicle and begin their journey home. A long day for the little ones, their first day of school this year.

Usually around thirty children from ages five to eleven were assigned to ride bus 484. 484 was a fairly new vehicle to the school district, something new and shiny for the bus driver to flaunt.

Although the bus was new, Mr. C was most definitely not a new addition, being a veteran driver for the district since 1994, the year in which none of the children even saw a day and or night of.

Jolly and full of dad jokes, Mr. C was known as the goofball of the bunch of drivers that Holly Hill Elementary had employed. He was a kind man that had made children feel safe and secure on their journey to and from school.

Mr. C had driven countless children over his years and one that he took a shining to was a second grader named Lenny Schwartz, a young Jewish boy raised by a single mother. Quiet and docile all of the time, this shy soul was afraid to break out and truly meet someone else. It was Mr. C to become the first real friend for Lenny. Mr. C did not realize that Lenny would be a true buddy to him as well.

After all were on the bus, pretending to be seat belted in, Mr. C drove out of the circular bus parking lot and embarked not only to the children’s homes, but into the children’s hearts.

It was loud and chaotic as the 484 was chugging down the long streets in a neighborhood that no one else knew better than Mr. C.

Second row on the right of the bus sat Lenny Schwartz. The other kids were scattered about leaving Lenny unbothered. Nobody knew if this was good or bad or a touch of seemingly neither. Possibly the boy just wanted to get home in a hurry to get a huge hug from his waiting mother, Helen Schwartz.

As his stop approached, the eager to get home boy unbuckled his seatbelt (he was the only child wearing one) and looked at the bus driver’s eyes in the mirror. A simple wink was shot toward Lenny as the bus rolled to a stop.

“Have a good evening little guy.” Mr. C happily embraced the smile that Lenny had given him as the student new to the city exited the bus and ran into the waiting arms of his mother.
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Oranges almost rotting in a small 3x3 box on an endcap, apples being bought to make cider for this upcoming Halloween and the vegetables all greenish brown along the refrigerated wall waiting to die.

Known to many as Mr. C, Clyde Jessings walked around the produce market on his usual Sunday morning purchases. He made his way slowly through all of the isles, taking his time because he did not want to miss a thing.

More toward the left of the store, there was a new discount area with things to purchase and not all was just food. There were DVDs, CDs, books and many different magazines. Clyde loved to read a good book, so passing by all of the paperbacks he was reading the front of the books out loud. And then he saw a book called, “Muscle Cars Through The Years.” After reading the title a few feet away, he moved closer for a better look.

After once again reading the title, Clyde realized that he had in fact read it correctly the first time. In ponderance, Clyde got a flash of a boy, Lenny, with a navy-blue shirt with an old fastback’s front end lifting from the floor. Even though he saw the shirt on the boy days ago, he could swear it was Lenny. He was quiet but yet hard to forget.

“Hmm.” He flipped through the pages a bit. It was interesting enough to plop down in the metal cart he was swiftly pushing along the store’s grayish, cheap tile.

When he was finished with the shopping he had to do for the week, Clyde relaxed at home in front of the fire, once again flipping through the book he had just purchased. He looked better this time. He knew that any boy who liked muscle cars would most definitely call it “AWESOME!”

Clyde Jessings, AKA Mr. C, sat on his recliner in a slumped and sad manner. He was drinking decaffeinated tea out of a mug and watched the flames of the fire die down into just burning orange embers.

Another individual sitting at home was Lenny. He also was feeling lonely as he waited for the next day to push itself through the night so he could get the next school week hopefully off to a better start than his first week.

As the boy sat miles away from Mr. C, he had not and would not expect the very touching surprise that his bus driver would bring him come Monday.

3

After a long and stormy weekend, Monday had come with a bright and cloudless sky. It was very unusual in this town in the month of October.

Along with sunshine came a present to one friend given by the other.

When Lenny was stepping down the bus stairs after the school day was long commenced and finished, the book was handed to him. Mr. C then said, “Happy October Buddy! I think you might like this. Have a good day.”

Although it was a shame to spend this beautiful day inside, Lenny was addicted to how fun the cars were to look at in his new book. Turning page after page after page, he looked at all the cool cars with his mom Helen.

Helen thought that although perhaps a little strange, it was a nice gesture.

Mr. C had been married once, but after his first and only divorce he did not have any children. Being a bus driver filled some sort of void for Mr. C. Looking after the safety of children was a great Joy for him. Who else better to do the watching than the gentle Clyde Jessings?

Helen saw from this gesture how Mr. C’s personality and all of his hyped traits could be true. And they were.

Come Tuesday, there was a conversation about cars that was passion filled and also fun filled as Mr. C and Lenny chatted endlessly on the bus rides until Friday evening had come around.

Each individual went into the weekend with a new friend.
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As time went by quite swiftly, days between Mr. C and Lenny were spent Talking about more things than just cars. Each conversation was full of enthusiasm and pure joy for each of them.

Clyde was a wise man. Most men are after experiencing the days and nights of a person with many years off of his checklist of life. Clyde was listening deeper than Lenny had intended him to. He heard a boy who was happy to talk, so much so that it seemed as if he hadn’t anyone to talk to for some horrendous period of time. Mr. C knew how that was. Then, after a small window of silence from each, Lenny asked a question.

“Why don’t they give out vodka on Halloween?” The question obviously ringed unusual as Mr. C had a puzzled look take over his face, followed immediately by concern. He chose the next words with caution.

“Vodka”? he asked with squinted eyes. Then Lenny motioned his head up and down, letting Mr. C know that he had indeed heard the words correctly. “Kids don’t like vodka. They tend to give out what is popular among other little guys like you. Where did you hear of vodka?” Lenny shrugged his boney shoulders as he explained that his mother kept a bottle in the freezer.

“But my mommy calls it her little treat? Why can’t she get her treat at Halloween?”

The words from Lenny lingered in the air for a while when there was suddenly a fight that broke out on the bus. A boy named Lewis (eleven years old) who was well known by Mr. C (for clearly other reasons than why he knew Lenny) had hit another boy in the stomach.

As the bus steered to the right shoulder of the road, Mr. C had to put his conversation with Lenny reluctantly to the side.

By commanding Lewis to take a seat up front, the rest of the bus was as silent as it had ever been. Mr. C had clearly made his presence as a protector known. As Lewis reluctantly sat just behind Mr. C, the bus began to scurry down the street once again.

With another person in the area of where Mr. C and Lenny’s talk had begun, Mr. C found it to be inappropriate to continue down along
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