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About the Book




Join BLUEY and BINGO as they play a game of BUS and bring a new world to life in this FUN fiction book.


Every day, Margot catches the same bus with the same driver. But on this day, lots of strange things happen with a few unusual passengers!
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WHO’S GOING TO PLAY THIS GAME OF BUS?




STARRING:
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BINGO as . . . Granny Rita.
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DAD as . . . the bus driver.
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MUM as . . . Margot.
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BLUEY as . . . Granny Janet.
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Margot was so nervous as she waited for the bus to arrive. She fiddled with her maroon hat. It had been a gift from her grandmother, whom she had loved very much. She’d loved both of her grandmothers actually, though they were quite different from each other.
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One was a straight-talking, no-nonsense lady from the bush. She would have given Margot a stern talking to: ‘Margot, you like this bus driver fellow! Goodness knows why – he has so much hair on his legs you could use it to crochet a rug! But enough of this hiding-up-the-back-of-the-bus business. Tell him how you feel.’

Margot’s other grandmother was much more softly spoken. She would have gently whispered, ‘You tell him when you’re ready, honey.’

For weeks now, Margot had caught the number thirty-two bus to her job at the museum (even though the thirty-two was not the best bus to catch to the museum) because she had a secret crush on the bus driver. And for weeks, she’d hidden up the back of it, too shy to make anything other than nervous chitchat with him.
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She promised herself that today was the day she would tell him how she felt. Yet she knew that as soon as she got on the bus, beeped her ticket and gazed into his deep eyes, she would get scared and run for the back, telling herself: ‘I’ll do it tomorrow.’

Margot put everything off till tomorrow. Her tomorrow was about as busy as a day can get. Much busier than her yesterday. In fact, her yesterdays were getting pretty empty indeed.


As she waited for the bus, she wondered what happens if your tomorrow gets too full and your yesterday gets too empty? Was it like a seesaw with an elephant on one side and a mouse on the other? Both just stuck.

The deep rumbling sound of the bus arriving startled Margot back to today.
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‘Bus stopping!’ yelled the bus driver over the screeching heavy hydraulic brakes. ‘Doors opening!’

With a hiss and a clatter, the bus doors opened. Margot’s eyes met the bus driver’s. This was the best and worst part of her day.

‘Museum, please,’ she mumbled, beeping her ticket and scurrying up the aisle.
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As she took her seat up the back of the bus, she whispered wistfully to herself, ‘I’ll tell him tomorrow.’

The bus driver shrugged, confused by the lady’s strange behaviour.

‘Doors closing!’ he declared as he pulled away again, singing ‘The Wheels on the Bus’.

Margot loved his singing.

‘Not much traffic this morning!’ he shouted to her. ‘So, we should be there very soon. Unless something slows us down, of course, but that won’t happen.’

He was right, Margot thought, nothing will happen today. She will go to work and return home without her beloved bus driver, as always. Today would turn into another empty yesterday, but she knew there was always tomorrow. The thought made her a bit sad.

But something would happen today.

‘Bus stopping!’ yelled the driver.

The bus pulled up.

‘Doors. Oh no,’ groaned the driver as he saw who was shuffling into view. ‘Here come the grannies!’
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‘One granny to mahjong, please!’ warbled Rita as she climbed onto the bus, fossicking in her purse for coins.

The bus driver was about to explain again that you can’t pay for bus tickets on the bus any more. But then he was hit with an explosion of coins!

‘YAA!!’ he yelled, shielding himself from the silver storm.
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‘Oh, my coins!’ said Rita, dropping to the floor to pick them up.

‘Ups-a-daisy,’ said Janet as she beeped her ticket.

‘I don’t want any trouble out of you two!’ barked the driver.

Rita answered him with a high-pitched squeaker.

He recoiled as the stench washed over him like a warm blanket. ‘Oh, good gravy.’

Margot giggled. She forgot it was Wednesday, the day the grannies rode the bus to mahjong. She loved Rita and Janet. They reminded her of her own grandmothers.

‘This seat taken, dearie?’ asked Janet as she sat down on it anyway.

Margot budged over, smiling as Janet plonked down next to her. Rita sat in front of them and stared blankly into space.
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‘Bus leaving,’ said the driver crankily as he drove off.

‘Where are you off to, dearie?’ asked Janet.

‘The museum,’ replied Margot.

Well. That kicked off a heated squabble between the grannies about which was the best bus to catch to the museum. It felt like they’d never stop, until Margot stepped in and whispered to Janet: ‘Actually, I catch this bus because I’m secretly in love with the bus driver.’


Margot couldn’t believe she’d just said that. She’d never told anyone that before! A strange and scary thrill ran through her.

‘He’s a bit hairy, isn’t he?!’ blurted Janet as she adjusted her glasses.

‘Not for me,’ replied Margot.

Janet jumped to her feet. ‘Oh well, wonderful. You two can get married and have bus-babies!’ she said as she waddled to the front of the bus. ‘I’ll let him know!’

Margot’s hat suddenly felt three sizes too small.


‘NO!’ she cried, yanking the oblivious old lady back into her seat.
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‘Wah!?’ cried a puzzled Janet.

Margot breathed heavily. ‘I’m not ready to tell him yet!’

‘But you have to! We’re almost at the museum.’

Margot squirmed. ‘I can’t. I need more time,’ she said glumly.

‘Well! We can slow the bus down for you!’ announced Janet with a mischievous glint in her eye.


[image: image]












[image: 4]





Ding! went the bell.

‘Next stop, please, driver!’ one of the grannies yelled.

The bus driver was confused. Every Wednesday, these two old chooks would get on at the stop after the nice lady with the purple hat. They would make his life hell, then get off at the bingo hall for mahjong.

Now one of them wanted to get off at the sausage shop. What was going on?!

He warily pulled the bus up at the next stop and opened the door. The old granny waddled down, stopped, stared off into space for a second then took her seat again.

‘Ah, I’ve changed my mind,’ she grumbled.
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Unamused, he drove off, only to hear the bell ring almost immediately.

Ding!


‘Next stop, please, driver!’

Apparently, she now wanted to stop at the library for a new cookbook. Once again, he pulled over and opened the door. He watched her walk slowly down the aisle and stare out the door.

‘Oh, I can’t read,’ she said, turning and walking back up the aisle.

He bit his lip. ‘Passengers should only ding the bell if they intend to get off!’ he announced grumpily. ‘Is that clear?’
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Janet elbowed Margot in her side. ‘Tell him you love him.’

‘No!’ answered Margot.

‘What do you mean, no?!’ yelled the bus driver.

Margot flushed red. ‘I mean, yes! It’s clear!’


‘Good!’ he replied. And the bus roared off again.
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Ding! went the bell.

‘Next stop, please, driver!’ Janet yelled.

The bus driver choked with rage. ‘The next stop is the motorbike shop! Are you telling me you want to buy a motorbike?’

‘Yes,’ replied the old granny, daring him to question her.


‘Okay,’ he said, pulling the bus up at the next stop. ‘There’s the motorbike shop. Go and buy a motorbike!’

She approached the door and stood again looking out. For a second he thought she was actually about to do it this time. But then she spun on her heels.

‘Ah, there’s no pink ones.’

The driver yanked the lever angrily to shut the door and zoomed off, sending the passengers forward, grasping to steady themselves.


‘That’s it! No more stops until the museum and then you’re ALL getting off!’ he shouted.

Margot wasn’t sure that was legal, but gosh he looked cute when he was angry.
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The bus heaved along at a steaming yet legal pace.

Rita was rummaging through her handbag.

‘Where’s Boopsie?’ she mumbled.

Janet was nagging Margot.


‘You have to tell him now! You’re running out of time!’ she implored.

But Margot still couldn’t face it.

‘I’ll do it tomorrow,’ she groaned.

‘But today is better than tomorrow,’ replied Janet.

A guilty feeling rushed through Margot, as strong as one of Rita’s squeakers. She knew Janet was right, but it was still so scary.

‘Boopsie?’ called out Rita, scanning around the bus.

‘Bus stopping!’ yelled the bus driver as the vehicle lurched to a loud halt. ‘Now, OFF!’


[image: image]


‘I can’t find Boopsie!’ Rita announced.

Margot was only too happy for the distraction.

‘Who’s Boopsie?’ she asked.

‘Her snake,’ answered Janet.
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Margot wasn’t sure she had heard that right. But before she could ask, a blood-curdling scream erupted from the front of the bus.

‘YAAAAAAAAA!!!!!!!!’

She looked up to see her beloved bus driver wrestling with a nine-metre-long boa constrictor wrapped around his neck.

[image: image]


‘Get it off! Get it off!’ he yelled, flailing wildly as he stumbled out the bus doors and onto the street.

‘Oh, there you are, Boopsie,’ smiled Rita.

Margot leapt to her feet in a panic as the bus driver writhed about untidily on the footpath.

‘Grab its head!’ she yelled out the window.

‘Naughty Boopsie,’ Janet laughed.

In the commotion, no one noticed Rita toddling down the aisle, grumbling about being late to mahjong.

‘Suck the poison out!’ Margot yelled, not sure if this was good advice or not.
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Suddenly the engine revved and the bus started pulling away.

‘Hey, why is the bus moving?’ asked Margot.

‘Oh, Rita’s driving,’ answered Janet casually.

Margot felt as if a snake were wrapped around her insides.

‘What?!’ she cried.
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The bus was picking up speed as Rita drove. She was barely able to see over the steering wheel, but she happily sang ‘The Wheels on the Bus’ as pedestrians leapt out of the way.


The bus driver was still lying on the footpath. He summoned all his strength and hauled the snake off himself, hurling it into a park (where it still lives to this day).
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‘Stop!’ he yelled, getting to his feet. ‘That’s my bus!’


Margot had to do something or this wasn’t going to end well. Janet wasn’t much help – she’d found a comfy seat for a nana nap and was happily dreaming about sausages.

Margot staggered to the front of the bus.

‘Come on, Rita, back to your seat, honey,’ she said as she grabbed Rita gently but firmly.

But years of golfing with the ladies meant Rita had a grip like a semi-pro. As Margot lifted her out of the driver’s seat, Rita kept hold of the steering wheel. It popped out of the dashboard with a satisfying pop.

‘ARRGGHH!!! The steering wheel!’ yelled Margot.

‘Whoopsie,’ replied Rita.
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The bus veered out of control, bumping up onto the footpath. It took out three purple e-scooters and one of those cafe chalkboards with a coffee joke written on it.

Margot had just managed to prise the wheel out of Rita’s hands when she heard a familiar voice yelling at her.

‘Stick it back in the thing!’

It was the bus driver! He was running alongside the bus. Margot’s heart, already beating very fast, beat a little faster.
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Margot jammed the steering wheel back into its slot on the dashboard. She hauled the bus off the footpath and back onto the road with an angry screech of tyres.

‘Now what do I do?!’ she yelled.


‘Hit the brakes!’ the bus driver shouted back, still running along, doing his best to keep pace with the bus.
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But Margot couldn’t see any brakes.

‘What brakes?!’

The driver, level with the bus door now, pointed, shouting, ‘Down there! The big brown block!’

Handsome or not, the bus driver was starting to get on Margot’s nerves. There was clearly no big brown block.

‘What big brown block!?’ she snapped.

In the Department of Transport’s report into the runaway number thirty-two bus, completed years from now, no one was ever able to properly account for just how the brake pedal was mistaken for a lamington by an elderly passenger. To this day it remains a mystery.

The bus accelerated faster and faster. Janet kept dinging the bell and Rita kept dropping horrendous squeakers, none of which helped Margot.

Suddenly, the bus driver leapt onto the bus, crashing heavily onto that bit you stand on when you’re beeping your bus-card thing.

‘Made it!’ he cried.
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He got to his feet, covered in sweat, hair whipping dashingly in the wind. Margot flushed. She’d had a similar dream a few nights back, though they were on a Spanish sailing ship, not the number thirty-two.
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He leaned next to her, a hand resting on her seat.

‘Oh. Hello,’ Margot fumbled.

‘Hi,’ he answered.

‘How you going?’ she asked.

‘Not bad.’

There was a long, awkward silence.

‘TELL HIM!’ Janet shouted from the back seat.

‘Janet!’ Margot snapped back at her.

‘Tell me what?’ the bus driver asked quizzically.


For a moment Margot thought she might actually tell him, but swiftly decided not to. Not today.

‘Nothing,’ she squeaked. ‘I’ll, uh, tell you tomorrow.’

The bus driver’s face was grim as he turned to the front.

‘There’s not going to BE a tomorrow!’ he shouted, pointing.

Margot looked out the front window and saw they were headed straight for the old Chalksborough Custard Factory, makers of the finest custard in the state.


‘We’re gonna hit that custard factory!’ he yelled.
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Margot would never forget what happened next. She would wonder about it for the rest of her life, and she often told friends about it.

The world just sort of . . . clarified, like when a buffering YouTube video suddenly switches from a patchy, pixelated mess to crisp high definition.

Thoughts came one at a time. Only what was useful in that moment, not the usual jumbled static.

There were only two thoughts in her mind: Gee, life is unpredictable. And: Grab the grannies!

So, that’s what she did.

She recalled hooking an arm around a squirming granny . . . a beeping bus ticket as one of them tapped off . . . then flying through the air.
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It was only the clatter of Rita’s coins spilling onto the footpath that brought the world back to the faster, less crisp resolution Margot was used to.

‘Oh, my coins,’ moaned Rita.

The bus crashed and exploded into the custard factory. Luckily, none of the workers were hurt because they were all at a paintball excursion. A faint crème brulée smell permeated the air.
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Margot and the bus driver lay next to each other on their backs, breathing heavily.

Tomorrow had almost not come, thought Margot.

She felt so happy. Usually being this close to the bus driver would send her mind into a tailspin, but it was like she had run out of fear. She couldn’t believe it when the following words tumbled out of her mouth.

‘I’d like us to get married and have bus-babies.’

Another awkward silence followed. Even more awkward than the last one.
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Janet helped Rita collect all the coins.

‘Oh, we’re gonna be late to mahjong,’ Janet complained.

‘Oh, biscuits!’ Rita replied.

Margot sauntered in, smiling broadly.
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‘I did it, Janet! I told him!’

Janet beamed. Problems could seem so small when you’re an old lady, but Janet was good at remembering how big they felt at the time. It always made her happy to see a youngster face up to something, so she was very proud of Margot. She could tell Margot was proud of herself, too.

‘Well done, dearie,’ Janet said. ‘Now, you two go and have some bus-babies.’

‘Oh. No,’ replied Margot. ‘He is already married.’

‘What?!’ Janet blurted out.

She peered around Margot. The bus driver was locked in a teary embrace with his long, tall wife. He was clearly shaken up.
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Janet knew that this was not the happy ending that Margot was after. This young lady had put herself out there, put her heart on the line.

‘We’ll see about that!’ Janet declared. ‘Come on, Rita!’

‘Coming, Janet,’ answered Rita, tottering off, already swinging her handbag around like a flail.

Moments later, as the two senior citizens rained blows on the poor bus driver, Margot wiped off a blob of custard from her grandmother’s hat and placed it at a jaunty angle on her head as she strode confidently to work. A list of all the other things she had been putting off until tomorrow was forming in her mind. She smiled and began to hum ‘The Wheels on the Bus’.

Today was going to be a busy day.

 

 

THE END
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If you like playing BUS with Bluey and Bingo, join them for TRAINS and TAXI!
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