Confessions of the Volkosob
An ex driver of the Zelenograd Motor Pool Alexei Korneev, who has become famous for a series of ram battering of cars whose drivers took in their heads to "school" the bus driver, told Infoportal why he regards his firing from Mosgortrans (Moscow City Transportation Authority) illegal, how many times he faced bumper crime artists when he was behind the wheel, and where he sees flaws in the Russian judicial system. 

Alexei Korneev, known on the Internet under the nickname Volkosob832 (Wolfdog), has published in his YouTube channel since 2011 and is widely known in private circles of Zelenograd. Korneev has become world famous after he gave interview to Infoportal in the beginning of 2013. After that the videos from a dashboard camera of the Zelenograd bus driver have been broadcasted by almost all federal TV channels, quotes from his interview translated into English were spread by international mass media and even published in the British Daily Mail. Somehow foreign mass media has changed his name to "Alexei Volkov", maybe because of his Internet nick.  

Unfortunately, all the hype around his persona cost the Wolfdog his position in the Mosgortrans — though after the interview was published he refused any contacts with journalists. The "Terror of Bumper Crime Artists" was not able to contest his firing in the courts, and he disappered from the media scene for a long time, but when all the legal trials were finished he told the Infoportal about his standpoint on all those events.

Well then, let's listen to Alexei Korneev. 

"The decision has been made once and for all - they will never mock, ever."
You might like to know the whole back story — how everything began...

My first encounter with the Zelenograd Motor Pool (presently a Zelenograd Motor Pool branch of the State Unitary Enterprise of Moscow City MOSGORTRANS) took place in the end of the already distant 2001. Then as we know it drivers were rather scarce and I, having just recently received a bus driver's licence, was hired without a hitch. For the whole 2002 I worked on a "beast" (LiAZ-677) without a validator, then the company for turnstile implementation was just beginning. I can say only good words about that period: you just sit in the cabin, push some buttons, nobody stresses you out. Far and by, it was restful, both on the work level, and on the roads: now I can't even recall any staged crashes or brawls to happen then. In the end of the year, to tell the truth, I had to leave for personal reason because I had been offered a much more profitable job (a two-year long project).

In January 2005 I returned to work at the Motor Pool. Here we already had turnstiles, validators and all that (the "beasts" buses had already been written off.) But in general the atmosphere wasn't stressful; there were no problems for about 2 years. But traffic concentration was growing gradually, and I started to notice that an aggression level on the road was also rising, the first "teachers" began to appear — those who jump in front of the bus and brake in order to "teach" or "punish" the bus driver for, as they see it, a "wrong" driving. Of course, you had to jam on the brakes, because it was virtually impossible to prove it had been staged. "If you run into a back, you're to blame, you were tailgating" — was a generally accepted formulation. Theoretically, to tell the truth, one might prove his case by means of engaging witnesses from among the passengers, but that would be very unreliable (somehow they all hastily recall that they have some urgent matters to attend and run away.) Well, about five of those cases did happen. Nobody had a clue that there are dashbord cameras exist somewhere. 

It was January of 2007, the time I worked on the 400th route (Zelenograd — Moscow, the "Rechnoy Vokzal" (River Terminal) subway station). In the evening, about seven o'clock, I was driving the last trip from Moscow on the Leningrad freeway, getting closer to the turn to Sheremetyevo-1 airport, and suddenly I see ahead that rusty Lada - "chisel" jumping through the hoops: wobbles between the lines, blocks other drivers, and moreover at a low speed. Well, I honked a few times just for form's sake, then got round the "chisel" with some difficulty on the thrid lane and went on, reckoning that that trifling incident had been settled. Like hell! The "Chisel" suddenly tore forward, outrun the bus and pulled up in front in that characteristic way of the "teachers". It's worth noting the speed was about 70 km/h (44 m/h), and that on a wet road. So I had no options left — wanna play cat and mouth? You've got it! Just a split second before a thought crossed my mind: "Let there be consequences, troubles and all that, but they won't scoff any more. The fat is in the fire. Once and for all". I didn't put on the brake and the 15-ton lunker bus just rammed the tin can in the back. You can bet the result was impressive. The rear bumper, fenders, pillars just crumpled in as far as the seats, as if they were made of playdough. 

Watch the video "Bumper Crime 13"

"The first trial I lost because of 'failure to keep the distance'"
Let me somewhat digress from that particular case and discuss psychology a bit. Just imagine: you drive on a road, don't touch anybody, suddenly some strange trash from a street you don't know and don't want to know makes you do something it wants and then just hauls ass pleased with oneself. So in fact it turns out you surrendered to that dork, let him bend you over. After that a person who possesses at least a grain of self-esteem, will torment himself 24/7 and ask himself endlessly the same question: "Why? Why did I let that happen?" In comparison with that any consequences completely lose their importance. 

As it turned out, the "Chisel" carried some minor thugs totaling five species. In a few minutes they crawled out of the car looking as if they lost their mind, and somehow oddly enough all the critters escaped unscathed. Of course the State Traffic Police found me guilty, naturally nobody of the passangers saw anything so I could forget about any witnesses. After some time I went to court, however, knowing the result in advance, and here you are: The judge looking through me as if I was made of glass mumbled: "You did not keep the distance, the complaint shall be rejected." However, I must do justice to the administration, there was no penalty for that case to follow. At that time attitude to people was more humane, unlike it is nowadays. Well a person tripped up, not out of spite, but rather than to investigate and resolve it in a humane way - they give you a wolf ticket and kick you out of there. They know that the "court" decides definitely in their favor, but I'll talk about courts later. 

That case even though without consequences made me ponder. It may happen that one such dick will occur on the road tomorrow, another one the day after tomorrow, and that's it: I'll be fired and they will be 100% right legally speaking. And you can't protect you at all. It seemed like a dead end. 

One day I walked past a smoking room and overheard in passing as somebody fantasize: "Wouldn't that be good if there were small camcoders, to install in the bus and shoot. Ain't that be great". Well, that's an idea! It can't be so that some businessmen have not reached upon such a simple idea. I sat down, began to surf the Net and after a long search I found what I was searching for. A device made in Korea, triggered by an impulse (impact), then records a 30-second video, and you can't play it in the standard Windows software, you need a special unique software, supplied on a disc. And you can't upload to the Internet. However hard I tried I couldn't find a continuously recording device, well, where there are no birds an ass is a nightingale.
Watch the video "Bumper Crime 15"
"The dashboard camera wasn't activated by the impact — I had to pound it with the fist" 

Soon as one could expect, the first client emerged. A bridge across a city pond with an extremely idiotical traffic arrangement: two lanes fuse into one and later break up again. In advance I changed the lane as required, get closer to the bridge and suddenly I see in the mirrors: some dickhead careers down the hill, approaches and tries to overtake the bus from the right and reach the bridge first. The physical laws however work also for the dumbest dicks, so the trick didn't work and the fool had to brake so that not to run into the barrier. We passed the bridge and the traffic again became two-lane and that f*head, having no capacity to scheme out something better with his sheep brain, performed the classical "teaching" maneuver, in his full conviction that that lowbrow bus driver (namely I) won't dare to crash a new Chevrolet Lacetti. And yet, he was wrong. After all I had to test the new purchase in practice. So I applied well, whole heartedly, you know. Later, many times in the future, I witnessed the process of a counterparty crawling out of the car with the jaw dropped and the look as if his whole world picture had just tumbled down and all his mental patterns had just been torn apart.

By the way the damn dashboard camera hadn't activated (too low an impulse from the impact) so in the heat of the moment I had to pound it with the fist, and after that the recording was made with a clear record of the course of event before and after the collision. Anyway I had to run around to prove my innocence: the State Traffic Police had had no cases like that before so they tried to find the both guilty. And here no matter what side you look from you go to court. In reality, contrary to the stories from two years ago, there weren't "dozens trials" for road traffic accidents. There were just two - one for that case and the other for "Bumper Crime 2" from 2010. My respect to judges Grivko and Pashevich, they settled the case fairly.   

That was the precedent of justification at a bumper crime on the basis of evidence from a dashboard camera. Strangely enough, the next three years passed almost with no incidents, except one case in the spring of 2009 (Bumper Crime 1). The first device had already been thrown out, a box with batteries was bought — simple but with a continuous recording mode; it recorded the first ten videos of my YouTube channel youtube.com/user/Volkosob832. In the beginning of 2012 I decided to buy a much serious device with a high quality picture.  
Watch the video "Bumper Crime 1"
"There were a few times when I dibbed the opposing parties on their frontal bone" 
When people meet me in real life or over the Internet, they often ask how I handle violent behavior of the accident participants, if there were threats, attempts to sort it out, etc, if I had to argue. The experience proves that arguing and correcting are wasteful. Protest reaction immediately arises in the other party and the dispute begins to unravel: word by word and it reaches such a level of hatred and brutality that a fierce rumble becomes inevitable. Generally after the accident it was enough to just tell "relax" or to wait for a few minutes until the guy cools down. If it doesn't work, there is nothing one can do but to fall back to physical action: all too often a punch in due time cuts the dispute in the bud. One had to resort to such measures not so much after the accident, but rather in the work process. Some mooses adopted the fashion at every given opportunity to just jump out of their banger and probe you with moronic accusations that I wasn't driving "properly". So you see that jumping at your cabin, screaming, pounding on the glass. Well, in a few of such cases I just opened down the window and silently dibbed their frontal bone (I would recommend to use a pepper spray for passenger car drivers, but when you're on top the former is more convenient). And, you know, typically, most of them calmed down and lost their aggressiveness right away.  But just a second before everything looked as if they were ready to tear me to pieces. Sometimes it did happen that some individuals threatened to come over to the route terminal and deal with me, to which I very politely replied: "Do come, please, I'll be waiting. But let's strike a deal there would not be any hard feelings afterwards". But none of them ever showed up. 

"For 25 years behind the wheel of my car I met only one 'teacher'"
When you work on a bus, the change of meeting "teachers" is much higher than when you drive a private car. There are objective reasons for that: the bus constantly departs from a stop, changes the lines and therefore creates a reason to be discontent. Of course it doesn't apply to pro artists in bumper crimes who want to easily shake the money tree, but we're not talking about those. And you know — during my 25 years behind the wheel I just met the "teacher" once. I even recall the date: March 1, 2012 — that's the day I crashed a car of the prick from Smolensk back country (Bumper Crime 11) with my bus, and tried out the new dashboard camera. After the work, already with fairly beaten-up nerves because of the road traffic accident, I left the Motor Pool, got into the car and for some reason decided to not turn on the dashboard camera. I think, there are just 10 minutes to drive, nothing can happen there this late night? 
Watch the video "Bumper Crime 11"
My ass, half a kilometer away some thick as shit jerk overtakes me, changes lanes in front of me and hits the brakes. Anyway I didn't understand what I had done wrong. So I had to slam the brake pedal. Then a familiar wave of rage rose, second time for today, twice as fierce. I chased the bumper crime dick sending after him the thought "That's all, f*ing prick, you're gonna have your teeth all over the compartment". As luck would have it, not local again, from the Tver region, on an ancient foreign model. I overtook him a few blocks away, we stopped at a traffic light. Got out, approached the front door, wanted to open it a civilized way — not a chance, the doors had been locked. I didn't manage to break the glass with my elbow (was tired after a day of work.) So I went for an axe, what else could I do? Took the axe, went back. He saw in the mirrors — sharply, burning the wheels, varoomed, turned to the oncoming lane, overcame those standing at a traffic light, flocked on the red, and dashed out of sight at full rpm. Being a law-abiding citizen, I certainly couldn't let myself do the same move, and the bumper crime artist was able to escape.  

It never fails to amaze me. Some suburban marmot came to the city, doesn't know who's the driver, and he bulldozes like that. Bizarre, inconceivable folly. A false illusion of immunity of a tuna fish in a tin can. And it IS false.  

Here are a couple of examples, if we're talking about conflicts. Many of you already know about the ferret from the Prosecutor's office from the video: he decided to show off before the chick, blocked the traffic, jumped out and got ready to wave the document jackets. Well, I decided not  to beat him, just confined myself to zonk him with a stun gun, but there was no contact, so it was just to scare him off. But the point was gained, the guy's martial spirit disappeared somewhere, it was barely enough to throw a plastic bottle in the bus cabin and leave hastely. 
Watch the video "Ferret from the Prosecutor's office"
Here's another case: I'm at a traffic light, don't touch anyone, suddenly a dickhead comes over and flaps its wings at the cabin. I reckon I have done something 'wrong' again. Well, I roll down the window and whacked him on the beak. In the next lane, as chance would have it, a police car. The men saw it, got out, and asked what was happening and if there were any complaints. "No, answers the dude,  I have no complaints against the young man". Well, that's great, the theory was proved true again.   

"After the interview to the Infoportal the administration asked me to not appear in the mass media anymore"                                       

Beginning from 2010 bumper crime artists became more active, and before the beginning of 2013 the freak show of dorks expanded to two dozens. There was no need to apply to courts, everything was resolved in the State Traffic Police routinely. I came to the investigation group with a CD and a statement for consideration of my case in absentia and then receive the non-guilty documents by mail.  

After the next incident with a Toyota catafalque (the last video in the YouTube channel) I was approached by the Infoportal of Zelenograd for an interview and agreed. There's nothing to it, a year ago there already was an article published about a Zelenograd bus driver who collects bumper crimes and there hadn't been any response. That time, however, everything turned out differently: the interview had been translated into English without my consent and hit the world mass media. Locally the fuss rose: TV guys swooped like locusts, moreover, one of those days five picture crews appeared at the Motor Pool simultaneously.
Watch the video "Bumper Crime 18"
I was called to the bosses to talk. All of the senior management had gathered there, about ten of them, and they tell me, like: 

— Alexei, do not appear in the mass media any more, we beg you, they jawbone us from Moscow headquarter, they threaten to kick us off, we have families to feed, please!

— Well, of course, I tell them, I, by any stretch of imagination, couldn't even suppose such pandemonium would begin. I won't speak publicly, but let's handle that situation calmly, without any twitching. 

— Well, yes, certainly, of course! Now we give you an advance leave for a month, everything settle down, you come back and work as before. 

Funnily, I still keep that agreement, I haven't spoken publicly. Journos are such dodgers: use a person for a hot sensation, and they don't give a shit about what happens to him afterwards. The information appeared about my dismissal under a bad clause, I might need a new job, might need a lawyer's service... So, it's like: not a single cunt offered any help. 

Next day I receive a phone call: "Alexei, you don't need to go to work tomorrow, would you please come to the personnel department". I go there and there's my discharge order waiting. Whoa, that's getting interesting. I thought we had come to terms as others do, none had any issue against the other, and here you have that crap. Maybe, in Moscow at the headquarter somebody got a fit of hesterics. As a matter of fact termination of employment should be made for a specific wrongdoing, so I asked the personnel officers what I had been fired for. They couldn't answer to the point, they just slipped a copy of the order for me to sign, and there I could only read a list of previous reprimands and some memos, but there was no reason for dismissal named. They took my pass right away, issued a one-pass for a day.

"The Director of the Motor Pool just ran away so that not to talk with me"
So, I walk around the territory, collecting signatures on my departure clearance checklist while trying to find out what I had been fired for. I went to the Director's office, learned from a secretary that the Director won't be here today or tomorrow. After all, he might talk with a person who had worked for nine years, look him in the eye, and all that. But he had chosen to run away. Well, I left, continue to walk the corridors, collecting signatures. And what is telling: when somebody from the management noticed me, he sharply turns and runs away. And just two days ago they swore by all that is holy that everything's gonna be alright. I cought one of the oafs in his office, well, how about telling me the reason for my dismissal. He says nothing, just looks down at the desk, no conversation. In total, none of the cunts said anything. Sleazy, coward critters. By the way, the manager team, youngsters, appeared at the Motor Pool a couple of years before, somewhere in the early 2011. Having barely found their feet around, they began to assume airs, like, we're bosses here, and all of you are dust under our feet, you're gonna toe the line. After some time, to be honest, they came to senses a little.  

It ought to be noted that the guys are pretty lucky they dealt like that with a kind and forgiving person like me. Those around me have always noted that my major drawback is excessive kindness. That's true, I've got that in me; no matter how hard I tried I couldn't get rid of it. Besides I had some other work options, certain savings, I didn't take any credits. Some other, not that kind-hearted, person might make everything differently. And that other person, not that good hearted, might act not that calmly at all.  
Watch the video "Bumper Crime 16"
"During the work at the Motor Pool disputed more than a dozen of illegal punishments"       

The spring and summer I lounged about, and then went to some other job. Before that I conducted an experiment — an attempt to land a job with my ill employment records... "Full of myself" I turned to several places where they didn't know me, including the 28th bread factory, they all had open vacancies. In all those places the moment they see the record, our conversation just ceases instantaneously. 

Sure thing, the bosses deserve contempt, but one may understand them kind of: they crawl before their superiors. The major source of evil is unscrupulous judges, who have forgotten a long time ago that they gave a solemn oath some day in the past.  

Because the grounds for dismissal may be blatantly illegal, I decided to talk to a lawyer about the legality, adequacy, guilt and all that. The lawyer studied the case and immediately gave the diagnosis: four gross violations of the procedure and absence of the offence, the case is clearly a winning one. But I had to object: the bosses knew for sure that in my case the hearing of the case would certainly happen and if they had made such an outrage upon justice, then, most likely they had secured themselves in advance (there is an arrangement with the judge.) So, everything indicates that the outcome has been fixed. The lawyer, of course, objected, well, how could that be, ours is a law-governed state after all, and all that jazz... OK, law-governed if you think so, you've got it, we concluded the agreement. 

Here I have to note, that somewhere from 2007 I participated in many judicial proceedings on disciplinary punishments, before 2009 I lodged a complained for dozens, and in all cases the punishments were ruled illegal. At a certain time after 2010, however, the attitude of the courts has drastically changed and become downright hostile. I reckon, labor cases judges have received a centralized order: "to tread down the workers!" Who and what for gave such order is a mystery.  
Watch the video "Bumper Crime 17"
"In order to fire me my bosses brought up a month old traffic road accident" 

We filed the complain to the Zamoskvoretsk district court of the Moscow city. I told the lawyer right away that I'm not going to visit the court sessions, so he has to work the whole procedure to the end, and then we'll go with the flow, you can't jump over your head. The first sessions passed. I came to talk to the lawyer and found him discouraged, he says: "You know, seems like you were right. The judge screams, snarls, stares frowningly with undisguised anger, pretends to not understand the basics. I participated in many trials, but that's the first time I see such a madhouse." "It's all right", I tell, "don't worry too much, if we get such treatment, just do it to the max, make those moral morons from the legal department blow away the cobwebs".

After all, everything became clear when I learned who the case was assigned to. The judge is a neurotic pre-retirement woman with a haunted look. I had a previous experience of meeting her a few times: extremely hostile attitude, in both cases the claims failed.

Anyway it was interesting purely from a professional point of view — how would they ground the legality of my dismissal. And at last, in the end of July 2013 I learned the reason when I read the statement of defense. It turned out that after the road traffic accident on February 8, I didn't placed the warning triangle, didn't turn on the visual warning, didn't place the brake shoe under the road wheel, didn't establish the passengers' transfer, all told — a heap of "graviest" offences. All of those had been established on the basis investigation of the video record of what happened in the cabin and in the passenger compartment. Here I became really intrigued: among all things I certainly did not do those violations. Well, the trial promises to be pretty interesting. 

Once again see how the wind blowing in that whole situation: The RTA took place on February 8, after it I worked 11 shifts for 11 hours each, smoothly, and suddenly on March 4 the bosses out of the blue coveted to have a look at the video, that had already been stored among camphor balls, and moreover they didn't condescend to show me the video. In addition to that, they had gathered all trivial screw-ups from a half year and year ago in a heap and as the output they sculptured the discharge order. Scums. Turds. I have no other words for them.   
Watch the video "Bumper Crime 12"
"That wasn't a court, it was a cheap mockup" 
So, the process was keeping the path, we filed a petition for discovery of the video record, and at the penultimate session in November, it was brought and showed in the courtroom at last. I wasn't there, as my lawyer said the whole affair happened in the following way. The record begins at about 20 seconds prior to the accident, then the accident happens, then I sit in the cabin, the passengers leave, and suddenly I disappear and an entirely different picture appears. The lawyer, of course, immediately brought to notice the discontinuity in the record, moreover the discontinuity was seen both in the picture itself and on the timer: 15 minutes of the record just dissolved into thin air. Once again I invite you to appreciate the beauty of the game: the dumbs had bluntly cut the main part of the video record out, then assembled the stumps and presented it to the court.

Well, the lawyer couldn't let such change to slip and he came down like a vulture: "Dear sirs, respondent's representatives! Would you labor to explain how the most important piece of the record had disappeared!" The only thing the poor things mastered themselves to answer was "And anyway he is an offender, savage, and altogether bad, bad, baaad!" "Well, maybe he's bad, disgusting, and even ugly, but where is the piece of the record?!” They couldn't say anything to that and just stared at the desk. And here the "judge" piped in with her weighty utterance: "There are no other questions, the court regards the violation established." As was to be proved. It's not a court. It's a cheap prop, a mockup. In that regard, doubts arise as to the necessity of the attorneyship at all. If the verdict is known in advance, even if the highest "star" lawyer on your team the result will be the same. 

What looked like the last session was appointed on December 4. Here I saw it fit to come, even if just to look at the blushless mug of the judge. Amazingly, I haven't done any wrong to the judge or the procecutor. But they still look at me like I'm a fierce enemy. The judge, to tell the truth, mostly looked down at the desk, but I managed to catch the eye a few times. Glassy fish eyes. Nothing human. You can see that she had sold her soul and conscience a long time ago (if she ever had any in the first place).

They asked me lots of questions, trying to catch me with discrepancies, but I didn't give them that chance, realizing that I'm dead right. So, the outcome was clear. Debate time arrived and I told the lawyer: 

— Don't take part in that, don't. You can see who is sitting there, it means to not respect oneself. Let them arrive at the decision and stuff it up their....

— No, I'm gonna address, maybe I'll be able to convince the judge somehow. 

— Well, if you want to, but where did you see a judge in here.

The lawyer strained every sinew, for 15 minutes he sang like a nightingale, he unscrambled everything thoroughly, you have to give him credit. A creature in gown (I don't have the heart to call "it" a judge) with all its look projected a complete pointlessness of what was taking place. Naturally, the verdict was to "reject the case". 
Watch the video "Bumper Crime 14"
The appeal proceedings on May 12 were also notable. Of course, I didn't go, sent the lawyer there. As my experience show, from the moment of the court goes to the jury room till the moment of their appearance and anouncement of the decree, as a rule, some 20 seconds, 30 in extreme cases pass. This time the three of them hold counsel for half an hour! Unbelievable. You could hear them shouting at each other through the door. I can only assume that the two of the three had been called and the one wasn't, so those two tried to persuade him. In the end, of course, they persuaded him. The complaint was not satisfied. Subsequent authorities are just punch operators, so it's useless to hope for anything. 

So what, it's not the last job in the world. Honestly, I didn't like it that much, but I hesitated to leave on my own, after all I spent nine years of my life there. But disadvantages are evident. Noise, jolting, stuffy cabin, drafts. Many hours long absolute immobility. Broken day schedule. Hostile thugs on the road. There are sometimes delusioned beefers among your passengers, and moral morons bosses, as a rule, take their side (an adequate boss generally protects his people, these use any occasion to play some dirty trick to their worker). Now my work doesn't do anything with transport, there is nothing of that. Yeah, I lost a bit in salary, to tell the truth. By the way, I'd appreciate your support, details you can find on my page. 

The video from the Volkosob832 channel on YouTube.            
