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Chapter One

The window had ice on the inside again. Even the folded issues of the Montreal Gazette which were stuffed into the gaps of the window frame were glazed. They looked like the long ribbly icicles of a frozen waterfall. David watched the faint trails of his breath. Or stalactites.

“With one bound,” he said, “David leaped from the bed and rushed, laughing, under the cold shower.”

Nothing.

The window looked out onto a square ventilation shaft in the middle of the building, as did windows of the other three apartments on the third floor. What the shaft was supposed to be ventilating he’d never been able to work out. The fourth floor was the top floor and from his bed David could see the glooming sky. Swaddling the army blankets about him, he sat up in bed and pulled the shade down so that he wouldn’t run the risk of seeing the Scots lady again without her clothes on.

(He’d stopped pulling down the shade at night because it had shot up on several occasions by its own volition jacking him from sleep with a carbine-CRACK. He had been left staring rigid in the dark, listening to the animal scuffling noises as the blind lapped round and round its roller – all the essential functions of his body diminished.)

He heard Jim slam into the bathroom and the nest of wire coathangers on the back of the door jangled and tapped, jangled.

Twenty-five past seven by his Jock alarm clock.

A strange name for a clock.

“As David and his chums neared the camp,” he said, “the air was filled with the aroma of frying bacon.”

Wind shook the window pane. Beyond the yellowing blind, the sky was full and grey with snow. David decided that he was  probably ill. His head ached. His throat. His throat was definitely dry and sore. Doubtless infected. He pictured the inside of his throat as being like the neck of a guitar strung with red tendons. And now the tendons were studded with white and yellow lumps of infection. Lumps? Nodules. Studded with nodules of infection.

He got out of bed, switched on the light, and walked across the freezing, gritty linoleum to look in the mirror ($1.25 in Woodhouse’s Annual Sale. Small defect. i.e. broken). He was definitely pale. Any sensible man would have stayed in bed.

Susan’s black silk scarf lay crumpled on the chest of drawers beside the mirror. He ran its smoothness over his palm, touched its softness to his face. She had left it there on Thursday. The warmth of his face raised the ghost of her perfume.

“Nice. Italian Straw Hat.”

“You always say that.”

“Straw Hat, then. Still nice.”

“Why do you always say ‘Italian’?”

Mumbling into her hair.

“I don’t know . . . I think it was a film . . .”

Jim was sitting in the dining room eating Rice Krispies and reading the back of the box. A sheepskin coat was draped over his shoulders. David went into the kitchen and opened the fridge. It contained a gallon jug of Queberac and a sock.

“Any milk?”

“Yes, there is. No thanks to you.”

David took a bowl from the heap of dishes in the big double sink and holding it under the hot tap started to scrape at it with a knife. Old Rice Krispies solid as rivets.

“It’s been your turn for three days now,” called Jim.

“I’ll do them tonight.”

“Good job – because buggered if I will.”

“Did you use all the coffee?”

“Yes. And you know why, don’t you.”

“Oh, for Christ’s sake! I’ll do the dishes tonight and I’ll do the shopping tonight. O.K.?”

“Don’t let me inconvenience you in any way,” said Jim.

“Bollocks,” said David.

He gave up trying to clean the bowl and searched through the cupboard for an old packet of Chinese tea. On one side of the packet was a simpering creature in a purple robe holding a yellow parasol. Underneath the picture were the words:This tea purifies the blood and is very hernthy.





He stuck his head through the serving-hatch into the dining room and said, “Hey, Jim.”

“What?”

“I think I’ve got inflamed nodules.”

Jim shrugged the coat higher on his shoulders.

“You shouldn’t screw so much,” he said.

David poured boiling water over the tea leaves in the mug and then stood with the kettle in his hand staring at the grease-sputtered wall behind the stove.

“Jim?”

He went over to the serving-hatch again.

“Jim? Do you think she really phoned the school?”

“Oh, Holy Fuck! Not again! I don’t know if she phoned. I don’t know what’ll happen. I don’t know if it’s serious. You’re going to find out, aren’t you? This morning.”

“Yes,” said David.

The rusting scabby radiator beside the lavatory was the warmest in the apartment. Sitting on the lavatory, David sipped the tea. His mind started to circle the question. During the weekend he had rehearsed the evidence into worn patterns, repeated sentences until they had become the incantations of his anxiety, flat formulae, nothingnesses.

Susan’s mother said she had phoned the school on Friday.

She had told Susan this on Friday evening.

She said she had evidence that one of the teachers had seduced Susan.

She knew the teacher was young and had not been long at the school.

She claimed to have spoken to Vice-Principal McPhee.

McPhee had promised an immediate investigation.

BUT

Susan denied everything.

Susan’s mother was unbalanced and gave that impression in conversation. Her evidence would ∴ be suspect.

She had claimed to have phoned authorities before. Last year, the RCMP.

McPhee had attended a meeting of the Board on Friday and had been absent from school all day.

Susan thought it probable her mother hadn’t phoned at all.



David stared at his white drip-dry shirt which was hanging from the string over the bath. Even though he’d spent ten minutes with his toothbrush on the collar and cuffs, the shirt still looked yellowish and grubby. How could he say, “I will continue this conversation only in the presence of my lawyer,” when his shirt was grubby? It was all very well for Jim with his dyspeptic-aristocrat face. Jim could doubtless say something bored and weary – “Rather dodgy to prove, McPhee, unless one had been caught in flagrante delicto. Which I don’t recall.”

But he wasn’t Jim. And as he didn’t have a lawyer, what could he do in McPhee’s office under McPhee’s steel eyes? Scuffle through the Yellow Pages?

God rot the bloody woman! Even if she hadn’t phoned, she’d got hold of something. What could her “evidence” be? An overheard phone conversation? Being seen together? But that wouldn’t have told her his age and how long he’d been at the school. Who would have told her only that much? Why not his name?

It didn’t make sense. It just didn’t fit together. Still, with Susan denying any relationship, he was saved from the worst possibilities. If she was young enough anyway. Whatever the Quebec age was. Saved from the possibility of statutory rape charges.

On Friday night when she’d phoned to warn him, she’d been crying. She’d called at about twelve-thirty, whispering on the extension-phone in her bedroom. Her mother was working herself into permanent hysteria; she had flushed Susan’s goldfish down the lavatory, shouting, See what happens to the goldfishes of whores!





Her father had been raging and had hit her in the face. The whisper had been cut mid-sentence. He had been left listening to the dial tone.

He wished he could have seen her, spoken to her over the weekend....

He didn’t know how she survived in that madhouse where conversations were bellowed competitions with the TV, where her father ate raw meat and her mother believed in the Evil Eye.

Her mother had come to Canada from Lebanon at the age of nine. She had been put to work immediately by a cousin who owned a dry-goods store near Saskatoon. She’d learned to speak and write English as best she could. At home she spoke Arabic. Most of her day was spent in shopping for food at the Jean Talon market and in cooking the many dishes that made up the evening meal – homus bi tahini, ba ba ghannouj, kibbee and snobar, kafta, shishlik, laban with cucumber, harisse, mahalabia. Her knowledge of the world outside her home was sketchy and confined to what she understood of television, Ladies’ Home Journal and Modern Screen.

Last year, she had decided that Susan “reeked of LSD” and claimed to have phoned the RCMP who had gladly agreed to follow Susan everywhere she went.

She often cut photographs of suave and handsome men from Ladies’ Home Journal and left them about Susan’s room. On the photos she wrote, “The man Susan will marry.”

She habitually wrote on the covers of Susan’s paperbacks; under the photos of authors she wrote “Nasty” or “Ugly” or “A criminal.”

She often put scraps of blue cloth into Susan’s purse to ward off the Evil Eye.

Whenever Susan disobeyed her by coming home late, she found spread out on her bed receipts going back five years from doctors, dentists, and drugstores. A note in red pencil would say, “Total now $1117.53.” In the fridge, notes saying, “None of this good food for Susan.”

She had told him less about her father. All he really knew was  that her father owned a clothing store in the east end; that he was six feet two, immensely strong, a dark man, and given to insane rages.

When Susan’s mother had told him the news, he had stamped on one of Susan’s Coltrane records, called her a whore, slapped her face, torn in half her Penguin edition of The Brothers Karamazov and smashed her Buddha with a hammer.

When he had calmed down, he had paced the apartment from room to room shouting curses –May his bowels pass rocks!

May ill-fortune befall the camel that favoured his mother!

A disease like leprosy should eat his face !

etc.





He had kept shouting “With these hands!” holding them up like a surgeon for the rubber gloves.

“With these hands. 
I’m going to kill him. 
With my own hands. 
He’s going to die. 
With my own two hands. . . .”



David peered into the mirror at his foaming teeth. His toothbrush tasted of Tide. He found himself wondering about those hands, wondering if they were hairy, if they had torn The Brothers Karamazov lengthways or crossways.

If she had phoned, if McPhee had returned to school after three-thirty on Friday, there were about nine possible suspects. Or she could have phoned McPhee at his home. Nine possibles. Five nondescripts who taught grades eight and nine – even McPhee wouldn’t consider them for long – and then four who taught senior grades. Bill Jockstrap, Henry Stamp-Club, Visual Aid and himself.

(Tell Susan to be seen, to be seen frequently, talking to Henry Stamp-Club. Still waters run deep.)

With a low belch, a wodge of tea leaves and bits from the kitchen sink came up in the bathtub. David stared at the mess in sudden fury.

“OH, SHIT!”

He might be coming home without a job and even with legal trouble on his hands; there was the possibility of being savaged by a mad Arab; the bloody dishes had to be bloody washed; he had to do the bloody shopping; and now, because it was also his turn to deal with him, he’d have to lie in wait for Monsieur idle sodding Gagnon and force him to drag his idle sodding three hundred pound paunch up the stairs and then BRIBE the smelly bugger with a large Molson while he gazed at the pipes and U-trap:sacrament!

overwhelmed by the immensity of the job

tabernac!

his belt buckle where most people keep their genitals

sighs

wipes nose on biceps

That fucker, my friend –

gestures at U-trap with slimy, reeking Old Port butt

 – she’s solid fucking rust

subsides –

krisse-la

– onto one knee like circus elephant

operates wrench

’STIE!

wrench

Yes, sir! You know what you ’ave there?

No.

Eh? Right in there. You know what you ’ave?

No.

You ’ave yourself a blockage.





“OH, SHIT!” shouted David.

Hours of it. Bloody hours of it. Hours of unfunny vaudeville.

“SHIT, SHIT, SHIT!” yelled David and hurled the bar of soap into the tub.

Jim banged on the door.

“Christ, you’re not even dressed yet,” he said. “I want to be out of here by eight. O.K.?”

“Nearly ready,” said David, buttoning his shirt. The collar felt clammy.

“And this afternoon,” said Jim. “I’m not hanging about while you talk to kids. Be ready at the side entrance at three-thirty.”

“What’s the rush?”

“I’ve got to eat and be at McGill for six. Seen my razor?”

“I thought lectures were Thursdays.”

“Ah, well it’s a special treat tonight. An intellectual feast that Noddy and Big Ears have arranged.”

“What’s it about?”

“Fuck knows. Some stimulating twat from Toronto. It’s called Towards a Taxonomy of Educational Criteria.”

“Sounds a fascinating load of old ca-ca.”

“If not smegma,” said Jim.

“I don’t know how you stand the boredom of whoring after all that shit.”

Jim shrugged and carried on cleaning out his razor with the little brush.

“Just keep Education’s First Law in mind, Jim. Shit Floats.”

“Charming.”

“Well . . . fuck it,” said David. “Have fun.”

“Have fun teaching high school for the rest of your life.”

David turned away as Jim snapped the razor shut and flushed the lavatory. Then he stuck his head round the door again and said, “Hey, Jim. I’ve just thought of a joke. If Noddy asked you what you thought of this Taxonomy thing, you could tell him that as far as you were concerned he could stuff it.”

Jim looked at his watch. “We’re leaving in exactly seven minutes,” he said. He plugged the razor in.

David went into the living room and started to gather up the exercise books which were scattered on the floor around his armchair. He stood in front of the window counting them. Thirty. Two missing.

He stood looking out across the snow-blown roofs to the huge sign above Ste. Catherine Street. Bright bands of running colour – red, green, yellow, red again and then Canada Tire 
Canada Tire 
Canada Tire





The garish colours and alien spelling had irritated him for more than a year now. Five more months. The lease would be up in June. Five months too before the sun appeared again.

Two missing.

The light fixtures were gothic candles dripping with plastic wax and surmounted by strawberry Bakelite shades.

When they had landed in Montreal they had spent their first three days in the “Y”. Depressed by Gideon Bibles and naked admirers in the washrooms, they’d quickly signed a two-year lease. After student rooms in England, the apartment had seemed palatial. It was not for some time that they discovered that most apartments were cheaper, cleaner, better furnished, had double windows, were warm inside, and disposed of garbage more efficiently and regularly than was Monsieur Gagnon’s custom.

Every night the sign washed the black, uncurtained window red, green, yellow, red again and thenCanada Tire 
Canada Tire 
Canada Tire





It served him as a focus for all his feelings of dispossession, prejudice and xenophobia. He brooded about the sign. He had fantasies of blowing it up, fusing it, of taking evening courses at Sir George Williams University in Electrical Engineering and Neon Tubery.

One evening the sign would start to hum; the hum would rise to a whine, to an agony of sound. The gawking crowds along Ste. Catherine Street would press their hands over their ears. The bands of colour would race faster, glow brighter, until an apocalypse of light would spellCANADA TYRE – and die.





“Ready?” yelled Jim.

“One minute!”

Two books missing. Given the kind of day this was likely to be, the books were bound to belong to Gertrude Nemeroff

(green teeth, fetid perspiration, mother also a teacher for the Board and therefore dangerous)and Alan Johnson

(hideous with terminal acne, persistent)

What about my MARK? How are you going to give me a MARK if you’ve lost . . .







“For Christ’s sake!” called Jim.

David zipped up the heavy jacket and wedged the pile of exercise books under his arm.

“Sorry,” he said.

Jim opened the door. Two Dominion bags full of garbage toppled in on his legs and feet.

“Oh, Jesus Christ!” said David.

Tea leaves, melon rind, brown slimy lettuce, spaghetti, a Heinz baked beans can.

“Hey!” said David. “He must have done that on purpose. We left them against the wall.”

Jim did not say anything.

A squashed container from the Nanking oozed cold plum sauce.

“The dirty sod!” said David stepping out over the mess. “What’s he think he’s playing at?”

Jim waggled his foot, shaking off the tea leaves. He inserted the ferrule of his umbrella and clattered the bean can across the small landing. He speared up the melon rind and dropped it down the stairwell.

“This is it,” he said.

“It’s like the bloody middle ages,” said David.

They boomed down the lino-covered stairs into the lobby. Jim stopped in front of Gagnon’s apartment and rapped on the Superintendent sign.

There was no answer.

“Gagnon! This is Wilson from 302!”

The usual stench hung about the apartment – cooking, catpiss, stale sweat, children, shit.

“Smells as if he’s got a bucket of carrion simmering away on the stove,” said David.

“Gagnon!” shouted Jim. “Come out!”

They listened.

Inside the apartment something fell to the floor.

“Perhaps he’s drunk again,” said David.

“At eight-fifteen?” said Jim.

He smashed on the door with his umbrella handle leaving three dents in the brown paint.

“Maudit anglais!” shouted Gagnon from within.

“I’ll be back at four, Gagnon!” shouted Jim.

A woman’s voice screamed something.

“You’d better have that shit cleaned up by the time I get back! By four o’clock!”

“Mange d’la merde, maudit krisse!” shouted Gagnon.

“Four o’clock!” shouted Jim.

They listened.

As they walked away across the loud tiles, they heard the lock and chain on Gagnon’s door. He did not look out but shouted. “And you, my friend, can lick my ass!”

“Va te faire enculer par les Grecs!” shouted Jim.

The lobby door swung to behind them and they were out in the cutting wind.

“We’re going to have to fix him,” said David. “Speak to the rental office woman or something.”

“What can one expect of a people,” said Jim, “who pronounce Ulysses – ‘Youlease’?”

The wheels of Jim’s Volkswagen were frozen fast. He set to work kicking them free while David chipped the ice off the windshield. Particles of ice flew into his cuff and up his sleeve. The wind drilled into his forehead, made his head ache.

While the engine coughed and tried to turn, David sat motionless in the frozen car. The hairs in his nose were frozen. His hands were white, aching from holding the icy scraper. Piles were inevitable. Two more winters of sitting in frozen cars on frozen plastic and he’d have piles like a bunch of grapes.

Jim bumped away from the curb on frozen wheels and made an illegal left turn onto Guy Street. He switched on the radio; a choir of female voices sang the COXM time and the COXM/MOLSON BREWERY weather.

Gather up those books now and scoot right along! said the Morning Host.

“Turn that fucking thing off,” said David.

Jim did not reply. He drove fast and savagely east along Sherbrooke. You broke my heart. The heat was beginning to come. Tore it apart. David could not see much; the side windows were iced over. Snow melting from his shoes. Past the Holiday Inn. His feet were wet. Snow was crudding up on the windshield and the wipers were frozen to the glass. Past the A&W. GreatTAKE HOME A CHUBBY CHICKEN



purple piles like a bunch of grapes. He sat staring at the translucent glass.

Cold, cold and dark. Four-thirty in the morning in Montreal. I was standing on a bank of crud left by the snowplough. I was looking at an apartment building and wishing I was a janitor. Janitors wear warm sweaters with rocketing pheasants knitted into the back and every day they get to wash the plastic flowers in the foyer. And what they don’t get is four a.m. phone calls informing them of dead bodies.

I went down the ramp at the side of the building and in through the garage. They never lock the garages. I took the elevator to the ninth, jammed the door with two paperclips, walked down to the eighth.

(The black backstrip sticking out at an angle on top of the fridge, the back of the three-ring binder. Black plastic. Both exercise books there. The playscript and the diagrams from the last rehearsal. Coaching times for Peter and Alice. Auditorium at lunch time.)

The piece I carry isn’t elegant but it can gut-shoot a charging garbage truck. When I stepped out on that red carpet on the eighth if anyone had said even Boo! I’d have blown his rocks off.

Apartment 810. The door was unlocked. I’d never seen the guy before. But someone wanted us introduced.

He’d been about fifty-five years old, a tall flabby guy with a fine appendix scar. I could tell because he hadn’t got any clothes on. Some Boy Scout had been writing on him with an electric barbeque starter.

In the kitchen I found an Odorama Air Freshener and gave a few squirts. Even Odorama (“a tangy blend of citrous aromas”) was better than the way he smelled.

His wallet was in his jacket in the bedroom. His Social Insurance and driver’s licence called him Frederick Karno. I wandered out into the living room with the Odorama and looked along the bookcase.

The History of Education in Quebec 
The Teacher and the Law 
The Lamp of Learning 
Reader’s Digest Condensed Books

(Seven volumes)



I checked inside the books and on every flyleaf I read: F. Karno. In a drawer in the table I found headed notepaperMerrymount High School 
Principal: F. Karno (B. Comm.).





I looked down and studied F. Karno (B. Comm.). His dentures lay on the rug. I figured he’d died of shock. Down his chest and stomach, the Barbeque-Boy had seared the words,Vita brevis, ars longa





The lettering was neater than could have been expected.

I checked the time: nearly five.

“Teacher,” I said, as I closed the door behind me, “you’re going to be late for school.”

Mrs. Crowhurst?

Yes?

Andy Andrews calling. COXM’s Morning Host.

No! No, it isn’t!

Yes, Ma’am! Andy in person.

Oh, I can’t believe it!

Yes, Ma’am. And I’m calling to play the Wondermart Goodies Game.

Oh, Mr. Andrews, I can’t believe it’s really you!

Ready for the first question, Mrs. Crowhurst? What is the name of Canada’s biggest river?

I always watch you in the afternoons when you’re the Spy in the Sky. I always wave, you know, when the helicopter comes over my house. From the balcony.

Tomorrow, David promised himself, Gruppenfuhrer McPhee would get his. But for the Gruppenfuhrer it was going to be extraordinarily painful. His arms strapped to his sides with hot hard-boiled eggs nesting in his armpits, piano wire on the thumbs, possibly electrodes on his majogglers.

“What you say?” said David.

“I said, ‘Don’t admit anything.’ The burden’s on them.”

David realized the car had stopped. He gathered up the sliding pile of exercise books and opened the car door.

“Three-thirty, then,” said Jim.

“O.K. See you.”

“And don’t let the buggers grind you down.”

It had stopped snowing. David stood for a moment watching the Volkswagen down the road. Piles of white exhaust hung behind it at the stop sign. Jim roared away round the corner. David turned then and crossed the road to the school.

Rising by the side of the front steps a flagpole, the Maple Leaf snapping at the steel sky. Every day at eight and four the flag was raised and lowered by the janitor, an insane Greek. Straight lines, acres of glass, neat brick. Merrymount High.

David hurried round to the side entrance. He was already twelve minutes late. A dribble of kids.

Hi, sir!

You’re late, sir!

You’ll get a detention, Mr. Appleby.

Ho, bloody, ho.

Within the glass doors,McPHEE.





Already seen. Too late to go round the front. Suspended before getting into the classroom? Prevention of moral contamination.  The little shit stood only two feet higher than the REMOVE YOUR RUBBERS sign.

David climbed the steps towards him.

Back turned to McPhee, he knocked the snow off his shoes against the top step.

He still hadn’t bought rubbers. They looked so ugly. Only old people in England, eccentric people wore galoshes. They were like the Canada Tire sign; another of his symbols of foreignness.

He pushed open the outer door.

“Good morning, Mr. McPhee.”

McPhee nodded.

“It’s a cold one today,” said David.

Glinty eyes behind his rimless glinty glasses.

“Had trouble starting the car,” said David.

Gestapo dwarf.

“The battery.”

“Your class is waiting for you, Mr. Appleby,” said McPhee.

He walked past McPhee, conscious of the ferrety eyes on his back, conscious that the eyes were noting the trail of ice and water melting from his shoes. Between the gleaming rows of lockers . . . he was through . . . he was safe . . . at best she hadn’t phoned at all . . . past the A.Y. Jackson in bleary reproduction . . . at worst she’d phoned but they knew they couldn’t pin it on him . . . past the Book Stockroom. . . .

“Mr. Appleby!”

Against the light from the glass doors McPhee was a black shape. “Don’t forget to record your late arrival in the Office!”

Foot braced against the staffroom door to give him a start, he launched himself in an entrechat towards the men’s cloakroom. He was through. He made an Italian gesture at the mirror. He was safe. He chucked his jacket onto a peg.

As he looked into the mirror and combed his hair, the drums pointed. The Maple Leaf fluttered against a steel sky. The Gruppenfuhrer stepped forward from the silent ranks and ripped off the Lamp of Learning Award (Bronze with Acanthus Leaves). As the assembled staff chanted You Have Broken Your Sacred Trust,  Fred Karno mumbled in loco parentis and snapped the symbolic stick of chalk.

He felt sorry for McPhee. Not possibly electrodes on his majogglers. Definitely. And up his arse as well.

In the deserted staff common room David waltzed around the coffee tables and sang to the plastic palm tree in its tub.

Outside the Office, he glanced at the trophy showcase crammed with gross cups and shields for Hockey, Football, Basketball, Jockstrappery in general. And the egg-cup sized thing in the back for Academic Excellence.

“Goodmorning!” cried David.

“You’ll be wanting the Black Book,” twinkled Miss Burgeon, the Lady Vice-Principal. Miss Burgeon did not have breasts; she had a bosom. Her dumpy body was covered by a green frock. Pinned on the bosom was a diamanté butterfly. Her glitter-framed glasses hung on chains.

“Time in this column, name in this, and reason for lateness in this,” she said, pointing with her bright red fingernail.

The arid old cow was probably having a rest after suspending the day’s quota of non-regulation-shade blouses, short skirts, lipsticks, all the lovely juicy-thighed girls she could get her claws into. She fluttered at her hair as he wrote.

“How do you spell ‘diarrhea’?” said David.

Climbing the stairs to his classroom on the second floor, he thought of the puddle of brown water where he had stood in the Office. The word rubbers was still disturbing; he couldn’t say it easily. It reminded him of the girl in the red linen blouse. Stained darker red under her arms with sweat. Ninety-five degrees that day and humid as a bathroom.

Ramses in Canada; not Durex. He didn’t like asking for Ramses; it sounded boastful.

The girl in the red linen blouse, a stranger, a friend of a friend, had met them at the docks. Lugging suitcases in that incredible sticky heat.

“Just you wait till the winter comes,” she had said. “You’ll really need your rubbers then.”

In the roaring canyon of Ste. Catherine Street, in the heat and sunlight, strangers in a strange land, Jim and he had looked at each other in wild surmise.

He could hear the uproar from his classroom at the other end of the corridor. He tried to remember which class it was. Julius Caesar. The Grade Ten mob.

He walked into the classroom and quieted the racket. He lifted the intercom phone from its rest, turned it upside down and replaced it; then he muffled the whole apparatus with his jacket so that the Office couldn’t call him or listen to what he was doing.

“Your homework was to . . . ?”

“Paraphrase ‘O pardon me’,” said Marion.

“Yes,” said David.

“Act III. Scene i,” said Nelson.

“Thank you,” said David. “Yes, Charles?”

“It’s elections, sir. Can we do them in English this morning?”

“Elections?” said David.

“I’ve got to run them for the King and Queen, sir. It’s official.”

“King and Queen?” said David.

“The Winter Carnival. I’m Grade Ten Rep on the Social Committee, sir.”

“Social Committee,” said David.

“O.K.? O.K. sir?”

“And this is official is it?”

“It’s on the Bulletin, sir.”

He’d forgotten again to pick up a copy from the counter in the Office. He took the Bulletin that Olsen offered and looked over the smudgy purple print. Basketball. Detentions. Winter Carnival Elections. He nodded and pushed back his chair. He propped himself in the corner against the window ledge.

Winter Carnival Elections. Suspensions for Gum Chewing. Play Rehearsal. Tunics to Bisect the Knee.

He looked up, gazing at the boy’s back; he did not listen as the boy talked. “Chuck” Olsen. His jacket a green, blue and black tartan. Electing the King and Queen. Charles Olsen in his tartan  jacket who had visited Expo 67 thirty-four times and had his “passport” stamped at every pavilion.

He heard the word “freshette.”

The radiator was getting too hot against his legs. He turned round and stood gazing out of the window, his fingers slipping over the smooth red tile of the sill, across the slight roughness of the join, across to the next tile.

Directly below him in the yard, Miss Graves was blowing a whistle and waving her arms. She was wearing a pleated tunic, sturdy knockers, suet thighs. The track-suited chorus line facing her was shaking green powder-puff things to left and right.

And presumably chanting.

The whiteness of their breath hung in the air.

Give us an M!

O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth,

Give us an E!

That I am meek and gentle with these butchers . . .

Give us an R!



A long blast on the whistle and the chorines dropped on one knee, left arms outstretched, the green powder-puffs susurrating.

YEA, MERRYMOUNT!



Peep!

Peep!

Peep!

The girls, one after another, were jumping up into the air. Why, he wondered, were they not in the gym, why were they jumping about outside? The carnival, perhaps. Perhaps the gymnasium was being readied for this bloody carnival thing.

Did Miss Graves not feel the cold?

Could we – well, could we try . . . ?

Try what?

You’ll think me . . . well . . .

No. Not at all.

It’s always been a desire of mine . . .

You need feel no shame, Miss Graves.

Well, if you lay on your back – yes, like that. And I stood over here –  and with a backward somersault and knees bend . . . .

Miss Graves! There are limits.

Must I plead with you, Mr. Appleby?

The landing, Miss Graves! Consider the effects of an ill-judged landing.

“Can you do what?”

“Go to the other homerooms.”

“That’s official, too, is it?”

“It’s on the Bulletin, sir.”

“Right. The rest of you, Caesar. Act III Scene i.”

David sat down at his desk and while the kids found the right place in the book stared at the framed coloured photographs of the Queen and the Duke of Edinburgh.

“Peter. Let’s make up for lost time. ‘Thou bleeding piece of earth.’ Let’s start there.”

“I forgot my book in my locker, sir.”

“Mary?”

“He’s bleeding where they stabbed him.”

“Yes, but ‘earth’? Umm?”

Norovicki’s face disappearing behind a large pink bubble which he deflated and engulfed again.

“Yes, Marjorie?”

“He’s lying in such a lot of blood it looks like the earth is bleeding.”

David shook his head.

“Support the Work of the Red Cross,” said a poster at the back of the room.

“Yes, Ronnie?”

“Why couldn’t he say what he meant, sir? I mean, if he’s so good how come you can’t understand him?”






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/john_9781897231715_oeb_001_tab.gif
Trangfers

Promotion to
Department
Head

Brunhoff, G.
Renfrew, A.
Larkshur, R
Spers, N.
Weinbaum, M.
Westlake, G.

Snowdon High
Windsor High
Auto/Electric
English
History
Guidance





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 









OEBPS/john_9781897231715_msr_cvt_r1.jpg





OEBPS/john_9781897231715_oeb_002_r1.gif





OEBPS/john_9781897231715_oeb_001_r1.jpg
Going
Down
Slow

JOHN METCALF

BIBLIOASIS
RENDITIONS





OEBPS/john_9781897231715_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
METCALF

_





OEBPS/john_9781897231715_msr_ppl_r1.jpg





