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   STORMY STAFF MEETING

Things have to he sorted out from time to time, and meetings of Staff have to be convened without the encumbrance of either parents or pupils, and are usually held just after the four ​o’clock dismissal time, with the Headmaster acting as chairman.

As one Staff-Room was not nearly large enough to accommodate all of the staff, there were in fact two Staff-Rooms which more or less segregated themselves into one for men and one for women, though not strictly so.  For the next all-in Staff Meeting, the Headmaster had thought better of someone’s idea to remove the wall between the two rooms, and decided it would be simpler to hold the meeting in the Library at the end of the following week. By that time the hole in its ceiling would have been repaired.

No one had intentionally vandalised that ceiling, but it had been quite unintentionally made to suffer as a result of some well-intentioned research going slightly wrong.  The research had been directed, of course, from the Art Room which lay next to it.

“Right, my Fifth-Form friends, the Art exam is only five months away,” warned Mr Desmond Dempsey.  “We’ve all been studying the syllabus for the History of Architecture paper.  You started with Egyptian, went on to Greek and Roman, then more particularly Mediaeval in all its various stages -from Saxon to Norman and so on to Perpendicular. We’ve toured round umpteen Cathedrals in England, and seen examples of Renaissance and Georgian buildings, Hampton Court Palace, the sights of London, and you’ve even seen that recently built Cathedral at Coventry which replaced the one that was bombed to bits in the war.  Now what about good modern civil Architecture? Take this very School for example.  Yes, lads, there are much worse, in fact I doubt if there are many much better, and its design is right up to date.  But have you ever really looked at it?”

The pupils looked interested enough, so Mr Dempsey continued. “Now, what I’d like you to do is to go out in twos with a sketch​pad, and find out about what features serve what function and what they’re made of, though without pulling them to bits! Measure them up, and make sketches of what you see.  Bring them back before the end of the period, five minutes before you hear the bell ring, and next Art period we can compare your findings.”

So the various instruction-sheets were given out, and off went the students in pairs as instructed.  The pair who had been given the task of finding out how the roof russes above the Library were formed, and of what material  they were constructed, would have to take a torch, borrow a ladder from the School Joiner, and climb through a hatch.  They had been carefully warned where not to stand once they had clambered into that roof-space.

After ten minutes of peace and solitude in the Art Room, during which the Art-Master occupied himself writing comments on the backs of First-Form drawings, the Librarian entered to say, “I’m sorry to disturb you, Mr Dempsey, but I have to inform you that one of your boys has just put his foot through my ceiling!”

Fortunately, this was not a matter to be put on the agenda for discussion at the forthcoming meeting, but it did help a little to contribute to the Headmaster’s growing conviction that one of his staff had already gone mad, and that at least two others were being fast infected by the same disease of mental degeneration, Mr Stephen Stewart and Mr Henry Hollingworth completing that unholy trinity.  What made Mr Morris even more uneasy was his suspicion that Miss Stephanie Settle was fast becoming the fourth person of that trinity, - his former staunch supporter in all things administrative now apparently joining the opposition.

It had been brought to his attention,  for example,  that Mr Stewart who had habitually cycled to and from school every day, would insist on riding at high speed right through the swarms of pedestrian pupils ambling their way along the driveway to the lower School entrance, - to make them jump.  Worse, he was now making his entry on a tandem with a young female teacher seated at the rear.   Worse still, Mr Hollingworth and Mr Dempsey had also taken to arriving on bikes and getting up to similar antics. Rather than expose such outrageous transgressions of school discipline to the Staff at the foreshadowed meeting, the Headmaster decided very correctly to summon the villainous miscreants to his room, and sort out the problem privately.

“Mr Dempsey, don’t you think that it would he a better example if, when you arrive in the mornings, you dismounted your bicycle at the gate to the school driveway as the pupils have to do?”

“Yes, Mr Morris, in one respect maybe.   But what’s the point exactly in a rule that obliges people, pupils or teachers, to walk when they’re in possession of bicycles, one each?”

“The point is fairly obvious, isn’t it, Mr Dempsey? That it’s dangerous for the pedestrians if cyclists cycle through them.”

“Well, I’ve been cycling regularly since I was a small boy, and I’ve never crashed into a pedestrian yet. Have you ever been to Holland or North Germany which is as flat as a Dutch pancake, and seen pedestrians galore mix with cyclists galore all over the place, and all getting on fine with one another?”

“And, Mr Stewart, what do you say to that? I must admit I’d never quite seen it that way,” said Mr Morris trying to give everyone a fair hearing.

“Well, you see, I was born on a bike, much to my mother’s surprise, and on my way to school every mornin’ I used to thread my way in and out of traffic in a big city that had trams and buses, horses and carts, cars going in both directions, - nae one-way streets in those days, - and I remember a lorry-driver leaning oot o’ his windae shouting at me,  ‘D’ye want kullt?’ Well I’ve never been killed yet, nor ever damaged a lorry.”

“So you admit there was a danger, then?”

“Yes, I remember the time when I was about nine.   I turned a corner to go down a hill and my wheels must have got caught in the tram-lines.   I skidded all over the place and went into an auld woman who was carrying a shopping-bag.  The contents started to roll down the street and I had to pick them up, and the auld woman too.   She said she was sorry she’d got in the way.”

“And didn’t she report you for dangerous driving?”

“No, when I got to her hoose, having carried her shopping-bag for her, she asked me if I wanted a cup of tea, and if I was feeling all right.  I told her that I had bent a pedal. It’s since been replaced, but the old woman was irreplaceable; I’m sure she’s in heaven now; she deserves to be. It was hard lines for me though.  No danger of that here.  No trams, no tram-lines!”

“Very interesting story. And what do you think, Mr Hollingworth?”

“Us cyclists don’t want to see our bikes damaged, so we train ourselves to avoid other people.  People can be bad for bikes.”

“Well, I’ve listened to your various points of view.   You all seem to be set on remaining ensaddled.  But may I just ask you finally, why don’t you all just conform to the rule that cyclists dismount at the entrance, and push their bikes up the  drive?”

“As soon as the other members of staff get out of their vehicles and shove them up the drive.  Which do you think, Mr Morris, are the more dangerous to pedestrians, cars or bikes?” asked Henry.

The Headmaster’s mouth opened in readiness for a reply, but no reply would readily emerge,  so he shut it again.   After a contemplative pause, he divulged the fact that a certain member of staff wanted the matter brought up at the next Staff Meeting.

“And who would that be?” asked Stephen Stewart, “man or woman?” 

“Never mind that now.  You’ll find out when the time comes.”

“Well, we’ll be ready for him or her,” said Henry Hollingworth, “There are plenty of old women of both sexes on the staff. And incidentally, we did once ask you for the use of that cellar under the old part of the school where we could run cycle-maintenance classes.  After all, the Tekky room displays infernal combustion engines, and the lads learn all about how they work, and how to do minor repairs on cars.  What about re-educating our whole society in the arts of looking after bikes, and re-training those lazy and crazy creatures who jump into their cars to go down to the local shop for a packet of cigarettes, try to find a parking-place, burn up unnecessary amounts of fuel, pollute the atmosphere with exhaust-fumes and cigarette-smoke alike, cough and splutter from exhaustion and smoking, and get lazier by the day, and complain about fresh-air-fiends and cyclists getting in the way? What is total reliance on cars coming to?”

“O.K.   You’ve made your point,” the Headmaster granted with a grunt, “You can have your cycle-maintenance cellar I suppose, but if I may just make a final observation, Mr Stewart, - I see that you are now in possession of a tandem.  I must congratulate you, but must you be doing that double-act with your latest flame every morning in front of the pupils, mounted together?”

“Certainly not, Mr Morris, only in private, and that happens to be nobody else’s business but ours.    But you must admit that she looks sweet upon the seat of a bicycle built for two!”

With grins and giggles, the informal and reciprocal counselling session between Headmaster and three of his staff came to an amicable end, and the door closed behind the emerging threesome. Another session, rather less amicable, was about to begin, and would involve only Headmaster, one boy at a time, and certainly ​neither grins nor giggles.

To the delight of most pupils and to the grief of others, morning-break on Fridays was always extended by ten minutes, the first three or four of which had just been taken up by that congenial conference.  As soon as the door had closed behind the three, one of three drawers at the side of the Headmaster’s desk was being pulled open.   A thick black unkind-looking sinister strip of what may once have been very tough cow-hide was pulled out in readiness for a clientele of scared-looking urchins standing queued-up outside. They had been summoned by a list as pinned to their Form-Room notice-board every Thursday-evening by Mr Donald Dobson, and they knew exactly what was going to happen to them as they were admitted one by one to that dreaded Headmaster’s-Office.

No questions. One mark on the list. Three strokes, laddie. Right. Bend over.  BANG, BANG, BANG!  Exit boy with anguished expression on red face, and red cheeks elsewhere.  “NEXT PLEASE. Two marks on the list.  Six strokes, laddie.  Bend over,  BANG, BANG, BANG, BANG, BANG, BANG!  “Next please.” And so on.

Six strokes was the limit for any one lad, but sixty or more were the lot of the Headmaster at the dispensing end Friday by Friday. If he was otherwise engaged, that pleasure was delegated to the Deputy-Head (boys).  The Deputy-Head (girls) had the more time-consuming task of interviewing female recalcitrants elsewhere, verbally not physically.

The unholy trinity of teachers wandered off in the direction of the Staff-Room in full earshot of those dreadful deliveries of declared justice.  Stephen Stewart put a finger in each musical ear.  Desmond Dempsey symbolically placed the palms of his hands on a feigned pained posterior.  Henry Hollingworth held his hand to his heart, and raised his eyes to the ceiling.

“Is there no hope for that man? Dual personality! Listens to us, nice as ninepence, excuses us, sends us away Scot-free, if you’ll pardon the expression, Steve.   Kids: - Accused by some incompetent teacher or other who can’t keep control, given a mark or two on a silly list, sent up to get what they call ‘t’whack,’ as often-as-not no questions asked.  Too terrified to proffer a defence anyway.  If they do, they get an incomprehensible tirade in Dickensian English from the Boss, and get ordered to bend over all the same.  Ugh! What psychology!”

“Dickensian’s the word!” said Desmond. “I’m going to bring the stupid matter up at this Staff-Meeting.  Will you support me?” 

“What happened at your school in Scotland, Stephen?”

“Ho-ho! Different, but just as daft.  But at least you didn’t have to wait till the end of the week.  You got it on the spot, a different spot, on the hands, thick and hot and in front of the whole class.  It was great entertainment.  The girls just loved seeing the boys get it, and the boys loved showing off just how well they could take it. You got it for bad writing, then you couldn’t write when you got back to your seat. You got it for talking, for giving wrong answers, for getting less than five-​out-of-ten in arithmetic, for being late in lining-up in the playground when the bell went.  Oh!  It was worse when it had been snowing, and your hands were frozen from snowballing. And I often got it for things I hadn’t done, but had no choice!”

“Sounds fascinating!” said Henry, “Carry on. But did it work? Did it give you a great respect for authority?”

“Did it heck! It gave me nothing but a life-long resistance to misused authority.  Most of the teachers seemed to enjoy giving out their beltings.  It became a habit, and they thought nothing of using it as a ‘teaching aid’ as well as for so-called ‘keeping discipline.’  It was the ones who could keep discipline that never needed to use it, and they were few and far between.”

“And does it still go on?” asked Henry, “like the bottom-warming that’s still going on right now.”  (BANG, BANG, BANG! etc.)

“A couple of years ago before I got this job, it certainly was! The idiot in charge of the Music department at that school where I was his assistant, presented me with a murderous-looking strap on my first day there, saying, ‘You’ll need this!’ He was most offended when I refused to touch it, and he looked as if it was me he wanted to belt!  The mad habit will probably just go on and on for another ten years or so, but the sooner it stops in this ’ere school the better.   I could write reams about the stupid subject.”

“We’re perfectly sure you could!” rejoined the other two, whereupon Stephen, as a non-corporal punishment, against his listeners, quoted from his past, and from his private collection of rhyming  reminiscences:

THE SCHOOL IN SCOTLAND I DESPISED AND DETESTED


The school I attended and headed for daily,


Was typically Scottish; I hated it really!


It sat on the slopes of a dreich dismal street;


I sat at my desk all day slumped in a heap,


Crept up through its crypt to those corridors long


Thence one of its classrooms, each known by its pong,


Wherein some old dragon-like much-dreaded creature


Would day after day masquerade as a teacher.


To be fair, some were genteel, some kind, even civilised,


While others were wildly possessed as if devilised.


And yet have I heard it reliably stated


That school turned out some folk of fame, highly rated!


Such claim to its fame has but little conceit in,


For many have similar-pretence, - think of Eton!


But somehow one settled in, learnt to adjust,


Submit to the regime, no choice, so one must!


The first thing to strike one was not always kindness,


But big black belts brandished in manner quite mindless!


“Come out to the front, and hold out your hands!”


THRASH-BANG,CRASH-BANG,WALLOP! The teachers commands


Were conform to her whims and her wishes, - or swishes


Would lash lads by straps of thick leather quite vicious.


Such methods were held to be ‘sound aid’ to teaching


Less  than  five-out-of-ten  in a test meant hands reaching…..


For more of the best, till they felt like raw meat


Well-roasted till tender by fast intense heat!


We never once doubted most teachers enjoyed


Such savage techniques as they cruelly employed.


By FEAR they tried teaching with little effect,


Except some NON-DRAGONS ! – we’d learn to respect!

“Ah! Stephen,” said Desmond, “What dreadful doggerel, but, as Henry our historian prophesies, this horrible habit of physical punishment is bound to disappear.  The problem is that the notion of ‘tradition’ tends to get blamed for many a bad habit.”

“True!” said Henry the historian. “Tradition is based upon reason, and the reason upon which a tradition is based may go back a long way in history.  Habit is rarely reasoned-out; it just happens.  One thing may degenerate into the other of course, like bigotry, or Bonfire-night, or belting boys for being bad.”

“For instance, said Stephen, still  bitter  about his unjust chastisements he had suffered when still a schoolboy, 


When a strap-happy teacher gets crabbit,


Thinks tradition is what makes him grab it, 


Let him rightly reflect


That his moral defect


Is due not to tradition, but habit!”

“Thanks Stephen! That’s quite enough,” said Henry. “There goes the Maths-master, moaning old Monyihan.  Too late! There goes the bell too, so the Headmaster can’t see him at this very mo.  To be sure, he’ll be there on the tinkle of the four-o’clock bell, still on the cadge for his rise in pay, when what does he ever do to earn it, apart from calculating things out mathematically?  And I’m not telling you anything you don’t know already, chaps.  He goes around telling everyone how underpaid he is, and he’s probably the least poverty-stricken of any of us.”

“Well, to give him his due, he does run the Chess Club for Sixth Formers during dinner-hours.”  said Desmond in his defence.

“And keeps harassing the Headmaster with hands outstretched, saying, “Cheque, mate!”  concluded Stephen, before all three strode back to their various classrooms.  “And by the way, dinnae forget there’s that so-and-so Staff-meeting at four o’clock.  I suppose we’d better be there, or we’ll never win our points.”

“As if we ever did,” said Desmond, “But no harm in trying!”

So the Staff-meeting took place, and the Reverend Rector commenced proceedings with a prayer for guidance that all would be conducted according to the highest moral and procedural principles.   Then he excused himself as having some important business to attend to.  In any case, he held no right to vote on matters purely within the remit of the Headmaster.   Procedures were gone through such as reading out the minutes of the last meeting,  questioned by the Maths-master,  approved by normal members of staff who wanted things to proceed as smoothly and as speedily as possible, especially the Art-master whose wife Wendy had warned him that if he were not home by five-forty-five at the latest, the meal would be burnt, and had reminded him that he had promised to take his children to see ‘Snow White’ at six-thirty.

The Headmaster appeared to be in no such hurry. Having long since returned involuntarily to the single state, - though the word ‘divorce’ had never been allowed to disfigure his vocabulary, he had now no such domestic advantages to disadvantage him.

Of paramount importance of course was the forthcoming General Inspection, but the month of March was generally regarded as being too far off to worry anybody.  There was a debate as to whether the next Prize-Giving night should be the last.  Some of the staff maintained that the tradition should be kept at all costs, as it helped to enhance the prestige of the School in the eyes of adoring parents in the audience.  Some others maintained that the tradition had become a habit, and did nothing for those pupils who had done their level best, but had been endowed with brains on a rather lower level through no fault of their own. One staff member said that he had been so brainy at school, that he merely took his annual prizes for ganted. Another asked him if his elastic hat-band was wide enough for his head. Yet another said seriously that those who had risen to heights of academic achievement had already had their reward, and did not need to be showered with accolades in addition.  The Music-master who-had traditionally  (or  habitually)  been  able  to  show  off  his Orchestra,  Brass-Band,  and Choir at such events held in the School Hall, at once began to envisage a public concert in the Town Hall instead. This would afford even more prestige to the School, and more strength to his elbow.  Wait and see!

Fearing a vote in favour of Prize Night being abolished, the Headmaster,  who harboured an elitist attitude to education, became rather vague and evasive.  He had visions of his public profile becoming less prominent, with no ‘Annual Report’ to read out to an enraptured and completely uncomprehending audience of parental admirers.  So he attempted to sum up the situation by suggesting that the final decision should fall to the next Headmaster, as he himself was due to retire some time during the next twenty-five years, so it would not take too long to wait.

Mr  Henry  Hollingworth,  naturally  endowed  with  the  gentle diplomacy of a bull in a china-shop, asked him what form his next democratic device was going to take.  Mr Morris was not amused.

A general agreement amongst everyone present was about to make a welcome change. In view of the forthcoming school production of Shakespeare’s ‘Macbeth,’ the various departments of History, Geography,  English,  Art,  and Music,  would combine forces in harmony with one another, while the Physics department would lay-on the latest in stage-lighting effects.  At that stage there was no disagreement. About the offer of the Home-Economics department to renovate the stage-curtains, there was, of course, accord.

Miss Settle, Deputy Head (girls), stood up to proclaim that the School Nurse was going to have a baby.  Then she sat down again.  Someone else said, “Oh!”

The Headmaster, still in the chair, but less easily, asked if the next item could be moved on to, and Desmond Dempsey asked if he could be excused, as he had to go and see ‘Snow White.’

This title Desmond had also unofficially bestowed upon his wife Wendy who had dark hair and red lips.  Somehow the Headmaster got to hear of the appellation, and, losing his patience, raised his voice, lowered his eyebrows and said, “Well she can jolly well wait!” So Mr Dempsey waited another five minutes, then asked if he could visit the toilet, which he did, but never actually managed to return to the meeting.

In a way, though his wife was relieved to see him back only a few minutes late, and his children delighted to see him, late or not, his colleagues felt somewhat let-down, deprived of potential voting-power, particularly for the next couple of items which they were very keen on raising.  These items had become relegated to the end of proceedings under ‘Any other business?’ and so the meeting dragged on to well into the middle of  ‘Snow White’ (the one on the cinema-screen, that is).  A Teacher raised his hand to raise a point. 

“Well. Mr Hollingworth, whatever it is, make it brief. It would appear that some members of our staff have been itching to demonstrate their disloyalty to their confrères by absenting themselves prematurely.”  Mr Morris’s complexion was reddening.

The Maths-master interrupted to suggest that, if that was their attitude, they should he penalised by a drop in salary.  He was shouted down instantly and angrily by several hub-bubbing to the effect that no extra pay appeared to have been on offer for the extra hours now being spent on fruitless Staff-Meetings or on those Parent-Teachers evenings as had been recently introduced. Other married members of staff reminded Mr Morris that some of them had homes and families to go home to.  But Mr Hollingworth got straight to the next point, - his own:

“When is this utterly misguided, - crazy, old-fashioned Friday-morning pastime of submitting youngsters to staff-administered thrashings going to stop?  What’s it supposed to achieve?”

Fury erupted around the entire Library.   Indignant calls and counter-calls came in from every direction.

“What’s that to do with us?  This meeting is about staff-rights, not about pupils’rights.”

“And are pupils not human-beings with human rights?  And is being bullied by big men brandishing  belts one of them?”

“Well they’ve got to learn to behave, and they’ve been told that if they do wrong they’ll be punished.”

“So we’ve got to adopt the tactics of ‘Dotheboys Hall’ have we?”

“Well, look, if it’s not them that suffer, it’s us.  I got it at school.  Never did me any harm.  Just look at me!”

“Aye, just look at you! You try to make up for your inadequacy as a teacher, do you, by marking the kids down for a thrashing every time you fail to keep discipline in class?  Huh!”

“Well, it toughens the race; prepares them to face the dentist.”

“If only the dentist could prepare the kids to face certain teachers! At least he administers an anaesthetic of some kind, and contrives to cure a problem instead of making it worse.”

“But  look  at  History! If  it  wasn’t  the  Romans  throwing Christians  to  the  lions,  it  was  English  gentlemen  being disembowelled at Tyburn for being a certain kind of Christian, or Spanish inquisitors torturing chaps for being another wrong kind of Christian,  or French revolutionists guillotining people's heads off, and so on.  Surely suffering’s all part of life!”

“So you are entitled to impose suffering on children, are you? But isn’t a Christian supposed to be, - supposed to be, - one who is prepared to accept suffering unto himself, but tries not to impose it upon other people?”

And so the arguments raged on and on until someone asked Mr Hollingworth about his methods of keeping discipline in the army.

“Well, I managed without belting the men under my command. Sergeant-Major they called me, - not Corporal Punishment!”

His comment almost carried the day, but lost by one absent vote!

“Well, the day will dawn, and it can’t come soon enough!” – So Henry, historian of the past, prophesied for the future. “And the other matter I want to bring up is this: When are we going to have a decent, properly kitted-out room where pupils can learn the art of looking after themselves?  At the moment, they’ve got to use the kitchen of the School Dining-Centre, and it’s rarely available at the right time.  What do you say, Miss Jones?”

“I’m French and German.  Ask Miss Settle or perhaps Mother Margaret over at the Girls Boarding House.  I’m sure she’d help.”

“No time to discuss that now,” said the Headmaster-Chairman who promptly moved the meeting to a stormy conclusion, with arguments still raging long after the customary concluding prayer, which had been quite forgotten about anyway in the fracas.  Besides, the Reverend Rector, who would normally have been officially present to lead the prayer, had, unofficially, other fish to fry.

The omission of a closing prayer proved to be no particular problem to those members of staff who were also religious, as serenity and sanity could be secured over at the Community Chapel whereunto the less belligerent betook themselves for the next ten minutes or so to lose themselves in the peace of positive contemplation, while those who stayed away remained to squabble.

Mops and buckets had long since gone back to the sluice-rooms, and one of the professional moppers-up who normally ‘did’ the Library, didn’t. “Library can ’ave ’oliday over t’week-end. Them as stays ’ere after time-oop can sort out themselves what mess they leaves be’ind.  We dawn’t get paid overtime!”

“We don’t get paid overtime,” was the Maths-master’s matching moan as the Headmaster went off and the arguments went on and on.

“And you so-and-so cyclists! Bikes multiplying in number day by day, getting in the way of us motorists as we try to come up that drive!  At least the pupils are supposed to get off and walk, but you staff-cyclists just stay seated on your saddles and pedal all the way.   One of you has even acquired one of those two-saddled bikes getting in the way twice as much, a member of staff on each saddle! What next?  And where’s it all going to end?”

“And you so-and-so motorists! Cars getting more numerous day by day, belching out poisonous exhaust-fumes for us healthy cyclists to inhale as we try to come up that drive! At least we can get off and walk, but I’ve never seen any of you getting out and pushing, and one of you has even got one of these four-wheeled Land-Rovers with a fifth wheel up on its bonnet.” said Stephen Stewart.  “And it’s no business of yours if I have another member of staff keeping one seat warm.  At least I share my vehicle, and you just drive all on your own-ee-o!  Three or four empty seats. Waste of fuel! What next? Where’s it all going to end?”

Henry the prophetic historian just about managed to get a word in edgewise. “It’s going to end in complete congestion of our road ​system, - give it ten years.  And the better they make the roads, the more vehicles they’ll produce.  I had it revealed in a dream that small electric cars must come into general use as a simple solution.   But who ever listens to ‘Revelations’ nowadays?”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” said the Maths-master, “We’ve all seen those little electric vans that used to deliver milk in the mornings, and what’s happened to them? They were so slow that the milk went off almost before it arrived. Luckily you can go into that corner shop nowadays and get sterilised.”

“Which is why my wife won’t let me go near it,” said the Science ​master; still hovering around to collect his wits and his brief case.

Upon the calculating mind of the Maths master the flippant remark was entirely wasted.  He went on, “And they carried eggs too as part of their range, but they weren’t free by any means!”

“No, they’d be from battery hens, which is why they’d over-charge to keep them going, just like the delivery vans,” said Stephen.

“Well whatever the case, you won’t find me driving around in an electric car,” said the Maths teacher, “They’re so slow that I’d have to leave the house at least ten minutes earlier every morning to get here in time, and I’d be putting in for a increase in salary, over and above my annual increment.”

“Annual increment? Anal excrement, more like, you ought to be worrying about!” said Henry mischievously.  “Think of the rising retail price of toilet-paper which, to a Maths-master, could be a calculated risk.  And I know somebody who’d count every penny.”

Ignoring humorous hints and downright insults alike, the Maths-master went on about his electric car, - the one he would refuse to possess, even if its like were ever destined to replace one of the atmosphere’s prime pollutors. “I’d have to stop from time to time to get the batteries charged.  Confounded nuisance!”

“Just as you have to stop for petrol-refills,” riposted Henry, “Confounded nuisance! I tell you, I’ve already dreamt of the time, and I can foresee it clearly, when there’ll he warfare over petrol.  If it doesn’t start within the next twenty years or so, I’ll be surprised. The oil-wealthy will want to remain oil-rich while the limited resource still lasts, . . like electricity,” he added, as the Janitor switched off the lights at the main, and almost locked all the debaters inside the school for the night.

As a variety of vehicles ventured on their various ways, their diversity of drivers were still shouting abuse at one another, some  energetically  pressing  upon  their  pedals  for  healthy exercise, others lazily depressing their pedals to accelerate their engines.  The day had duly darkened, and the precincts had at long last lapsed into serene silence.
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