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To Robin and Jo




A (FAIRLY) NORMAL WEEK

MONDAY

‘Miss’

‘Yes.’

‘Miss, you know double-glazing?’

‘Yes.’

‘Yeah, well would it stop a bullet?’

‘No.’

‘Well then, what’s the point of it being double-glazing, Miss?’

TUESDAY

A proud Year 7 student holds up a piece of paper – A4 lined. While I have been helping other students, she has grabbed hold of my hole puncher. ‘Miss, look. It’s cheese paper.’ And indeed the paper does look like Emmental. ‘Oh my,’ I say, ‘you’re mad!’ ‘But, Miss,’ she says, ‘it’s the best kind of paper.’

WEDNESDAY

‘So the salesman went to the house,’ I tell the Year 7 class, ‘and he knocked and knocked but nobody answered. But when he looked back, he saw the faces of little children in the windows . . . ’ I’m standing at the front of the classroom telling a story about a haunted house. I’m coming to the end of the story, and suddenly all the girls start screaming and pointing at the interactive whiteboard, which has taken on a life of its own. The mouse cursor is veering from side to side, and images of creepy-looking houses (that I’d prepared) are flashing up independently. No one is at the computer.

THURSDAY

At the bus stop, a pipsqueak of a girl comes up to me. This particular girl is always talking in class and predominantly off-task. Outside the classroom she can’t wait to show me pictures of her dog and interrogate me. Do I like eggs? Am I allergic to cats? She keeps relaying my answers to her friends standing nearby, who call her a teacher’s pet. ‘Miss, am I a teacher’s pet?’ she asks. ‘No. You are a complete terror in class.’ She scrunchs up her nose, uncertain what being a ‘terror’ might mean. ‘Wot, Miss?’ ‘You’re a little monster in class.’ Squealing with delight, she relays this reassuring information to her friends.

FRIDAY

The student council are hosting a Red Nose Day fund-raiser. A few of the students have been very inventive with red icing sugar and cream crackers and a group of older pupils have organized a game for the teachers. A panel of pupils have dressed up as teachers, and we have to guess who they are. For an extra ten pence the models come to life and give an impersonation. I can spot myself a mile off. For the extra donation she stands with her hands on her hips staring with huge eyes: ‘We’re wasting time here. We’re not going to get As if we waste time.’ Very funny.
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