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“You’re a bloody liar” I stated matter of factly.


           
“Not so” replied Simmons, unabashed, “and I’ll prove it,
Bounder!”


           
While we were talking we wolfed down our treacle pudding. Portraits
of old headmasters stared at us from the oak paneled walls of the
refectory. We dashed out to the quad and braced ourselves against
the bitter cold, walking past groups of boys in black uniforms. In
the most secluded corner of the quad Simmons furtively pulled out a
copy of Lets Revise English Literature.


           
“Remember in class when Jenkins gave us the character analysis of
Lady Macbeth?”


           
“Of course!” I curtly replied.


           
“Well here it is, word for word.” Simmons flicked through the pages
of the outline and showed me a highlighted paragraph. As I stared
at the page Simmons punched the top of my arm, hard: “That’s for
calling me a liar!” he explained and took off running. I chased
after him and then the bell rang. After an afternoon of mathematics
and geography, I caught up with him at the bus stop.


           
“You know that the old bastard won’t put me in for the o-level
English Literature exam, don’t you?” Simmons asked
rhetorically.


           
“I’m sorry.”


           
Just then the bus pulled up. We went upstairs and sat down. The
Daimler engine roared and the big red bus sped away.


           
“What are you going to do?” I asked.


           
“I dunno. Even if I get a tutor, I can’t take the exam if Jenkins
won’t let me.”


           
As we rounded a corner a group of boys from Rivermede were walking
in their distinctive blue blazers. Standing up I opened the widow
with one hand and pulled a hand full of acorns out of my blazer
pocket with the other.


           
“Hey queer boys!” I yelled. As they looked up a hail of acorns hit
them in the face.


           
“You tosser!” they shouted and gave me the V-sign.



           
We had a good laugh which broke Simmons’ melancholy mood. Presently
he got off. I stayed on for another half mile, alone. ‘Poor
bastard!’ I thought. I was so glad that it wasn’t me in Simmons’
shoes.

 



 


           
The next morning I stood on the rugby field watching the scrum
form. After the other forwards locked arms I took my place on the
flank. Our feet splashed in the mud as we jostled. The other side
hooked the ball and passed it to their backs on my flank.
Automatically I bounded after the ball. That was my nick-name
‘Bounder’ Bruce. As I steamed along the opposing backs were
throwing the ball down the line like a hot potato. Inevitably one
of them fumbled the wet ball and I dove head long at him, nailing
him in the abdomen and bringing him down hard. Seconds later the
forwards caught up and piled on top of us. The tedious game ended
in a draw.  We showered and changed and then went to English
Literature class.


           
We got to class a few minutes early. Simmons was brooding alone
while everyone else chattered. I walked over.


           
“Cheer up!”


           
Ignoring my salutation he whispered darkly “I’m going to make the
old bastard put me in for the o-level exam!”


           
“How are you going to do that?”


           
“I’m going to talk to him after class. I’m going to tell him that
if he doesn’t put me in, I’ll tell the Headmaster that he’s
teaching right out of the study aid.”


           
“Don’t be a wanker!”


           
“He’s the wanker! It’s no loss to him if I take o-level
English.”


           
“He can’t put you in if he doesn’t think you’ll pass. If you fail
he’ll get in trouble, you know that!”


           
The bell rang and we walked inside. We sat next to each other in
our usual seats. Jenkie was droning on about Macbeth. As I started
to write a flood of ink flowed down the nib of my fountain pen and
onto the page.


           
“Damn it!” I blurted, only too loudly. Jenkins stopped mumbling and
glared at me.


           
“Sorry sir! Damn pen!”


           
Jenkins chuntered on while I cleaned up the mess with blotting
paper. Simmons tapped my foot. I ignored him. He tapped it, more
forcibly. As I leaned over he whispered “word for word!” and
pointed at the study guide.


           
After class everyone flooded out. Everyone except Jenkie and
Simmons. I joined the throng but lingered outside the door. While
Jenkie was packing his brief case I saw Simmons walk purposefully
towards him. I couldn’t hear what they said, but of course I knew
the gist of the conversation. Simmons pointed to the study guide
several times as they talked. They walked towards the door and I
darted back, and then slowly walked away. I turned to see them
walking towards the Headmaster’s study. I shadowed them and hid in
the toilet facing the Study.


           
I thought about poor Jenkins. He didn’t have much of a personality,
but he was one of the easier teachers. He hadn’t even caned anyone
that we knew about. The shame of getting kicked out of Beverly so
close to retirement would be a heart breaker. The old boy must have
done the right thing – gone to the Headmaster to fess up and take
his punishment, rather than submit to blackmail.


           
Simmons came out of the Study, alone. I cut him off in the middle
of the quad.


           
“What happened?”


           
“I’m out of here!”


           
“You’re leaving?”


           
“Forced to leave. Expelled!”


           
“Why? What the hell happened?”


           
“I told the Headmaster that Jenkins was teaching out of the study
guide, plagiarizing, and showed him. He flicked to the preface and
showed me Jenkins’ name as a contributor to Lets Revise. Of course
Jenkins can’t be plagiarizing from Lets if it’s his own work. He
told me that Beverly had no room for blackmailers and expelled me
on the spot.”


           
Simmons started walking towards the gate. I watched him,
dumbstruck. He stopped momentarily, turned, and said “It looks like
I’m the bounder after all.”

 

 

 

Glossary.

Wanker:         
Masturbator

Tosser:
           
Fornicator

Queer boy:      Homosexual

Bounder:         An
ill-bred unscrupulous man
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