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You wouldn’t believe some of the
teachers that are at Lewis
College—that’s where I teach. It's
actually C. Day Lewis Junior
College and Prep School but
everybody cells it Lewis College.
Anyway, the Head Master is this
old guy, Michael Rigby Nickol. All
the kids call him Plug. 1 don’t know
how old he is but he teaches ancient
history and I think he does it
because he was there. He really
looks as if he is going to die any
minute. He's all hunched over and
never knows what day it i1s or what
c¢lass he is teaching. I hope that .0 !
ever get that way someone V. il
take me out and shoot me at lunch
lime or something and get it over
with. | mean it's really bad when
cverybody makes fun of you jus!
hecause you hapi to have been
born a hundred years ago or

vinething.

inis other teacher there—Dale
Craig—is about twenty-four and
just got his MA. He really kills me.
He drives this little sports car and
tries to dress like he’s some sort of
playboy or something. He even
cubscribes to Playboy and I think
he goes to their club in town. |
know he reads Playboy ‘cause he is
always saying, “‘and did you see
the hilarious joke in Playboy this
month". That's his idea of a rea
funny one. Naturally the joke thn

Well, I suppose you're anxious as
hell about all this madman stuff
that's happened fo me since 1
started applying myself and all;
and how [ overcame all these great
obstgcles in my life. Well 1 really
don’t feel like it to tell you the
truth—telling you that is, and even
if 1 did feel like it 1 wouldn’t tell
you. 1 don’t think that it’s all that
interesting” anyway. All that
happened is that D.B.—he's my
brother and all, told all kinds of
people in this artsy-craftsy sort of
college what a hot shot guy I ar
and how ! am really creative a
how all | needed to do was app!
mysell. Well naturally they let e
in since old D.B. is such a web
known prostitute out there
Hollywood. I- did alright theie
really. Everyone tried to be so
sincere and lel you deveiop
yourself. Honest to God, some-
times 1 felt like puking but there
were some really interesting
things that 1 was taking so
somchow 1 got through. Old D.B.
told me that there were all kinds of
creative writing and drama
courses that 1 could take that
would interest me. Now I'm an
English teacher.

1 came back to New York tv
teach in this really phony sorl of
school where everybody's parents
were loadey a8 hell. Some of the

kids were nice theugh and | he finally tells isn't the least

thought' 1 could have a lot of fun funny. People who subscribe

teaching. . .ayboy really kill me anyway.
I live in this reaily nizy ney're always the same type.

They scem to live for their cars and
stereos. Anyway old Dale will walk
in on Monday morning and pretend
that he was hung over and in bed
Al weekend—if you know what |
mean. Of course he's: very subltle.
Ie'll ask one-person in the staff
room what he did on the weekend.

neighbourhood in New York called
Sutton Place. One of my
neighbours is this hot sii!
Hollywood actor named Bt
Carson—you've probably heard of
him. It's funny how people like that
try to put one over on you. I mean,

home-sick or something ‘cause
he's quite the booze hound now.
He’s always saying to me, ‘‘Holden
old man,” that’s my name by the
way, Holden Caulfield. Anyway
he'd say “Hulden old man, we must
po off to the pub sometime for a
punt”’. He’s a nice enough guy, utl
mmean anybody who starts ol® a
conversation with Holden old man
has got to be a little strange. He
always looks as though he just got -
out of bed and put the only clothes
he could find on. He wears those
really stupid skinny tiee and those
suits with the skinny lapels. He
‘ries to be friendly but he is in such
had shape that it is uncomfortable
10 talk to him. Whenever he has his
English literature class he really
gets in bad shape. He starts to
shake and all. He has no control
over them you know. All the kids
say that his classroom walls are
the most educated walls in the
whole schocl. He stands up there ia
the front of the room and looks high
above everyone's head. - i
There’s one other teacher that .|
think you'li get a kick out of. All the
kids call him “‘Midda Downdend.”
His name is Townsend but he has a
cleft palate and of course has a
speech impediment. He'll make all
these announcements -at the

assemblies” that we have here -

cvery Monday morning and the
home room teachers will have to
iranslate. To make things worse he
is deaf. Really, he has to li{) read.
He is very good at it and all but a
lot of the kids have caught on.
When he comes into a classroom a
siudent will say, “Oh Mister
Townsend, Mister Townsend,” and
then turn his head down to his book
and go “‘oba dob ba do.” Naturally
old Midda Downdend will think
that the student is referring to

me—it might be a _personal
problem or something about
school. It made no difference, Now
, they seem to be so
secretive about what they're doing.
A few boys were even: caugim
trying to sell drugs in the school.
They were in grade s¢ven and
eight; 1 can’t imagine that
happening a few years ‘ago.
Nobody ever says anything in class
anymore. You try to get them to
talk and they won’t. They clam up.
They used to be keen and want to
perticipate in discussions, but not
anymore.
I used to have somekids over to.
my house every Wednesday

study or something and just 3
the end of last year they stopped

coming. We used to have quite & ° V

good time you know. Those

“really had a lot on their mw‘t‘- :
; ﬂmelandlthinkitwgsgour{g_'m -

to get it out in the open. 1

remember old Phoebe—she’s my

little sister, and 1 used to do-that " ]

sortofuungalltheﬁme.Wesﬁlldo
sometimes but not— too

a- and all. I'd tell her
. things that 1 wouldn't even tell my
parents. They always get paranoid
at such liftle things. £
i’s funny, but sometimes I think
P'm really crazy—honest to God I
must be. I'm a terrific liar you

know and I always say things just i

to see people’s reaction, I
remember one time old Plug asked

‘then apologize and say 1 was
planningmylesmand 't hear
what he had said. They all think

‘m‘ ‘ . P
to watch the hockey games or .y

* anymore ‘cause you know she has

if a teacher sayﬂMomel tell-him
what time it is or something,

I'm nuts, but that’s the way I like
it. You know nobody ever you
seriously if they think you’re nuts.
That way they don’t really expect
mucho(youandwudon'trenlly
have to have anv ;

You know--you -know I really
wish sometimes that I never had
told anybody anything. That way
ﬂwycmﬂdn"wtmedovnubelﬁ

or A |

Wi

‘mie what I was going to do inmy =~

class and just for fun I said that

wewefegoingonafieldtﬂptoa'

@tra.lhrktovisitthem ks in
r

time so ! told old Plug that that's
where they stay when it gets cold
outside. He nearly had a fit ‘cause

igloo. It was winter at the
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the first ime I saw him was by the
garbage chute after one of those
late night talk shows: they're all
taped you know: they don't really
do them live. Anyway he was there
at the chute just finishing putting
some garbage down the hole and |
walked up to him and said oh hi
Burt. 1 know it was a stupid thing to
say bul when you see someone on
television a lot you get to think that
you know them. He sort of turned
around as I said that and seemed to
look embarrassed as hell. 1 guess
he didn't want anyone to know he
had any garbage or something. |
can just see him saving all his old

England. 1|

They 'l get about two words out
and he'll interrupt and practically .
seream at the top of his lungs all
the wonderful things he did over
the entire weekend, and he never
looks al the person he's supposed to
be talking to. He'll start looking
around the room as if he were
giving a speech for everyone's
benefit. He really Kills me.
There's this other guy. about
thirty-five 1 guess, who is from
guess he's really

couple of years a
the school how..well the kids
seemed to be so keen on learning
something and you could really
talk to them, If they had a problem
or something they would come to

something in the book and will
wonder why the whole class is
roaring with laughter.,

Most of the students here at
Lewis are quite good, really, but it
seems that now they are growing
up so quickly. | remember just a
gowhen Icameto to
understand, but I guess he thought
that that was better than going to
the Park. Sometimes I go walking

go too fast.

down the hall talking

trying to look like I'm thinking and’

it understand why T would -Wall. I don't know what made me
do that. I finally had to tell him that
we were roing to study the first
half of ‘“Fern Hill” by Dylan
Thomas. When he asked why only
the first half, 1 told him that it's
such a good poem that 1 didn't want

Anyway I was in there and there
was this “‘fuck you” written en the
wall. That really bothers me if you
know what 1 mean. The janitors.
He still didn’t 8T€ always having to paint the
up there on the wall and decided to
write something on the wall
underneath it. I went home after
that. When 1 was home I wrote a
sort of poem I guess. 1 suppose I
did it to compensate.

to myself

cans and uld kleenex until ail hours
of the night just to sneak out and )
get caught by someone who comes ;
up to him and says hi Burt. did ]
invite him over for a drink though,
but he has never shown up. I guess
I should have made a definite dale :
or something. It's not really his
fault. .

c?::. PEOPEDLOOPPOOS :-4

I'm Jack Stone, the head of the
English department here and I got
to know Holden as well as anyone
could. He was a strange sort of a
person, but very good inside. He
tried sohard to be friends and did a
Jot for the pupils of C. Day Lewis. I
don’t know what the turning point
: was. 1 suppose that could be
- discussed forever and you couldn’t
) come to a conclusion. Personally |
b think it was the trouble he had with
. yne of the parents, He used to have
students over to his apartment you
‘ know and one¢ of the parents
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started causing a fuss about
favoritism and some of the things
that went on there. 1 know that it
was all untrue but Holden took it
rather badly.

1 was with him that day you
know. We had arranged-a trip to
The Village to see some of the
galleries and the old brown-stones
down there. Holden always seemed
to get depressed when we drove
through The Village. He would
ramble on about drugs and how
The Village used to be a centre of
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culture or something.

We were on the bus with some
ten or fifteen students and Holden
began looking at this woman
sitting opposite him. She was really
an old hag but he kept staring at =
her He started talking about his
brother. Believe me we had all
heard about Ali. We got to our stop
and he rushed off the bus. He
seemed 10 be perspiring and I think
he said 1 just wish they'd get it
over with," or something. He
seemed to be alright so I didn't say

anything.

fell on the sidewalk. She was ok

‘his way through and

You know 1 wish I really hadn’t
started all this. There’s no way o
go back now. Don't ever tell
anybedy anything about yourself

- —you know you always remember
things that you.wish you hadn’t
_ done. It gets you depressed...

Then a strange thing happened, ' §
The old woman got off the bus and '

but all the kids started to laugh and |
crowd around her. Holden pushed
started

shouting *‘children...children get -
away....don't look down." Then he :
stepped off the sidewalk into the

traffic and he turned back to me

just before he hit the pavemeat and

had that look on his face. You know :
the one. Like he was just about to
nvite. you aver for a drink or
something. ;

walls in there. So I saw this right -
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