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Thank  God It Õs Friday
��� � ��� � A ��
� � �

Monday
5 days to go
for those of
us cursed
with a late
half term.
Local heads
congregate
for a one day
course on
health and
safety during
school visits.
Nitpicking,
scaremonger-
ing, cynicism
and oneupmanship dominate the discussion
but the beef stroganoff is tasty. ItÕs my first
day out of school this term; I should get out
more.

Tuesday  4 days  left.  
That same number of infants is huddled in
my doorway at one oÕclock, overseen by their
outraged teacher. ÒM-I-S-T-E-R
-F-O-R-S-T-E-R,Ó (every letter is heard)
Òthese boys have been so naughty.Ó Their
heads droop lower. My interrogative Ôsurely
notÕ stare beckoned her on. ÒThey have been
waving their rude bits in the dining hall.Ó
Composing myself, Pinocchio-inspired wrath
was rained down on those heads from a great
height. Once dismissed, I turned to find a
classroom support worker bent double behind
my door, fist rammed in her mouth as she
vainly tried to control her mirth.

Wednesday  3 days  to  survive.
A trio of boys trudged across the playing field
after the morningsÕ area cross-country race at
nearby Bourton, clutching a mobile phone

theyÕd found.
Minutes
later, its
owner
appeared, a
lady with gal-
loping grati-
tude. At  four
oÕclock, the
same lady
turned up in
our school
hall, holding
a large tub of
ÔHeroesÕ for
the three

boys; human nature can be a wonderful
thing.

Thursday  just  2 to  go!  
Tonight was the second parentsÕ evening of
the week. We were wilting but IÕd promised
the teachers a hot meal beforehand. They
were incredulous not, I hope, at my generosi-
ty, but because they knew of my culinary
cack-handedness. This, after all, was the man
last seen picking melted cheese forlornly and
ineffectually from the staffroom carpet after
his toasty machine overflowed spectacularly a
fortnight ago. But all went well; my lasagne
for eleven stretched easily to thirteen Ð these
PGCE students get everywhere! Ð and, suit-
ably oiled, they all dispersed to face the foe.

Friday:  1 more,  just  one  more  
The end is nigh. Two large sponge cakes
appeared at break- not all my own work Ð
and cheese-toasties were uncontaminated by
fluff at lunchtime.After school clubs are can-
celled. We have lift  off. I WILL get out more.
Bob  Forster

Nobody  denies  that  teaching  is a demanding  job,  so,  as half  term  approaches,  the  pulse

starts  beating  quicker  and  the  anticipation  sets  in.  Local  headteache r, Bob  Forste r, recalls

the  countdown  to  February  half  term.
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