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TEACHER’S TORMENTS
My final year in high school was remarkable in two ways in particular. First, because I got the chance to get my own back on my math teacher, Mrs. Cartwright, and second because in taking that opportunity my world turned upside down.
“This is your chance,” Davis told me, and grinned and winked at the group of pals he had with him.
“Yeah,” said Stan ‘the man’ Beveridge, a weedy guy whose only saving grace was his brother’s Harley, which we got rides on once in a while; hence he was safe from Davis’s bullying. Unlike me.
“Wilson,” Davis went on. “You know, don’cha that we only beat up on you ’cos you never do what you’re told. Well, here’s your chance. What was that thing Beveridge called it…you know, the Catcher in the Rye thing?”
We’d been studying Catcher in the Rye lately and our English teacher, Beveridge talked about how it was about trials and the change into adulthood.
“Rite of passage?” I ventured.
“That’s the one,” Davis grinned. “Well, this is yours.”
His words proved to be truer in ways neither he nor I could ever have imagined.
“All you have to do is put a scare into her,” he went on. Implying that I would have a price to pay if I didn’t go through with it.
To me, letting Jack Grierson’s pet rat loose in the old witch’s bedroom was pretty juvenile; I thought I was too mature for such pranks, but the other guys seemed to find the idea hilarious.
“Okay,” I said, I’ll do it.
Davis grinned. “Plus, you need to get photo evidence.” He opened his school satchel, handed me a Box Brownie camera, and said, “It’s my pop’s. So bring it back safe, okay?”
#
Mrs. Cartwright’s house was a single storey two bedroom, which sat on its own inside a half acre of garden with a picket fence. Luckily for me the house backed onto the woods, from where I vaulted the fence that same Friday night around eight o’clock. She was sure to be at home because we all knew she never went anywhere since her husband took off years back with a supply teacher called Sally.
My hands trembled a little. With the camera slung by its strap around my neck and the rattling from inside the rat cage in my backpack, I felt the cops were going to pop up out of nowhere and cart me off to the cells. I wouldn’t have put it past Davis and his gang to have set me up like that.
As it turned out, everything was quiet. The glow of the streetlights from out front gave the house a pale halo. Two windows were lit at the back. Gingerly I snuck up to the nearest one, crouched low and risked peeking over the sill. It was the kitchen. The remains of a meal sat on the table; a plate, a cup, some cutlery and the heel of a loaf of bread. Clearly my math teacher was less of a stickler for detail at home. Looked to me like the dishes had been left for just when it suited her to clear them up.
Next I slipped along in a crouching walk to the next window. As I was about to put my head up I was frozen to the spot by a rhythmical banging sound. Soft, more of a click-click-click, like someone tapping a hammer lightly against a wall or something. Then the clicking stopped. Next came a low moan, like someone would make with a bellyache. Then the clicking started up again.
Something weird was going on in that room, for sure.
Then there came another sound, with words this time, “Mmm…ah…oh God, please…” Followed my a little mewling cry.
I glanced up anxiously at the window. The curtains were drawn, but I noticed a gap on the left, midway up sash. It was too high to stand and peer in. I began to search around me and I spotted some crates stacked against the garden shed. There were some wooden orange boxes – too small and flimsy – and a couple of metal beer crates that obviously would have belonged to hubby but which she hadn’t gotten around the throwing out. So I carefully picked one up, slouched back to the window and inverted it on the grass. Carefully standing on the crate, I had to go on tiptoe to see through the gap in the curtain.
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