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Mr Lace — Ruskin’s schoolteacher - stood in front of the
class and sucked his pencil.

Pencil-sucking was Mr Lace’s favourite pastime.
Sometimes he had up to five pencils in his mouth at
once. Apart from his mouth, he had pencils in all his
pockets, behind his ears, and even in his hair.

Mr Lace was tall and thin and always wore a green
scarf (even when it was summer) and a flower in his
buttonhole (even when it was winter). His most striking
feature, however, was not his pencil-sucking or his
green scarf or even his flower, but the way he sang his
words when he spoke, as if singing along to music no
one else could hear.

Ruskin sat at the front of the class. Because he didn’t
have any friends, no one was sitting next to him.

The only other person to have a whole desk to himself
was Elvis Cave. Elvis, however, sat alone because his
padded shoulders left no room for anyone else. He spent
all his time talking to Sparkey Walnut (who sat at the
desk behind) or bouncing his ball.

Da-boinggg! went the ball.

‘Heroes, heroes, heroes,” Mr Lace said (or sang). ‘What
a problem heroes can be. Don’t you think, class?’

“Yes, Mr Lace,” the class replied.

Mr Lace ran his fingers through his hair. A few pencils
fell to the floor. He picked one up and started to suck it.
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'Whoistoplayourhem?’MrLacesaid. ‘That is our
problem. And that's why we've got this ..’

Mrlaoeindicatedsomeﬁungthathadbeenatthe
ﬁontoftheclasssinceﬁrstthingﬁmtmonﬁng. No one
knew what it was - because it was covered with white

-butitwasverybig.

'Canyouguesswhat'sunderthesheets?'askeer

Lace.

‘A taxicab?’ someone suggested.
‘No,” Mr Lace

'Isitaliveordead?’Sparkeyask_ed.

Well,it’sdeadnom’Mrlacereplied. ‘But our imagina-
tion will bring it to glorious life.

’A.tme?'someonemggested.

'No,’Mrlacexeplied.

‘A hill?

‘No.’

‘A hill alive with ants?”

Mr Lace was desperate now.

‘No!" he cried in frustration, more pencils falling
from his hair, ’Youcan’tbeassillyasthis.'l'lﬁnk,dass!






Ruskin and said, You'd best sijt down, Ruskin. I'm
afraid the idea ofyouplaymgthehemismakingthe
class laugh so much they might all burst a blood vessel.’
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Sadly and slowly, Ruskin walked back tohisseat and

| 'Mr[.aeesaid ’Cmupbﬂuﬁouofﬂndm
i beside the
modnpandbmmcedhufootban.
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.i‘ W“P”ﬂ“dﬂ@ﬂmdmlckhsﬂngubm
e of its paper nostrils.

mnotafrudofyou. Blviuaid.‘smy

EAH! roared the class. YEAH! YEAH! YEAHY
well. Mr Lace said. ‘Elvis wmbemm
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