
School’s Out 

The new teacher sat in her bombazine black 

Rigid as if a ramrod up her back. 

The monitors dressed their little charges, 

Some barely older than tiny toddlers. 

One red haired tacker climbed on a bench 

Her face puckered, her fists clenched. 

 

“Miiiss, Mum says we must walk 

Home together, hand in hand, not talk 

On the way or waste her time playing. 

She’ll wait by the gate, silently praying 

For our safe return. She do get mazed 

If we don’t come soon into her gaze. 

She’ll blame our Sarah if we are late.” 

 

“Now, now, Lily. You mum will wait. 

Sarah will tell her that Zach was naughty 

And I made him stay back ‘til he 

Admitted he’d thrown Nell’s books 

Across the floor. Moreover the look 



He gave to me of pure defiance. 

Zach must learn proper compliance.”  

 

“Ah Miiiss, now he’s crying; tears 

Are coming. Don’t add to his fears. 

Mum will beat him when Sarah explains. 

She’ll make sure he feels enough pain. 

Just take your ruler now to his knees 

Then let us go home together, please.” 

 

“Sarah, come here. Does your mum beat 

Your twin siblings? “ 

 

“Sometimes in heat 

Of her bad temper she’ll even slap me. 

‘Tis from her comes the red hair. Fiery 

We call her and sometimes we feel 

She’ll make a bruise that will not heal. “ 

 

“Oh, you poor children. That’s no way to live. 

Shall I talk to your mum, any help I can give?” 

 



“No Miss, ‘tis our secret. Please don’t. 

If she knew we’d told you she won’t 

Never forgive us. She don’t mean to be 

So frightening and vengeful to Zach and Lily. “ 

 

“Then you must go now. Grab your coats. 

Walk home together past the boats. 

Don’t linger to worry your watchful Ma. 

Wave cheerfully to her waiting there.” 

 

Zachy’s eyes had remained quite dry. 

Grinning, Lily rolled her eyes to the sky. 

 

“She swallowed that story, now we’ll see 

If she ever scolds us. I bet her pity 

Will hold her back. She’ll never believe 

That all we told her was just a tease.” 
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