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Since you have obviously lowered your standards, I highly encourage you not to believe a word of this to be true. The contents of this publication in no way resemble truth at all. If truth were a street, this would be a dead end road. Kids talk about teachers all the time. One should always take what they say with a grain (or bushel in this case) of salt. But if you insist on reading further, please remember the following: I TOLD YOU SO!

Mr. Coley
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(Plus: An Infamous Hoodliwink Sighting)

Foreword

(Letter from the Editor)

This is the foreword because it comes before the story. But before you read what comes after this foreword, I recommend that you read the afterward, which comes after what comes after this foreword (that is after the story). It explains some things that you might find confusing in the part that comes before the afterward, which again, you should read after this foreword. Doing this might clear up some confusion. I wouldn’t want you to be confused. Got it? Good.

Sincerely, 

Emmitte Marie

Editor N’ Chief
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You may think you know all about what happened in Fish Creek, Polk County back in the day, but I was there. I saw it all and it was something all right, really something. This is the report from the zero ground.

Well, it all started when Fish Creek Primary was due up for a new teacher. We all know what happened to the old teacher. It should have plain that something wasn’t quite kosher when he walked into the classroom door. Why, he waltzed in chomping on a plug of tobacco big enough to make a billy goat’s mouth water. Obviously he hadn’t been debriefed on our school’s tobacco policy. His shoes had the toes cut out, which provided plenty of wiggle room. He wore overhauls instead of a proper teaching suit. To top it all off, he completely broke the school dress code by wearing coonskin cap right in the middle of the classroom!

Well, as you may surmise, all of us kids were completely slack-jawed and stupefied at the sight of our new educator. But that was nothing compared to what happened next.

First thing you know, our tutelary pulled a polecat out of his overhaul pocket and set it slap on the desk. Next he stuck his index finger upside his nose, took a deep breath, and gave a loud snort. This expelled a humongous greenish boog-wallop with an impressive trajectory that landed it in the fireplace. With all that gurgling and boiling going on, it was about the gee-rossest thing this reporter has ever witnessed. But then something very unexpected occurred. The sweetest odor crept out of that fireplace described by one student to be like honeysuckles in the spring. And when he patted his polecat on the head and commenced to teaching, well, any thoughts of hightailing it out of there strangely dissipated.

We had a grand day, just sitting and learning. He was an impressive teacher. Still, several kids were a might unsettled when he used his polecat as a pointing stick. Some of the student body noticed that his five o’ clock shadow appeared to be poking out a little early, around one or two, to be specific. But all in all, it was a mighty good day of education, or so we thought.
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After we all left school that afternoon, some of us young’ns got together to play freeze tag and whatnot when we saw Old Lady Cafferty happen by. She turned and spoke to us. “Hey kids, how was school today?” she asked out of curiosity.

“Just fine,” we reported, and we all began to spin yarns about our strange new teacher, telling her about all his crazy antics.

Well, it was just about then that some of us noticed Old Lady Cafferty seemed to be getting quite perturbed. Fact was, she turned about as gray as an old possum playing possum. 

“Let me ask y’all something,” she uttered in a grave voice, “What’s two times two?”

Well shucks, that was just too plum easy. We all stood up straight, just as right as rain, ready to answer. This was material our new teacher had gone over with us that very day.

“Five,” we all answered enthusiastically.

Well upon that remark Old Lady Cafferty’s eyes grew to be the size of two honeydews.  She took off running like a rocket, lickety-split. Half of us couldn’t believe it. Who would’ve known she could run at all, much less so fast? You wouldn’t believe the ruckus that followed in her wake.

Wouldn’t you just know it? In two shakes of a lamb’s tail, half the town was gathered at Courthouse Number One (there’s only one, but we’re hopeful) for an emergency Board of Education meeting. Old Lady Cafferty had all of us kids rounded up and placed front and center of the entire hullabaloo. 

“Order, order!” shouted Mayor McFlamble, “What is the meaning of all this Ms. Cafferty?”

Old Lady Cafferty marched right up and said, “I suppose it would be prudent to simply show you, Mr. Mayor.” Upon those remarks she rounded on us and asked, “What’s three times three?”

“Ten,” we all answered, just as proud as peacocks.

The townspeople gasped in shock and terror, which caused us kids to gasp in terror and shock.

Old Lady Cafferty continued, “Who’s the father of our country?”

“ Betsy Ross,” we countered.

Again, shock and terror, terror and shock.

“Whose face is on the penny?”

“George Washington.”

“Spell box.”

“B-O-C-K-S.”

Every time we answered, the atmosphere became more tense.

“Good heavens,” groaned the mayor, “It’s the worst manifestation of misinformation I’ve ever laid my ears on!”

This confused me a little. Why would you want to lay your ears on anything? Wouldn’t that hurt?

“There’s no telling how bad it really is,” said Old Lady Cafferty, “It’s had all day to work its mischief.”

The townspeople all began to murmur in hushed, nervous voices. The mayor, board members, and Old Lady Cafferty were huddled together in a shaky heap, just chattering away. Truth be told, us kids were getting to be a bit shaky in the shoes ourselves. We had no earthly idea what the problem could
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