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Part one: The Gentleman 
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Kobby swore to get even. "I do respect the authority of the teacher above the pupil but still, it's not a pretext for tyranny,” he uttered this with such passion that we all laughed out. He wasn't more than a month old in our class, but oh! How we loved him. We called him the little gentleman. He'd leave school in the same state that he came in, immaculately dressed. The little gentleman indulged in play like the rest of us, what stood him apart was the use of his games kit. I myself never bothered switching from my uniform into something appropriate for play. I'd toss myself into the fray, soiling my white shirt and blue shorts beyond recognition.

"It's simply uncivilized to conduct oneself in such a manner," this is the answer he'd given us concerning why, he couldn't just, in his uniform, join us in kickball. The impeccable prose of his, delivered with a serious countenance, amused us beyond our wits. He articulated himself in a manner more delicate than even some of our teachers. A look of puzzlement would fall upon his face, every time we descended into laughter in response to his eloquence. It was hard for him to comprehend the callous nature in which we carried ourselves.

We on the other hand, failed to see how one could be so uptight about everything. Little gentleman's way would be okay with us if he wasn't a little juvenile boy.  A sad mournful look was his reaction when he'd been placed at the back of the class. A vacant spot at the front is what he'd been looking forward to. A few naughty boys led by one kiongos, had offered to switch places with him. Our class teacher had opposed the idea. The rowdy boys at the front, had been impeached from the back of the class, earlier in the year due to their indecent conduct. 

Before their relocation, they'd been the plague of the lot. Hidden from the teacher's eyes, animal noises emanated from their corner. The tutor in class would crane his neck to catch sight of whoever this individual was. He'd however be met by serious faces, eager to learn. The poor soul would assume it was all part of his delusion. Minutes later, the same thing would happen in an even higher pitch. Monkey noises, bird calls, cat meows and some threatening dog roars! Aggrieved and assured of the reality of the din, the teacher would stamp his foot and rush to the back.

With a murderous glance, he'd try to cower them into submission. Instead of defiant looks, the "militants" would assume the most innocent faces. Some even feigned looks of offence, slightly insulted by this “false" accusations. The majority however assumed airs of not being in the Know, wondering why the teacher had uprooted himself from the board without cause, asking themselves why he was now huffing and puffing before their innocent selfs. The teacher would issue a stern speech, trying to imbue into them a sense of duty and some regard for the future.

Sensing his pearls of wisdom was being wasted on "pigs", he'd resort to threats of violence. "Produce the madman tormenting me or I whip you all!" He'd threaten, his eyes blazing in a most frightful manner. The rest of us would have caved in, accosted in such a way. Not those little tyrants though, silently they looked on, one would have been forgiven if they thought the walls were the one being addressed. 

At times when the teacher retired to the front, the foolishness wouldn't repeat itself. On some fateful day though, the little devils wouldn't let up. As soon as the tutor had made his trip to the back, advised and threatened, and finally returned to the front, they were back at it! That time though, they'd descended into such fiendish guffaws. The rest of us had shuddered at such impudence. Incensed, the teacher had rushed off. The crew at the back had rioted more, patting each other on the back. They had thought their enterprise a success and were set to descend into more madness, using the free time they had allocated themselves by mischief.

A few moments later though, the insulted tutor had waltzed back in with the headteacher, a figure accorded fear all around veiled as respect. He was a man of few words who rarely flared up. The man could very well lash you horribly whilst smiling from ear to ear! It was considered more natural for a teacher to mete out punishment whilst maintaining a certain sort of seriousness. It didn't matter how severe or light the thing was, it was just the unofficial decorum expected from the authority above us.

"I hear you've been giving my teachers quite the hard time," he'd politely address a troublemaker sent to his office, with a smile on top of it. The "strong man" would be nervously dancing on his toes as the headteacher continued working on his notes. Shifting from foot to foot, the naughty fellow would be anxious to get the whole thing over with. "The gentleman" as we called the headteacher (not to be confused with the little gentleman), would notice this and smile amicably. "Please have a seat," he'd offer with the same agreeable airs. If perhaps it happens to be the boy's first time in his office, he'd start entertaining notions of getting off lightly. Foolishly, the unfortunate subject would start getting over his fright.

One such individual had been in this seat, when the gentleman was being brought his tea. Waving his hand towards the boy, he'd instructed the servant to bring another cup. Utterly delighted, the individual had beamed at such civility, failing to see how such polite airs that had been created could transition into unpleasantness. Tea was sipped in comfortable silence, the student looking about the office, drinking up its elegance. He'd cheekily tried to spot a cane somewhere and failed. No instrument of "torture" being noticed, the fellow sighed and truly accepted that he was saved.

The tea being extinguished; the cups were set on the table. The gentleman had sized up the boy before him. With that silver smile he had commented,

"Do you realize how easy life can be at times?"

"Sure, sure, indeed!" The Fellow had exclaimed, excited as if he was suddenly making the acquaintance of a really exotic sort of man. In his head he'd castigated the individuals sullying the head teacher's name, surely they were wrong.

Whilst still turning these thoughts over, the headteacher had uttered,

"why, let's get over with it, we don't have all day." This was said in such a sweet tone, so sugary that the boy had smiled, still not realizing what was happening. The gentleman had gently propped up the boy and turned him around before administering the lashes. A funny incident had been narrated to us by my deskmate. Once in the same position, upon being turned around, he thought he was being ushered off and had promptly started to walk off. Laughing, the headteacher had grabbed him, "not so fast." He'd then being whipped mercilessly but with the same friendly airs. Upon completion of the punishment, the gentleman had seen him off to the door, as politely as one would accompany a departing guest.

Some boys though loved his manner of getting even with troublemakers.

"It shows that it's nothing personal. He's just an instrument of discipline and the whole thing isn't done out of malice," they'd argue.

"No! No!" The others would counter.

"It's done out of malice! He's laughing at us, he enjoys confounding an unsuspecting fool before breaking one’s illusion," they'd go back and forth passionately. 

Therefore when the gentleman turned up, the backbenchers were rightfully mortified, dreadful of what would ensue. The boys had sighed with relief, when the retribution only entailed being uprooted from their domain of mischief. The gentleman had carved up a good section of them. Repercussions of the relocation were felt later. It became nigh impossible to indulge in disorderly conduct without being noticed. Eyes had to be riveted to the front, a thing they hadn't been used to. The unfortunates moved from the front to the back, started to suffer too.

The place did seem to be accursed. Initially, we behaved ourselves before we started taking liberties. The ease with which we could get embroiled in our own little world without notice, proved too much. The naughtiness of the former group took root in us. It was equal if not worse. Cognizant of the wayward ways of backbenchers, Kobby was rightfully appalled to be installed in our midst. The little gentleman had held out quite well though, craning his neck tirelessly in the sea of uninterested bowed heads in the back.

His outstretched hand stood out, imposing like a mast, amongst our hands anchored in our pockets, relaxed and contented, highly unwilling to be in the moment.  This chimerical
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