Then all of a sudden old Spencer looked like he
had something very good, something sharp as a tack,
to say to me. He sat up more in his chair and sort of
moved around. It was a false alarm, though. All he
did was lift the Atlantic Monthly off his lap and try to
chuck it on the bed, next to me. he missed. It was
only about two inches away, but he missed anyway. |
got up and picked it up and put it down on the bed.
All of a sudden then, | wanted to get the hell out of
the room. 1 could feel a terrific lecture coming on. |
didn’t mind the idea so much, but I didn’t feel like
being lectured to and smell Vicks Nose Drops and
look at old Spencer in his pajamas and bathrobe all at
the same time. | really didn’t.

It started, all right. “What’s the matter with you,
boy?” old Spencer said. He said it pretty tough, too,
for him. “How many subjects did you carry this
term?”

“Five, sir.”

“Five. And how many are you failing in?”

“Four.” | moved my ass a little bit on the bed. It
was the hardest bed I ever sat on. “I passed English
all right,” | said, “because | had all that Beowulf and
Lord Randal My Son stuff when | was at the
Whooton School. | mean | didn’t have to do any
work in English at all hardly, except write
compositions once in a while.

He wasn’t even listening. He hardly ever listened
to you when you said something.

“I flunked you in history because you knew
absolutely nothing.”

“I know that, sir. Boy, | know it. You couldn’t
help it.”



“Absolutely nothing,” he said over again. That’s
something that drives me crazy. When people say
something twice that way, after you admit it the first
time. Then he said it three times. “But absolutely

nothing. | doubt very much if opened your textbook
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