TEACHER FOR THE DAY: MR B!

“I am afraid to tell you that Miss Hope is off today,” said Mrs Cheerwell, our
headteacher, as she walked into the classroom. There were a few groans from the
children round about me. I was upset too — Miss Hope was great fun and the things
she taught us were always interesting.

“But ... er...don’t worry - too much,” Mrs Cheerwell continued glancing
nervously out into the corridor. “We have ... er... a supply teacher for today. Em,
here he is.” She turned towards the door. “Class 6B, this is Mr Breeze. | am sure
you will make him feel welcome.” And with that, she scurried off.

All eyes turned to the door and there was a startled gasp from the girl nearest the
front, as Mr Breeze entered the room. He was one of the strangest, most amusing
looking people | had ever seen.

The first thing | noticed was the way he was dressed. He wore a grotesque green
cloak that covered his round body, giving the impression that he was a massive
frog. As he hopped closer to the desk, he suddenly whipped off this cloak and
threw it towards the teacher’s chair. I smiled as the cloak floated gently towards
the chair, like a parachutist slowly descending from the sky. When it landed, the
chair and most of the desk turned a ridiculous green colour and became a giant
water-lily pad. What he was wearing beneath the cloak was now on open display.
If anything, it was even more comical. A pink waistcoat loosely covered his white
t-shirt, in the middle of which was written “MR B!” in bold, black letters.
However, it was his astonishing trousers that really took my breath away — they
were a patchwork pattern with squares of glittering gold, bright blue, sparkling
silver and, of course, grotesque green. Last, but definitely not least, a pair of fluffy
red slippers peered nervously out from underneath the outrageous trousers as if
they couldn’t believe that they were outside the comfort of home - and in such
embarrassing company.

As he turned to face the class, | stifled a giggle. He had spiky green hair and this
made the top of his head look like a pineapple. He wore star shaped glasses with
orange rims and he also had a small beard that was dyed the same colour as his
hair. His blue eyes twinkled merrily as he looked at the stunned children in front
of him.

“Colour!” he said. “Colour is what is needed in every child’s life! Look at these
walls. There is no colour! Grey posters, dull charts, dark lists, faded maps.”

As his voice boomed out this list of complaints, he leapt madly around the
classroom, placing large sheets of white paper in front of each pupil.

“Oh children, I can’t take this! Save me from this wasteland! How can you
possibly bear to spend any time in here?”



Once he had finished distributing the paper, he bounced back to his position in the
front of the class, so that every pair of eyes remained glued to him. “Right
everyone, | know that we are meant to start off with some language work and then
do Maths for a while, but we can’t do that until this situation is sorted out.” He
waved his arms in the air as if casting a spell and declared, “Let gloomy greyness
be gone and colouring commence! What do you say children?”

“Er... er... Yes Mr Breeze!” the class chorused hesitantly.

He pointed at Caitlin whose wide open mouth was a clear sign that she still hadn’t
recovered from the shock of what was going on around her. “Are you trying to
catch flies, little one? Close your mouth please!”

Caitlin immediately followed his commands, as if she was a terrified soldier
responding to a horrible sergeant.

“That’s better,” Mr Breeze told her after she had hidden her teeth from everyone’s
view. “Now where were we? Oh yes.” Suddenly, he pointed directly at me and my
heart hammered away at my chest like a policeman pounding on a door. “What do
we need in this room?” he asked me with a mad look in his protruding eyes.

I could feel everyone’s eyes studying me and my face was soon on fire. I knew I
had to answer his question soon, before | looked any more like a beetroot.
“Eh...colour?” I replied, hopefully.

This was obviously what he had wanted to hear because he bounded towards me
and clapped his hands right in front of my face. | was reminded of a performing
seal | had once seen in the safari park.

“Wonderful, wonderful suggestion my boy!” he squealed and then he spun round
and pointed at each of the walls in quick succession. “This...this...this and this,”
he croaked, “will be covered in colourful pictures before the bell sounds again! It
MUST be done! Okay, get drawing or painting right away.” With that, he seemed
to have used up all his energy as he flopped down in the teacher’s chair where he
sat staring at us with a sorrowful expression on his face.

| opened my pencil case. | smiled cheerily as | grabbed a purple crayon. I looked
at the beautiful emptiness of the sheet of paper, that was like a cinema screen,
waiting to be filled by a wonderful film. Something told me that today was going
to be...different!



