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    James Roy had stuff happen to him at school too.


    Once, a teacher told him that he had to umpire a cricket game. But when James gave the teacher’s favourite student out, the teacher got cranky. And James talked back. That’s when it got ugly.
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    I like facts. I like hearing facts, I like watching TV shows with facts in them, I like fact websites, and I enjoy reading facts on the backs of cereal boxes, even though those ones are usually pretty well-known. Anytime I see the big cheerful words DID YOU KNOW . . .? on a box of cereal I reckon I probably do know whatever they’re about to ask.


    For example:


    Did you know that snakes don’t have eyelids?


    Yes, I did.


    Did you know that crocodiles have the strongest bite of any animal in the word?


    Of course.


    Did you know that the ocean’s tides happen because of the moon’s gravity?


    Who doesn’t?


    Of course, books are probably the best places to find facts. I think maybe I like the nonfiction section of the library more than the fiction section. Librarian Fran the teacher librarian knows this. She’s always giving me new books she buys for that part of the library. She even gives them to me before she shows them to Ethan, which he hates, since he thinks that he’s the only person in the school who reads.


    Sometimes Librarian Fran lets me borrow books from the reference section, even though everyone above fourth grade knows that no one gets to take books home from the reference section. Ever!


    Except me. That’s why I think I might be Librarian Fran’s favourite. But don’t tell anyone. And definitely don’t tell Ethan.


    On Tuesday, our class went over to the library for our weekly library period.


    ‘Lennie Henjak,’ Librarian Fran said from behind the desk as I trailed into the library with all the others. ‘Lennie Henjak, I need to talk to you.’


    ‘Ooo!’ crowed Boaz. ‘Lennie’s in trouble!’


    But I knew I wasn’t really in trouble. This has happened quite a few times before.


    I went around the back of the main library desk, where most kids aren’t allowed.


    Librarian Fran lowered her voice. ‘Lennie, I’ve got something for you. Here – it was delivered today.’ Reaching under the desk, she pulled out a thick, brightly coloured, hard-covered book. Its title was in large, raised gold letters: Mr McHenry’s Big Book of Incredible Facts.


    ‘Hmm, interesting . . .’ I said.


    ‘Yes. I thought you might like to borrow it,’ she said. ‘You know, before I put it into general circulation.’


    ‘You thought right,’ I answered.


    ‘Great. Because I’d love to hear your thoughts on it.’


    I glanced up. Ethan was watching me from the end of the circulation desk. He wasn’t happy.


    ‘Thank you, Librarian Fr– Thank you, Miss Reardon,’ I said. ‘How long can I borrow it for?’


    ‘Let’s say a week,’ she replied. ‘I haven’t even entered it into the system yet.’


    ‘You haven’t even entered it into the system yet?’ I said, making sure my voice was loud enough for Ethan to hear. ‘And you’re still letting me borrow it? Wow! Thank you, Miss!’


    ‘You’re welcome. Just don’t forget to bring it back.’


    ‘I won’t,’ I said, hugging the book close.


    ‘Lennie!’ Mr Johnson called from the other end of the library. ‘We’re waiting for you.’ Then he sneezed and blew his nose.


    ‘Enjoy,’ Librarian Fran said with a wink.


    I hurried over to the rest of the class, which was sitting on the floor in front of the smart board. ‘What’s that?’ Jack whispered, nodding at the book.


    I tilted it so he could see the cover.


    ‘Urgh,’ he said. ‘A book . . .’


    ‘I think you might like this one.’


    He snorted. ‘I doubt it.’
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    ‘Hey, I’ve got a fact for you,’ I told Jack the following morning as we were waiting in line for our turn on the handball court.


    ‘Of course you do,’ he said in a tired voice. ‘You and your facts . . .’


    ‘Seriously, though, I do.’


    ‘Yeah, and I’ve got one for you,’ Jack replied. ‘I’m going to smash you in about three minutes.’


    ‘That’s your fact?’


    ‘Yep, ’cause that’s what it is - a fact. I’m gonna smash you.’


    ‘Yeah, well even if that was true, I’m not talking about handball facts,’ I said. ‘I’m talking about book facts.’


    ‘Book facts?’


    ‘Yep, because you went all eye-rolly yesterday when I told you that Librarian Fran had given me a book. So last night, I was reading the book she gave me and guess what? There was something in there about books. You’ll like it, I promise.’


    ‘All right, let’s hear it,’ Jack said as Benj got beaten by one of Dan Melton’s perfect skimmers, and went sulking back to the end of the line. We all took one step along.


    ‘Okay, here’s your fact,’ I said. ‘Are you ready?’


    ‘I’m ready and I’m waiting.’


    ‘So, you know that book Green Eggs and Ham?’


    ‘Everyone knows that one. It was written by that guy. What was his name? Was it the Cat in the Hat?’


    ‘The Cat in the Hat was . . . You’re not serious, right?’


    ‘What?’


    Yep, he was serious.


    I sighed. ‘It was actually written by Dr Seuss, but yes, that book.’


    ‘What about it?’ Jack asked as we watched Dan hit a cross-court shot that just landed in the corner of Fadi’s square. We all took another step along. I was next. I was about to get on the court. I’d be at Dunce, but it wouldn’t take me long to work my way up the court towards Dan at King.


    ‘Hey, focus,’ Jack said, snapping his fingers. ‘You were about to tell me something a-maaaaz-ing about Green Eggs and Ham.’


    ‘Oh yeah. Well, did you know that that book has only fifty words in it? Fifty, in the whole book!’


    ‘So?’ he asked, staring at me blankly.


    ‘So I reckon even you might be able to read that one.’


    ‘Ha ha,’ Jack said. ‘Wakey-wakey – you’re up.’


    I’m quite good at handball. I don’t say that because I’m trying to boast. I’m saying it because it’s actually true. I think if you had to pick the best player out of the school it would be a toss-up between me and Dan Melton.


    And Dan Melton was at King. He was probably planning to be there all morning.


    But I’d just arrived, so his reign would soon be over. I was pretty sure that I only had about five minutes to get to King before the bell rang. If I managed that, I’d automatically be King at recess. And once I was King, it’d be almost impossible to get me out, which would mean that I would spend all those valuable recess and lunch minutes playing handball rather than standing in a line.


    Once I was on the court, it took me five rallies to reach Queen.


    ‘King challenge, Melton!’ I called. Because I was on Queen, I was the only one who could call a challenge.


    ‘You’re on, Henjak,’ Dan said. ‘You’re so on!’


    We all groaned as the bell rang. I think I groaned the loudest of all. I was one square from my main threat to being King, my nemesis. And I’d just called King challenge!


    But the bell had rung, and you can’t argue with the bell. No matter how important something is, the bell just rings anyway.


    ‘Remember this, Melton,’ I said. ‘Snapshot.’ I held up an imaginary camera and made a clicking sound. ‘At recess, it’s King challenge. You and me. You at King, me at Queen taking you down.’


    ‘Whatever,’ he said. ‘I’m not scared of you.’


    ‘Well, you should be. Ball.’


    He lobbed me my ball. A perfect blue handball, not too big, not too bouncy, fast off the deck. Perfect for advanced handball players. Newbies need not apply. Newbies can stick with using tennis balls.
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    Class 5J was lining up along the verandah out the front of the classroom, just as we did every morning. I put my ball into my bag, pushing it all the way to the bottom, then doing up the zip. The last thing I wanted was for my ball to fall out and roll away somewhere out of sight. Or even worse, for a bowerbird to swoop past, spot the bright-blue handball and swipe it out of my bag.


    ‘Where’s Mr Johnson?’ Jack asked me.


    ‘He’ll be here soon. Late as usual.’ I imagined him coming out of the staffroom and wandering across the quad, holding his coffee mug in one hand and jingling his keys with the fingers of the other.


    ‘I don’t see him,’ Jack said.


    ‘He’ll come soon,’ I said. ‘There you go,’ I said as the staffroom door swung open.


    But it wasn’t Mr Johnson who came out of the staffroom. It was Maureen from the office, followed by an old man. A really old man.


    ‘Who is that?’ Jack breathed.


    ‘I don’t know,’ I said. ‘A new teacher?’


    ‘Nah,’ Jack replied. ‘He can’t be new.’


    ‘Why not?’


    ‘Because he’s . . . old.’


    Jack was right – he was seriously old. He might been tall once, but he wasn’t any more, because now he was all bent over. He was also very thin, with trousers that were pulled up too high and belted over his little belly, and trouser legs that were too short. One of his socks was brown and the other was grey, and he was wearing a tie and a suit jacket. I’d never seen any teacher who wasn’t a principal wearing a tie. Or a suit jacket. So maybe this old man wasn’t a teacher at all, I thought.


    Maureen pointed across the quadrangle to where all of 5J was waiting out the front of our classroom. I watched the old man nod and say something to her, before tipping his head back slightly and beginning the long journey across the quad. The long, slow journey.


    ‘Mr Johnson must be sick today,’ Jack said. ‘I think that’s our relief teacher.’


    ‘This guy’s old,’ I said.


    ‘I know – I just said that.’


    ‘But I mean, he’s old!’


    ‘So old,’ Jack replied.


    By now the whole of 5J was silently watching the man cross the quad. Finally he reached us, and he stopped. He sniffed as he stared at the top edge of the verandah, then stepped up.


    ‘Is this Class 5K?’ he asked, looking over the top of his glasses at us all.


    ‘5J,’ Monica Tran answered.


    ‘J? Are you sure it’s J?’


    ‘Yes,’ Monica replied. ‘Look.’ She pointed at the classroom door where it said: WELCOME TO 5J, A PLACE OF FUN AND LEARNING. Someone had written the word NO in front of FUN, and changed AND to OR. There was a rumour that it might have been Adam Davidson from 5L, but no one could prove it.


    ‘Is there a 5K?’ the old man asked.


    ‘No, there’s just 5J, 5H and 5L,’ Monica told him. ‘And we don’t have a teacher yet today. So I think you’re in the right place.’


    ‘The right place? We’ll see about that,’ the man muttered. He already sounded tired, and the first bell had only just stopped ringing. ‘All right, you can all go inside. Excuse me, boys – we let ladies go first. And do try not to crush the weaker ones underfoot in the stampede.’


    We headed into the classroom, some of the guys exchanging amused glances as our bent-over relief teacher stood at the door and watched us go in. As I walked past him I got the whiff of a funny smell. My grandma used to keep these little white balls in her wardrobe that stopped cockroaches and moths eating her cardigans. The whiff I got as I walked by our teacher reminded me straight away of playing hide-and-seek in Grandma’s wardrobe.


    ‘You and you,’ the old man said, pointing at Jesse and Noah, who had been jostling each other as they came into the classroom. ‘Go out and try coming in again. Quietly this time.’


    ‘But –’ Noah began.


    The teacher made a sound a little like an angry guard dog. A growl, I guess. Jesse and Noah got the message. They turned around, went out and came back in, scowls on their faces.


    ‘All right, everyone sit down and be quiet,’ our crooked old relief teacher said. ‘My name is Mr McDonald. You may call me either of two names. You may call me “Mr McDonald”, or you may call me “Sir”; the choice is entirely yours. Regardless of what you choose to call me, it will be preceded with a raised hand, and it will be followed by a polite question, statement or request, complete with the pleases and thank yous that your mother would expect from you. Yes, you – young lady in the front,’ he said to Gemma Eckles. ‘You’ve started well by raising your hand.’


    ‘Um, like –’


    Mr McDonald lifted two fingers, stopping Gemma in the middle of her sentence. ‘Please, slow down, think about what you’re going to say, then say it. Ready? Now, proceed.’


    ‘Um . . . Like –’


    His fingers were raised again. ‘Stop. Do stop, please. You’re using unnecessary words.’


    Gemma hesitated. She looked more confused than normal.


    Mr McDonald sighed. ‘What’s your name, girl?’


    ‘Um . . .’


    Mr McDonald raised his hand once more. Then he leaned towards Gemma. He spoke quite slowly, and quietly, but you could hear every word perfectly. ‘Despite the current but hopefully short-lived trend of giving newborn children distinctive and unusual names, I’m almost certain your poor parents didn’t call you “Um”. What is your name?’


    ‘It’s . . . Gemma.’


    ‘Gemma. Excellent work – you’ve remembered your own name. So, Gemma, what was your question?’


    Gemma hesitated again. Her face started to crumple up and she blinked like mad for a couple of seconds. Then she shrugged. ‘I don’t remember,’ she mumbled, before putting her arms on her desk and hiding her face in her arms.


    Mr McDonald looked at the back of her head as if he’d just spotted lice playing Duck, Duck, Goose on it. ‘Well, Gemma, if and when you do remember, raise your hand and we’ll begin this whole tedious process all over again. So, did anyone else have a question?’


    No one said a word.


    ‘Excellent. In that case I’ll continue with my introduction. As I said, I am Mr McDonald and I will not accept any nonsense. I was a teacher before you or, I daresay, even your parents were born. Because of that, I’ve seen every trick there is, from swapping names with your co-conspirators, to putting frogs in desk drawers, to placing drawing pins on chairs, to burning down the assembly hall in an attempt to create a diversion. In other words, for the slow ones amongst you, do not even think about trying to upset the relief teacher.’


    ‘Oo! I remembered!’ Gemma said suddenly, sitting bolt upright and wiping her eyes. ‘If your name’s Mr McDonald, are we going to be 5M from now on? Sir?’


    ‘Hmm. I have no intention of being here long enough to get my first initial added to a class number. So the answer is no. I am entirely hopeful that you will remain 5J. Yes, you,’ he said, pointing at Ethan. ‘You have a question.’


    Ethan cleared his throat. ‘Where’s Mr Johnson . . . sir? And how long are you going to be . . . um . . .’


    ‘Saddled with your class? That is entirely up to Mr Johnson, whose delicate constitution has so failed him that he has apparently contracted a particularly severe strain of the influenza masculinii virus.’


    It was my turn to raise my hand.


    ‘Yes, you. Name?’


    ‘Man flu isn’t real.’


    His red-rimmed eyes bored into mine. He didn’t blink, I noticed.


    ‘Name?’


    ‘Me? I’m Lennie . . . sir. And man flu isn’t real,’ I repeated.


    ‘Who said anything about man flu?’ Mr McDonald asked.


    ‘You did, sir. You said influenza masculinii. “Influenza” is the proper name for the flu, and “masculine” means like a man. So that’s what you said.’


    ‘Hmm.’ Mr McDonald turned and faced the front wall of the classroom, muttering something about chalk and ‘wretched whiteboards’. He picked up the red marker and tried to draw a line. It was a very faint line, and he made the same growling noise he’d made earlier. Without even returning the cap to the marker, he threw them both straight into the bin . . .erfect shot, which actually impressed me – and picked up a blue marker.


    The blue one worked. Mr McDonald drew a line down the right side of the board, creating a column, which he then divided into three equal boxes, one above the other. He placed an A in the corner of the top box, a B in the box below that, and a C in the one at the very bottom. Then he turned slowly and faced me, staring over the top of his glasses.


    ‘You – your name again?’


    ‘I’m Lennie . . . sir.’


    He turned and wrote LENNY in Box A.


    ‘Um . . . It’s actually spelt with an I-E, not a Y,’ I said.


    Without a word, Mr McDonald used his thumb to wipe my name away from its spot in the top box. Then he wrote LENNIE in Box B. Slowly and carefully he recapped the marker, placed it on the little ledge in front of the whiteboard, and faced the class. Or rather, faced me.


    ‘Congratulations, Lennie with an I-E, you’ve just moved straight into Box B.’


    ‘For what, sir?’


    Now he was talking not just to me, but to the entire class of silent, confused kids. ‘Listen closely, children, and let us begin as we intend to go on. I will not be questioned. Leonard here has just moved to the second box in less than a minute, which might be some kind of record. Let’s not see what happens if he moves to the third. Now, take out your maths textbooks and turn to page forty-five.’


    Everyone groaned.


    Dale, who finds it hard to not speak up, said what we were all thinking. ‘What the . . .? Maths?’ he called out. ‘Usually when teachers are sick, we get to watch a TV show or something!’


    Mr McDonald frowned. ‘When teachers are sick, you “watch a TV show or something”, do you? Well, children, I’m your teacher today, and I’m not ill, so there’ll be no pretending to learn through the miracle of modern media. Page forty-five of your maths textbooks. Do it silently. Oh, and you, the boy with the unfortunate haircut who just called out – what’s your name?’


    ‘I’m Dale . . . sir.’


    ‘Dale. Thank you, Dale. The first box for you.’ And he wrote DALE in large letters in Box A.


    Jack and I glanced at each other. I knew what his look said, and it was the same as mine: I really hope Mr Johnson gets better soon.


    ‘Wow!’ said Jack after we’d pushed our chairs under our desks for the third time and had finally been allowed out for recess.


    ‘I know!’ I said. ‘Old McDonald’s really . . .’


    ‘Mean?’ Jack suggested.


    ‘I was going to say that he’s really strict, but I like what you said. He’s mean!’


    ‘What do you think happens when your name gets put in the third box?’


    I shook my head. ‘No idea. But I don’t want to find out.’ Then I turned and headed for the handball court. ‘Melton! King challenge!’
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    That evening I was sitting on my bed, happily reading Mr McHenry’s Big Book of Incredible Facts. It was good. Really good. The number of facts I already knew was heaps less than the number I didn’t. I like already knowing things, but I like learning new things even more.


    Dad stuck his head around my bedroom doorway. ‘Ah, good to see! So, what’s that you’re reading, Len? And don’t say it’s a book – I know that much.’


    I held it up so he could see the cover.


    Dad’s eyes opened wide. ‘Ooo!’ he said. ‘Is it good?’


    ‘Yeah, it’s pretty awesome.’


    ‘And are the facts actually incredible as the title suggests, or is that false advertising?’ he asked. ‘Hit me with one – let’s see how impressed I am.’


    ‘Okay.’ I flipped over a few pages, looking for something I’d read a couple of minutes before. ‘Okay, how about this one? It says here that people in Peru eat more than sixty million guinea pigs a year.’


    ‘Each person in Peru?’ Dad asked.


    ‘No, all the people in Peru. Sixty million guinea pigs. In one year.’


    Dad whistled. ‘Wow! So instead of a ham and cheese sandwich for lunch, Peruvians enjoy a hamster and cheese sandwich.’ Then he laughed at his own joke, which is just something annoying that he does a lot. ‘Get it, Len? Hamster and cheese?’


    ‘I don’t think hamsters and guinea pigs are the same thing,’ I said.


    ‘I bet they like a good hamster-burger in Peru. And I’ve heard a Peruvian’s favourite place to go on holiday is Hamster-dam. Oh, and their favourite German city is –’


    ‘Dad!’ I said. ‘I just told you, guinea pigs and hamsters aren’t the same thing!’


    ‘I know. But it’s funny if you pretend they are, otherwise my jokes don’t make sense. Hamster-burg, by the way . . .’


    ‘But it’s not true,’ I complained. ‘If it’s a fact, then it’s true. But if it’s not true, it’s a lie.’


    ‘You’re right,’ Dad admitted. ‘But sometimes it’s fun to bend facts, don’t you think? Like . . .’ He tipped his head to one side as he thought. ‘Like saying, “How much can a koala bear?” even though koalas don’t actually belong to the bear family at all. That’s using a name for one thing that isn’t quite right just to make a joke. Do you see what I mean? Comedy, you see . . .’


    ‘I guess so,’ I said, even though I wasn’t really convinced. But then I thought of an example of what he was talking about. ‘Do you mean like today when Old McDonald spelt my name wrong?’


    ‘Old McDonald?’ Dad raised one eyebrow. ‘Who’s that?’


    ‘I mean Mr McDonald. Mr Johnson’s sick, so we had this other teacher, Mr McDonald. He’s so old, Dad.’


    ‘Hence “Old McDonald”,’ Dad said.


    ‘Yeah. And he’s kind of grumpy. I mean, Mr Johnson’s heaps strict, but this guy’s just plain mean.’


    ‘And he spelt your name wrongly?’


    I nodded. ‘Yep. He spelt it with a Y at the end, instead of I-E.’


    ‘Honest mistake,’ Dad said.


    ‘I know. But when I told him that he’d spelt it wrong –’


    ‘Wrongly.’


    ‘When I told him that he’d spelt it wrongly, he wrote my name on the board again, but in Box B this time.’


    ‘Wow,’ Dad said. ‘I don’t even know what that means, but it sounds extreme.’


    ‘It is!’ I said. ‘Totally extreme.’


    ‘Well, my mother used to have a saying. She used to say, “Do you want peace, or do you want to be right?” Because sometimes you can be correct, but the right thing to do – or maybe the smartest thing to do – is to just say nothing.’


    ‘But it’s my name,’ I said.


    ‘Yes, I know it’s your name – I helped choose it for you – but sometimes you have to know which battles to fight, and which ones aren’t worth worrying about.’


    ‘Yeah, but . . . but imagine if I’d spelt his name wrong.’


    ‘Wrongly,’ Dad corrected me. ‘You keep saying “wrong”, but it’s not “wrong” – it’s “wrongly”.’


    I grinned at him. ‘Come on, Dad, sometimes you have to know which battles to fight.’


    He chuckled at that. He even looked a bit proud. ‘Good call,’ he said. ‘Good call, Lennie with an I-E.’


    The next day was just about as bad as I thought it would be. We’ve had relief teachers plenty of times before, but usually it was like Dale had said – watching TV, listening to stories or drawing pictures. One time we got a relief teacher with big hoop earrings and a swishy skirt, and she played her ukulele and sang sad songs about dying whales for most of the day. She could have been Miss Hobbie’s twin.


    Mr McDonald did none of that with us. We did work. Proper schoolwork, like maths and spelling and creative writing and some history (which I didn’t really mind because history is actually crammed full of fun facts).


    He also taught us a new way to do subtraction, which will be pretty useful if I go on to become an engineer.


    But he was still pretty stern, and lots of people got their names written in Box B.


    And you know what was weird? The day didn’t drag like it normally does when you’re bored. It actually kind of flew by. So I guess it wasn’t all that bad, to be honest.


    But I was still looking forward to Mr Johnson coming back.


    Later that Thursday, when it was nearly time to go home, we were talking in class about the moon. I liked that, since I know a lot of facts about the moon. Facts like this one: things on the moon weigh one-sixth of what they weigh on Earth. Or this one: there isn’t any oxygen in the moon’s atmosphere. Or this: moon dust smells like gunpowder.


    ‘You know, I remember the day man first walked on the moon,’ Mr McDonald was saying. ‘What a day. Such an accomplishment! It was hard to believe that it was really happening.’


    ‘My dad says it didn’t really happen,’ Jeff said, before adding, ‘Sorry, sir, I didn’t mean to call out.’


    ‘I daresay your father probably also believes that Elvis is still alive,’ Mr McDonald replied.


    ‘Hey yeah, he does!’ Jeff said brightly.


    ‘Imagine my surprise.’


    ‘Who’s Elvis?’ Noah asked.


    Mr McDonald ignored that, since Sally had her hand raised. ‘Yes, you.’


    ‘You said you remember the day that man walked on the moon,’ Sally pointed out. ‘Shouldn’t you say that you remember the day people walked on the moon?’


    Mr McDonald sighed. ‘Probably. Except on this occasion – and every subsequent occasion, as it turned out – it was in fact men who walked on the moon. But if it makes you happy, I’m more than happy to say that I remember the day that some people walked on the moon.’


    ‘Thank you, sir,’ Sally said, sitting back with a satisfied smile.


    ‘Anyway, as I was saying . . .’ Mr McDonald went on. ‘It was in 1969, on the twenty-first of July. It was actually my twenty-fifth birthday, and I was out for lunch with some friends. The pub where we were eating had a television, which was quite unusual for the time. Black and white, of course. Colour television didn’t properly arrive in Australia for another five or six years. So we sat in the pub and we watched the moon landing. We watched as the first men – sorry, people – stepped onto the surface of the moon. First it was Neil Armstrong, who was the mission commander. Then it was Buzz Aldrin.’


    ‘Wasn’t there a third guy?’ Jesse asked. ‘Like, up in the aeroplane?’


    ‘It was Elvis,’ Trent said, which got a big laugh from the class and even an almost-smile from Mr McDonald.


    ‘Can someone tell me who this Elvis guy is?’ Noah asked.


    I half-expected Mr McDonald to write Jesse’s and Noah’s names on the board for calling out, but he didn’t. He had this kind of dreamy expression on his face as he replied. ‘Yes, it’s true that there was a third astronaut in the command module. His name was Michael Collins. He stayed up in the module for over a day while the other two went about their work on the moon surface.’


    ‘Wasn’t he lonely?’ Gemma asked.


    ‘We’re forgetting our hands, 5J,’ Mr McDonald reminded us. ‘But no, Michael Collins said that he wasn’t lonely at all.’ He suddenly clapped his hands twice, as if he was waking himself up. ‘All right, time for a spelling test. No groaning, thank you.’
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    I’ve always been interested in space. I get all the space Lego whenever new sets come out, I’ve got posters and star maps on my bedroom wall, models of space shuttles and the International Space Station hanging from my ceiling, and I’m halfway saved up for a fancy reflector telescope. I’ve even got a Mars atlas, which my grandparents gave me last Christmas. Since I’m actually quite good at maths and science and love nonfiction, Mum reckons I should become an aerospace engineer.


    ‘Yeah, it’s probably a tough job to get into,’ Dad said when Mum first suggested it, ‘but it’s not exactly rocket science, is it? Hey? Get it? Rocket science . . .? Because you said . . .’


    ‘Yeah, we get it,’ I said, rolling my eyes at Mum.


    But seriously, I might be an engineer or something when I grow up, unless professional quad handball is a thing by then. In which case, I’ll do that until I’m too old to compete properly or I beat Dan Melton for the World Championship, and then I’ll probably retire and become an aerospace engineer.


    Anyway, because of my interest in space, I was pretty excited to find a whole section about it in Mr McHenry’s fact book. Photos, diagrams, and of course, heaps of facts. A lot of them I already knew – the speed of light (almost 300 million metres per second); the size of the Milky Way galaxy (about 100 light-years across); the distance from Earth to the sun (150 million kilometres, which means that it takes just over eight minutes for sunlight to get to us). I knew all of that, but there were plenty of other facts to read about, too.


    But after we’d been talking about the moon at school that day, I decided to see what Mr McHenry’s Big Book of Incredible Facts had to say about the moon.


    I was especially interested in Michael Collins. I wondered what it was like to be the one person orbiting around the moon over and over again while his friends were taking selfies and making angels in the dust that smelt like gunpowder.


    I found the section in Mr McHenry’s book and started to read about the three men of Apollo 11.


    I found some really interesting stuff.


    Really interesting stuff.


    On Friday, Mr McDonald was in a mood. A grumpy, grumpy mood, worse than usual.


    ‘Yeah, but he’s always grumpy – eat up,’ said Jack as we wolfed down our lunch. The handball court was still empty, but it wouldn’t stay that way for long.


    ‘Yeah, but today he’s grumpier than usual,’ I replied.


    ‘It’s probably because he’s been at work for three days in a row,’ Jack said. ‘Three days is a lot when you’re, like, a hundred and twenty years old.’


    I chuckled. ‘I know, right? But seriously, did you see when he put those three girls’ names into Box A? I’ve never seen those three get in trouble with anyone. Ever!’


    ‘I know,’ Jack agreed. ‘I don’t like him.’


    ‘I don’t like him either,’ I said. ‘I really hope Mr Johnson is back on Monday. I couldn’t stand another week at Old McDonald’s farm.’


    ‘E-I-E-I-No,’ Jack replied, which made us both laugh. ‘Come on, seriously – eat up.’


    But I hadn’t finished complaining. ‘And don’t you hate how he thinks he knows everything? Like, everything. He might be old, but that doesn’t mean everything he thinks is right. Old people can be wrong too, don’t you reckon?’


    ‘Yeah, I do reckon,’ Jack said. ‘Like, my grandma – she used to think that the E and F on the fuel gauge in her car stood for “Enough” and “Finished”.’


    That made me really laugh.


    ‘Come on, have you nearly finished your lunch?’ Jack asked me. ‘It’s handball time!’


    We threw our rubbish in the bin and jogged over to the court, where some of the others were already gathering. ‘I’ve decided that if Old McDonald says something that I know is wrong, I’m going to tell him,’ I told Jack on the way across the quad.


    ‘What are you – stupid?’ he replied. ‘Just let it go, Lennie. Mr Johnson will be back next week, and then you won’t even have to worry about it.’


    I couldn’t help thinking that Dad might have agreed with my friend, and might have said something about choosing your battles.
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    Later that afternoon, maybe half an hour before the end-of-school bell, and after quite a bit of pestering, Mr McDonald finally decided that we deserved to not work too hard so close to the weekend.


    ‘So, who’s got something they’d like to talk about?’ he asked from his seat at Mr Johnson’s desk.


    Someone wanted to talk about where the Prime Minister lives. Someone else wanted to know how long it would take to reach the ground if you fell out of a plane at cruising altitude. And someone else wanted to talk about why some mushrooms are poisonous while others aren’t.


    Then I raised my hand.


    ‘Leonard.’


    ‘You know how yesterday you were talking about the moon?’


    He nodded slowly.


    ‘Well, I read something interesting last night.’


    ‘I see,’ he said. ‘Go on.’


    ‘Actually, it wasn’t really about the moon. It was about the three guys who landed on the . . . Well, the two guys who landed on the moon, and the one who didn’t.’


    ‘Yes, that’s right – Michael Collins,’ Mr McDonald replied. ‘The pilot of the command module.’


    ‘Yeah, Michael Collins. And I read something else really interesting. Did you know that Neil Armstrong’s mother’s name was Moon?’


    A few of the other kids laughed. It felt good, hearing them laugh at something I’d said. We hadn’t had a lot of laughs that week.


    Sally wasn’t laughing. She was confused. ‘What did Lennie say?’ she asked.


    ‘I said that Neil Armstrong’s mother’s name was Moon.’


    Sally’s eyebrows bunched up as her brain tried to work out what I’d said. ‘Her name was Moon? Seriously, what sort of name is Moon Armstrong?’


    ‘No, his mum’s surname was Moon,’ I explained.


    ‘That’s so weird,’ one of the other girls said. ‘Moon! And he was, like, walking on the moon! That is so weird.’


    ‘Yes, it’s a good story,’ Mr McDonald said.


    ‘I thought it was really cool,’ I replied.


    ‘Very cool. But unfortunately, not quite right.’


    ‘It is so,’ I retorted. The words came out before I could stop them. Jack and I had talked about this at lunchtime, but I hadn’t thought I was serious about telling Mr McDonald when he was wrong. And once those words were out, there was no way of getting them back.


    Mr McDonald looked kind of puzzled. ‘I’m sorry, Leonard?’


    I swallowed. ‘You said it wasn’t right, but it is right. Neil Armstrong’s mum’s name was Moon. I read it. I read it just last night.’


    ‘You might have read it last night – you could have read it five minutes ago for that matter – but I’m afraid you’re not quite correct. What I think you read was –’


    ‘I know what I read, and you’re wrong,’ I muttered.


    Mr McDonald didn’t say anything straight away, and the room fell silent. Awkwardly silent.


    I looked down at the top of my desk. But when I lifted my eyes, I saw that he was still glaring at me from the opposite corner of the room.


    ‘What did you say, Leonard?’


    I stared at my pencil case. It was purple, and on it was a picture of Dario Argento, the goalie from the Vipers. He was diving, full stretch, making a spectacular save, and suddenly I wished I was a goalie in a penalty shootout. It would be better than this.


    ‘What did you say?’ Mr McDonald repeated.


    ‘I didn’t . . .’


    Mr McDonald wasn’t taking that for an answer. He stood up. He wasn’t moving very fast, but somehow that just made it a bit scarier. ‘Leonard, I asked you a question,’ he said as he reached a standing position. ‘What did you just say?’


    I swallowed again. My mouth had gone weirdly dry. Then I raised my eyes to meet his. ‘Um . . . I said that you’re wrong, Mr McDonald, sir.’


    Several of the other kids tittered, but they stopped as soon as he threw a stern look their way.


    ‘You say I’m wrong? About what?’


    ‘About –’


    ‘Hmm?’


    ‘I’m not sure, but I think you might be wrong about Neil Armstrong’s mother’s name.’


    He shook his head. ‘No, I don’t believe I am. But you do seem confident that you might know more about the topic in question.’


    I wanted to say that I was absolutely certain that I knew more about the topic in question. After all, it was the correct answer. I’d read it myself less than twenty-four hours before. But also, Dad had been very clear – sometimes the correct answer isn’t the right answer, or the best answer. And that you need to pick your battles.


    ‘I guess you know more than me, Mr McDonald, sir,’ I said meekly.


    ‘I think that’s probably true, at least when it comes to this. After all, as I think I might have mentioned, I was turning twenty-five on the day of the moon landing. So . . .’


    ‘I’m sorry, sir . . .’


    ‘Thank you, Leonard,’ he replied, turning towards the front of the room.


    ‘. . . but I know what I read, and you’re still wrong,’ I said, finishing my sentence.


    As he turned back to face me, I saw a cloud of anger flash across his face. For a horrible moment, I thought he was going to shout. But then he seemed to pull himself together. His voice was steady and quite calm.


    ‘Out,’ he said.


    ‘What?’ I asked. ‘I mean, I beg your pardon . . . sir?’


    ‘You heard me, Leonard. Please leave my classroom immediately.’


    ‘Where should I –’


    ‘Out!’ he repeated, his voice slightly more raised now. He pointed at the door with his bony finger. ‘I don’t care where you go, Leonard, provided you leave my classroom now. I’ll deal with you later.’


    ‘But sir, it’s not –’


    ‘Out!’


    I wanted to tell him that technically, it wasn’t his classroom. Technically, it wasn’t even Mr Johnson’s. It actually belonged to the government.


    I also wanted to ask him if getting thrown out of class was the same as getting my name written in Box C.


    But mostly, I just wanted to get out of there.


    So I went.


    It felt like I was about to spend some time on the dark side of the moon.


    Where do you go when a teacher throws you out of the classroom, but doesn’t tell you where to wait? What if they tell you they don’t care where you go, like Mr McDonald had just told me?


    I thought about this as I left the classroom. I knew that the proper thing to do would be to wait right near the door. I knew I should sit on the long bench that runs the length of the verandah. I should sit there and wait for Mr McDonald to ‘deal with me’, whatever that meant.


    But I also had plenty of witnesses to prove that I didn’t have to stay there. Mr McDonald had been very clear. He’d said, ‘I don’t care where you go.’


    I thought about going to the sick bay and pretending to have a headache like the ones my mum gets, the ones that make her spew. But I didn’t want to make myself spew just to prove it. Besides, Mr McDonald would know I was faking, and then it’d be much worse for me.


    I thought about going and sitting under one of the trees. For a second or two I even thought about going home.


    And I thought really hard about going to the library so I could look up Neil Armstrong in a book and prove to Mr McDonald that I was right. Prove that he was wrong. Yes, prove that even though he didn’t think it was possible, he could be wrong.


    It was that – the thinking about being thrown out of class for being right – that made the tears arrive. I didn’t really care about crying in front of my classmates, but I definitely didn’t want Mr McDonald to see me cry. I had a horrible feeling that he might actually like that.


    So that was why I didn’t go to the sick bay, or home, or to the library. I just took my perfect blue handball out of my bag and went to the other end of the bench, way down the far end of the verandah, and sat there.


    And cried a bit more.
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    As the end-of-school bell rang and kids began to pour out of the classrooms, the grounds of Monvale Primary School went from how they usually are during class – almost silent except for the crow that likes to perch in the tree outside the library – to absolutely deafening. In seconds it was full of screaming, shouting, running, playing, arguing, laughing kids heading for the gates and the bus bay, ready for the weekend.


    And me, sitting at the end of the verandah hoping that my eyes wouldn’t stay red for too long.


    ‘Hey, Lennie,’ Jack said. He and Angelo were standing there looking down at me as kids pushed past them on the way to the gates and the buses.


    I wiped my eyes. ‘What?’


    ‘Old McDonald says to go inside. He wants to talk to you.’


    ‘Oh, great,’ I sighed. ‘All right.’


    ‘It’s been nice knowing you,’ Angelo said as I stood up.


    ‘Yeah. Wish me luck.’


    The classroom door was open, but I waited outside and knocked anyway.


    Mr McDonald was wiping down the whiteboard. ‘Yes?’ he said, without looking my way.


    ‘It’s me,’ I said. ‘Jack said that I should –’


    ‘Come in. Stand there,’ he said, pointing at the floor a couple of metres away from him.


    I stood where he’d told me. And waited, as he finished wiping the board. Finally he placed the duster on the little ledge and faced me.


    ‘Leonard.’


    ‘Yes, sir?’


    ‘Is there anything you’d like to say to me?’


    I thought for a moment. I knew what he wanted me to say. He wanted me to apologise for questioning him. But I also knew what I wanted to say, and in the end, that’s what I said, even though it felt a bit scary.


    ‘I’m sorry you thought –’


    ‘Speak up.’


    ‘I’m sorry you thought I was being rude, Mr McDonald, but I didn’t mean to be. It’s just that what you said about Neil Armstrong was . . . wasn’t right. I know you said that we shouldn’t question you, but when someone is wrong and you know they are, I think you should be able to tell them that. Don’t you think that, too?’


    ‘Interesting,’ he said. ‘And of course I can be wrong, but what makes you so sure that on this occasion, I’m wrong and you’re right?’


    I felt my heart racing like mad as I opened my mouth to carry on. I really wasn’t sure how this would go. ‘Mr McDonald, do you know everything?’ I asked.


    He frowned. ‘Of course not. No one does. That’s rather a silly question.’


    ‘So maybe some people know more about some things than you do, right?’


    ‘Of course. I just admitted that. But not this. In this, you are entirely incorrect, Leonard.’


    ‘I don’t think I am, sir. I read all about it just last night.’


    ‘You read about it, did you? So you didn’t see it on some ridiculous game show hosted by a halfwit with extensive media training but no actual talent?’


    ‘No, sir. I read about it. In a book.’


    ‘Well, at least that’s something, I suppose,’ Mr McDonald muttered as he lowered himself into his chair with a slight wince. ‘And this book – was it reputable?’


    ‘Um . . . I don’t know what that word . . .’


    ‘Reputable. Trustworthy. Do you think that this book of which you speak was telling the truth?’


    ‘It’s called Mr McHenry’s Big Book of Incredible Facts, so . . .’ I replied.


    ‘Interesting. And who is this McHenry fellow?’


    ‘I don’t really know,’ I said.


    ‘I must say, it’s not a great commendation thus far. So tell me, Leonard, how many of these so-called “incredible facts” were of the “longest belch” or “fastest amphibian” variety?’


    ‘There are some like that,’ I admitted. ‘But there’s lots of others as well. Librarian Fran . . . I mean, Miss Reardon from the library gave it to me to look at, so I reckon it’s probably pretty good.’


    ‘I see,’ Mr McDonald said. ‘Do you have it here with you, or in your bag? I’d like to see it.’


    ‘No, sir, I left it at home,’ I replied.


    ‘Well, in that case we find ourselves at something of an impasse. That means we can’t both be right,’ he explained. ‘So what’s to be done?’


    I stood there and looked at him, and he looked at me. Neither of us said a word. I didn’t know if I was supposed to say anything, and since I could think of nothing, that’s what I said.


    ‘Here’s an idea,’ he said after a few thoughtful moments from both of us. ‘This afternoon, after you get home, open up this marvellous compendium of knowledge and trivia, Mr . . . What was his name?’


    ‘McHenry.’


    ‘Yes, Mr McHenry’s Book of Facts, and check the name of Neil Armstrong’s mother. Or Buzz Aldrin’s, perhaps. You might be surprised by what you find.’


    I pointed at the computer on Mr Johnson’s desk. ‘We could just look it up on the internet,’ I suggested.


    Mr McDonald might have smiled slightly. ‘Seriously, Leonard, look at me. Then ask yourself if “looking something up on the internet” is something I might be reasonably expected to do.’


    ‘Um . . .’ I said, because I really didn’t know how I should answer that.


    He picked up his pen and opened a plastic folder full of papers. ‘Goodbye, Leonard. Perhaps I’ll see you on Monday. And thank you for your apology.’


    ‘Goodbye, sir,’ I said as I headed for the door.


    But then I stopped, and I turned back. ‘Mr McDonald, can I say something?’


    ‘What is it?’


    I thought about what I was about to say. Suddenly, only four or five seconds after I’d decided, it didn’t seem like such a clever idea anymore.


    ‘No, it’s okay,’ I said, with a shake of my head.


    ‘Please, go on. I know I’m not always as approachable as I am right now, so you should take your opportunity.’ Then I definitely saw him smile. It wasn’t much of one, but it was still a bit of a flicker. ‘I’m serious. You should say what’s on your mind, Leonard.’


    ‘Well, that’s sort of it, Mr McDonald. I don’t like it . . . I don’t like it when you call me Leonard. No one calls me that. It’s not even my name.’


    He looked stunned, like I’d slapped him. ‘It’s not? But I . . . mean, to be honest . . . To be honest, I didn’t even look at the class roll. You just told me your name was Lennie and I . . .’ He stopped and pursed his lips as he looked out the classroom window. Then he looked straight at me. He wasn’t smiling anymore, but he wasn’t angry either. He just seemed a bit sad.


    ‘Lennie, I think it’s my turn to apologise to you. I never even asked you what name you preferred. I called you Leonard because I thought it was . . . To be honest, I can’t explain why I did that. But I shouldn’t have assumed and, for that, I’m very sorry.’


    ‘That’s okay,’ I said. ‘I’ll see you on Monday.’


    As I got my bag and headed for the bike rack, I suddenly felt very light, as if I’d just come out from the shadow of the moon.
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    The first thing I did when I got home was go to my room and find Mr McHenry’s Big Book of Incredible Facts. I sat on my bed and flipped the book straight to the section about space exploration. Me and Mr McHenry were going to prove Mr McDonald wrong. We were going to show him that an almost-eleven-year-old kid could be right and an almost-seventy-year-old could make a mistake. In a way, I felt like I couldn’t wait to take the book in on Monday and prove to him that Miss Moon had got married and had a son who’d grown up to walk on the moon, and that her son’s name was Neil . . .


    Wait, what?


    . . . Aldrin? Aldrin?


    And not Neil Aldrin, but Buzz Aldrin.


    Buzz Aldrin?


    I dropped the book on my bed and sat back against the wall. Maybe my eyes were playing tricks on me. Maybe I was going mad.


    But when I picked up the book and checked again, the words were still exactly the same as they’d been when I dropped it.


    Before she married Edwin Aldrin Senior, Buzz Aldrin’s mother’s name was Marion Moon.


    It wasn’t Mr McDonald who was wrong after all! It was me. And I’d been super rude trying to prove it. And he’d known I was wrong, and he’d known that I was being super rude. It was no wonder he’d thrown me out of class!


    How come I’d got it so wrong? I’m usually so good with facts, and I don’t forget things very easily. But there it was, in black and white, printed on the page right in front of me.


    I stared and stared at the picture of the three astronauts until their faces went blurry and swam together on the page.


    Then I wiped my eyes and went in search of another kind of book.


    I’d never looked for McDonald in the phone book before. To be honest, I couldn’t remember ever looking in a phone book at all. But there were a lot of McDonalds and Macdonalds listed on those pages, and most of them were people, not restaurants.


    I didn’t even know Mr McDonald’s first name, and once I realised that, it didn’t take long to work out that finding his phone number this way was impossible. Unless I was going to ring about five thousand numbers and ask each person if they worked as a relief teacher at Monvale Primary School, I was never going to be able to call Mr McDonald to apologise properly. I would have to wait for Monday to come.


    And what if Mr Johnson got better over the weekend? What if I never got to tell Mr McDonald that he’d been right all along? I mean, he already knew that, but it felt important that I tell him that I knew it too.


    It was going to be a long weekend. Monday couldn’t come fast enough.
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    Our proper teacher, Mr Johnson, was already in the 5J classroom when the bell rang on Monday morning. As we made our way towards the verandah, we saw him waiting in the doorway, which never happened. He was holding his coffee mug, as usual, but other than that, this morning had already started out very differently from pretty much every other morning this year – he wasn’t coming out of the staffroom five minutes after the bell.


    ‘Are you okay, Mr Johnson?’ asked Sally.


    He didn’t answer for a moment. But then he gave a tiny shake of the head, as if he was waking up from a deep sleep. ‘Sorry, Sally, what did you say?’


    ‘I said, are you okay?’


    ‘Oh, it was just the flu. Nothing serious. I just needed a few days in bed, that’s all.’


    ‘No, I mean now. Are you okay now? You were . . . like . . . staring.’


    ‘Was I? Yes, I suppose I was. But yes, Sally, I’m fine. Thank you. Okay, guys, in you come. Quietly please. Thank you.’


    Most Monday mornings Mr Johnson would’ve needed to ask us at least three times to settle down, and by ‘us’, I mean the boys, mostly. But this morning there was definitely something different about him, apart from not being the last teacher out of the staffroom. Something that told us very clearly that we should come in quietly and calmly.


    Mr Johnson cleared his throat. ‘Good morning, 5J. In case you’re wondering, I had a bit of flu last week, but you’ll be happy to know that I’m all right now.’


    I raised my hand. I needed to tell him that he probably didn’t have the flu, since the flu is actually heaps different from the common cold, and most people who say they have the flu really don’t.


    ‘Not now, Lennie,’ he said, and I lowered my hand. ‘This morning Principal Davies passed on some news to share with you. Now, you met Mr McDonald last week, I believe. He taught you for . . . three days, was it? Yes, three days.’


    ‘Yeah, and we didn’t like him,’ Dale called out. ‘We thought he was a . . .’ His voice trailed off as Mr Johnson hit him with the sternest, most withering look I’ve ever seen any teacher give, including Mr McDonald.


    Mr Johnson seemed to be struggling to keep his voice level. Because of that, the next thing he said came out almost too quiet to hear. ‘I don’t care one bit whether or not you liked him, Dale. And if you call out like that once more you’ll be on lunchtime detention for a month. Am I making myself clear?’


    Dale said nothing.


    ‘Am I making myself clear?’


    ‘Yes, sir,’ Dale murmured.


    ‘Thank you. As I was saying, 5J, you met Mr McDonald last week, and I suppose you got to know him as well as anyone can in only a few days. Anyway, I thought you might like to know that Mr McDonald is in hospital. His heart, you see . . .’


    ‘Is he okay?’ Jack asked.


    ‘Well, Jack, as I’m sure you noticed when you met him, Mr McDonald isn’t a young man. But as far as I know, he’ll be all right,’ Mr Johnson said. ‘However, I wouldn’t be surprised if his doctor told him that he should stop working as a relief teacher. If anything’s going to kill someone, having to teach you lot whilst suffering a heart complaint will do it.’


    ‘So he’s going to die, then?’ asked Noah, who can always be relied on to ask a dumb question at completely the wrong time. I turned around and gave him the most savage glare I could muster and, in reply, he just shrugged.


    Mr Johnson cleared his throat. ‘Listen, we’re not going to get into a big discussion about what might or might not happen. That’s called “speculation”, and we don’t need it. For now –’


    ‘Did he have a heart attack?’ Gemma interrupted. ‘Because my uncle had one of those.’


    ‘What’s that got to do with Old McDonald?’ Jack snapped at her. ‘As if he had a heart attack because your stupid uncle had one! Think!’


    ‘I didn’t mean it like that,’ Gemma replied. ‘What I meant was –’


    ‘Stop,’ Mr Johnson said, but they didn’t stop. They kept arguing.


    ‘Stop,’ Mr Johnson said again, a little louder.


    The arguing was still going on.


    ‘Stop!’ Mr Johnson suddenly shouted.


    Jack and Gemma stopped as quickly as a pair of clicking fingers.


    Mr Johnson was standing. I noticed that his fists were clenched. ‘Goodness me, you guys! That’s unacceptable! Can everyone just be quiet for five whole minutes? Thank you.’


    No one said a word. The silence was thick as Mr Johnson walked to his desk and sat down.


    Trent raised his hand, and Mr Johnson nodded at him. ‘Yes, Trent.’


    ‘Some of us might think that this is all a bit upsetting,’ Trent said. ‘I mean, we only knew Mr McDonald for three days, but if we are upset by this news, can we –’


    Mr Johnson gave a little chuckle. ‘Nice try, Trent, but no one will be going home early.’


    When Mr Johnson chuckled, it was as if the tension in the room was broken and the chatting started up – the good kind.


    But I wasn’t listening to the chatter. I was coming up with an idea.
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    ‘Mr Johnson,’ I called, raising my hand. Someone else was talking, but I didn’t even think about who it was, or what they were saying. I just butted in. I had something more important to say.


    ‘Yes, Lennie.’


    ‘Do you think that it would be okay if we made cards for Mr McDonald, just to say that we’re thinking of him. I mean, I know it’s probably a bit silly, but we were his class. It was only for a few days, but still –’


    Mr Johnson smiled, and raised his hand to stop me. ‘Lennie, I think that’s a great idea. Anyone who would like to write a message for Mr McDonald, please get a piece of paper from the supply drawer. Anyone who doesn’t want to do this should just do some silent reading. I don’t want anyone to feel that they have to. In the meantime I’ll get an envelope that you can put your cards and letters into.’


    It took ages to work out what I should write. I actually had a few goes at it, but everything I wrote seemed kind of lame.


    I was writing on my fourth piece of paper when Mr Johnson walked up to my desk. ‘Lennie, I think this was a really lovely idea. Well done. It shows real compassion.’


    ‘Thank you, sir,’ I said.


    ‘Pop your card in here when you’re done and then maybe you’d like to take it around to collect the others,’ he said, placing a large white envelope on my desk.


    I read the front of it:
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    ‘No,’ I said. ‘Mr Johnson, this isn’t right.’


    Mr Johnson came back to my desk. ‘I’m sorry?’


    Oh no, I thought. I’ve done it again.


    ‘Sorry, Mr Johnson, but his name is Mr McDonald.’


    ‘McDonnell, that’s right.’


    ‘No, McDonald, like “Old McDonald”.’


    Mr Johnson shook his head. ‘I’m sorry, Lennie, but I think I’d know. Mr McDonnell taught me when I was in fifth grade, right here at this school. And you know what? I really didn’t like him to begin with, mainly because he could be so strict. And scary. But I’ll tell you something, you guys – if he was ever wrong, he was the first to admit it, and the first to apologise.’


    As I heard my teacher say this, I felt tears beginning to prick at the back of my eyes like tiny little pins. I felt them growing and filling my eyelids. Now the whiteboard was going blurry, and Mr Johnson was going blurry, and everything was going blurry.


    So I took a new sheet of paper and picked up my pen. It was pretty hard to write when my eyes were all watery, but I took my time and managed it in the end.
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    And then, just because I thought it would look nicer than flowery stuff, I drew a starry sky, with a big quarter-moon in the middle.
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could be pretty strict and even a bif scary.
But Mr Johnson Told me that you were his
fifth grade Teacher Too, and he said that if
you were ever wrong, you didnT mind saying
s. He also Told me That you would always
say sorry if you were wrong. (But | bet that
didn't happen very often.)

| hope you get befter soon. | didnt Think
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To MR McDONNMELL,
from CLASS 5J,
Mowvale Primary School.





