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Hal sat outside the school gate waiting. He was late but that didn’t matter. He was wearing 

his usual bellbottom jeans and a Monty Python T-shirt that demanded he always look on 

the bright side of life. Bringing a dripping can of Tesco’s own lager to his bristled lips he 

took a long, sloppy slurp before breathing out a small belch of satisfaction. Glancing 

mournfully at the drink in his hand, Hal knew better than to finish it. It wasn’t worth the 

hassle. Hal needed to be alert. Slowly, he poured the remains onto the road and watched as 

it made a sort of river lapping and frothing between his toes.                                                                                                 

   Digging deep into his pocket Hal pulled out a Humbug and pressed the orb of 

black and white between his fingers until a neat crack formed in its minty shell. Looking 

around to check there were no spectators, he rubbed it against his wrists and neck, then 

placed it carefully on the pavement beside him. That ought to hide the smell. They hated 

the smell.                                                                                                                                

 Hal’s gaze turned cold and determined as he looked back to the school gates. 

Removing his Sport’s Direct drawstring bag, he reached in, grasping something firm and 

heavy. The weight gave him confidence. This needed to be done. All those hours on the 

internet, researching, planning. He had everything he needed.                                                        

 It was time. Hal scrambled to his feet. Taking the object from his bag, he strode 

defiantly through the gates. They were beginning to notice him now. A mother turned 

towards him, eyes widening. Hal’s feet followed the familiar route he had planned. One 

bare foot after the other. A teacher called out to him but he didn’t hear the words. He 

passed one door then another until finally, he found what he was looking for. With one 

sweaty palm he pushed open the bathroom door.                                                                                                        

 Plunger in hand, Hal sighed. Back to work.  

 

 

 

 

  

 


