– CHAPTER THREE –

Naughty Boys
I

t was thirty degrees Celsius on that day in late February, but fortunately, the ceiling fan was turned on to reduce the classroom’s oven-baked temperature.  The class was boisterously filled with endless chattering that I could hardly hear myself speak.  Some boys have been throwing paper planes across the room to occupy their endless boredom.  

     “Selamat tengah hari, cikgu (Good afternoon, teacher),” greeted all the students, who all had stood up by then. 

     “Selamat tengah hari, para pelajar (Good afternoon, students),” the teacher replied.  “You may now please sit down.”  

     She was a spectacled yet beautiful lady in her late twenties with fine brown locks.  She was indeed resourceful.

     “How are you, gentlemen?” she asked.

     “We’re boiling like steam lobsters and we’re melting!” I replied cheekily, as a way to dramatically express the perspiring heat I felt.

     “Thanks for the dramatic effect, Chris,” she responded in a rather sarcastic manner.  “Gentlemen, you may please take off your blazers.”

    Then the lesson had begun and she had written a list of things in Malay on the whiteboard.

     “You did not bring enough money with you but you wish to do some shopping.  You are trying to look for the nearest bank.  A young lady is about to walk pass you in the streets.  What would you ask her?” Ms. Svensen asked.

     “You’re one hot mama, lady,” replied Brad.
     “What if she’s like an ugly witch?” I asked.
     Then the rest of the class laughed at the random comments.
     “Diam – saya sedang mengajar (quiet, I am teaching)!” snapped Ms. Svensen.

     “Bravo, Chris.”  He then tested my knowledge with the following multiple-choice question.  “How would you describe in Malay that your friend has a big house to your parents?  (A) Rumah dia besar; (B) Dia rumah besar; (C) Dia tidak ada rumah; (D) Itu rumah saya?”  

     “(A) Rumah dia besar,” I replied.

     “Good work, Chris,” responded Oliver.  

     “How about ‘dia rumah besar’ for ‘he has a big house’?  It means the same too, doesn’t it?” asked Brad.  

Oliver chuckled at the statement.

     Ms. Svensen replied, “No, Brad – that’s saying your friend is a big house.  The object comes prior to the first, second or third person,” replied Ms. Svensen.  “So lets giving another example in Malay – where ‘sekolah’ is ‘school’, and ‘saya’ is ‘my’.”

     “Oh okay, when I am trying to say ‘my school’ in Malay, and so it’s ‘sekolah saya’,” Brad replied.    
“That’s correct, Brad,” I replied with certainty.
It was then time for all the students to do their class exercise in order to practise their Malay into perfection.

     “How do you say Ms. Svensen is pretty in Malay?” asked Ash.

Oliver whispered something into Brad’s ear (Brad giggled upon hearing that) and in turn did it to my ear (I simpered a little upon hearing it) and finally I passed the news to Ash.

     “Ms. Svensen, awak badak sembu hodoh!” said Ash.

     “I beg your pardon, Ash?” asked Ms. Svensen furiously. “What did you say?”

     “Awak badak sembu hodoh.  I was just describing how pretty you look in Malay, Ms. Svensen,” said Ash, smiling pleasantly.  

     “Thank you, Ash - very funny- for calling me an ugly fat hippopotamus!” said Ms. Svensen, who gave a displeasing look, raised her right eyebrow.  “I know it was you that suggested it, Oliver – for one reason, it’s obvious that you speak fluent Malay and I saw you whispering something into Brad’s ear.  Now, it’s time to get serious and continue with your homework.”  

     While reading out a phrase, I recited, “Saya ingin order satu kentang goreng dan ikan dan secawan teh.”  

     He nodded to demonstrate his agreement.  

     “Rumahmu sangat cantik, Chris,” said Ash.  

     “What does that mean?” I asked, trying to test him out.  

     “Your house is very beautiful, Chris,” he replied.  

     “Oh, terima kasih,” I thanked him.  

     “Sama-sama, kawanku.  You are welcome, my friend,” Ash replied.

     “Anda suka dengar muzik apa (What music do you listen to)?” Oliver asked.  

     “Saya suka dengar muzik rock dan pop (I like to listen to rock and pop music),” replied Ash.

     “Anda sangat bagus! Tahniah! (Excellent work! Congratulations!)” I said.

     “Terima kasih, Chris,” thanked Ash.

      “Bagus (excellent) – that’s a constructive Malay conversation,” said Ms. Svensen.  “Keep up the good work.”

Brad simply rolled his eyes and shook his eyes at Ash before continue working on his exercise.

     Malay was still new to Ash but he seemed to be mastering it quickly, whereas Oliver found Malay enormously easy since it’s his mother tongue.

     After the first bell rang, all students quickly packed up and Ms. Svensen told us to finish off rest of the work that she required us to do for the next class.

     As I exited the canteen to get onto the platform beneath the library, I sat down with my two friends and I’ve had a chat them while sitting at a wooden park bench facing the breathtaking view of our school’s oval field below, coexisting with the splendid hilly view and Sydney Harbour’s blue water.  There were many yachts and boats sailing around its naturally wonderful and serene harbour.

     “Splat!”  

     Three water balloons were striking against Brad, Oliver and me in our faces.  This impertinent behaviour had also caused wetness on our white shirts, blue and yellow ties and khaki green pants. 

     “Oh no, we are so scared!  Help!  Someone’s going to tell the teacher and get us suspended!”  

     We recognised the person getting away from his laughing manner with two blonde boys named Jimmy, who has neck-length hair, and, Ed, the shorter hair guy.  They are some of the biggest bullies in school.  Ash stood in between them.  He looked at us with a blank expression on his face.  He laughed with Jimmy and Ed only when he noticed them watching him.  

     “Oh, yeah – we’ll tell the teachers and you blokes will sure get suspended, alright!” I bellowed.  “That’s what you’ll get for messing with us.”
     After they left, I turned to my friends to discuss the bullies’ repulsive attitude.     

     “Those buffoons are purposely trying to make us feel aggro just to ruin our lunchtime.  Seriously, I hate them so much!” Brad said.
     “It’s alright, Chris and Brad.  Patience, guys.  Yes, soon enough they’ll regret what they just did to us.  It’s a matter of time,” Oliver said to Brad and me.  

     “The School Disciplinarian, Mr. Watty, should’ve suspended them forever so that they’ll stop sending their weapons of mass destruction to us,” I said. 

     “We mustn’t let them go, I hope we can kick their bums hard and rip them apart,” said Brad.

     “Charming, Brad,” I responded.  

     “I’m not getting involved in this – I’m no part of this violence,” said Oliver.

     “DearOliver the Peacemaker, this isn’t going to be violent – it’s just a harmless prank,” I responded.  “It’s time you give up your pacifism and join the gang because I’ve got an idea.”

     “I’m not sure whether I’m in it with you blokes,” said Oliver.

     “Just listen up,” I responded.

     I whispered something into their ears.  

     “Okay?” I asked.

     In response, they both nodded in agreement and smiles of mischief wiped across their faces.  Oliver still seemed hesitant but he eventually nodded.

     “Bagus (excellent)!” I said to them in a low voice tone, whilst patting on their backs.

     It was Wednesday.  Brad had been practicing his bagpipe for his Pipes & Drums lesson.  He wore a kilt, long-sleeves green shirt, green socks with some red stuff there, and, a pair of black laced-shoes.  He told us before once that the Scotsmen did not wear anything underneath their kilts long ago.  

     So, I asked him, “Well, are you wearing anything under your kilt though?”  

     “Of course I do, you ninny,” he replied.  “Like most people, I wear shorts underneath my kilt in this modern day and age.  Otherwise, I’ll freeze my groin to death in the cold.” 

     The Pipes & Drums team accompanied the cadet corps march. Oliver and I were involved in Cadets.  We wore the Australian army uniform proudly, together with balmorals.  There were green, red and black spots on our uniform.  We were required to wear black spats on our shining spotless black boots.  

     I turned around to see who is to my left.  I could see Ash, followed by Jimmy and Ed.  

“Oh, it’s just great to have your enemies standing next to you,” I said to myself.  

     The Cadet students marched around the big rectangular field under the command of the senior officers in front.  Phrases such as “Left, right, left, right, left!” and “incline” were often heard during the march.  By the order of the senior rank officers, all six Platoons had to turn their heads to the right and those in the front ranks have their left arms straight up horizontally, each placing them on each other’s left shoulders except for the boy on the far left.  
I was in Platoon 3 with Oliver and Ash.  
The Pipes & Drums students would follow us from behind, playing their bagpipes and drums to perform the Scottish military music.  

     The Scotland The Brave song is being played whilst we march around the Oval.  After our lessons finished at five o’clock, I could see Jimmy, who was in his full Cadet uniform, picking up a bagpipe from the grassy ground.  

     “Brad!  Behind you,” I said in an almost whispered voice – enough for him to hear me and I gave him a sign language.  I tilted my head up a little twice, to indicate something, and he noticed it.
     “G’day, Brad!” said Jimmy.
     “Hey Jimmy!  What are you doing with my bagpipe?”  

     Jimmy then saw Brad confronting him.  

     “Oh, I’m just having a look at it,” Jimmy said.  “I bet you won’t need this anymore.   It’s unfortunate looking and it’ll soon rot to pieces.  Why can’t you just buy a new one?”  

     “It has been in my family for generations and we can decide what to do with it ourselves,” Brad said.  “It’s none of your concern to advice us on that.  Jimmy, please give it back to me now!”  

     “I guess that would no longer be necessary,” said Jimmy.

     “Jimmy, don’t try to do anything funny,” Ash warned.  “Give that bagpipe back to him now and leave him alone.” 

     Jimmy ignored his advice and broke the bagpipe’s mouthpiece while Ed broke the remaining pipes.

     Brad felt extremely exasperated with them.  “Why the heck d’ya have to do that for?  Do you have a bloody problem with me?”  

     A big argument came between Brad, Jimmy and Ed.  Brad pushed Jimmy backwards frequently and Ed pushed him back in the same manner. 

     “Hey, back off Jimmy and Ed!  Leave him alone!” I said, standing defensively in front of Brad.  “Don’t you boys have better things to do other than picking on someone who doesn’t wish to trouble you?” 

Oliver stood next to me, looking like a tough cookie.  

     “Nope, that won’t be necessary either.  I just enjoy troubling others, seeing them get beaten up ‘till they injure themselves, breaking their bones and seeing their blood oozing out.  Mmm…yummy!” Jimmy said.  

     “You’re sick, Jimmy!” Oliver replied with a disgusted facial expression.  “What’s the matter with you two?  Bullying isn’t good at all!  Just quit it!”  

     Ash tried to stop the fight but Brad punched him, despite his non-violent protest.  

     “That’s it!  I’ve had enough of ya!” said Ash.  

     He decided to join in the brawl.  We started to grab onto and punching one another after Jimmy and Ed began throwing their punches at us.  Oliver tried to stop the fight and warned us about the teachers getting us into trouble but he got punched in the face and fainted.  The bickering continued on amongst us five before Mr. Sherman, our hair school cadet colonel and Design & Technology teacher who was in his late forties, stopped us before it worsened. I splashed water to Oliver’s face to get him conscious.   

     On Thursday, Brad, Oliver, Ash and I all receive two hours of Detention On Parade (DP) for the punching we did.  DP is basically a punishment that involved marching around the oval for one and a half hours.

     It was then Tuesday the following week.  Brad, Oliver and I were changing into our soccer uniform.  

     Ash then approached his locker.  My friends and I hid behind a locker, where Ash won’t be able to see us, and we were smirking at him.  Jimmy, Ed and he were getting changed into their soccer uniform.  As soon as he was done, Ash placed his school uniform into his schoolbag.  He got to his locker and opened up the locker door.  He saw a hanging string and he was curious on how it got there, but he felt he had no time to inspect it and pulled it down.

     Splash!  A bucket full of orange juice came pouring heavily onto Ash, Ed and Jimmy.  Soon, Ash’s head got into the upside down pail, and he took it off.  He them remembered the entangled string on the pail’s handle.  Everyone that witnessed them laughed out loud at their stupidity.  By then, Ash realised that this stupidity was a prank.
     “Arggh!!!” roared Ash, like a maniac.  “I swear I’ll get you guys sooner!  You can’t escape from us forever!”

Brad, Oliver and I ourselves couldn’t stop cackling.  

Oliver said, “Yo man!  Give me five!”  

     We all gave ‘hi-fives’ to one another.

     “Suckers!” I said to the three donkeys.  

     “So, who are the sore losers now?” asked Brad.  “Speak for yourselves, morons!”  

     “Thanks so much for throwing water balloons at our faces during lunchtime,” said Oliver.  “Now, how do you feel about getting a bucket of orange juice and pies onto you?”

     “Very bad!” said Ash.

     “Exactly, that’s how we felt when you threw water balloons at our faces,” said Oliver.

     “What are you, our therapist?  I don’t give a damn about what you say!” said Jimmy. 

     “See that door?  That’s the nearest entrance,” mocked Brad, pointing at the entrance door to the locker room.  “If you three clowns don’t give a damn about us, you guys may now disappear.  ‘Shoo’ is what I’d say to the chickens.”

     “Are you saying we’re all chickens? We’re all strong!  Look here, we’ve got big muscles!” said Jimmy, trying to show off his thin arm.
     “What’s the matter?  You sissies don’t like hearing the truth?” asked Brad.

      “Please don’t make us laugh at you,” I said.  “Even Incredible Hulk can trash you within one second before you could lift a finger on him.”
     “Why you little – come and fight me like a man right now!” confronted Jimmy.

     “Not now, boys!” said Ash, in his hushed voice.  “Don’t do it!  The coach is out there and he’ll notice it.  Please, I beg you guys not to get us into trouble.” 

    “Okay, we better get ready now.  See you later!  Bye!” I said, smiling cheekily while my friends and I waved at them. 

     “Bye!” replied Ed aggressively.  “You guys are definitely going to regret messing up with us!”

     “You’re lucky that the coach is here, or we’ll break your legs,”

     “Oh, and how are you going to lie to the School Disciplinarian about us with witnesses here?” said Brad.  “Go trash your face into your daddy’s toilet bowl and eat his poop!”

     “Brad, that’s enough!” warned Oliver, in his hushed voice.  “We played a prank on you so that you’ll learn your lesson.  It’s a payback to what you did to us afteryou threw the water balloon at us.  Now, you know how it feels being the victim of prank, don’t you?  Let’s make peace and not continue hurting one another to make things better.  Friends?”
     “No way – you guys aren’t cool enough to be our friends,” asked Jimmy. “Sowhy don’t you guys eat your dung?
“What is he talking about?” I asked.  “He’s scary.”
     “I don’t know,” replied Brad.  “He scares me too.”

     The rest of my friends just shrugged off their shoulders when we looked at the other students in the locker room.

     Ed gave us a sharp stare and said, “We’re talking about you, numbskulls!”

     “See what I mean?  They really know how to point at someone rashly,” saidBrad.

     “I very much sense the case of insanity in them,” I said.

     “Get of here, psychos!” said everyone else in the room.

     Ed and Jimmy turned away from the others silently and walked fast-paced towards a door and accidentally knocked themselves against a door.  All the other boys laughed at them, and they went out of the locker room and slam the door behind them.  That startled everyone else in the room, including my friends and me.

     “Oooh, scary!” said one of the unknown students in the room.

     Ash sighed after hearing that reply.

     “Some people really have problems!” said Brad. 

     “Yeah, that’s true!” I said.

     “I’m sorry about what I said on Monday,” said Ash regretfully.  “Take care, Chris and Oliver!” 

     “That’s okay, Ash,” I said, having mixed feelings.  “You take care too!”

    Brad was rather puzzled and Ash didn’t bother to look at and say anything to him.

     “Ash, what are you doing?  Hurry up!” yelled Jimmy impatiently from outside.

     “I’m coming!” replied Ash.  “I’ll be right out in a sec.”

     My friends and I went for training with our soccer team and coach at Centennial Park.  We have finally arrived at a romantic neighbourhood after all the hustle and bustle in the city.  

     Outside the bus window, my friends and I could see the enchanting nineteenth century sandstone and iron gates, the delicate fences enclosing the park, and houses near the park, built in the reminiscence of the opulent and mediocre Victorian styles.  

     While in the bus, we tried to sit as far away possible and hide from Ash and his two pompous friends.  They pushed the other boys aside to get their way off the bus.  

     “Excuse me!  How rude!” said a furious boy.  

     “Watch where you’re going!” said another annoyed boy, after Jimmy and Ed brushed their shoulders against another boy.

     “Shut up!  Get out of our way!” responded Jimmy.

     Ash, Ed and Jimmy were unpopular amongst many students for obvious reasons of their misconducts.  We took the back seat as we saw them sitting in front.  We became wary of our surroundings to ensure the ‘gang of three’ was not stalking us.   

     We followed and camouflaged within the crowd of students when we were getting off the bus and we walked through the fancy open sandstone gate of Centennial Park.  There were two beautiful ponds in the park and we walked on the one-lane road that parted the two water features.  The swimming ducks and other bird species paddled their foot webs on the lakes, while bench-sitting human visitors fed them with breadcrumbs.  As soon as we reached the sandstone pavilion, we sat there and began to change into our soccer shoes.  

    After that, we got out of the pavilion, turned left and we walked straight until we met with a field of fresh green grass.  There were beautiful clusters of tall trees surrounding the open field.  We were lucky not to form a team with Ash and his two freaky friends.  Unfortunately, our soccer coach was not present at school and she was on sick leave.  The soccer coach present for the day was Mr. Martins, who was a nice man with an athletic built, and he had blond hair and a pair of brown eyes. 

Oliver, Brad and I continuously passed the soccer balls around and scored a few goals as we zigzagged across the field towards a goalpost.  Yes, we were adequately satisfied that each of us managed to score a total of three goals against our duelling team on that day.

