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INITIATION

Awake! the golden morn is here,
The sun-rays brightly streaming.
“The Golden Morm."
For many men that stumble at the threshold
Are well foretold that danger lurks within.
"Henry VI, Part III."
Rise up! rise up, Sir Pedagogue,
I've fully dubbed thee knight;
Now comes the hour to sally out
The Dragon Ignorance to clout
And Callow Minds enlight.
Ergo Dogrul

on September 3, 1929, in the warm rays of the morning sun, I walked
down Grand River Street towards the Paris High School. There it iay
before me;a bleak, rectangular box, somehow resembling a factory or a
jail, and throwing a long shadow over the front lawn and walk. Sweat
began to ooze from the palms of my hands, and a multitude of shivers
agitated my stomach. For a moment, fearing the unknown, I felt as
though I must turn and hurry away. Yet at the same time I was eager
to begin teaching -- to see whether I'd like it and be equal to the
challenge.

On the lawn near the north side-door, about 75 boys stood or sat
in chattering groups; or, whooping and yelling, chased and jostled one
another. And along the walk leading to the south-door, bright clusters
of girls were talking and laughing.

When I stepped up onto the walk leading to the front-door, suddenly
the talking and laughing died away. All heads turned in my direction,
and curious eyes appraised me. A short silence; then some masculine
groans, and a sprinkling of female giggles and titters.

Under this scrutiny, I felt as though my feet were encased in
pails of concrete, or that I were heaving along ice-caked snow-shoes.

A§ I moved interminably forward, the flight of steps seemed to recede

like a mirage into the shadow.
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At last, while still under the sharp eyes of my critics, I reached
the first step, and with the door that promised escape looming before
me, hurried up the ascent. Alas! I didn't know that a c¢areless contractor
had made the fifth step an inch higher than the others. Suddenly the toe
of one shoe whacked into the top edge of the riser, and I pitched forward
almost to my hands and knees, as though preparing to kow-tow to the nable
academy. A burst of laughter assailed my ears. Mortified, I straightened
up, yanked open the door, and almost lecaped into the hallway, where I
paused for a minute to regain my composure, feeling much like a beginning
actor-hero who, upon his first appearance on the stage, has tripped over
a rug and tumbled to the heroine's feet.

Finally I went through the dim hallway towards the office to announce
my momentous arrival to Principal C. W. Butcher, B.A. Two senior boys,
lounging against a wall, gave me a friendly smile. The taller one, with
a faint grin asked, "Are you looking for His Eminence the Duke?"

"The Duke!" I said, somewhat disturbed, having guessed whom he
meant and resenting his presumption.

"Yes, The Duke; or, as some prefer to call him, "The Deacon.“

I had to smile. Suddenly I felt close to these boys, Mr. Butcher,
during my first three years as a high-school pupil, had been my
principal in Shelburne. The titles seemed to suit him.

The shorter boy now spoke, "He's down in 1B. He'll be back soon."

At this moment, Cecil Ward Butcher, his solid figure sceming to
choke the hallway, bore down upon us. The boys quickly stood straight
and looked serious.

With a warm smile for me, Cecil Ward sang out, "Good morning, sir!
Good morning and welcome to your first day at Paris High School."” Then
to the boys, in a fatheriy voice, "I'll discuss your problems with you
lads in two or threé minites. First, I want a word with cur new teacher."”

With a rapia, héavy step and his broad back rigidly straight, he
led the way into his cubiclé-office; and after closing the door and
pulling up a chair for me, sank into his creaking throne, clasped his

strong hands behind his head, and gazed with half-shut eyes at the ceiling.
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I felt uneasy. Although seven years had passed, I hadn't quite
lost my fear of Mr. Butcher. Four times during my last year at
Shelburne High School, he had summoned me to his office to scold me
for a boyish prank; and the last time, had given his big strap a
place of honor on the desk, a warning not to be ignored. Somehow
I felt as though we were back at S.H.S. -- that he (here I began to
feel apprehensive) had finally found out about a practical joke I
had played on him during my last month there, and was now preparing
to scorch me with tongue and strap.

While I waited for him to lower his gaze and probe my eyes, the
details of the joke flashed through my memory:

One day in early May, 1922, just after in the physics class he
had harshly scolded me for inadvertently knocking over a piece of
equipment, he said, "Donald, I hear by frequent report [he paused
for effect and smiled ironically] that you have a muzzle-loading gun.
Will you use it to help us to demonstrate the velocity of sound?"

"I guess so,"” I said sourly, for I was still smarting from his
calling mc a "bumbling idiot" -- a "quarter-wit" who should never be
allowed to touch anything more complicated than a shovel.

"Good! after four, I'll explain the part you'll play in the
experiment."

On the following day, he led his class, of which three of the
members bore stop-watches, to the railroad track. Then he sent
Murray D9uglas and me 3540 fget up the roadbed, a distance that had
been carefully measured on the previous day by him and two pupils.
There Murray and I stood ready with the gun and a bag of white
shredded-paper. I was to blast a barrel-full of shreds into the air,
whereupon C. Ward & Co.-- when they saw the white mushroom above the
muzzle -- would start the watches, and when the boom arrived, would
stop them.

The flag fluttered, the gun banged, the paper flew like confetti,
and the scientist recorded a time-lapse of three seconds. Mr. Butcher
(we were later told) was ecstatic. He grinned as though he were
Archimedes leaping wet from his bath. Impatiently he waited for a

second blast to confirm the results.
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Suddenly, while I was pouring gunpowder into the mouth of my little
cannon, a fiendish idea bounced off my skull like a Newtonian apple -~
probably hurled from the arsenal of Beelzebub. I cackled with glee. Here
was my revenge.

“Murray," I said, "when I yell 'now!' throw a big handful above the
muzzle."

"What the hell are you up to?" asked Murray doubtfully.

“Go ahead -and,ycu'll see. Just do as I say."

Up went the paper; and two seconds later, "bang:" went the gun.

In the distance, we saw a commotion, as though a hive had been disturbed.
C. Ward, like a king-bee, buzzed back, and forth, and then seemed to call a
conference. Finally, after five long minutes, the signal flag was again
waved.

"This time," I said to Murxray, "just to be different, I'll pull the
trigger and you wait a second before,throwing up."

"But you're ruining the; experiment. Butch will kill us if he finds
out," protested Murray...

"He'll never know the difference, if yqu keep your mouth shut.”

When Murray and I arrived back at the classroom, we found our science-
mentor in a tizzy. How, he coﬁtinually asked himself and the class, could
one account for the amaz@pg;discrepancies? Was the wind responsible? Di&
the sound echo from a nea}gy hill and bush? There must, he ;sserted, be a
reascnable explanation.

During the two following periods in physics, puzzled and diséurbed, he
discussed the mystery, and came up with a series of brilliant hypotheses,
any one of which would pave done credit to Einstein.JAMeanwhile, since
Murray had let the cat-but of the bag, the other pupils were barely able to
keep a straight face.

A weak later, C. Ward was still puzzling over the phenonemon. As a result,
I began to curse my stupidity, and became more and more fearful, dreading that
a pupil would tell a parent, a parént would squeal to C. Ward, and I'd catch
blue-hell. Thus I was much relieved when, about June 1, I moved to Creemore

and tried my final examinations there.
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During the five or six seconds that all of this was flashing before my
mind's eye, I had an uncanny feeling that.Mr. Butcher was aware of my
thoughts -- that he knew everything and was re-living his anger and mort-
ification. I wondered why he had chosen me to come to his school.

For a while longer, he continued to gaze at the ceiling. Then he
decisively lowercd his arms, leaned forward, and looked me sharply in the
eyes. Irrationally.I thought, "Ye gods! here it comes."

"Donald,” he said gravely, "I don't know just how to say this, but I
must. When you were my pupil in Shelburne -- a rascal if I recall rightly
-~ I naturally called you 'Donald'. But now that you're a teacher on my
staff, it:would be improper for me to do so. It would lose you the respect
of the pupils by placing you on a level with them. If I called you by your
first name, they might be tempted to do the same. It's therefore essential
that I address you in a manner suitable to your new status. From now on,
here and elscwhere, I'll address you as 'Mr. Smith', and I'll expect you,
at least around the school’, to always address the other teacher by their
surnames."

"I understand,” I said, feeling much relieved.

Again he leaned back, clasped his hands behind his head, and again gazed
at the ceiling. Somehow I felt as though I were going through the ceremony
of being knighted; that Principal C. Ward Butcher, B.A. was about to rise,
tap my shoulder with a blackboard pointer, and intone: "Rise, Mr. Smith,
Duke of Chalkbox, Earl of Erudition, and Pasha of Pedagogy -- not to mention
Companion of the Rod, the Ink-Well, and the Pencil Sharpener."

But instead of rising majestically to dub me, he leaned forward to
signify that he had reached another decision: "Since you've had no experience,
I'1l organize your class for you. You can observe how it's done., Your home-
form will be 1B ~-- at the north end of the lower corridor. When the pupils
come -in, keep them busy by having them copy their list of textbooks. You'd
better go down there now and write it on the board. Here it is."

With the list’ fluttering in my hand, I left the office, smiled at the
two senior boys, and went down to 1B. For a moment, I paused in the doorway,
looking at the rows of shabby iron-legged desks and sniffing the strong smell
of varnish and floor-oil. Then I entered, and going up to the teacher's desk,
touched the top and opened two or three drawers, feeling somehow that this
was the rickety-rock upon which I'd be basing my future.
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Just as I finished writing the book-list on the blackboard, a hand-
bell rang on the front-steps, and Mr. Butcher's voice shouted, "Everybody
in now! Form-l girls will go to Room lA. Form-1 boys to Room 1B. The
students of the higher forms will go to their respective classrooms."

A minute or so aftcrwards, the form-1 boys began to file through my
doorway, most of them behaving with the diffidence becoming to newcomers.
Each glanced at me before sitting as near as possible to the back of the
room. Five or six jostled briefly to get a choice seat; and three or four
whispered t© a neighbor and then .looked at me to observe my reaction.

After all were seated, Mr. Butcher came.in. With a steady eye, he
scanned the. faces before him. His manner seemed to, say, “I'm boss in this
school, and don't you ever forget it. Who among you dares to challenge
me?"

When duly satisfied with the. dggree of meekness, he said, "I'll now
read the names of those who.will be enrolled in 1lA.. This he did, while
some of the boys who were to be separated from friends frowned and muttered
to themselves.

After the reading, Mr. Butcher called out sharply in a military tone,
"Boys of 1A, stand; To your right, turn, Now -- beginning with the row
nearest the door -- march in single-file to Form 1A, but don't. enter until
the girls are all out."“

Then, before. leaving, he said to.me, "As far as possible, Mr. Smith,
have the girls sit in the rows nearest the windows. I'll be bhack in a short
time to address the class."

I moved the remaining boys to one side of the room. Three or four, when
they had to give up a back seat, groaned and grumbled, while their classmates
smirked at them and me.

After two or three minutes, a pretty girl hesitated in the doorway. The
boys all turned to eye her. She glanced at me, blushing the while)and
looking as though she were about to run away.. Suddenly, probably pushed from
behind, she stumbled in, and was followed by a file of other girls, most of
them shy and nervous, but a few. boldly smiling as they wiggled their way to
a desk.
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When everybody was seated and looking expectantly at me, I said, "You
will please copy the list of books from the blackboard that you must have
for tomorrow.’

Obediently, in a flurry of activity, they began to copy the list, the
knitting of brows and the pursing of lips indicating that a vital and
laborious task was in the process of being accomplished.

At the back of the room, a hand shot up.

"Yes?" I asked a boy with an innocently mischievous face.

“Please sir," he said, standing up, "I can't read the first word of the
first book."

A light titter rippled across the room.

“"The first word," I replied, spelling the word slowly, is B - 0 - O - K
and the words that follow it are 'list for Form 1B'"

“"Thank you," he said with exaggerated politeness, "I thought it was the
name of a book. I'm sorry sir, but I can't read your writing."

"I'm sorry, too," I said. ¥I guess my writing is not so clear as it
should be. However, I'm sure you'll get used to it. It's taken me only about
fifteen years.”

He sat down, his face expressing both satisfaction and doubt.

Soon all of the pupils had copied the list. Then, with the minutes
dragging by with my saying nothing and Mr. Butcher's not appearing, they
became restless, and I began to feel increasingly uneasy. Where was The
Duke? What the hell was he doing? Should I let the pupils talk quietly?
What should I do if some became noisy? A feeling of uncertainty crept over
me. What was I supposed to do?

Finally, before anybody tried to talk, Mr. Butcher bustled into the room
and took his stand behind my desk. Again the well-timed pause, and the firm,
probing look.

After he had given the impression of looking hard into every face, he
said in part: "Boys and girls of 1B, I welcome you to Paris High School with
the hope that you'll find your stay here both profitable and enjoyable. Try
to make good use of your time. All of you cannot graduate with a Junior or a
Senior Matriculation. You don't all haye equal abilities or an equal desire
to work and succeed. But all of you should try to do your best. It seems to

me that a man or woman is truly educated only when he has developed his natural
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talents as fully as possible. Thus you should all do your best, and develop
work-habits and .attitudes that will help you when you go out to make a living."
During this address, the pupils earnestly paid full attention, though
I suspected that they were not so much interested in understanding the words
as in forming an impression of Mr. Butcher's character and per§ona1ity.
When he finally dismissed them (Stand up! -- stand straight. To the
right, about turn. First row, dismiss), they moved smartly like well-drilled
soldiers. The Duke had convinced his subjects that he was master of his

academic: duchy.

That afternoon, before the staff-meeting, Mr. Butcher and I had a
long discussion about school regulatinns and procedures. As we talked, it
slowly dawned on me that’ the relationship established during our three years
together as teacher and pupil at éhelburne High School was béglnning to’ re-
assert itself. ﬁundame;tally, he was treating me as though I were still his
pupil. On the one hanaf he was paternalistic, authoritarian, condescending,
and subtly remote; on the other, warm, friendly, concerned, and almost pro-
tective. I began to feel that he was again my teacher. As in Shelburne, in
general I admired, trusted, and liked him, but at the same time, feared his
displeasure, disliked some aspects of his puritanism, and was amused by his
idiosyncracies. Suddenly, as by a flash of insight, I divined that our
relationship was beginning to resemble not only the one that usually exists
between teacher and pupil, but also between father and scn. This revelation,
coming at a time when I was troubled by being alienated from my own father,
disturbed me. Would we end up being friendly or hostile?

At the staff-meeting, Mr. Butcher formally introduced me to the other
four teachers -- all women. Then, having assumed a complacent and solemn
mien, and looking almost with awe at the timetable he had inscribed on the
blackboard, he said, "This is the schedule for the year. More than three
weeks of intensive and séeady work have gone into its completion. The problems
involved were so complex that at times [here he smiled and rolled up his eyes])
that I almost prayed for divine aid."

As I scanned the chart with its seemingly incomprehensible letters and
abbreviations, I understood how an illiterate Israelite must have felt when

Moses -- after sliding down the stony slope of Mount Sinai with the weight
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of two slabs of stone buckling his old knees =-- began to translate the
mysterious cuneiforms.

With Mr. Butcher's gquidance, each teacher made a personal and a class-
timetable. Then each went to his or her home-room to write the class-version
on a blackboard.

And so ended my first day at Paris High School. Mr. Butcher had been
kindly and helpful; the other members of the staff had been friendly; and
the pupils seemed to be likeable and obedient. I began to look forward to

the morrow, when I'd teach my first lessons.
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FIRST LESSONS

It is much less what we do
Than what we think, which fits us

For the future.
Philip James Bailey

"What's in a name?” cooed Vermina Frumpsy --

Before John cooed, "Dearest Plumpsy Wumpsy .

Ergo Dogrul

Nimrod the mighty hunter.
The Bible

The first morning of classes was warm and sunny. While I was going
into the school, being sure to step high at the tripping-step, only a
few pupils on the front lawn gave me more than a glance. Most of them
were now much more interested in one another than in me.

In Form 1B, I began éo write some history questions on the black-
board. Suddenly I heard Mr. Butcher shout from his office, "Mr. Tate
{the caretaker], it's a quarter to nine. Time to unlock the doors."

Soon about sixty boys -- big and small and all carrying a load of
books and scribblers -- had crowded into my room and were sitting at
desks or on them, or leaning against the walls and window-sills.

"Why," I asked a senior boy, "do so many come in here?"

"Oh," he answered, "we always stay hcecre until five to nine, when
Mr. Butcher rings the bell that sends us to our rooms. The girls are down
in 1a."

This information irritated me. With a mob of boys chattering and
laughing, how was I to get any work done before classes began? And how
could I control so many when only about half could sit at a desk?

Ten minutes later, the little electric-bell above the doorway tinkled
(Mr. Butcher had pushed a button in the office), and the caretaker clanged
the handbell from the front-steps. Soon most of the boys had left my room,

and the 1B-girls had entered. Then the bell tinkled again. My first day
of teaching had begun.
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I looked into the shining young faces. Everywhere there were smiles --
some faint, some tentative, and some sly; but nearly all friendly. "What a
nice group of kids!” I thought. "We'll get along well together." And some-
how I felt as though I were one of them -- that there was no real barrier
between us.

"Good morning, class," I said.

"Good morning, Mr. Smith," they replied in a ragged chorus.

"We'll begin," I announced, "with a reading from the bible, continue with
a recitation of the Lord's Prayer, and end with the singing of God Save the
King."

I then droned through the required biblical reading, lead a muttered
recitation of the Lord's Prayer, and, after blowing a squawking note on a
reed-pipe, initiated a cacaphonous plea for the salvation and longevity of
His Britannic Majesty, George V.

After these opening-exercises, while I was telling the pupils that I
wanted them to read the first topic in the history textbook and then to answer
in their scribblers the questions written on the blackboard, the door opened
and in bustled Mr. Butcher. Ha''ing clattered to the front of the room, he
boomed out, "The following are the announcements for the day", and then
proceeded to read and explain icems from a list. When he had gone, I found
difficulty in regaining attention. Though I knew the interruption was
necessary, I was annoyed.

After the pupils had worked for about ten minutes, I walked up and down
the aisles to see how they were doing. To my astonishment, although all
seemed equally industrious, I discovered that a few had already read the
section and clearly answered the first questions; whereas others, looking
puzzled and frustrated, were still wrestling with the first third of the
reading assignment. Being up to this time only dimly aware of the differences
in speed and comprehension (I had never even heard of a reading-test), I
could hardly believe what I saw.

Towards the end of the period, I asked a few members of the class to
read one of their answers. Again I was astonished. During my high-school
years, I couldn't help noticing that in each of my classes there were two

or three fellow-pupils who were looked upon as being "smart" and two or three
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as being "dumb", and at university I had learned a bit about intelligent-
quotients. But I hadn't realized what a wide range there is in verbal
ability. A few of the answers were, in varying degrees, clear and coherent;
others were unbelievably vague and confusing. I was so deeply pre-occupied
in thinking about the problems involved in these variations that only when
the bell tinkled at 9:35 did I remember Mr. Butcher's twice-repeated warning:
"Be sure to give a definite assignment in homework. Let your class know at
once that you require regular home-study. Otherwise they'll neglect your
subjects in favor of the others." As a result of my pre-occupation, my
first class escaped for one day the burden of homework -in history.

From 1B, I went to the science-laboratory to teach zoology to about ten
Form-2 pupils. I began the lesson with misgivings; for I knew very 1little
about the subject -- only what I had learned during a three-month course at
university. Also I had discovered that the laboratory equipment consisted
of little more than the skeleton of a cat and of a bird; the more-or-less
preserved body of a clam, a rat, and a fish; and a stained assortment of
tweezers and dissection knives.

When the pupils had seated themselves at twc, long science-desks, I
began by discussing a definition of zoology and the reasons for studying it,
and then stressed the importance of keeping a neat and complete notebook.
Finally I asked them to bring grasshoppers for the next lesson.

) During the period, I began surreptitiously to use the Smith Memory
Method f£or Recalling the Names of Pupils. On the last page of my notebook,
beside the name of each pupil, I jotted down a brief description; for example

(names false):

name outstanding feature
Alice B. Petite

Mona M. Tres Gros

Lucy M. Gros

Kate K. Angularis

Towards the end of the period, Mona said, "Mr Smith, may Lucy and I look

over your notebook? We want to see how to do one."

"Certainly,” I said, pleased to see that my words had produced fruit.

With a big smile, I handed her the book.
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By chance, she opened at the last page and saw her name followed by
“Tres Gros”. She flushed, giggled hysterically, and drew Lucy's attention:
to her name and "Gros" Another blush, '‘and another wild giggle. Then “Pres
Gros" slammed the book shut and with a toss of her head thrust it at me.
Obviously she was far from being amused. In fact, the glare in her eye and
the setiof her jaw -suggested that she'd like to hurl me to the floor, place
her bulk upon my skinny midriff, and bounce until my:eyeballs popped.

My brow became hot and sticky, and when I tried to continue the lesson,
I stammered. What a relief to hear the bell! I almost fled from the room,
leaving behind a buzzing class, dominated by the fury of two hornets. Right
then and' there I decided to abandon any further use of the Smith Memory Method.

During the third period, I had physical training with the senior boys.
I formed them inté two lines, had them form fours, and like a drill-serjeant,
yelled orders such as “Left -- right; left -- right; about turn; halt -- one,
two, three. Then I led them in a series of arm-waving and leg-jerking
calisthenics. Three or four of the boys, with sighs and groans, moved
languidly. The majority, however, were willing and energetic.

After the drill and exercises, while the members of the class were
practising for field -day, three boys came up to me and said, "Mr. Smith,
will you please demonstrate the new way of doing the high~jump?" The
request embarrassed me. After a moment, I said, "I'm sorry. I've not
been trained in the new method. In fact, I really knew very little about
field-sports, for I had received no training in the schools I had attended |
and very little at the Ontario College of Education.

The boys looked at me doubtfully, as though disillusioned. Evidently
they had been told that their new teacher was an efficient coach. Uneasily
I wondered what they'd think when they discovered that I had hardly ever had
the opportunity to play basketball -- that, in fact, I was far from being
proficient in any sport.

As I watched the boys running and jumping, I felt wholly inadequate.
What a fool I was, I thought, to take a job that required the teaching of
physical training! How could I hope to gain the respect and co-operation
of the boys? When the period came to an end and I gloomily walked towards
the school to teach a poem to Form 1A, I was troubled by my lack of ability

in physical training.
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The lesson on the poem (a ballad, the title of which I have forgotten)
did much towards chasing away the gloom and restoring self-confidence. The
majority of the pupils were interested in the story, and eagerly answered my
questions. Here, as in the history lesson in Form 1B, I observed with con-
cern that a few pupils read very slowly and with little understanding and
couldn't answer even the easiest questions. And towards the end.of the
period, during oral reading by the class, I was distressed by the jerky,
stuttering, bumbling way in which about half of the members performed. For
the most part, the reading by the pupils detracted from an enjoyment of the
poem.

And so my first day of teaching went on till four o'clock. When the
final bell rang, I was exhausted. My back, legs and feet ached, and my
throat burned. And at the same time I was worried because I had discovered
that I was not qualified to teach effectively zoology and physical training,
and needed better qualifications for English. Only in history, in which
together with political science, I had an honors degree, did I feel sure of
myself. I determined then and there to take an honors course extra-murally
in English so that I could teach more of it and so escape from subjects

like physical training and zoology.

After going to my boarding-home room and resting for a while, I decided,
partly for recreation, to cross the highway to a fiecld of dry stubble, there
to catch some grasshoppers for the morrow's class in zoology. Since, like
most young men of the day, I had no casual or sports clothes, I donned a pair
of frayed and rumpled trousers and a faded dress-shirt. No doubt I looked
like a refugee from skid-row.

Just when I was about to cross the road, clutching a can in predatory
hand, an old model-T Ford touring-car came rattling by, trailing a billowing
cloud of blue smoke. The top was down, and two men rode in the front seat
and an ancient lady in the back. She held her bonnetted head proudly high,
as though she were Her Grace the Dowager Duchess of South Dumfries Twp., or
Her Eminence the Marchioness of Senility, bowling along in her golden. coach.

While jiggling past, she deiyned to glance haughtily at me and my can.
Suddenly the glance became a hard stare. A disdaindful frown rearranged the

criss-cross wrinkles on her imperious visage, and her expression seemed to say,
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“How revolting! an able-bodied young man begging for pennies. Disgusting
and disgracefal! What's my world coming to?"

As she passed by on the other side, her talon-like fingers clamped
themselves tighter on the clasp of her purse. No widow's mite for that
bum!

"Silly old crow!® I muttered, while spitting out the taste of oily

smoke. L

When I had climbed over the wire-fence and begun to move through
the rustling stubble, a small cloud of grasshoppers whirled away on clack-
ing wings. At first I tried to snatch up stragglers by slowly bending over
and then, with the speeéd of a chameleon's tongue, suddenly shooting out a
hand. But in vain! I caught not one, and my back began to ache. Finally I
was reduced to crawling around on hands and knees, springing hither and
yon like a cat confused by a thousand milling mice. At last I had seven or
eight victims in my can, and would have had the required dozen had some not
escaped when I took off the 1id to add another.

After a particularly violent scramble, I chanced to look towards the
highway. A young girl, whom I took to be a P.H.S. pupil, was standing
there, peering at me as though short-sighted. She evidently was bewildercd.

"Probably a Form-2 girl," I thought. “Thinks I'm crazy."

Feeling foolish in my role of pouncing predator, I turned my back-
side towards her and went on with the snatching.

A moment later, the fence squeaked, and a burst of hysterical laughter
made me cringe. Then a dumfounded voice squealed, "Holy Judas! what in
hell are you trying to do, you silly ass? Have you gone nuts or something?"

While grasshoppers rattled around in my can like thirty pieces of
silver, and I was thinking that "jumping® would be a mors suitable adjective
than "holy", I slowly stood up, turned around, and looked into an amused and
bemused face. All at once, as though by magic, her mouth gaped and amusement
and bewilderment gave way to astonishment and dismay. Obviously she had
thought I was someboay else.

For a second or two, she quivered against the fence, staring at me;
then, blushing scarlet, she spun around and stumbled across the shallow
ditch to the shoulder of the roadway, along which she retreated so speedily
that she raised little eddies of dust.

She had, I later learned, mistaken me for a boy-friend.
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While climbing over the fence on my return from the big-game hunt,
I began to laugh. How the eyes of the silly girl had bugged! She'd sure
keep out of my way for a while. Then I thought of her shouting, "Holy
Judas!" No doubt about it! the next time I went hunting grasshoppers, I'd
use a binder-twine lasso formed with a hangman's knot.

Feeling light of heart, I said to myself, “Well, my lad, for the most

part this has been a good day. Perhaps tomorrow will be even better.”
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ANARCHY

A teacher, above all else, must be able to
maintain discipline. He can teach very little
to an unruly class. It's my duty to rid the
school of anybody who can't keep order.

C. Ward Butcher
Whenever we see in another, or feel with-
in ourselves, an impulse to overdo, overact

or underact, we may suspect that a state of
anxiety exists.

Arthur J. Jersild
If you strike a child, take care that you

strike it in anger ... a blow in cold blood
neither can nor should be forgiven.

Bernard Shaw

During the first three weeks of September, 1 felt that I was doing
fairly well as a teacher. Most of the pupils seemed to be interested in
the lessons and to like me, and I liked them. But towards the end of the
month, I suffered a bitter disillusionment, particularly in the first
forms. A number of pupils in these classes had begun to talk out of turn,
especially while I was teaching literature, and when ordered to pay
attention, did so for a short time, but then went on with their chattering.
I began to feel helpless, and the chattering increased.

About twice a month, an assembly under the auspices of the Literary
Society was held in the gymnasium. As part of the program, a school paper
was read by its editor-in-chief. During the first meeting in October, the

following was one of the items:

A Literature Lesson in Form 1B
Mr. Smith: Why did 0ld Mother Hubbard go to the cupboard? --
Esther! turn around and stop talking.
Lloyd: (always eager to help) She was hungry and wanted
to make a stew.
Mr. Smith: When she got there, what did she find? -- Jesse and
Ivor! pay attention or I'll give you a detention.

Vincent: She found the dog scratching himself on a shelf.
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Mr. Smith: Very funny, very funny -- Eddie and Cecil! stop
that talking. You've done nothing but gab sirncg
the period began. Now, to continue after that
rude interruption. When she saw that the cup-
board was bare, what did Old Mother Hubbard do?
-- Freda, since you like talking, you may answer
the question.

Freda: First she put a dress on the bare cupboard. Then
she hitched the dog to a buggy and took off for
town to get some bologna-sausage.

Mr. Smith: Are you sure it wasn't mouse-meat? -- Barbara and
Margarct! See me here at four o'clock, and don't
forget.

Barbara and

Margaret: (in unison) ©Oh, we'd just love to, Mr. Smith.
May we ;tay until after five o'clock? Until
it's dark?

The audience, during the reading, laughed uproariously; and many eyes
scanned my face to see how I was taking the "kidding”®. A forced smile

betrayed my sense of humiliation.

About three days later, Mr. Butcher called me into his office,
closed the door, ensconced himself on his throne, and said in a kindly
tone: "I don't:like to tell you this, but I hear downtown and from two
o.: three board members that your discipline is bad. What seems to be the
tgbuble?"
“Some of the pupils in the first-forms insist upon talking while I'm
teaching," I answered. ‘Nothing I do stops them. Detentions are useless."
Mr. Butcher thoughtfully scratched his head; then he said, "“Your
problem comes mostly from a lack of force. You give the impression of being
too mild -- too friendly and easy going. The students aren't afraid of you.
I knew he spoke the truth. Lately, I'd often wished I were more 1like
him -- unusually aggressive, forceful anq:domineering. NMow, apprehensively

I asked, "What am I to do? They've really got the better of me."
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"You'll have to change your attitude and methods. You've got to show
them who's boss, and rule with a hand of iron. Always remember that most
children in groups are cruel -- that they'll show no mercy if they get you
down.

"I'm finding that out the hard way.

“Let' 'me tell you something else. Deep down there's a part of you that's
hard and tough. Make use of that and you'll be all right. You've got to
be ruthless to survive.’

"What in particular should I do?"

"Do what I do;} be rough with the rascals. If you gain the respect of
the boys, you'll also gain that of the girls. And another things; avoid
trying to be funny, at least until you have full control. And don't be too
friendly. Keep a good distance bétween them and yourself.

"Isn't it too late to try to change things?"

"I think not. Perhaps you can't change things much this year. But
you can keep them from getting worse. And you'll learn how to control
classes so that next ycar, with a fresh start, you'll do all right."

"I'1ll try to do better,” I promised.

“Good!" he said. "Remember that I'm always here ready to help.”

That night in bed, as I tossed and turned, I worried about what I
lacked and failed to do that encouraged some of my pupils to.be unruly.
Finally I decided that Mr. Butcher's analysis was right -- that I had been
much too easy and friendly, and that I must try to use his methods. I
recalled that when he arrived at Shelburne High School, the place was bedlam,
and that within two weeks he had restored order. I recalled, too, being
told that when he came to Paris the scﬁool was in disorder, and that very
quickly he had banged the trouble-makers into obedience and conformity. Thus
I determined to imitate him, believing as a former pupil that his methods
were effective.

Towards dawn, I fell asleep. But within an hour I awoke with a start.
In a nightmare I had been trying to teach "On His Blindness" to6 a rowdy
class of about 300. Continually the pupils talked and giggled and made
humorous comments about the poem and me. And they laughed uproariously at
my puny efforts to restore order. When I tried to whack my worst tormentor,

I couldn't move a muscle. I felt as though I were bound by chains.
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On the following morning, I had no sooncr begun to teach a history
lesson to Form 1B than a number of pupils began to talk and laugh. I stood
silent until, probably from curiosity, all were quiet and looking at me.
Then, as resalutely as possible, I said, “You must not interrupt a lesson
by talking. You mustn't talk while I'm teaching.”

Almost immediately, a boy at the back of the room muttered, "Oh yeah!™
and turned around  -to make a comment to a friend, while the other pupils
waited to see what 1'd do. The fateful moment had come. I strode down
to the offender, clamped my hand on the back of his neck, squeezed as hard
as I could, and banged his forehead against the desk. When I let go, his
face was contorted with pain, and there were tears in his eyes. My grip
in those days was very strong, and the desk-top was mapleﬁ

During the following ten minutes, I taught without interruption. Then
two boys began to talk back and forth across the aisle, and one drew back
his fist as though he were going to strike the other.

"You two boys: quit your fooling and stop talking,” I shouted, wagging
my finger at ‘them. ,

For a moment, they stared at me defiantly; then they went on exchanging
threats.

Suddenly boiling with rage, I rushed déwn the aisle, grabbed them each
by the neck and propelled them violently from the room. ‘“Next time," I
yelled, "I'll bang your empty heads together and throw you out without both-
ering to open the door.

During the rest of the lesson, nobody interrupted me.

When I entered Form 1A, I sternly announced that I'd tolerate no talking
that interfered with the lesson. For about ten minutes, there was no inter-
ruption. Then a boy turned to his friend behind him and began to talk and-
laugh.

After standing silent for a while, I called out, "You there! turn around
and be quick about it.”

In reply, he gave me an insolent look that seemed to say, 'foo the heck
do you think you are, big boy?" and went back to talking and laughing, more

noisily than before.
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Again driven by an overwhelming rage, I thundered down and stood over
him. For about five seconds, he went on talking as though I weren't there.
Then he looked up and sneered. Like a flash, I drew back my hand and slapped
his face so hard that his head shot sideways and the echo of the smack seemed
to clash along the walls and ceiling. During the rest of the period, the

class was attentive.

Later, in the black quiet of my room, I reflected upon what I had done.
My feelings werec mixed. I was pleased that by being tough I had been able
to enforce a measure of obedience. But I was troubled because I felt guilty
for having used violence against boys who were much smaller and weaker than I.
And I was vaguely aware of a small inner-voice that whispered accusingly,
"Deep down, you enjoy being aggressive and cruel. You liked banging those

gabby rips."

During the weeks that followed, although disturbed by conflictinq
emotions, I continued with considerable success to use strong-arm methods.
As Mr. Butcher had predicted, during the rest of that year I was unable to
win back all of the lost ground; but I gradually began to gain control,
with the result that during my second year, as far as I can recall, only
occasionally did I have to squeeze a neck or pitch a culprit from the room.
Incidentally, just once (in September, 1930) did a parent complain about
my violent methods: 1In Form 3, a good-natured and usually-obedient boy
sat beside the rear-door of the classroom. One day, when the bell rang
for the noon-hour, he slipped away without waiting for the dismissal ceremony.
On the following day, when at the beginning of the period I warned him
against repeating his disappearing act, he smiled agreeably, giving the
impression that he felt himself to have been the victim of a sudden impulse
and that he wouldn't repeat the offence. Yet when the bell rang and while
I was looking the other way, out he sneaked.
Furious, I hurried to the doorway and looked into the hallway. There
he was, leaning against a stair-post, grinning to himself and waiting for
the plaudits of his cronies. Before he knew what was happening, I had
seized him by a wrist and the back of the neck and violently propelled him
to his seat. There, for good measure, I gave his neck so hard a squeeze that

later other pupils asserted that his tongue had shot out and his eyes popped.
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During the noon-hour, his mother phoned me: "I want to tell you,"
she said angrily, "that you were so rough with my son that he is lying here
sick and can't eat his dinner. What have you to say for yourself?"

“It's more to the point to ask what he has to say for himself. He
deliberately defied me. However, I'm sorry that I hurt him so much. He
made me very angry. I gquess I lost my temper.

"You shouldn't be teaching if you can't control yourself."

"Well, I won't last long in teaching if I allow pupils to defy me.
Again I say I'm sorry this happened, especially since I like your son. I
hope we never have another set-to."”

"He likesi.you too, and that's one reason iI'm hot saying anything 'to
Mr. Butcher or the-board. But don't let it happen again. -- Good day, Mr.
Smith."

At the time, this incident didn't bother me much, perhaps because
Mr. Butcher said, "You did right and I'll support you. We can't tolerate
a gross challenge to our authority. But be careful. Don't be so rough
that you cause bodily harm.

Two or three years later, however, when I had come to know the boy
better, I regretted what I had done. I realized from experience that I
could easily have dissuaded him from repeating his offence by merely
telling him just before the bell rang (so he couldn't plead a weak memory)
that he was to remain five minutes after the others had gone, and that if
he ever repeated the offence,”he’d be detained on three successive days.

But all of this was being wise after the event.

The success I was having in my battle to regain control of my classes
made me more confident and optimistic. Previously, towards the end of my
first-four months of teaching, I had become so deeply discouraged by my
problems, including.unfavorable criticisms from an inspector regarding both
my discipline and methods, that I decided to resign at the end of May and
return to a college or a university to study for another profession. I felt
that I was not cut out to be a teacher. However, during the seeond part of
the year, I changed my mind. Among the reasons were the following: I was
making progress in asserting my authority; the inspector, during a return

visit, had complimented me on my "skilful” questioning; Mr. Butcher, who
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was very understanding and helpful, was urging me to remain, saying that I
had the makings of a good teacher; the pupils, for the most part, seemed
to like me and my lessons; I enjoyed teaching, except when badgered into

being ruthless; and I had asked a girl to marry me.

I don't know what the fundamental reason was for my having trouble
with discipline. I can only surmise that my inhibition against being
aggressive towards pupils was somehow related to my early experiences --
such as the unhappy marriage of my parents, the long illness of my mother
and her death when I was thirteen, and a following alienation from my
father. However, the immediate causes seem to be discernable. One was
that as a teacher, -- though not, I think, as principal -- I had a tendency
to overlook minor infractions of rules. While teaching, I'd often become
so engrossed in developing an idea that I'd fail to notice that a pupil
was misbehaving until he'd done something that interrupted the lesson.
Before I became awarc of this tendency and tried to check it, I was too
often inconsistent, with the result that some of the pupils developed
attitudes and habits that gave me trauble.

Another reason was that I tended to identify with the pupils -- to
see things from their point of view and to sympathizec with them. Thus I
found difficulty in setting myself apart -- in assuming the role of a remote
figure of authority. Because of this tendency, many pupils looked upon me
(unconsciously at least) as being one of them, and resented and were confused
by me being one moment their friendly equal and the next their autocratic
superior. Here, too, inconsistency weakened my control.

But important as these reasons were, they were less significant than
the inhibition, mostly unconscious, that I had against being aggressive if
I felt that the aggression was perhaps not wholly justified -- that it
wouldn't meet with almost universal approval. If a doubt lurked in my mind,
I felt guilty and anxious, and jirrationally feared that I'd lose the good-
will and support of pupils and parents, and thus of my job. The desire to
avoid anxiety seemed to strengthen the inhibition.

There was a touch of irony in all of this; I was worried about being
able to hold my job. Therefore I wanted good-will and support. Therefore I

was not sufficiently aggressive. And therefore (what I feared most) I was in

grave danger of losing my job.
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However, I gradually found myself able, when necessary, to ride rough-
shod over the inhibition without, consciously at least, becoming anxious,
Indeed, when I ﬁelt wholly justified, I rather liked being able to lord it
over my humble subjects. Nevertheless (for reasons I'll describe in later
chapters), since I o= felt unsure of holding my position and of
getting another, occ¢casionally T found difficulty in being aggressivet By
far the most notable.example concérned a class through which I qggg’ié
impress an inspector by showing off new ideas for teaching English.

I liked the boys and girls of this class very much, é}rongly identified
with them, and wanted them to liKe me. They were friendly and polite, and
generally industrious and co-bperative;ibut a small group had an over-
powering urge to chat, even when I was teaching. Somehow I couldn't become
angry enough to override my inhibition to the point where I could deal
effectively with the offenders. I felt helpless and anxious, and the
anxiety produced-semething-like a vicious circle; for the following train
of silly thoughts went round and round in my head: If I punish any of
them harshly, the whole class will think me unjust and so dislike me; if
the class dislikes me, it won't co-operate fully when an inspector is
present; if it fails to co-operate, my lessons will be a failure; there-
fore I mustn't unduly antagonize any of the pupils. This particular class
made me feel weak, frustrated and anxious. When teaching it, I felt

ineffectual, and sometimes disliked myself.

Looking back on those first harrowing weeks of 1929, I realize that
to some extent they undermined my self-confidence. Even ten years later,
when nearly everything was going smoothly, always in the back of my mind was
the vague fear that one day a class might escape from my control, and I felt
a sense of shame that the first ones had almost done so. This fear and shame
was aggravated every time I had difficulty in overriding my inhibition against
being aggressive.

No doubt it was these feelings that often made me think: How much
more I'd enjoy teaching if I didn't have to be policeman,-judge, and
executioner.: if all of the pupils wanted to attend school and were eager
to learn. Unfortunately for such a wish, we don't live in the best possible
of all worlds.
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Teachers shall avoid such punishments as shak;ng,
pulling the ear, slapping with the hand, striking
with the hand, striking with a pointer, or hitting
a pupil without warning.

Paris Board of Education, 1901

I am very apt to think that great severity of
Punishment does but little Good, nay, great Harm
in education; and I believe it will be found that

... those children who have been most chastised,
seldom make the best men.

John Locke (1632-1704)
Bodily punishment is never necessary with
children unless they have been injudically
managed; and thus, it would not be used by
a wise man, who had time to recourse to

inducements.
David Williams (c¢.1800)

About 1947, ‘when I entered a classroom in a local elementary school
to give a talk on local history, I found the forty-odd pupils sitting
bolt-upright, each with hands c¢clasped almost exactly on the centre of his
or her desk-top and nose pointed towards the front blackboard. At a
signal from the teacher, all hands were simultaneously unclasped and
deposited on a lap; at a second signal, all the pupils stood erect in
the aisle.

"Class, this is Mr. Smith from the high school, who will speak to
you on the history of Paris."

"Good afternoon, Mr. Smith!" -- almost in perfect unison.

Another signal, and everybody sat down, again bolt upright, hands
clasped, and nose pointed at mine. I felt as théugh I had a captive
audience in a reform-school, and was reminded of my entrance-class teacher
who, when reading to us or giving a lecture, required us to sit straight
and motionless with hands behind the back:

For Satan finds some mischief still

For idle hands to do.
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The Paris teacher whose class I was addressing stood high in the esteem
of many parents.. "She's got the best discipline in town," they said. "She
really makes her pupils toe the line."

According to the old ideas of class-control, she was indeed an excellent
disciplinarian -- a first-class martinet and despot, skilled in the art of
making pupils obedient through fear.

At Paris High School between 1929 :and 1951, none of us teachers came
near to being this kind of autocrat and drill-sérjeant. Nevertheless, we
depended more than the modern teacher upon fear and regimentation to command
obedience, especially from pupils who had no other motive for being submissive.

From what I observed, a group of pupils rarely obeyed a man-teacher
simply because they liked him an& admired his scholarship, or lauded him for
being just and sympathetic; nor a woman-teacher because she was pretty, well-
dressed, and lovable. These qualities probably made the rebels more amenable;
but without some degree of fear, they didn't command obedience. On the other
hand, the rebels were usually subservient to a teacher who inspired fear,
even though he _or she might have an unpleasant personality, obviously knew
little about developing a lesson and about the subject-matter, and was
sarcastic and grossly unjust. In fact, the ability to inspire fear seemed
to be the one requirement. for success in maintaining discipline.

Teachers who were feared (or respected, if the fear was combined with
esteem) somehow gave the impression that they'd always be obeyed, and that
they'd always punish the slightest disobedience. The one at P.H.S. whom
I recall as maintaining the highest degree of class-control through respect
was a middle-aged woman. Enthroned at her desk like a queen, her face grave
and stern, except when she occasionally permitted herself a faint, twinkling
smile, she presided over her subjects with calm deliberation and regal in-
flexibility. If a pupil misbehaved, she fixed him with a hard and steady
gaze, prolonging it until she sensed that the rebel was wholly cowed. 1If
she deemed the offence a challenge to her sovereignty, she would, at the end
of the stare, deliver a coup-de-grace in the form of a crushingly gaustic

remark. She was both respected and admired. .

Provided by the descendants of D.A. Smith



2010DA001
- 27 -

One day while a class was doing an exercise and shc was sitting erect
at her desk reading a textbook, a boy shoved the end of a ruler into a
crack in his desk, bent it back, placed a compass against it, and pretended
to his amused cronies that he was going to catapult the missile, point first,
against the royal bosom. Suddenly, to his horror, the ruler slipped past his
fingers, the compass shot towards the target on a high arc, and clattered down
onto the desk immediately in front of the open textbook; indeed, some
observers reported that it landed point first and quivered upright for a
moment.

Her Majesty calmly went on reading for five or six seconds. Then, having
slowly raised her head and bemt her gaze upon the missile, she viewed it
steadily and sternly. To the tense class, and especially to the malefactor,
an infinity of frightening time seemed to crawl by. Finally, she looked up
and began to scan the faces before her, row by row, until she divined that
she had come upon the marksman. Fixing him with a prolonged stare, she at
last asked coldly, in a tone that seemed to freeze him and brook no denial,
"Are you responsible for this?'

The boy glanced into her piercing eyes. Then, pale and awkward, he
stood up and answered, "Yes, but I didn't intehd to. It slipped from my
fingers."

Another long pause, then, "Come up and get the thing."

Stumbling over his feet, the culprit got the compass and beat a
hasty retreat.

After a final pause, she said icily, "Since your misdemeanour was
evidently for the most part accidental, I shall overlook it. However, be
very sure that such a thing never happens again. And I mean never!"

Later the boy was reported as having exclaimed, “The old girl sure

gave me the works! I.was never so scared in my life."

Two other teachers whom I recall as having above-average class-control
depended upon violent temper-tantrums to inspire fear. Ordinarily they
were pleasant and friendly, and at times somewhat permissive, but if a pupil
stepped over a clearly-defined line, they flew into a violent rage -- howling,

bellowing and shrieking like a demented banshee, while verbally lashing the

object of their wrath.

Provided by the descendants of D.A. Smith



2010DA001
- 28 -

This method was effective not only as a deterent to misbehaviour but
also as a means for amusing the part of the class not under fire. Once a
boy_}aughed so hard and long during a frenetic castigation that the teacher,
struck dumb by fury, re§orted to pulling his hair.

The teachers whose class-cpngrol was average, depended largely upon
devices such as a long stare, a sharp scolding, lines and detentions. Their
main stréngth lay in being able to give quietly the impression that they
wouldn't tolerate disobedience, and that no offence would be overlooked.
They were firm and consistent, even when permissive. And most of them were
esééemed-for usually being friendly, courteous, and just. Many pupils,
fearing 'to lose the good opinion of these teachers, or perhaps wanting to
gain it; tried to please thém by being industrious, co-operative and well-

behaved.

Unfortunately between 1929 and 1951, about a quarter of the teachers
at P.H.S. were in varying degrees unable to control their classes, and nearly
all remained for only one year. In the classes of some of these, the pupils
talked incessantly, left their desk and even the room without permission,
threw missiles such as darts, chalk and chalk-brushes, shot wads of paper
with elastics and rulers, unscrewed desks from the floor and pushed them
out of line, and occasionally set off a stink-bomb or a fire-cracker.

The most active of the trouble-makers seemed to enjoy cutting up.
Theylwould say something like, "Gee, do we have fun in that class." Yet
paradoxically most of them finally began to blame and detest a teacher who
made little effort to prevent their running wild; they really want a well-
ordered classroom in which they could lgarn their lessons and keep out of
trouble.

Except for their inability to exercise control, the majority of the
unsuccessful teachers had most of the qualities that make a teacher effective
and that inspire raspect. But being unable to evoke fear, perhaps because

they had an insummpuntable inhibition against being aggressive, they failed.
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Mr. Butcher, who as principal set the general tone of the school, was
fundamentally -- as far as 'I ¢ould judge =-- kindly and considerate, ‘and truly
had the interests of his pupils at heart. These characteristics prcbably
contributed to his being in some respect more permissive than the average
principal of his day. For example, he allowed pupils, while they were walking
from their home-room to the science-laboratory or to the gymnasium, to talk
and laugh; alsc to have a free run of the halls during the recess periods,
and to be noisy during assemblies.

On the other hand he was ruthless towards pupils who misbehaved in
the classrooms, and had no compunctions about 'using physical force or long
detentions to restrain or reform them. If through a classroom door he saw
a boy badgering a woman-teacher, he was likely, at the end of the period,
to enter”the room and give the "laddie boy" & tingling head-rub, a sharp
neck-squeeze, or a violent shaking. He was particularly ruthless towards
pupils who defied his authority. Once he forbade-a girl to leave the
school during the afternoon to watch our basketball-team play in another
town. When the girl defied his order and went, he was furious. Determined
to make an example, he ordered her to take twenty one-hour detentions.

Fipally, he was ruthless towards the boys who made a practice of
skipping detentions given by teachers. To such offenders, he gave as
many as ten strokes of the strap.

Altogether, Mr. Butcher made clear to everybody that he was master

of his domain -- that in certain areas he would brook no disobedience.

To help the teachers in exercising control over the pupils, Mr.
Butcher depended upon techniques that were almost universal in Ontario
when he began his carecr. He had no doubts about their effectiveness,
partly -because (as I have already indicated) he believed that they had
helped him to end the chaos that had crippled two schools to which he-was
called to restore order, and partly because, like most other principals
of his generation, he was only dimly aware of better methods.

One of his basic techniques he termed "establishing the habit of
respect and prompt obedience." For example, he required teachers to
condition pupils, especially those in the first forms, to obey commands

like well-drilled soldiers. The ideal dismissal procedure was as follows:
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When all of the pupils were ready to leave and were sitting erect, the teacher
would issue a peremptory command: "Class -- stand!” When all were standing
straight and facing forward:,,,he would continue, "About turn:" And finally,
if all had turned sharply to the right (otherwise the movement had to be
repeated) he said, "Row 1 -- dismiss!" and so on.

A similar technique was used in the physical-training classes, particular-
ly with the boys. At the beginning of each period, after the class had formed
itself into two straight lines, the teacher ordered it to form-fours, and then
to march smartly and precisely about the field or the gymnasium as though
training to eradicate Napoleon and his 0ld Guard at Wgterloo. When this
drill had been satisfactorily performed, he subjectedfgig;*zo calisthepics -~
arm and leg jerks, they were called -- again demanding c?ose obedience to
his commands. If the movements were not exact and vigorous, the ordeal was
continued until everything was done to the teacher's satisfaction, or until
he had singled out a few "lazy bones" for further drill. Only after the
majority had done well did he turn to games or other more pleasant activities.

One method of instilling respect that Mr. Butcher wouldn't use was
that of requiring pupils to address men-teachers as "sir". He said that this
smacked too much of servility —-- of the English class-system. "Anyway," he
would say, "if the men are to be addressed not by their surname but as 'sir'
why should the women not be addressed as 'mam', 'my lady', or 'your ladyship'?"
Furthermore, he detested the practice of addressing a boy as, for example,
"Crabtree," and a girl as "Miss Crabtree". "Why," he wauld ask, “if a girl
is to be addressed as 'Miss' Crabtree should a boy not be addressed as 'Mister'
or 'Master' Crabtree?"

He believed that too much formality was harmful to friendly relatians

between the teachers and the older pupils.

Just as I imitated Mr. Butcher in using various kinds of violence, the
women imitated him in using severe non-physical forms of punishment. They
would give as many as 1500 lines for chewing gum (I must not chew gum in the
classroom) and as many as 1000 for creating a disturbance (I must not disturb

the progress of a lesson by talking out of turn ).
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When a teacher gave a detention, he or she wrote the pupil% name on a
class detention-slip. At the end of the day, all the slips were sent to the
teacher whose turn it was to preside over the detentica-room.

During my first three or four years at Paris High School, the culprits
who were not required to complete a homework assignment or to write lines
were given an exercise in arithmetic (e.g., 132465879 x 9856 and prove) ,
and were allowed to leave when they had the correct answer. However, when
some of the teachers protested that this punishment unduly favored the
pupils who were fast and accurate in multiplication and division, a change
was made to the copying of poetry from a literature book.

If a pupil had received two or more detentions during the day, or if
he talked or didn'F.scribble assiduously during the first half-hour, he was
kept tiil five o'clock. Botp teachers and pupils loathed this additional
time. Each dragging five-minutes seemed like an hour. The teacher, weary
after a strenuous day in the classroom, became irritable and short-tempered,
and the pupils, restlgss and pugnacious. Clashes were frequent, which
resulted in the handing out of a detention for the following day, and more
ill-feeling. What a relief when Penman s’ five-o'clock mill-whistle signalled
the end of the ordeal! Often teacher and pupils, with most of the tension
suddenly gone, would exchange sympathetic smiles.

Though we were not at first aware of it, this system had serious faults.
One was that some teachers depended too much upon detentions. Especially on
the days when it was not their turn to preside, they handed them out right
and left for trivial offences. Often the detention-room was full to overflowing
-~ much to the irritation of the teacher in charge, particularly if he or she
seldom gave detentions. When a teacher could punish without having to preside
over the offenders, he or she had little incentive to use other and perhaps
more effective methods of dealing with minor offences.

Another fault was the pupils were forced to waste their time in useless
copying. We later discoveredlthat a detention was just as effective when

the pupils were allowed to do homework, or -- chin in hand -- dream away
the half-~hour. .
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Finally, the hour-long detention was a form of mental-torture, as the
teachers well knew from sharing it. Some of the more aggressive boys,
instead of resolving to reform, determined to have their revenge no matter
what the consequences. This determination usually led to further mis-

o .
behaviour, more detentions, and finally to, strapping.

Before describing Mr. Butcher's use of the strap as an indirect means
of maintaining classroom discipline, I'll outline a situation that was faced
by the staff and which at the time secemed to require and justify physical
punishment.

Most of the pupils in the middle and upper forms were, from a teacher's
point of view, well-behaved. Nearly all were friendly, helpful, and hard-
working. But in one or both of the first forms, there was usually a small
but troublesome group of rebels (mostly boys) who, ably supported by a few
allies, taxed our patience and seriously interfered with the progress of
their more amenable, able, and ambitious classmates.

Why did this group misbehave? The main reason was that the members
resented being forced to attend. 1In the elementary school, their marks
had been so low that the majority had becn required to repeat a grade.
Usually they had failed owing to one or more of the following reasons: low
ability, little incentive to study because their parents were indifferent
towards education and failure, and emotional problems produced by conditions
in the home.

To these pupils, compulsory attendance meant boredom, failure, frust-
ration, and humiliation. "What good is a schooling to me?" they would
grumble in exasperation, cchoing what they heard from their parents and
friends. "I'm gonna work in the mill. I don't need to know nothin' about
grammar and French and history. I want to get out of this lousy dump and
make some money."” School to them was a prison -- a place where they must
put in time until, when aged fifteen and a half, they might be recommended
for a work-permit, or when sixteen, be unconditionally released from bondage.
It was also a place into which, when caught playing hooky, they were
ignoriniously dragged by a grim-faced chief-of-police (the truant officer)

and where they received detentions and perhaps a strapping for their offence.
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Not much wonder that to' relieve their feelings of hostility, to build up
their self-esteem, and to wreak vengeance, they formed an aggressive group
that harassed some of the teachers to the point where a period in a first
form was an exhausting ordeal!

In trying to solve the probléms posed by the malcontents, Mr. Butcher
found himself in a quandary. His easiest solution would have been that of
recommending to the attendance officer that they be granted a work-pemmit
when fifteen, as their parents continually demanded, and earlier if they
would be fifteen before November. But he couldn't bring himself to adopt
this solution for three reasons: First, he sincerely believed that even
if pupils: failed to qualify for a diploma, they acquired worth-while
attitudes and knowledge, and developed their intellect. 1In his forward
to the year-book of 1929, he wrote:

Some people are inclined to think that students have wasted

their time by attending high school only one, two or three years.

Perhaps with the exception of English, they will seldom use the

facts they have learned, yet they will have obtained a general

training and intellectual development that will give them a

decided advantage over the less favored in the keen competition

of our industrial and commercial life.

Second, he feared that the retirement of a large number of first-
year pupils would bring departmental censure upon his head, for the
officials, without considering local conditions, blamed a principal when
the number of drop-outs was above the provincial average.

Third, since a decrease in attendancé meant a ¢orresponding decrease
in government grants, he was reluctant to let pupils leave, especially
duing the depression when the board needed every dollar it could get.

Occasionally he thréatened to suspend some of the worst trouble-
makers; but he seldom did because he couldn't endure the thought of their
enjoying a well-earned holiday. Also, the thought of suspending a pupil
filled him with anxiety. About 1929, when he suspénded three or four
girls for skipping school to attend a movie, he incurred the wrath and
undying emnity of some of the parents, together with the condemnaticn of a
number of other prominent citizens, all of whom said he had been unnecessarily

severe. After that, he almost never resorted to suspension.
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Being unwilling to suspend or expel, Mr. Butcher had to rely upon the
strap. Here he was far from being alone. Even as late as 1959, a poll at
a headmasters' meeting in Toronto indicated that about two-thirds of the
district-school principals were still whacking hands.

When a woman-teacher in our school took a rebellious boy to the office,

Mr. Butcher would ask, "What has he done?” and then, “Do you want me to

strap him?" If the teacher answered "Yes!", Mr. Butcher would say to the
boy, "Miss says you deserve a strapping, come to the office at four
o'clock. "

At four, a large number of other pupils would loiter in the hallway
outside of the office-door, pretending that they were about to get a drink
or were studying a notice on the bulletin-board. They would be tense with
excitement, for always the news of the coming ordeal had spread through the
school, and drawn an excited audience for the drama.

When the malefactor appeared, the members of the, K audience would say
things 1like:

Oh, man: are you going to catch it.

For once your clammy hands will be hot.

We're all behind you, well behind, so take it like a man.

Is little baby going to bawl for mamma?

With a smile of bravado, the man of the hour would saunter into the
office.

"Shut the door and pull down the blind,” Mr. Butcher would curtly
say, much to the disappointment of the would-be spectators in the corridor.
Then he would go to thz cupboard, take out the strap -- two feet of hard-
rubber machine-belt -- and turn to the now pale victim.

"Hold out your hands!"

Grasping the strap in both hands, Mr. Butcher would stike each palm
three or four excruciating blows, making the wall quiver with the whacking
sound, and causing the audience to wince with sympathy.

After the last.whack he would say, "Now, go and behave yourself if
you don't want more of the same. /And run up the blind before you open

the door."
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The running up of the blind would reveal a congregation of faces
expressing emotions such as fear, defiance, sympathy, and amusement. Under
searching eyes, the hero would strut out, grinning as though he and the
principal had been enjoying a chummy téte-a-téte.

*Did it hurt much?" somebody would ask.

“Naw! nothin' morana little tickle. Took the itch ©#“7 Y my palms."

Upon looking back, I find it strange that we teachers approved of
strapping. Perhaps we did so because it had long been a part of school
life. When I was a public-school pupil, some of my teachers used the
strap as many as ten times a day, usually for trivial offences, such as
having more than five mistakes in spelling. And the principal would
often strap boys for fighting, throwing snow-balls, pushing in line, and
teasing a girl. For years the strap had been the instrument and symbol
of authority. Indeed, a photograph of the Paris High School principal
of 1905 shows, hanging from the upper edge of the blackboard, a monstrous
leather-thong.

About 1942, I kegan to turn against strapping and other forms of
physical violence. One reason was my happening to observe that a series
of strappings was often followed by an outbreak of vandalism. Walls were
marred by random pencil-marks, desks were damaged, window panes in the
basement were smashed, and the mechanism of wash-basins and toilets was
broken. It was evident that resentment was being displaced upon the school
building and its furnishings. Moreover, there was often an outbreak of
gross misbehaviour against the teachers with the lowest level of control.
In general, violence seemed to evoke more violence; only occasionally did
it subdue an aggressive and courageous boy. This reaction made me think
that'if ever I should become principal, I'd recommend that rowdy pupils
who wanted a work permit be granted one, and that the others be suspended
rather than strapped when they seemed to be incorrigible.

About 1948, an incident finally turned me completely against strapping.
In that year, Mr. Butcher felt called upon to whack a number of first-form
boys who were riotous in the classes of a woman teacher. One day he said
to me, “I don't feel well. When I stand up, I become dizzy. I have to

strap a boy. Since you're now the vice-principal, I want you to do it for
m.!l
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I was reluctant to be an executioneer, particularly since I liked the
boy, and ha§ always got along well with him. However, feeling that I had to
do my duty,AI agreed.

Unfortunaiely, in bringing down tbe strap six times, I was soO inept
from lack of practice that I struck high up on each wrist, with the result
that the boy sgggder?d with pain and glared at me accusingly.

Afterwards I said to Mr. Butcher, "I'm sorry, but I can't strap any-
body unless I've made the decision. Today I felt like a hangman."

"I understand, though I think it your duty," he replied. "However,
I'1ll not ask you again."

Later the boy came to see me. After showing his red wrists, much to
my relief he said, "I know you didn't want to strap me. I'm not holding

it against you."

When Mr. Butcher retired in 1949 and I became principal, he took his
strap as one of his mementoes. I didn’t replace it. Like many other
principals and teachers, I felt that a long era of violence against pupils
was coming to an end.

What to me was an ironic incident q;curred about half way through my
first year as principal. Three or fourAgrade-12 boys came into the office,
and one of them said, "Miss just gave us five detentions ecach. We
want to be strapped instead.”

"I'm sorxry,” I said, "I have no strap, and I don't intend to get one."

"If you'll excuse me saying so," the leader replied, "I don't think
that's fair. I think we should have a choice."”

I couldn't help laughing. How strange that these boys should be
almost demanding the privilege of being strapped!

Incidentally, for a while a group of citizens vociferously denounced
me for not strapping "young hoodlums”. Often I wondered what they'd have
said had I scundly whacked a pretty but insoclent and unruly girl. Doubtless
they'd have raised a storm of protest and accused me of being a sex-maniac
with sadistic impulses. Yet all teachers know that girls, in their more

subtle way. can be just as troublesome as boys.
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Time was to show that there are more effective ways of keeping order
than using violence. In our school, after 1949, as soon as a pupil had
received three detentions for misconduct, a report was sent to the parents.
Usually they were ablec to bring about an improvement. If the report did
no good, the pupil was isolated in a small room until he agreed to behave
himself. If, when he returned to his class, he continued to misbehave, he

was suspended.

Judging from experience and what I observed, I think that we teachers
had to waste far too much time and energy in dealing with incorrigible pupils,
much to the harm of their ambitious, hard-working classmates; and that the
trouble-makers, if at least fifteen years of age, should have been given a
work or a home permit, or suspended until the end of the year.

“But," somebody would protest when I expressed this opinion, "what
will happen to a suspended pupil if he fails to get a job?" That, I
maintained, was a question to which society at large must find an answer.
The principal and teachers were no more able to deal effectively with an
incorrigible pupil than with one suffering from smallpox. A boy with a
communicable disease was sent home because his presence was a menace to
the welfare of the other pupils,. there or elsewhere to be treated by an
expert. Why then not also a pupil who for one reason or other was a
delinquent? Taxpayers continually complained about the cost of education,
yet added to the burden by supporting the right of disturbers and drones
to clutter the classrooms and waste the time of both principal and teachers.
If James Conant was right in estimating that only about 1§% of high-school
pupils in the academic course had the attitudes and aptitudes necessary for
deriving benefit from the subjects taught in a school like P.H.S., then
certainly therc was a prodigious waste of money, time, and energy.

Nobody in his right mind would insist that all children including
the tone-deaf should be forced to take expensive music-lessons; or that
the color-blind, unable to distinguish between red and green, should be
required to take lessons in painting; or that a boy unable to toss a marble
into a wash-tub at six feet should be forced to train as a member of an
inter-school basketball team. Why then was there a general insistence

that boys and girls should remain at high school when it was obvious that
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they were learning little or nothing of value? Even had Paris High School
been able to offer a number of optional cours¢s better sgited to the non-
academic pupils, the problem would have becen only partly solved; for the
majority of our trouble-makers had been mutinous in the clementary schools.
Long before they came to us, their attitudes and behaviour patterns had
been deeply ingrained.

The disobedient and non-working pupils deserved understanding and
sympathy rather than ill-will and punishments. But the teachers, at
least while in the classroom, found it hard to be compassionate. Their
duty was to teach; they couldn't use the approved methods unless the
whole class was orderly; and if they failed to keep order and thus to
teach, théy were likely to lose their livelihood. It was indeed difficult
to be sympathetic towards -a pupil who, however well one might understand
his motives, threatened by his conduct to take away one's living, together
with self-esteem, reputation, and hopes for the futre. When in peril,

the anxious teacher resorted to punishments.

Isabelle "Dimps" Burt Smith,
1932
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ROMANCE
She was a phantom of delight
wWhen first she came ypon my sight.
William Wordsworth

Some obstacle is necessary to swell the
tide of libido to its height.
Sigmund Freud

Love is a folly of the mind...an a?;;:able
illness, a sweet delight, a pleasure madness...

Wm. Shakespeare

On Friday evening, February 28, 1930, almost all of the pupils of Paris
High School attended the annual At Home. First;‘in the gympnasium, the boys
and girls, dressed in their best clothes, were paired by lot. During this
mating-session, the announcement of some of the names was greeted by jeers,
cat-calls, groans, and mocking laughter, which rose to a crescendo when an
unhappy couple, showing an obvious and embarrassing disappointment, met out
on the floor, and then, ten feet apart and ignoring each other, stumbled
hurriedly to sit down. MNot until they had slumped side by side onto their
chairs did the razzing die away.

When all of the couples were seated in a big rectangle against the
four walls, the games committee handed out copies of printed sheets far the
surname contest -- a quiz of fifty items made up by Mr. Butcher from the
names of fifty pupils. The following are examples:

l. Grows on the trunk of a tree
2. An aristocratic title

3. A very superior conveyor of kerosene
Answers: Moss, Barron, Bestwick

After the names of the winners had been announced, all of the couples
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