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Ofsted


Piccadilly Gate


Store St


Manchester


M1 2WD


Dear Sir/Madam,


	My name is Isobel Pickwell, and I have the misfortune of being Deputy Head of Abbey Grove school. Abbey Grove is at the bottom of a nineteen-school league table in West Hertfordshire. Unless, that is, you count St. Lucy’s – little more than a cattle-pen for blind teenage arsonists with severe learning difficulties – in which case Abbey Grove becomes bottom of a twenty-school league table.


	There is little that’s intrinsically wrong with Abbey Grove. The school has relatively good facilities, very few broken windows and toilets that only fail us when the canteen serves its all-day breakfast. Granted, the gym has recently become something of a no-go zone, but that’s only because the PE teacher’s wife finally left him. There have been complaints, but (in my book) wandering hands turn a lesson into an admirable get-fit obstacle course. As I tell the girls in my class, ‘If there’s enough of you to get a hold of, you’re not running hard enough.’ I’d have got fat as butter were it not for all the many, many men who’ve been irresistibly attracted to me over the years.


	No, Abbey Grove’s problem is its staff. There are three turds in the watercooler: Mr. Fraser, Mr. Wickers and Miss Gulliver. This triumvirate has conspired to systematically destroy any sense of discipline, respect, competition and piety within the student body. Their crimes against humanity are practically numberless, but I have tried to briefly outline their major failings below. Forgive the diligence, but I am a child of the Cold War.
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Name:  Alfred Prufrock Wickers. Wickers’ parents must have thought  themselves very clever for referencing  T.S. Eliot’s Alfred Prufrock. Pats on  the backs all round, Guardianistas.  I share the suspicions Eliot felt about  certain religious groups (suspicions  I like to call ‘scepti-Semitism’), but  that does not make Wickers’ name  any less pathetic. Even worse is  the fact that ‘Wickers’ is Alfred’s  mother’s name. Alfred’s father was  born Martin Stool, but changed his  whiffy surname upon marrying his  now ex-wife.


Age:  Physically, 24. Mentally, 5,  i.e. potty-trained in theory but, in practice, still apt to regress.
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GENDER:  Doubtful. Certainly,  Wickers has a whelpish scrub of  a beard. But I’ve seen many a  bearded woman during my time as  a knife-thrower’s assistant in the  Nuremberg Circus, and Wickers’  total lack of testosterone makes me  wonder if he’s female. Either that or  a eunuch.


MARITAL STATUS:  In the Bible,  when Abednimishackiah lies with  every one of his fifty slave girls  at the behest of Our Lord God, the  act of sexual intercourse is referred  to as ‘knowledge’. ‘And yea,  Abednimishackiah knew each girl in  turn,’  it says in Isambard 2:54-56,  ‘knowing some on their backs, and  some on top; knowing some fast,  and some slow; knowing some from  behind, and some by surprise.’


Well, if sex is knowledge, then  Wickers knows absolutely nothing.  He makes the Virgin Mary look  like a hussy. This is not for lack of  trying. Rosie Gulliver has been the  (what’s the right word…?) victim of  Wickers’ ham-fisted passes for years.
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	To ‘Wickers up something’,  meanwhile, signifies humiliating  failure. So to say that ‘you  Wickersed up that high jump,’  means that you’ve leapt backwards  into the air, missing the crash mat  and falling (painfully and with  the grace of a leper) onto a boy in a  wheelchair. As Mr. Wickers did at  last term’s sports day. Rem Dogg’s  parents were very unhappy.


SUBJECT TAUGHT:  History, if you  can call it ‘teaching’. Mr. Wickers’  classes are no more than half an  hour’s babysitting. In fact, I often  think we should pay his pupils,  because it must be a full-time job  stopping an infant like Wickers  from sticking a paw of wet fingers  into a live socket or biting off his  own tongue.


EXTRA-CURRICULAR ACTIVITIES: Mitchell Harper once told me that  Wickers spends most of his time  ‘cranking’. I had no idea what  ‘cranking’ was.


	‘You know,’ Harper continued in  that insufferably matey tone of his. 
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Sadly for him and joyously for the  British gene pool, he’s had no luck,  bar one brief bout of tonguing at  last year’s school disco. I don’t know  what got into Rosie that night, apart  from Fraser’s spiked punch.


BACKGROUND:  Wickers attended  Middleton House, Hertfordshire’s  oldest public school. There, he was  bullied for sporting inability,  effeminate manner, pervasive odour  and ‘close’ friendship with a certain  Atticus Hoye, with whom things  came to a head over an apple- bobbing bucket.  


	Mr. Wickers made such an  impression at his alma mater, in  fact, that his name has entered into  the very language of that ancient  seat of learning. To this day, when  one braying bastard in a boater  wishes to insult another privileged  ponce, they call them a ‘Wickers’,  to designate a weak, cowardly social  outcast of absolutely no worth  whatsoever.  
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‘Crasturbating. Giving himself a  crand-job. Doing a Piers Morgan.’ 


	By now I’d got the gist, but  remained deeply unimpressed. Piers  Morgan is an old flame of mine and  I can categorically state that he only  cries on nights when he can’t get  even the ghost of an erection going.  We’re talking no more than 60-70%  of the time, as I told Harper.


POLITICAL PREFERENCE:  He has  no idea, as his father fills out his postal vote for him.


SINGLE GREATEST CRIME:  I feel like Joe Poulter in a sweet shop: I just don’t know which to choose!  Not that I’m 
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alone in marvelling at the catalogue of misdemeanours that Wickers has committed.  For Stephen Carmichael,  Wickers’ dress sense is probably his greatest crime.  For Chantelle Parsons, it’s the fact that Wickers hasn’t  yet eloped with her to Bordeaux.  For  the police, it’s the incident involving  a Taser, a racist and a hall full of  children.  But I’ve thought through all  of these, not to mention the many other nadirs in his autobiography,  and after a lot of soul-searching  have arrived at the conclusion that Wickers’ single greatest crime is his  ever having been born.
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NAME:  Shaquille Banter Fraser. Though I strongly suspect that ‘Banter’ is not his real middle name.


AGE:  36 allegedly. But that man is over 40 or I’m a Chinaman. And I am not a Chinaman. I respect their work rate, but modern China is far too democratic for my liking. Though  I wish I could imitate its online policy by banning pupils from Googling ‘Isobel Pickwell’. There’s always  some smart alec asking awkward questions about my youthful involvement in a certain ‘ultra- Thatcherite’ cell of lefty-bashers.  Yes, I took a cudgel to a female vicar, but can’t a girl dream?


GENDER:  Male chimp.


MARITAL STATUS:  The only  ceremony a sane woman would enter  into with Shaquille Fraser would be  a shotgun wedding, and that is only  because you’d need a shotgun to  get her up the aisle. Maybe ‘bazooka  wedding’ is more appropriate?  Although that sounds like something 
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I’d do with the girls in my convent  back in East Kilbride.


BACKGROUND: Fraser’s parents  belonged to a great many cults. As a child, Shaquille (then known as ‘Star- Banquet’) used to follow them around the world as they took up residency  in group after group of hollow-eyed, ponytailed, guitar-frigging oxygen- thieves, spouting pigswill about  free love and Mother Nature. Fraser’s cretinous parents finally saw sense and joined a proper church. This was run by a Christian evangelist who advised his followers to drink poisoned orange juice – once, that is, they’d  changed their wills to leave all their worldly possessions to him. Fraser’s parents dutifully drank the orange 
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juice, but didn’t manage to die!  What clowns.


	By this time, Fraser had done  what he styles as ‘a Fray Prince of  Bant-Air’. To those of us who don’t  speak Twat, he means he’d gone to  live with his Uncle Phil and Aunt  Vivian. This Uncle Phil and Aunt  Vivian, though, were not a married  couple, but one and the same person  – Phil by day, Vivian by night.


Which is obvious, really, when you  consider the human trainwreck that  is Abbey Grove’s headmaster. 


SUBJECT TAUGHT:  Geography. This  is just about within Mr. Fraser’s capabilities, as Geography is just glorified colouring-in. The trickiest thing Fraser’s ever done in a lesson is dislodge the green crayon that Joe Poulter managed to get lodged in his throat.


EXTRA-CURRICULAR ACTIVITIES:  Inspired by the recent hip-hop-to- reggae transformation undergone  by Snoop Dogg, Mr. Fraser has  recently tried to reinvent himself  as Fray Lion. This, he claims, is  because he ‘don’t wanna push the  rock no more, nah-nah pushing  
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biatches neither, cos me getting  in tune with the good vibrations,  irie irie Jah.’ As far as I can see,  all ‘Fray Lion’ does to distinguish  himself from the Imbecile Formerly  Known As Fraser is to speak at half  the speed while wearing an over- sized rainbow beanie.


POLITICAL PREFERENCE:  If I had  my way, I wouldn’t let this man vote for Britain’s Got Talent, let alone  for a political party. Fraser has no  real interest in elections. When he  does remember to vote (which isn’t  often), he’s guided by his habit of  supporting the underdog. He loves  a loser – hence his hiring of Wickers  – and gives his vote to any small  party he reckons ‘needs a bit of a  boost’. Unfortunately, this often  means he votes for obscure and  sociopathic cranks like the Green  Party, rather than for the mighty  UKIP, as I do.


SINGLE GREATEST CRIME:


I’d have said the time Mr. Fraser had  his hair corn rowed to intimidate  the Middleton House football team  was pretty loathsome, but Fray Lion  really does feel like a new low.  
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NAME:  Rosie Gulliver. Rosie. Not  Rosemary, not Rosamund, not even  Rosalina – Rosie’s first name is its  own abbreviation. This should tell  you all you need to know about the  woman’s family. Awful people.


Age:  Rosie has recently hit the  brick wall of her 30th birthday, a  terrible moment for any woman. I’ll  be honest, I see a turn in her – if she  doesn’t start taking forkfuls from  the seafood platter, I’ll eat my trilby.  However her dalliance with the softer sex pans out, though, I’m certain  she’ll return to solids. And I should  know. I thought I’d be spared the  almost obligatory biological-clock- inspired mental breakdown, but  
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even Isobel Pickwell briefly became  broody. Turning 30 is to experience  a Molotov cocktail of hormones  being lit by time, then exploding  into an intensely feminine experience which simply cannot be understood by men, as I explained to the officers who arrested me in the supermarket loos as I dyed the hair of a little chap I’d borrowed from his now-hysterical mother. 


GENDER:  Nauseatingly ‘real woman’.  Rosie recently tried to force me into  discussing The Curse. ‘I don’t care  what time of the month it is,’ I told  her. ‘If you continue to address me in  this intimate manner while loafing  about the staffroom in pyjama   bottoms, I’ll burst that scalding hot-  water bottle all down your front.’   Gulliver replied with some pussy-parp  about ‘sisterly solidarity’, but I couldn’t answer back because I was  too busy noisily choking back wave  after wave of vomit.


MARITAL STATUS:  Unmarried, and  likely to remain so for as long as she flirts with officially becoming a member of Gulfie, Abbey Grove’s  ‘celebrity couple’. Or at least, that’s  
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what Wickers calls it. He has also  toyed with Wulliver, Ralfie and  Gickers, but Gulfie has apparently  stuck in the public’s imagination.  According to Wickers, Gulfie will  one day rival Bennifer (Affleck-  Lopez), Elvid (Elton-David), Rudy  (Richard-Judy) and Giggs (Ryan-a  female family member).


BACKGROUND:  Rosie was raised  by braless, be-beaded hippies,  wallowing in their own gluten- free filth somewhere down in south  Devon. From the stories I’ve heard of  her youth, she was a rebellious teen,  frequently seduced by the wrong sort: strong-headed gypsies, cricketers, artists, marijuana people, monks,  union delegates and second cousins.  All in all, it seems that ‘cider with Rosie’ meant less of an apple-based beverage and more of a handy- shandy. Basically, she got around.


SUBJECT TAUGHT:  Biology. With  such extensive experience of rolling  about in meadows, fields, spinnies  and ditches, it wasn’t long before  Rosie realized that Nature was her  calling.  Instead of becoming a  fat-fingered farmer’s wife, however,  
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she decided to go to Oxford. A big  mistake, but at least it’s better than  Cambridge, where they’re really  liberal. I myself studied in Aberdeen  (poly), and I still miss the tart sea  winds, spittle-flecked church elders,  granite law courts and horny roving  dockers. Now that was an education.


EXTRA-CURRICULAR ACTIVITIES: Being ‘nice’. Simpering bitch.


POLITICAL PREFERENCE:               Oh God, she’s as red as they come, this one. Rosie’s just like most teachers  today: all for the redistribution of  wealth, but lay a finger on their  precious pension and they’ll bare  their teeth like a pack of Trotskyite  wolves coming down on a fold of  taxpaying sheep.


SINGLE GREATEST CRIME:  Saving  Mr. Wickers from redundancy and/  or arrest on numerous occasions.  Those who aid and abet criminals  become criminals themselves. When  the (counter-)revolution comes,  Miss Gulliver, you shall be lined up  against the wall along with the rest  of them.
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EXTRA-CURRICULAR ACTIVITIES: Being ‘nice’. Simpering bitch.
 
POLITICAL PREFERENCE:               Oh God, she’s as red as they come, this one. Rosie’s just like most teachers  today: all for the redistribution of  wealth, but lay a finger on their  precious pension and they’ll bare  their teeth like a pack of Trotskyite  wolves coming down on a fold of  taxpaying sheep.
 
SINGLE GREATEST CRIME:  Saving  Mr. Wickers from redundancy and/  or arrest on numerous occasions.  Those who aid and abet criminals  become criminals themselves. When  the (counter-)revolution comes,  Miss Gulliver, you shall be lined up  against the wall along with the rest  of them.
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So these are monsters with whom I share a staffroom. I wish my character assassinations could kill off more than their reputations! Miss Gulliver I would kill with kindness – kindness being the woman’s most infuriating tendency. Perhaps I’d tickle her to death, or become her feeder, forcing her to consume so much Ben and Jerry’s Phish Food that she grew to morbid proportions before suffering a massive heart attack. Mr. Fraser and Mr. Wickers would not be so lucky. I won’t specify exactly what their fate would be. Let’s just say that I’ve spayed better-hung dogs in my time.


	Offing them has, I admit, become a regular daydream, one I usually entertain whilst wearing no more than a loose silk blouse, my heaving bosom pressed up against my father’s dialysis machine.


	Girlish flights of fancy aside, this dossier is merely the tip of the iceberg. But hopefully it will give you a flavour of the decadent establishment Messrs Wickers, Fraser and Gulliver run, not to mention the kind of feral beasts our pupils have become. And this iceberg – just like a real iceberg – will not melt naturally. As you are surely aware, global warming is the sexual fantasy of hemp-woven lesbians and their impotent, weak-wristed beard-men. I need you, Ofsted, to turn the heat on Abbey Grove.  


	Waste fuel, frack gas, chuck around Hummers like confetti and club all the seals necessary to reduce to slush this hateful, lunatic cabal before it’s too late. I am not motivated by self-interest, but rather a deep compassion for the pupils I fear we are failing. Having said that, I’d probably overcome my naturally shy and retiring nature if you did want to put me in sole charge of the school.


	Here is all the evidence you need. Burn this bastard down.


Yours,


Isabel Pickwell.
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The following statement was provided to the disciplinary hearing by Mr Alfred Prufrock Wickers. In attendance were Abbey Grove’s board of governors, the MP for Tring and Mr Shaquille Banter Fraser.
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My most important teaching tool? The TV, obviously. My second-most important teaching tool? Jing. My third-most important teaching tool? Correct – it’s my fancy-dress box. Because I think outside the box. What’s in the box? Bullshit. (This is a different box to my fancy-dress box.) What’s outside the box? Class Wars. (Having emptied the fancy-dress box. It’s really very obvious.)


Class Wars. What are they? The sugar-coated differences between lords and parlourmaids in Downton Abbey? The savage cuts forced onto state schools by Old Etonian politicians? No. I’m talking about Class Wars, Alfie Wickers-style.


The theory is simples. History is boring. That’s a fact, ladies and gentlemen, and it’s easy to remember for anyone who’s had to fight their way through a GCSE of Nazis, the English Civil War and [Insert random dull topic], let alone teach one. What conclusion do we draw from this? That facts are learnt through fighting.


‘Clear the desks! Hand out the costumes! Jing, chain mail. Stephen, a crown. Joe, a massive hat with a sash, a buckle and a feather. (Joe’s the hat guy because nothing else really fits him – big torso, tiny head, a bit like a Koopa Troopa.) Rem Dogg, here’s a fake moustache. Mitchell, a 
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fake wart. You’ll see why you need it later. Chantelle, here’s the fancy- dress box. Choose anything, just put some more clothes on and get out from under my desk.  We don’t study Ancient Greece and class wars does not include jelly wrestling on the Isle of Lesbos. So please wipe down my desk. It’s really sticky. With jelly.’ is what I said on that fateful day, except the bit about the Koopa Troopa. (Kids today know literally nothing about Super Mario. Pitiful.)


	Let me paint you a picture . . .


It’s a foggy June morning in 1645 (it’s actually last Thursday) and we’re in Naseby, wherever the hell that is (we’re actually in the suburbs of Tring – its own battleground, as anyone can tell you who’s had their microscooter nicked by Frank Grayson). The Roundheads versus the Cavaliers. A Puritan Parliament versus its autocratic wastrel of a king. Yeah! Now your blood’s pumping!


On the Cavalier side, we have the foppish King Charles, played with dandyish gusto by Stephen Carmichael. He’s assisted by his second-in-command, Prince Rupert of the Rhine, played by Chantelle Parsons. Originally Chantelle wanted to be in the New Model Army, thinking it was a Sky Living programme in the style of Britain’s Next Top Model, only with an emphasis on boot camp. However, she’s a very good aide-de-camp for Stephen, though I doubt Prince Rupert of the Rhine’s skirt was tucked that high into his tights. If he wore tights. Though the name ‘Prince Rupert of the Rhine’ suggests that he definitely did wear tights some of the time. Maybe when his wife was out.


The Roundheads are led by Oliver Cromwell. Cromwell’s played by Mitchell Harper (and his fake wart), because Cromwell came from 
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East Anglia and Mitchell’s cousins were recently firebombed out of the Ipswich scrubland they’d parked their caravans in. With him is the ruthless Sir Thomas Fairfax, played by Rem Dogg because he’d brought a cosh into school that day and I had to cover for him with Pickwell by claiming it was a bit of Method acting. 


(Maybe that was irresponsible, but I defend my pupils to the hilt. I’m the guy who swears to bouncers that those kids are eighteen. Sure, it’s embarrassing being chucked out of Liquid in Basildon again, but I’d suffer any indignity for Form K.)


The King’s army occupy a ridge along the back wall of the classroom, stretching from the villages of Little Oxenden to around the Babes Through History posters. Sir Thomas Fairfax, meanwhile, has been hoisted onto Naseby (my desk), from where he can shout instructions and cosh anyone who comes too close. Including me. Several times. I’m a victim to my art.


Hearing our merry lesson in progress, Frank Grayson and some of his chums knocked on the classroom door. He and I swapped some good-natured barbs, mostly to do with each other’s mothers, before he asked if he and his pals could join in. Well, as we all know, in the Battle of Naseby, the Roundheads outnumbered the Cavaliers almost 2:1 (a grade probably only Jing is even aware of, let alone stands a chance of getting). So it made perfect sense to involve them in Class Wars. That’s my excuse, anyway, and I’m sticking to it, however much you complain about my ‘reckless dereliction of duty’. 


Soon, Grayson (playing Colonel Edward Harley) and his hard-nosed Puritans are being faced down by the Cavalier cavalry, led by Sir 
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