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Mr Fisher Sits In

L.m. Roy Fisher (1950-2017)

Tall hight from the windows onto the road
and from the smaller ones opposite overlooking
the corridor and the playground.
Now class,
this 1s Mr Fisher. He 1s a special teacher,
one who teaches other teachers. Yes,
teachers have to learn things too. Quiet, please.
Don't stare. He 1s here today
to observe your lesson with Miss Parker.
Be on your very best behaviour
and give Miss Parker your full attention -
at which the owner of this voice
departs.

Which 1s a fiction. Mr Fisher,
however, now sits at the back of the classroom.
His jacket will be corduroy, perhaps; vaguely
grey-green. Trousers, vaguely green-grey.

He will be clean-shaven, as that

was his life-long preference; mildly-spoken,
with what my mother calls an educated

local accent. Probably he has a briefcase.

In 1t, a book and his lunch. Sandwiches, egg-
and-cress. William Carlos Williams. Perhaps
he travelled here by bus, the 65,

crawling from the city, via congested Hockley
and Handsworth, out to where the city thins
m suburbs, Perry Barr, Great Barr, Kingstanding,
on 1ts way to Pheasey.

Over his crossed leg,
let's say, a notebook reclines, and in his hand,
in his left hand, he holds a short red pencil.

This
1s realism, and he considers it.
Meanwhile
Miss Parker - in cat's-eye glasses, white blouse,
navy knee-length skirt, with dark, curly hair -
gazes towards him nervously. At his nod
she begins.
Imagining that lesson



1s beyond us, though I do know Porky Bagshaw
will put his used chewing-gum 1n the pockets

of Miss Parker's beautiful blue blazer one break,
and that I came on her 1n tears, red-faced, once.
'‘Bloody kids!', she sobbed; and then, noticing
me noticing, was mstantly remorseful, full

of apology. There was no need - I knew

I wasn't included - but I was flattered. She had

a certain sharpness of eye, of voice, I liked

even though I had learnt to be biddable and
her vulnerability had come as a shock.

Details could be laboured. Dip-in inkwells;
wooden, steel-nibbed pens; our allotted desks
with hids that slammed shut; times tables gun-
tacked to the walls; the posters of vitamins A, B,
B12, C, D and the foods they derived from
above the washbasins by the outside toilets;
those Look & Learns in a glass cabinet; the gerbil
n its tank; the absence of black or brown faces;
the sweaters and shorts and milk and cocoa
i winter time; scent of cedar pencil shavings;
chalkdust; sugar paper; rank, sprouting beans,
and Victory Vs - but I won't, even though
I ist them here. Our hands go up too readily
after shuffling in from the queue by the door
to endorse a simple nostalgia, the pathos
of embroidered loss as lyric.
Mr Fisher,

who we have neglected, forgotten even, stands
as the bell goes, picks up his briefcase,
speaks briefly to Miss Parker and vacates
the premises.

He got what he came for.



