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Behaving by Diane Stewart 

Max should play the other characters in her life when she speaks as them. 

Max Hi, I’m Max. 

I like mint-choc-chip ice-cream, Thor both the Norse God and Marvel Avenger 

and sparkly nail polish. 

I go to a regular school and play for the hockey team. 

That’s kind of me. 

The other day I was thinking about how scary it is to have a skeleton inside 

me. It’s necessary to stop me flopping around, I get that but there is 

something I find a bit spooky when I picture just my skeleton.  

Then I saw someone on twitter saying it’s not the skeleton you should be 

scared of. It’s the meat.  

The blood and the guts. My guts and slime.  

That’s also kind of me. No… that’s actually me. 

Then here – inside the scary skull with the exposed bits (shows teeth) is the 

jelly, grey mess. My brain. The old think box. Which quite frankly has been 

doing all sorts of things by itself and quote “not like me at all”. Which led to me 

and my Mum and Dad, sitting in Ms Ramsey’s office. She’s the headmaster… 

mistress…person in charge of my school. 

So I’m sitting there, Mum on the left, Dad on the right, looking up at the poster 

– Fail to prepare, prepare to fail – she loves that saying, mainly at assembly 

and to be honest I’ve already heard all this so I’m not really listening. 



2 
 

Diane Stewart 

I’ve disappointed my teachers and the school and especially Mrs Curran who 

coaches the hockey team because I can’t keep playing if I keep going on like 

this. But I don’t really know what she means by keep going on like this 

because I’ve not really been going on like anything.  

I’m just not like me at all – Ms Ramsey says. Is everything alright at home? 

Yes, Maxine is good as gold as home – says my Dad. 

Mum says I’m a pleasure to have around the house. Which is nice because 

sometimes I really can be a pain in the arse.  

I feel like I’m not the sort of student who should be in front of the head but yet 

here I am.  

So it all started when Miss Forth went on sick leave. I mean it’s not her fault or 

anything, she got sick that’s rubbish for her. But basically when she wasn’t 

going to be in they couldn’t find another teacher to take over all her classes, 

one of them was mine. So they decided to make a composite class. That’s 

when they have to merge two classes together, which you know was 

technically fine because my class was small and so was the one that we were 

being put with. Something to do with the columns people had picked subjects 

in.  

Anyway, Mr Brown is perfectly nice and fine and whatever but, I don’t know 

how to put this. Because it doesn’t seem quite fair no matter how I say it. But 

his class isn’t exactly the best class. That’s why we’d been split to start with. 

So it’s a bit of a mixed bag. 
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Mr Brown says – I know this isn’t an ideal situation for either class but until 

Miss Forth gets back, we are all going to get along like one big happy family 

and do the best work we can.  

I think Mr Brown has lost his mind a little bit, but I don’t want him to go off sick 

and end up with Mr Gibbons the supply teacher who always has sweat 

patches under his arms.   

At first the classes are kept separately across the room. Two not quite warring 

factions. This means the other half of the class, my half, get on with work and 

reading and stuff. But when Mr Brown is teaching us the other half, his original 

half, well I’m not sure what they do. Not much by the looks of things. Mainly 

be annoying.  

So Mr Brown drafts an elaborate seating plan mixing us all up. Both sides of 

the class are mingled. But also boy girl, boy girl because that’s a thing 

teachers like to do. I think it’s meant to be a kind of punishment but I know 

that Jason from my half of the class would rather nothing more than talking to 

girls on either side. Jason thinks that because he’s got a badge on his blazer 

that says he’s a feminist that it means all the girls should fancy him, but Jason 

would rather talk all day about that than listen to anything Rosie or Emman 

actually has to say. 

Now, it’s not that I particularly care about who I’m forced to sit next to, but Mr 

Brown sits me next to Ali.  

Ali is maybe the most annoying person from the other class.  

And so it begins. 
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At first I don’t really care that Ali seems to make it his mission to distract me at 

all possible moments. He’s irritating but Mr Brown isn’t making a thing of it so I 

guess I can’t really complain. 

Day nine Ali asks – can I have a pencil? 

I’ve got a nice set but I decided to lend him one because maybe that means 

he’ll actually do some work and leave me alone. He draws penises on his 

jotter. 

I don’t get the pencil back. 

Ali likes to poke me in the ribs and flick my hair and generally just get into my 

personal space a bit much. I just sit and get on with it. 

My work isn’t suffering per-say but I don’t feel like it’s as focused as it 

previously was. 

I start to not want to go to class. I’m fed up being harassed on a daily basis. 

But yet I go, to have my education disrupted. I’m not sure why I’m being 

punished for getting my work done usually on time and behaving well in class. 

But that’s what it feels like being forced to sit next to, and babysit Ali. 

The thing is, I don’t know Ali well. I don’t know what is situation at home is like 

or anything else. I don’t know if actually he needs more help than the school is 

providing. But at the same time I don’t think I should be forced to deal with 

this. 

The situation is causing me to feel stressed and anxious like my brain wants 

to burst out of my skull. 
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I phone my cousin Mhairi, she’s training to be a teacher – oh yeah, that’s total 

bull. But it’s what we’re taught to do as teachers still. Sit the worst and best 

kids together. That sucks Max, but I’m not sure what to tell you. But its 

patriarchal nonsense, boys and it normally is boys, shoot me whatever, are 

getting off with harassing young women and the young women are being 

taught to be silent and just deal with it. It’s not going to be happening in my 

class – that’s for sure. 

Right. Well. Good to know the next generation of students are maybe going to 

be treated differently. 

So it goes on. And I can’t get the brain squeezing feeling to go away and Ali is 

tap tap tapping his, my, pencil on the desk and leaning right over into my 

space and he blows into my ear. My skeleton shaking like it’s ready to jump 

out of my skin and scare not just me but everyone else in the class.  

So I grab it. I just grab it out his hand. I grab the pencil and I slam it. Slam it 

right into his palm.  

He screams. Pencil stuck there. Blood starting to drip onto the desk. I’ve 

unleased the meat.  

Mr Brown yells – what the hell is going on here? 

She’s stuck a pencil in my hand. 

She’s done what? Max did you do that? 

I stare. I’m not really sure what I’ve done. My brain did it. But it wasn’t me. Not 

really me.  

Eh, yes sir. I guess I did. 
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The bell rings. 

Rosie take Ali to the nurse. Max you stay right there. 

That’s how I ended up with Mum on the left, Dad on the right, sitting in front of 

Ms Ramsey. 

I know Ms Ramsey, I know it wasn’t like me. 

I didn’t mean to disappoint anyone but you see… 

Dad buts in – the situation hasn’t been exactly great for Maxine these past 

few months. She’s been in tears. 

I agree that she can’t just go around puncturing other students with pencils 

but it might be worth considering how it came to this. 

Ms Ramsey isn’t 100% convinced but I think she knows something hasn’t 

been quite fair. 

My brain all jelly and grey isn’t really processing everything but Mum and Dad 

have got my back. 

I hope Ali’s parents in a way also have his. That’s not fair if only one team has 

someone routing for them. 

Back in class I was separated from Ali and I don’t know if it was something to 

do with Ms Ramsey or the pencil in the hand or something else completely but 

he didn’t start bothering the next girl. 

So my brain gets to be a bit calmer for a while, which is good because it’s 

exam time. Much less stressful. 


