
The War of 1812 

 

Sally’s head was strewn half-way around the room, the blood splashed 

decoratively on the walls. It looked as if a tornado had whipped her body 

profusely and then beat it repeatedly against the teacher’s desk. It was 

quite a traumatic situation since it was just a few hours beforehand that 

Sally and I had made plans to meet at my house afterschool. I didn’t 

quite know what to think. It was difficult to distinguish Sally from the 

rest of the confusion, and this added to the trauma. 

 I did, however, recognize Rollin’s fat head under the teacher’s 

desk. Stupid son-of-a-bitch was the class president although he thought 

he was the President of the United States. Once he ordered the whole 

fifth grade out of the cafeteria and marched us all out to the playground. 

He made us conform in an orderly fashion and instructed us to do 

calisthenics before lunch. He feigned to be under the direct order of the 

principal, Mr. Hidemeister. So naturally we believed him. We stood out 

in that goddam sun for a good twenty minutes before Rollin let us go to 

lunch, and by the time we got settled in the cafeteria, the bell rang for 



class. Stupid son-of-a-bitch. It didn’t upset me in the least to see his 

decapitated head oozing under that desk. Quite a fitting end if I do say so 

myself. 

 Room 1812 had the reputation of being rowdy and a bit on the 

arrogant side. But it wasn’t entirely true. There was Elizabeth, the quiet 

one. She always played by herself at recess. She was afraid of other 

people. She was indecisive too. Whenever someone would muster up the 

bother to ask her opinion or advice, she would reply, “Oh I don’t know, 

whatever you think will be fine.” Her frail little body was crumpled up 

in the far corner. She had a look on her face like she couldn’t even 

decide now to die, or maybe it was rather or not to die. Whatever the 

case was, she was dead. 

 Mrs. Pamplona was the absolute worst. Her body was indeed 

intact, but it had been mutilated in the worst sort of way. There were 

about twelve protractors sticking out of her head, each at 160 degrees. 

Some ingenious character had taken a ruler and shoved it as far down 

her throat as possible. There was a certain smell that always came from 

Mrs. Pamplona’s mouth and it seemed to be especially bad today. Of 



course the fluids seeping from her orifices could of had something to do 

with it. It looked as if maybe she’d been tossed around the room a few 

times for her body was covered in black and blue. 


