Hi Mitz

First month back has been good for us, and me especially.  I was so proud to wear my new Dockers for the first time at start of term; fourteen eyelets and polished so that whoever got the first taste would see their face in them.

I christened them that first day; I told you about that Punk girl, Nina, the Russian, who dissed me last term.  She was wearing the red Communist star on the lapel of her rag of a blazer, so there was just no messing – I did her up right – she’s probably still got the bruises on her fat Commie arse. I walked away without a hair out of place; it was textbook.

Two prefects got me for it – ‘Fighting in school’ they said, but there had been no fight to stop me kicking Nina.  They gave me the cane – twelve cuts, and Bristol Fashion – skirt up, knickers six inches down the thigh, boots rock solid on the floor.

It hurt like hell, but I just took it, voice never breaking, dead level and definitely no tears, I respect Old School – they’re a gang you can look up to, straight out of Old England at its best.  If the whole school were like them, there’d be no need for us.

The news is that an inspector is coming here soon, and this may be a way of getting things to change.

Overall, LCPS needs a strong leader; one who knows when to be lenient and when to be harsh: We must demonstrate our efficiency in order that the inspector leaves seeing that our way is the right one.

All the Blue Brigade will be top-smart and all temporary suspensions of standing orders will be void:  Zero Tolerance!
Tomorrow really does belong to us.

Jane

