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The Bully
 by Gregory Clark
     Aubrey was his name. He could have been about eight or nine rears of age. I was about seven.  

     He would lie in wait for me on my way to school.  Four times very day.  Being at that time a very small, measly little boy con​sisting largely of freckles, knuckles, knees and feet, I believed devoutly in the principle of non-resistance.  Even before I started to school, I had learned I could not run fast enough to escape predators among my fellow-beings.  Nor had I the weight, speed or courage to fight when overtaken.

     Aubrey was a large, loose boy with sallow skin, pale eyes, a nasal voice and a frustrated character.  Nobody loved him. The teachers didn’t like him.  He was avoided in the schoolyard.  In the knots and squads of children going to and coming from school, Aubrey, large and louty for his age, was always mauling, pushing, shoving the smaller kids. The groups would either hurry to leave him behind or stop and wait for him to go on.  Nobody, nobody loved him.

     Then he found me. I fancy he lived two blocks closer to the school than I.  He would wait for me just around a corner.  He would lie in wait in side alleys, lanes, behind hedges.  As Aubrey was large for his age, I was small for mine. I found difficulty joining the right gangs of children heading to or from school. I like Aubrey, often found myself walking alone.

     Aubrey would throw me down and kneel on me, his knees on my biceps. He would glare down at me out of his pale eyes with a look of triumph.  He would pretend he was going to spit on me.  He would grind his fist on my nose, not too heavy, but revelling in the imagined joy of punching somebody on the nose.  It was inex​pressible pleasure to him to have somebody at his mercy.

     I tried starting to school late; lingering at school after dismis​sal.  I tried going new ways, around strange blocks.  No use.  Au​brey got me.  I had no protectors.  My father was a fighting man who would have laughed if I had revealed to him my terror.  “Why,” he would have cried gaily, “punch him in the nose!”

     After about two years, Aubrey vanished.  I suppose his family moved away.  But as the years came and went, like ever-rising waves of the tide of life and experience, my memory kept Aubrey alive.  As I grew, the memory of him grew. When I was 15, the hateful memory of Aubrey was my age too.  When I was 20, there in my life still lived the large, sallow, cruel figure of Aubrey.  My hatred of him matured, became adult, took on the known shape of a presence.

     In the Vimy battle, by 8:30 a.m., I was the only officer left in my company.  I had started, three hours earlier, the baby lieuten​ant.  Now I was alone with 200 men.  Orders came, now that we had reached the crest and the last final wonderful objective. The R.C.R.* had been held up at a semi​final objective, and there was a gap on our left between us and the Princess Pats.**

     “You will take the necessary party,” orders said, “and bomb across to meet a party from the Patricias, which will start from their flank at 9 a.m.  You should attempt to meet their party half​way across.”

     “Who,” I said to my sergeant, Charlie Windsor, “will I take with me?”

     It was a pretty dreadful time.  It was sleeting.  The air shook with shell fire, whistled and spat with machine-gun fire; and witho​ut shape or form, random monsters fell around us, belching up gray earth, gray smoke, gray men.

     “Me,” answered Sgt. Windsor, “and five others.”

     We got the canvas buckets and filled them with bombs. Sgt. Windsor got a Lewis gun*** and five pans for it.   At 9 a.m., peering across the grisly expanse toward where the Patricias should be, we saw, sure enough, a glimpse of furtive forms, half a dozen of them, bobbing, dodging, vanishing, reappearing.  They were coming toward us.

     ‘They’ve already started!” said Sgt. Windsor, hoisting the Lewis.

     ‘Let’s go,” I croaked.

     

     So, bobbing, dodging, vanishing, reappearing ourselves, we seven headed out to meet the Pats half-way.  Down into shell craters; up over crater lips; down into the next craters, pools, mud; fresh hot holes, charred and new-burned, big holes, little holes, we slithered and slid and crouched.  Two or three times, we had to cringe while German stick bombs whanged close; we lobbed ours back until we got silence. Two or three times, Sgt. Windsor had to slide the nozzle of the Lewis over the lip of craters and spray half a pan of fire into brush clumps.  And once into a tree, half-way up, out of which a gray sack fell, heavily.

     But each time up, we saw the Pats coming to us.  And their bombs rang nearer, and ours rang nearer to them.  We now could hear each other’s shouts of encouragement and greeting.

     “One more spurt!” I assured my crew.

The Pats squad was led by a long-geared, rangy man for whom I felt sorry each time I glimpsed him coming toward us.   A pity all men can’t be half-pints in war!  Our next plunge would be the last.  We could hear the Pats only a few yards away. Out over the lip I crouched and hurtled, feet first.  Feet first, I slid into a big crater; and over its lip skidded, feet first, the rangy, long-geared Pat.

     You’re right.  It was Aubrey.

His pale eyes stared incredulous and triumphant down into mine.  His sallow face split in a muddy grin.

     “Don’t I know you, sir?” he puffed.

     “You sure should,” I sighed, struggling erect as possible and holding out my hand.

     Hate dies funny.

THINKING  IT  THROUGH

1.
In the first paragraph, the author refers to the “principle of non-resistance.” (a) What does this usually mean? (b) Why did the author believe in it at the time? (c) Did he always believe wholeheartedly in the principle?  Explain why or why not.

2.
Consider your feelings about Aubrey as you read the first six paragraphs of the selection.  Describe your feelings toward Aubrey?  Why did you have this feeling?

4.
Did you foresee the surprise at the end of the story? If so, explain what clues helped you?

5.
The selection suggests a moral or lesson that most people should remember more of the time. In your own words, what is this moral or lesson?
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