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This is the tale of a lad named Awmie.  But to be honest, it’s a bit misleading to call Awmie a lad, for in truth dear Awmie was an adult like his teachers.  Now you may have heard of beings in certain mythological or magical tales known to some as sprites, at least some of whom were actually adults who chose to behave like, well, rather spoiled children.  That was essentially what Awmie was, only without the magical or mythological context.  To paraphrase Dr. Seuss, there was no explaining the reason; it might have been that Awmie, being the automatic prize student of the institution he was in, was given all kinds of allowances and privileges unavailable to most others; only a select and chosen few could ever obtain such leeway.


Yet Awmie for some reason was the one who always had to be restrained, contained, and corrected by the teachers, as the other students, well aware of their lowlier positions within the institution, were able to get around their lesser positions by simply playing on Awmie’s vanity and avoiding giving their teachers any cause for their own restraint---which turned out to be surprisingly easy.


There was the time when some of the other students had sneaked outside the school to look at the city libraries and had discovered books that were about famous and should-have-been famous heroes and heroines of their own varied heritages and cultures and languages---not like the homogenous misinterpretations common in the institution’s library.

“What an eyepopping time I had,” one said, “learning all that about my religion!”


“Gee,” another said, “and I thought all there was to my heritage was evil and illiteracy!”


“And that fella I read of,” said a third.  “Who’d’ve thought he’d accomplish so much!”


“Yeah, it’s so cool to know you too might be of importance.”


“Sure don’t say that in this place’s deadbeat library.”

“Or Dopey Doodlemax’s fogy lily classes.”


“You take that back!” Awmie (who happened to revere the classes) burst in.

“Oh boy it’s that Awmie again,” said one.


“Prob’ly mighty sore ‘cause we’re not talking about his heroes.”


“Or ze-roes.”


“Our facility’s texts are NOT zeroes!” Awmie burst out.  “Our school offers GOOD texts, teaching GOOD solid values.  Professor Doodlemax wouldn’t be recommending them if it wasn’t the best of our knowledge!”


“Look, Awmie, just because you’re the teacher’s pet and prize student, there’s no need for you to vent all over the place.”


“I’ll vent all over YOU!” Awmie exploded.  “Like THIS!”  He swung at them, again and yet again, wildly as the others simply leaned back from him.

“Stand still!” he growled.  “HOLD STIL-L-L-L-L!!!”


“Yeah, sure,” was the reply as they ducked and dodged in ways that suggested they believed poor Awmie’s outburst to be taken less than seriously.


But Professor Doodlemax took it quite seriously.  He rushed to the scene.  “HEY! Break it up, boys!” (His voice was a cross between Roger Ramjet and Max Headroom.) He snatched up Awmie and held him as one would an unruly charge.  “H-H-H-H-H-Hold it boys!”

“Lemme at ‘em LEMME AT ‘EM!” Awmie cried.  “I’ll---“

“Now-now-now Awmie,” Doodlemax replied as he carried the squirming child-man off, “we all-all-all admire your presence, and we know you’re very important to us, but-but-but you are the one misbehaving, you’re the one who’s creating a scene-scene-scene, so we’ll have to give you a time-time-time-time out until you’ve come to your senses.”

“Lemme go… len-ne go---LEN-NE GO-O-O-O-O-O!!!!!” whimpered poor Awmie, as he was led off, away from the other students who watched him being carried away and struggling to suppress a laugh or snicker.  

Now there were a group of students of the institution who engaged in using some very unique code languages (which were not of the profane type, let’s make that quite clear!) with each other, which of course infuriated young Awmie.  “English is the sole way to communicate that’s all!” he boasted.


“Really Awmie?” they smiled.  “Hey fellas, let’s discuss the matter and see if he makes sense.”  And they did so---in one of their secret little lingos, pointing in his direction every now and then.


Poor Awmie didn’t like that one bit no he didn’t---he knew what was best; how dare they talk their talk!  And soon he assumed they were talking about him (as he believed he was the only thing worth discussing).  And he did not like to be discussed behind his back, especially in a language he didn’t understand.


“Mwheeeeleeeemeememeemeeemee…”


“SHUT UHN-N-N-N-NNNNN!!!” Awmie yelled.


“Wwwheeemuleeeleeemweeeewaeeeemueeee…”


“SHUT UHN-N-N-N-NNNNN!!!”


“Weeeemuweewhueeewufeeeeevaeeeeeaeeeeewueeeeeeeeeeee…”

“SHUT----UNNNNNNNNNNNNNN!!!”  And he stomped and stamped himself into a noisy and disruptive frenzy, which of course brought our all the participants in a teacher’s discussion, led by the headmaster, Principal Minimal, who snatched him up by the collar of his shirt and marched him off.


“That’s quite enough out of you, young man,” the principal lectured the hapless Awmie.  “Although you are our favorite charge, you’ll just have to learn some discipline!”


“Leggo!” Awmie sobbed.  “Leggo you!”


“I am not a you, good Awmie.  I am a principal---Principal Minimal to you, and you are a most naughty boy we are regrettably forced to put in detention.”


And the other students looked on at this scene, after which (and after the other teachers had returned to their discussion) they resumed their conversation in their own respective tongues.

Now of course no co-ed institution worth its salt would be without issues concerning the…female persuasion, and so it was with this one as well; when there was a recent get-together between the boys and the girls, and of course you guessed it!  Awmie, believing himself to be quite the ladies man (or girl’s boy as the case may be), was sure he would be invited in as soon as he arrived.  So that night where the event was being held he rushed to the door, sure to be invited inside, and knocked on it.


“Who is it?”


“It’s me, Awmie, come to conquer!”

 
A snicker followed, and no more.

“Hey!” Awmie bellowed.  “I’m supposed to be let in here with the girls and the food and dance are ALL FOR ME!”


More snickers followed, much to Awmie’s indignation.  He banged on the door.  “Hey!  Let me in!”


Silence.


“LET ME IN-N-N-N-N-N!!!” he wailed, banging rapidly and now kicking the door.  “LET ME IN-N-N-N-N-N!!! LET ME IN!  LET ME IN LET ME IN LEMME INNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN!!!!!!!!”


(Now it must be noted that Awmie could have simply opened the door and let himself inside as everyone else had, but despite knowing that, he had expected to have someone open it for him anyway, for, after all, was he not the favored one of them all?)


But don’t you worry, for you see, Awmie did end up receiving someone of the female persuasion, or rather, she received him, as it was the teacher Miss Tee, Amazonian of build and sunny of face, complexion, and demeanor, who grabbed him and held him to her bosom.


“Awwww you poor dear Awmie,” she said endearingly, “you obviously don’t understand why nobody’s letting you in there.  We know you are the apple of all our eyes but you really can’t go around banging and kicking and throwing all kinds of tantrums can you?”

“Lemme go…lem-me go…LEMME GOO-O-O-O-O!” Awmie whimpered, now really struggling ferociously, for this was, after all, a female, but all he managed to do was send them both tumbling to the ground---and she still held him tightly.

“Awmie, this will not do,” she said, undaunted, as she maneuvered him into her lap, maintaining her viselike hold on him.  “We’ll just have to ground you for a little while.”


“Leggo…leggo…LAAGO---LAAAAGO!!” he wailed, squirming as hard as he can, but with no success.


“Hush now, dear Awmie,” Miss Tee murmured.


From inside the room where the get-together was held, some apparently had witnessed the scene, for guffawing sounds could be faintly heard.

Now after all the troubles poor Awmie had had it was decreed at that discussion that there should be something dedicated to the institution’s prize student.  So after much discussion over here and over there a song was dedicated to the lad by the a cappella vocal group who had somehow survived the axes that Awmie had been spared.  That song went as follows:

NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH!


Little Aw-mie thinks that he’s a great big he-ro.


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH

Poor boy didn’t know that he’s really a big ze-ro.

NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


Shoulda known he should’ve tried for some great deal-o

Instead of blowing off like the Emperor Ne-ro.


Little Aw-mie thinks that he’s a great big he-ro.


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH



(Hold it boys!

NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH



Huh-huh-huh-hold it boys!)

Big bad Awmie thought he had the big ap-pe-al.

NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


Didn’t realize the girls were wise to his spi-el.


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


Huff-and-puff as though he had the ultimate ze-al


And always showing off like the Emperor Ne-ro.


Big bad Awmie thought he had the big ap-pe-al.


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH



(You poor dear,


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH



You need a big hug!)


Stuck-up Awmie thinks his tongue is all that mat-ters.


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


The fact that others matter too has left him shat-tered.


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


Now he works himself into a pet-u-lant lat-her


And steaming up his ears like the Emperor Ne-ro.


Stuck-up Awmie thinks his tongue is all that mat-ters.


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH



(Naughty boy,


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH



You must learn discipline!)


Little Aw-mie thinks that he’s a great big he-ro.


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


Poor boy didn’t know that he’s really a big ze-ro.


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH


Shoulda known he should’ve tried for some great deal-o


Instead of blowing off like the Emperor Ne-ro.


Little Aw-mie thinks that he’s a great big he-ro.


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH

NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH

Little Awmie thinks that he’s


A great big hero


A great big hero


A great big hero


Little Aw-mie thinks that he’s a great big he-ro.


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH!


NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH-NAH!


Now when Awmie heard that one he was so excited be went beside himself and caused such a scene he really had to be restrained, and so we leave our story with Professor Doodlemax’s parting words to the lad:  “Now-now-now son, I’m afraid you’re just-just-just going to have to realize…that-that-that things are just not-not-not like the old days….we-we-we are no longer the only important ones in existence…yes-yes-yes it hurt me to realize that too-too-too…but-but-but others are just so-so-so-insistent…that they-they-they too are important, and worst-worst-worst of all…just as important…as-as-as ourselves…we’ve tried, son…we-we-we’ve tried…but I fear-fear-fear…we’ll just have to learn to adjust…some facts…some…facts…are like that…they happen…they just happen…”
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