With the holidays almost here, I decide to get tough with the Pacesetters. Here are the rules they will have to obey in the New Year:
At five fifteen Irene enters. Alba comes in at twenty past and says she will have to leave fifteen minutes early for her guitar lesson. The two Núrias arrive at twenty-five past with cans of cola and bags of sweets. Big Núria tosses a bag of sweets in my direction and Wee Núria slides a can of orange along the desk.
“Merry Christmas,” they say.
“Thank you. Where have you been?”
“At the shop buying for the party.”
“You all said the other day that you didn’t want a party.”
“Hey, it’s Christmas,” they say in unison and laugh.
“Are we watching videos?”
“Can I write on the blackboard?”
I give up. The rules can wait until January.