
I have already told you that all 
Headmasters are giants, and 
this one was no exception. He 
advanced upon my mother and 
shook her by the hand, then he 
shook me by the hand. As he 
did so he gave me the kind of 
flashing grin a shark might give 
to a small fish just before he 
gobbles it up. One of his front 
teeth, I noticed, was edged all 
the way round with gold, and his 
hair was slicked down with so 
much hair-cream that it 
glistened like butter. 


