
What’s in a Kiss?
Dimity Knight 

 
What just happened? Did he really kiss me?

He did! He kissed me. Geez. Did he feel what I felt? Come on 
Cate, don’t be stupid, I tell myself. It was just a kiss, nothing more 
than a goodbye. Anyway, he’s a hundred years old, and he’s married, 
and … He’d think I was so dumb to imagine there was anything 
more in it than a kiss – just a kiss.  It doesn’t have to mean anything, 
does it?

But it was special, deep. It was special for him too. I know it 
was, I could feel it – the way he leaned in and tightened his hands 
on  my  arms.  I  felt  the  tug  between  us,  sharing  a  moment  of 
understanding.  Understanding  what?  The  love  of  books,  of 
Shakespeare? Or was it something else? Shit. I can’t believe this.

I  glance back through the Book Room door pane,  see  him 
standing by the counter. I sling my bag over my shoulder and head 
for my old classroom.

Where’s  Vicky when I need her? No, I can’t  tell  Vicky. I’m 
such an idiot. I’ll just go clean up my locker and get out of here. 
School’s  finished,  nothing  to  do  now but  wait  for  exam results. 
Hope I passed. A pass … Did Mr Allen make a pass at me?

Of all the people in school to feel attached to, I’d never have 
thought it would be Mr Allen. I remember when I was in Year Eight 
and I first saw him. He looked like a nerdy penguin, always wearing 
those dark grey suits and white shirts. Who wears suits to school 
anyway? I mean, he needs to get a clue. And those horrible black-
rimmed glasses with beer bottle lenses made his eyes look like pin 
pricks, like some half-blind Men in Black impersonator.

I was disappointed at first when I found out he’d be my Year 
Twelve English teacher. I figured that someone so nerdy wouldn’t 
be  inspiring,  not  like  Mr  Blake,  my  geology  teacher  from  Year 
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Eleven. Now, he was sexy and  oh, so inspiring. It’s not hard to pay 
attention to someone who looks like Channing Tatum. I wonder if 
he knew I thought he was hot? Well, whatever … Mr Blake never 
kissed me.

It  didn’t  take long before I stopped noticing how Mr Allen 
dressed, or how weird his eyes looked in those glasses. All I noticed 
was what he said, how he read poems to us that blew me away, with 
words that danced together, flowing on the lilt of his voice. He read 
us old poems full of thees and thous, about things that matter, like 
religion  and war  –  how useless  it  is  to  blow each  other  up.  I’d 
studied wars and revolutions in history, but I’d never really felt what 
a soldier feels until I read those poems. Intense.

I didn’t love Mr Allen for what he looked like. Well, when I 
say  love,  I  mean  appreciate.  And Mr Allen appreciated me too. He 
treated me like an adult, like what I said was important and made 
sense. Sometimes it felt like there was no one else in the classroom – 
just  him  and  me,  meandering  through  verses,  discussing  their 
meaning, listening to their sounds. Like that one by Wilfred Owen, 
Dulce et Decorum Est, where you got to walk behind a cart full of dead 
bodies and hear the blood gurgling in their lungs and see their dead 
eyes staring in terror and know that dying for your country wasn’t 
sweet – it was effing crap.

And  then  there  was  Shakespeare.  Mr  Allen  taught  me 
Shakespeare. Those plays – Macbeth, King Lear and the others – they 
were  tragedies,  right?  But  somehow Mr  Allen  managed  to  make 
them romantic,  the way he caressed the words,  held them there, 
floating in the air, and delivered them, like roses; yeah. ‘A rose by 
any other name would smell as sweet.’ Cool line.

We didn’t study Romeo and Juliet in class but I saw the movie 
with  Leonardo  Di  Caprio  playing  Romeo,  and  Clare  what’s-her-
name playing Juliet. Mr Allen said that they’d left out some of the 
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text, and then he read the balcony scene to us. He asked me to take 
Juliet’s part. My heart was beating so fast by the end. He said I did a 
good job and that  I  should help out  with his  Year  Nine theatre 
group.

My favourite play was  Othello,  the ‘dark moor’,  who married 
‘fair Desdemona’ and ended up killing her out of jealousy. What a 
hack. Mr Allen showed us the film with Lawrence Fishburne playing 
Othello. Whoa, he was a hottie back in the nineties. I wouldn’t mind 
having  me  some  dark  moor,  like  Timomatic  or  Jason  Derulo. 
They’re singers, though, not a soldier like Othello.

I turn into the senior wing and hear laughter echoing from one 
of the classrooms. I stop outside my Home Room and search in my 
pencil case for my locker key.

Jealousy sucks. Vicky knows all about jealousy. Her boyfriend 
Eric is always giving her a hard time, checking her iPhone messages, 
grilling her over  her Facebook posts.  What a  pain.  So immature. 
Speaking of Eric…

‘Hi Vicky, hi Eric. How’re you doing?’
‘Hey Cate, what’s up?’ Vicky says.
‘Just cleaning out my locker. I can’t believe that it’s all over.’
‘Yeah, thank God,’ Eric says. He jumps up and grabs a cylinder 

off the top of the lockers. ‘Forgot to pick this up earlier. Artwork. 
It’ll be worth millions when I’m dead.’

‘Idiot,’ Vicky says, and jabs him in the ribs.
‘Hey!’
Vicky noses over my shoulder.  ‘We cleaned out our lockers 

this morning.’
‘Did you return your books already?’
‘Uh huh, me and Jess and Chloe and Eric went down to the 

book room before recess.  Mr Allen was  there,  so we got  to say 
goodbye.’
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‘Oh.’ I feel butterflies fighting past each other in my stomach. 
Should I tell her what happened, how we were alone, and …

‘Seems weird saying goodbye to everyone,’ she says. ‘He gave 
us all a big hug, except Eric of course – shook his hand. Mr Allen is 
a sweetie.’

‘Mr Allen is a sweetie,’ Eric mocks. ‘More like a dirty old man.’
‘You’re just jealous, again. Get over it, Eric.’
‘Oh yeah, jealous of the Penguin.’
‘No, but seriously, I’m going to miss old Allen,’ Vicky says.
‘Me too,’ I say, touching my cheek where he’d kissed me.
‘I need to get a grey suit.’ Eric looks down at his track pants. 

‘And a tie, maybe.’
‘Gross,’ Vicky says.
I close my locker. ‘Just one more book to return.’
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