/'a

o




B e

smlled It made my mouth: stmg

‘He didn’t get'the fish!’ wailed Aunt Meg.
“What Wl]l we have for dinner?

“We'll have fish!” said Mother, crossly. She
hates it when my aunt-falls to pleces, as she
calls “it: M@ther is strong-minded; She has
to be, with Father away so much.

- ‘Billy and Twill go to the market together
while Susan is ‘having her nap, she said.
“There will be plenty of fish left’

. Susan is myhttle sister. She’s quite sweet,
but everyone fusses a-trovu%nfd ‘her because. silrie 5
always getting sore throats or fevers,

T put Hoppy in h1s doghouse; I said:
‘Another walk would be too much for his
gammy leg’

As Mother and I set off, T told her what
happened.”

“‘Big Tomw and his mates were throwing
stones at a kitten,' I said, ‘so. I picked it up-
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L o it behind 3 Wa]l Then

[ call Aunt Megs cottage home but 1ts
not rea]ly our home I hate 1t heze. Its» a]l :




without covering their mouths and noses.

Everyone is terrified they’ll find huge buboes

swelling under their arms, or hideous black

spots. If they do, they're 1l

Hundreds of people have died already. There

are red crosses on doors all over the city

warning, ‘Plague here — keep away’. That’s

why Mother decided that we should come
to stay with her sister at Kinglake Manor.

Sounds grand, does it not? Me — Willi
Watkins of Kinglake Manor.

Of course, we're not staying in the manor

am

house! Aunt Meg and Unecle Jem live in Gate
Cottage on the Kinglake estate. My uncle is
the gamekeeper and my- aunt does sewing
for the ladies of the big house. She?s pretty,
and fun when she’s not frettlng about fish.
It not my . fault I’'m unhappy here. BigTom
and his mates make- 'my life miserable. They
call me ‘maggot-head’ or ‘Willy goat brain’.
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cly to die horribly.

1y b'afe hands or trap rabbltsu and Ive no

wish to climb. trees. to steal apples

Catch frogs? Im sure I could, i-'but,lwho
W@Llld want to? As for trapping, rabbits, its |
not worth it.. Uncle Jem keeps. us supphed.z T
d 1 'tely not gomg"to, '

with: medt. And I'm defi
steal fruit, or. anythlng els-e; I’d_; never:

the chance Imaglne bemg locked up and,
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“That’s stupid, lad, he said.

“It’s not, T told him. T've even stood on
the stage’

‘Ha! You're jesting!” he said.

It’s true; I said. ‘T help at the Globe’

‘Droin»g‘ what, lad?’

‘Anything, They call me Billy-Odd-Job;
I said proudly. ‘And Master Burbage and
Master Shakespeare said that one- day I can
have a part’ i
" He didn't believe me. But they: did say
s0. And I believe them. One day, I'll have a
part in a play by Master William Shakespeare!

As Mother and I crossed the bridge into

town, I'said, T wish we were back in London.

‘So do I, she said, ‘in our own lovely.
house, with _]ane helping to look after us,
but we can’t be’

Jane was our maid and not more than a year

older than me, so she was fun. She left’ London,

(0]

100, to hve R A
her up the River Thames.
niled. ‘At least you have Hoppy

leg He was attackedr’

becauée of his ga.;j s
by a blg dog when he’Was a pup The stablej"“" :

myan at the manor gave Ko e _ e
H@ppys the cleverest httle @log 1n the

& A.__

e,

"oklng so
Id ever bite
is a bone!

I looked at té‘e tmy cottag
lanes in' the tlny town. How m
would we have to stay ‘with Aunt'—Meg? 1
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was bored in the country. I missed helping
at the Globe. How would I ever become a
player if I never went near the playhouse?

The plague was ruining my life,

TR T T 7 Sy e e s, e 3

The ap@thec’{;w m
because she looks hke quahty "-’

that she often g1ves some to Aunt,, Meg
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\‘y"heart leapt!. Plays, in this Very tewn
ke at the Globe! Well not as grand as

shouldn’t grumble. |

‘Nothing, I'thank you, said Mother. “Such
a crowd...”

‘1 understand’ He fetched Ker a stool. ‘But
they are simply excited because an acting

- company is in town.

- streets making nuschref He We, tto :

illiam Shakespeare in- Straf‘ e}

» i o o B2

the Avon and——

"Acting company?’ [ said. ‘Do you mean a
company of players, sir?’
‘I do?
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disobey Father’s wishes. It annoys her when-

I speak of it.

But the apothecary said, “You kniow

William Shakesp eare?”

‘T do, sir” ‘

‘William Shakespeare, the poet? The great
play writer?’

“Yes; sir, I said.

“That’s enouh,’ said Mother. Master Bottell

doesn’t want to hear any more about William

Sh akesp.eare 2

He seemed.most interested to.mie.

‘Mother, -may [ go-and watch them

preparing for the plays?’ I begged.

‘Certainly not. She rose and turned, swis hi
her skirts. Come we have fish to buy’ -

By the time we'd bought our:trout the
crowd. had thinned. Two of the company’s

carts were still waiting to enter the inn yard.

‘1 know what’s in those baskets on the.
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M other ralsed her eyeb,rows. Lords and
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dies go to Watch the plays?

ter Shakespeare s plays above a]l
It was true about the palaces but T do

She considered my words;. then said,
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‘Queen Elizabeth is dead. Come, lets go
before the fish rots and gives your aunt
something else to complain about’

I swung the basket as I walked. I felt so
excited. It ‘was months.since I'd been in the
playhouse Now we could watch a play right
here 1n town! And not _]ust one, because
players put on different plays each day 1
remember the Chamberlain’s Men acting
Jubius Caesar one afternoon after rehearsmg
A Midsummer Nzghts Dreatn that morn_mg, ,
and-they would act another the next day!. A :
‘player. rmght perf@rm a. murder- m an 1emt--
Romé after spending the’ mornlng as the
king of the fairies or a’ ‘poor weaver W1th
the head of an ass, called Bottom! ;

I remember men and boys sitting in out-
of-the-way places in the Globe, clutchln
pieces of paper. The words they would speak
were written on those papers. They would
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CHAPTER THREE

It was-only as I shut Aunt Meg’s hens 1n for
the night that I remembered Master Bottell
calling the company of players the King’s
Men. Now.Queen Elizabeth is dead, we have
a king called James. He is probably the patron
of the Kings Men. A king is higher than
a chamberhin, so they must be very good.
['had to see them perform. I had tol

I raced inside, nearly tripping over Hoppy,:}..

Meg. She

who was curled up beside Aunt

looked fed up, because Uncle Jem was'

snoring by. the fire, and Mother was mending
iy Jerkm

‘For goodness sake, stop tearmg around,
satd Mother. ‘Do some drawing’

Aunt Meg sat’ up. ‘Draw me, Billy?’

Not' again, I thought. I went up. to the

20
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First 1 d*rew. an eye then, next to it, a

heart. Finally, I drew a sheep. I wanted it

to be a female 'Sheep, but all sheep look the

same, so I drew a: riband round her neck,

tied in a.bow. -
“What is. this?” she asked.
‘A letter; T'said. ‘A letter to you.

‘But: there is -nofvvri't"iin,’ she .Sfaii%d:. :

Of course not. Mother cannot read S0
what was the: point.of writing Words?
‘Read the plctures I said. “What is this?’
‘An eye’
‘And this?”"
‘A heart.
‘And what is a heart full of?’ I as
‘Love, she said. i
I pointed to’ the sheep. ‘And this?’
She thought for a moment. ‘A sheep, with a

bow round its neck, so ... it must be a ewe’
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B She mpped her ale No., 2 ;
;- Wlth@ut opem {2y her eyes Aunt Meg sal,d

If it was not “for him - having oy
?J; pexir mn, he Would n@t be a]lowed
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1 wanted to cry. Why couldu’t ‘she
understand? |

1 Snapped fn‘y fingers. Hoppy got up
obediently, and came to me. I gavé him my
signal to die for the king, and: he lay down,
perfectly still, while T drew hin The only
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| I turned y face to her
Shesgazed at me for a feW ¥
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if your father were here, he would take you.’
I leapt up, throwing my arms round her.
“Thank you!’
‘But'mind, she said, ‘no talking to’ players”
I hardly slept that night. I felt so happy
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