
His face, which was pale and freckled, was easy enough to 

remember. 

He liked to be alone and think his thoughts. 

“Oh, sorry Dad,” Peter said. “I forgot you were there.” 

He simply hoped that none of his friends would see him 

holding a girl’s hand. 

Question one: who am I? Oh yes, Peter, aged seven and a 

half. 

When Peter snatched up his satchel, and took one last look 

around before running out of the house, it was always 

William he saw. 

Peter thought it outrageous that a bully of a young tom 

from next door was taking over the garden, knowing that 

old William could not do a thing about it. 

There was nothing Peter liked better on a Winter’s afternoon 

when he came home from school than to kick off his shoes 

and lie down beside William Cat in front of the living-room 

fire. 

Peter was not frightened. 

Peter was always such a polite boy. How splendid it was 

now to spit out these insults. 

Sometimes, in moments of boredom, Peter opened the drawer 

hoping the objects would suggest an idea or game. 

Peter wanted to build something, invent something…. 

“You should be careful of sunburn, Mum,” Peter said kindly. 

There was no doubt in Peter’s mind that he loved his mother 

dearly, and that she loved him. 

First of all he wanted the place tidy. 

 


