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      In a big house in the country lived William.

      William’s parents lived there too. He let them stay as long as they didn’t get in his way too often, and as long as they fed him properly.

      The front of the house had a large garden with trees and grass, and a very high stone wall around it that William couldn’t see over, even when he stood on his tip toes. His father couldn’t see over the wall either, and his father was a lot taller than William was. A big wooden gate was set in the middle of the wall, and that, too, was too high to see over. But William could look through the gaps near the hinges and see a narrow strip of countryside dotted with sheep. On some days the sheep weren’t there. William suspected that they probably got tired of those fields every so often and went somewhere else for a change of scenery.

      Now and then the gate would open, when his father left for work and came back, or when his mother took him to school and brought him home again. Then William would see the wide world before him, large and mysterious. The fields across the road rolled on for miles on either side, and stretched as far as a dark green forest that lined the horizon. Further along the road in both directions there were other houses. Some had stone walls like his own, but others had low fences around them, and once in a while William could see people coming and going.

      The road seemed to go on straight for ever; William had never seen the end of it. He had counted up to a hundred telephone poles or more between his home and his school. Now and then his mother took him to the city to go shopping, and William had given up counting all the telephone poles he had passed on the way. He often wondered what was at the ends of the road. Did it truly go on for ever or come to a stop somewhere? Maybe it came to the edge of the world and all the cars who were going too fast would fly off into space and go into orbit. William wasn’t sure.

      During the weekends William spent most of his time playing in the garden, or indoors with his toys. He had a large number of toys that did all sorts of things, whether he wanted them to or not. Sometimes he would catch them doing it, and other times they were too fast for him. But he knew anyway. Most of the toys had batteries in them, and if he got especially annoyed with his toys, he would threaten to take their batteries away. That usually quietened them down. William often wished he could play with his toys instead of them always going off by themselves and having fun without him.

      One fine Saturday morning, William got up, had breakfast, and went outside to see what the world was doing. This was something he usually did every weekend. But on this day, he felt strangely unmoved by the garden and the view beyond the gate. The world was doing what it normally did on a Saturday morning after breakfast. So William went and found his mother. She had just finished gardening and had gone inside to clean up before starting some work she was doing to earn some more money. William found her in her bedroom making the bed.

      ‘What can I do, mother?’ he said.

      His mother looked up in surprise. She thought for a minute, then she said, ‘Why don’t you go out in the garden and see what the world is doing?’

      ‘The world is doing what it was doing yesterday,’ William replied, somewhat grumpily.

      ‘Oh. Well then, why don’t you go and play with your toys?’

      ‘They are playing by themselves,’ William said.

      ‘Read a book.’

      ‘I don’t want to read a book.’

      ‘Well,’ his mother concluded. ‘I can’t help you then, dear.’

      ‘Couldn’t I go outside the gate and see what the world is doing?’

      His mother smoothed down a blanket and straightened up.

      ‘Now you know that is not allowed William dear.’ She smiled and patted him on the head, in a way that he particularly disliked. ‘You are still far too young to go out there by yourself.’

      ‘Not anymore,’ William said. ‘I am nearly grown up now.’

      His mother laughed.

      ‘No, William. If you were grown up, you would see that you really aren’t.’

      William tried to make sense of this from several angles, but each time he came out contradicting himself. So he gave up trying.

      He left his mother and went to the library. The library was not a large room, but it was an interesting one. It was filled to the ceiling on every wall with books. Many of these books William had read. But some of them, the really big ones with complicated titles, he had not opened.

      William looked at the books, trying to find one that would interest him enough to make him get it down from the shelf. But today he could not find the inclination. He suddenly felt, in a flash of inspiration, that today was somehow special, and that he shouldn’t embark on any large reading projects because he would have other, more important things to do.

      So he walked outside again and sat down on his favourite chair. The early morning sun began to warm the garden, making the insects stir themselves. Those that could fly took to the air in search of food, and those who couldn’t searched by foot, which wasn’t nearly as glamorous.

      William slid back in his chair and watched the wisps of cloud float past overhead, trying to imagine what they looked like. It was not long after a horse with three legs and a horn had rolled by overhead that William’s attention was caught by a funny sound coming from the stone wall. He shaded his eyes and looked, but there was nothing to be seen. But the sound continued. It was coming from the far side of the wall.
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      Then a face appeared over the top of the stonework, beneath the branches of a tree that grew so high that its top branches reached over to the other side.

      It was a cat.

      ‘Hello,’ said the cat.

      ‘Hello,’ said William, wondering for a moment how it was that this cat could talk when all the others he knew of could not.

      There was a pause, during which they looked at each other.

      ‘You’re a cat, aren’t you?’ said William.

      ‘I certainly am,’ said the creature, climbing onto the top of the stone wall. William could now see that it had short grey fur with the occasional patch of white, and a wide face with blue slanted eyes and long white whiskers.

      ‘That was quite a climb,’ the cat said, after catching its breath for a moment.

      ‘I can’t see over the wall,’ William said.

      ‘I can,’ smiled the cat.

      ‘What is the world doing then?’ William asked.

      ‘What it usually does,’ the cat replied, gazing sedately into the distance.

      ‘Oh,’ William said, sounding disappointed.

      He watched the cat for a time. Then he noticed its tail. It was all bent. Not a normal tail at all. He was going to ask the cat how its tail got so bent, but just in time he remembered that it wouldn’t be polite, so he decided to introduce himself instead.

      ‘My name is William,’ he said.

      ‘And I am the woggle-tailed cat,’ said the cat.

      ‘That’s a funny name,’ William said. He said it before he realised that it wasn’t polite and then it was too late.

      ‘I am a funny cat,’ said the woggle-tailed cat, not sounding the least bit offended. It leapt onto a branch of the tall tree and made its way carefully to the main trunk. Then it stretched its front paws slowly down the trunk until they wouldn’t reach any further and jumped all the way to the ground. William was impressed.

      ‘That was a good jump,’ he said.

      ‘Thank you. I pride myself on my jumping technique,’ replied the woggle-tailed cat.

      It padded slowly to where William sat on his favourite chair and sat down.

      ‘I like a good climb every now and then,’ it said, then began to lick its paws, paying great attention to every claw. Its bent tail stuck out on the ground behind it. The cat could not curl it around nicely like most cats do.

      The two of them sat there for a while in the warm sun without saying anything. Then the cat said, ‘It’s a very nice day today, isn’t it?’

      ‘Yes,’ William replied in agreement.

      ‘A good day for doing something interesting,’ the cat continued. ‘Something out of the ordinary.’

      ‘That would be nice,’ William said.

      ‘So, what do you usually do on a day which is good for doing things out of the ordinary on?’

      William was taken aback slightly.

      ‘I don’t know, really. Usually, I come out here to see what the world is doing, and then if it seems like a good day for doing something, then something suggests itself.’

      ‘How interesting,’ said the cat.

      ‘But today nothing did, even though it is a good day for doing things, so I went and asked my mother what I could do.’

      ‘And did she have any useful suggestions?’

      ‘No, she didn’t.’

      The cat nodded knowingly, then it looked unconcernedly at the stone wall.

      ‘I was thinking of taking a short trip into the wide world,’ it said. ‘Just to have a closer look at one or two things.’

      William looked at the cat with admiration.

      ‘Do you go often?’ he asked.

      ‘Not very often,’ the cat said. ‘But now and then something comes up and I put on my travelling paws.’

      ‘I have never been out in the wide world by myself,’ William said.

      ‘Why ever not?’

      ‘My mother says I am too young. And I can’t open the gate. And the stone wall is too high for me to see over.’

      ‘Ah,’ said the cat. ‘Well, I would invite you along, but then if you are too young ...’

      ‘Oh no I’m not,’ William said emphatically. ‘I am quite old now. Quite old enough to go out in the wide world. My mother just doesn’t realise it yet.’

      The cat considered this for a while. Then it said, ‘Well, if you really are old enough, why don’t you come along with me. Just for a short while?’

      ‘Will I be home in time for tea?’ asked William.

      ‘Of course.’

      ‘Then I will come,’ William said stoutly, feeling very grown up and able to make decisions, just like that. But when he remembered the stone wall, he was suddenly young again.

      ‘How will I get out though?’ he said, feeling confined.

      ‘Oh, that will be no problem,’ said the cat. ‘I am a woggle-tailed cat, remember.’

      William failed to see the significance of this.

      ‘Oh,’ he said.

      ‘Come along then,’ said the cat. It stood up on its four paws, stretched lazily, and then padded over to the gate. William followed behind, somewhat puzzled.

      ‘Will I need to take anything with me?’ he asked, remembering how his mother always made him pack a toothbrush when he went on holiday.

      ‘No. You have everything you need,’ said the cat. ‘Now come and stand by the gate.’

      William did as he was asked. The woggle-tailed cat looked up at him, smiled mysteriously, and waved its tail from side to side. The gate gave a clunk and a rasp, then swung open. William pushed it wide and stepped through, and the cat followed.

      ‘What a good trick,’ said William, after recovering from the shock of finding himself in the wide world. He looked about. Yes, this was definitely it. The sheep were in the fields, and the road went on for ever in both directions. He felt suddenly guilty at being outside without his mother knowing it, but then the feeling was squashed by a great desire to see what there was to see while he had the chance.

      ‘Which way?’ he asked, pushing the gate closed.

      ‘Follow me,’ the cat said. It looked up and down the road then crossed quickly. A shallow ditch ran alongside the road, but the cat leapt nimbly across it as if it wasn’t there. Then it slipped under the barbed wire fence on the far side. William had a little more trouble getting across the ditch and over the fence, but the cat watched his progress benevolently.

      ‘I will catch you if you fall,’ it said.

      But William did not fall and was soon standing on the far side of the fence. The sheep did not seem to mind. They continued thinking their peaceful sheep thoughts, and the woggle-tailed cat led William right through the middle of them without them even noticing.

      The field began to rise steeply after a time. There were several more fences to cross, but no more ditches, and before William realised it, they had reached the forest.

      ‘It is quite large when you are close up,’ William said.

      ‘It is even bigger on the inside,’ said the cat.

      ‘Is it very far through the wood?’

      ‘No, not far.’

      ‘And will I be back in time for tea?’

      ‘Of course.’ The cat looked at him slowly. ‘I could always take you back now ...’

      ‘Oh no,’ said William hurriedly. He had no wish to give up his first chance of seeing the world.

      ‘Then follow me.’

      The cat walked in among the trees, and after a final moment’s hesitation, William followed.

      The forest was mysterious and dark, and William was a little worried by it.

      ‘So how big is the world?’ he asked the woggle-tailed cat, hoping that their talk would scare the darkness away, or at least put it off somewhat.

      ‘Very big. Bigger than the biggest thing you have ever seen,’ said the cat. ‘And at the same time, as small as you could possibly imagine.’

      ‘That big?’ William said appreciatively.

      He walked on behind the woggle-tailed cat, noticing the way its tail bounced along the ground behind it.

      ‘So where are we going?’ he asked.

      ‘Through the forest.’

      ‘And then where?’

      ‘Then we shall stop for a little while.’

      ‘Why?’

      The woggle-tailed cat turned and looked at William with a patient expression on its face. But William noticed that one of its whiskers was shaking slightly.

      ‘Never mind,’ he said hurriedly.

      The wood was larger on the inside just as the woggle-tailed cat had suggested. It seemed to go on indefinitely. The trees hunched over William, as if to say What are you doing here among us little boy? Why are you out in the wild world?

      But William thought back at them I am here with the woggle-tailed cat, and as soon as the trees heard this, they all said, Oh, well that’s all right then, and did not bother him again.

      After a time, they came to a clearing in the woods, which suggested to William that they were halfway through. And in the centre of this clearing the woggle-tailed cat swished its tail once, twice, and a third time, and for a minute the forest seemed to turn inside out. A curtain of colours materialised, twisted wildly as if revelling in their newfound freedom, then disappeared, leaving the clearing as it had been when they entered it.

      ‘What was that?’ William asked.

      ‘Just finding my bearings,’ the woggle-tailed cat said, and smiled its mysterious smile. It led William out of the clearing and down a small path that was cut through the trees, quite different from the trees on the other side of the clearing.

      Within a few minutes the trees thinned, and they came to the end of the forest. And there a great sight greeted William’s eyes.

      ‘So this is the world,’ he said in wonderment.

      ‘Part of it,’ said the woggle-tailed cat.

      ‘It is big isn’t it?’ he said after gazing at the scene before him for several minutes.

      ‘Yes,’ said the cat, sitting back on its haunches and licking its side carefully where a thistle had caught in its fur.

      The world stretched away before them, far into the haze of the distance. Nearer, there were great green forests that ran up the sides of tall mountains and failed to reach their snow-capped peaks, falling instead into narrow valleys between them. Rivers flowed from the heights, down across wide stretches of grasslands and away into the distance. There must be an ocean there somewhere, William thought as he gazed into the distance, because rivers always flow into oceans.

      There were towns along the banks of some of the rivers. They looked small, but were probably big when one was closer up.

      ‘What is this part of the world called?’ he asked the cat.

      ‘It goes by the name of Ethylon,’ said the cat. ‘It is also known as Kirrelward among men. For some reason men have to have their own name.’

      Looking at the scenery closer to where he was standing, William could see individual plants and animals. There were more forests – he could see the tall trees that made them up – and he even saw one or two elephants walking sedately beneath the shady greenery. He could see birds flying above him, some quite low, but other, larger birds, at a great height. They were probably going somewhere important otherwise they wouldn’t have bothered being so high, William thought to himself.

      In the fields nearest to him, he saw mice preening in the sun, and sparrows hopping and feeding. There were trees dotted about in the fields, and here and there a cow grazed.

      And this was where William first noticed something strange about the world he had just come to.

      He had seen cows before. Proper sensible cows who stood on all four legs on the ground and ate grass. Not pink cows who sat high among the leafy branches of trees and ate leaves. But there they were. William looked harder. The cows seemed quite happy perched on their branches, chewing sedately. They were a very bright pink, and made the trees look like they had oversized flowers blooming in them.

      ‘Those are not normal cows,’ William said, after considering the sight for a moment.

      ‘They are here,’ said the cat.

      And William had to content himself with this explanation.

      It was then that he noticed the small house a short distance to his right, with a red brick chimney sticking out above the roof. From this chimney bright blue smoke curled into the sky. William wondered what sort of person lived in such a house, and what sort of fossil fuel he burned.

      The woggle-tailed cat saw him staring at the cottage.

      ‘Shall we go and visit?’ he asked.

      ‘If they don’t mind,’ William replied.

      ‘No, I do not think they will mind.’

      The cat stood up, satisfied that the thistle had been removed from its fur, and William took his first steps into the strange world of Ethylon.

    



OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/cover-with-text-box-3.jpg
William and the
Woggle-tailed Cat

Alister Laurence






OEBPS/images/chapter-1.jpg





