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  The following stories are based on real people. However, the writers have created characters and incidents for dramatic effect.
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  Remember Remember the Fifth of November




  By Patrick Kennedy




   




  It is 1605. England has a Protestant King – James the First – on the throne. Some Catholics are unhappy and want to replace the King with a Catholic, Princess Elizabeth.




   




  Part One




  ‘Robert Catesby?’




  ‘Yes.’




  ‘My name is Guy Fawkes.’




  Catesby frowns, trying to remember if he has met the large, red-haired man standing in front of him. Nothing comes to him. ‘Forgive me, sir, but I can’t…’




  ‘Don’t worry, Mr. Catesby,’ says Fawkes, smiling and sitting down opposite Catesby. ‘You are not losing your mind. We have never met.’




  Catesby looks around the Duck and Drake Tavern to see if there are any other men around. This could be an assassination attempt. Catesby has made many enemies by speaking out against the Protestant King.‘Kindly introduce yourself, sir.’ Catesby rests his hand on the knife in his belt.




  ‘I am Guy Fawkes.’ Fawkes waves at the barmaid, signaling he wants some beer. ‘I have just arrived from Spain, where I have been fighting the Protestants.’ Fawkes spits on the floor of the tavern after saying the last word. The spit just misses the barmaid’s foot. She gives him a disgusted look as she puts his mug of beer down on the wooden table. ‘Oh, I am sorry, miss.’ Fawkes lifts his hat to the departing barmaid.




  ‘And why have you come here?’ asks Catesby, looking around again, this time making sure that no one is listening to their conversation. The Duck and Drake is in the Strand, a very fashionable part of London. The tavern is full of young men dressed in gold, green and blue hats and waistcoats. Almost all of the men have long hair, beards and moustaches – the fashionable look. None, however, has a beard and moustache to match Guy Fawkes. His red moustache is at least twice as long as Catesby’s.




  Fawkes drinks his beer in one gulp and signals to the barmaid to bring him another. She nods with a sneer. Fawkes looks around and leans forward, Catesby does the same. ‘It was your friend, Thomas Wintour. I met him in Spain. He told me that you were looking for men to help in the fight against the Protestants.’ Fawkes turns to spit on the floor but notices the barmaid standing next to him. He smiles up at her. She raises one eyebrow and bangs the mug on the table.




  ‘It is true, Mr. Fawkes,’ says Catesby, nodding. ‘I am looking for men for a specific job that I have in mind.’




  ‘Well, I believe I am your man, sir,’ says Fawkes, before gulping down half of his beer.




  ‘But you don’t know what I have in mind, Fawkes,’ says Catesby, laughing a little. ‘It might be too dangerous for you… or you might not have the right skills for the job.’




  Fawkes puts down his mug of beer and stares at Catesby. He is obviously very offended. ‘Sir, I have been fighting the Protestants for over ten years. I have fought in Spain, Holland, France and Italy. I have killed more men with these two hands,’ Fawkes shows Catesby two enormous, hardened hands, ‘than you have had hot dinners.’




  ‘Please, sir.’ Catesby puts up one hand to show that he means no offence. The other hand tightens around his knife. ‘I do not want to offend you. I am just saying that this particular job will be very dangerous and I will need very skilled men. What skills do you have?’




  Fawkes sits back a little. The atmosphere calms. ‘I have experience in hand to hand combat, fighting with swords and muskets, siege warfare, strategy, ambush and explosives.’




  At the mention of the last word, Catesby moves forward and lowers his voice. ‘Explosives?’




  ‘Yes, sir.’




  ‘Gunpowder?’




  ‘Of course.’




  ‘Then, Mr. Fawkes, you are exactly the man that I am looking for.’ Catesby smiles and puts out his hand. Fawkes smiles back and shakes Catesby’s hand.




  ‘Two more beers!’ he shouts to the barmaid.




   




  Part Two




  ‘Men!’ Robert Catesby stands up, the other twelve men in the Duck and Drake turn to look at him. It is three months after Catesby and Fawkes met in the same tavern. ‘The day is getting closer.’




  ‘What is our plan, Catesby?’ asks Thomas Wintour. ‘You haven’t given us any of the details.’ The others nod in agreement. They are sitting around a large, round wooden table. It is one o’clock in the morning, and all of the other customers have left. The doors are locked and the curtains are closed, this is not a public meeting.




  ‘I’m sorry that I have been so secretive, men,’ says Catesby, ‘but I had to make sure that I could trust all of you. Over the past few months, and in some cases years,’ he smiles at his old friend, Wintour, ‘you have all shown me that you are loyal to the Catholic cause.’




  ‘So what’s the plan, Catesby?’ asks Guy Fawkes. His voice is deep and loud. All twelve men look at Catesby. They have been waiting for this moment for months.




  ‘We are going to kill the King.’ There is a whisper that runs through the men like wind through trees. Catesby looks around, trying to see how each man reacts.




  ‘But how?’ asks Thomas Percy. He is older than the others. His beard and moustache are grey and his head under his hat has already lost most of the hair that used to cover it. ‘The King is always surrounded by soldiers and guards. It’s almost impossible to get near enough to fire a bullet or an arrow.’




  ‘I agree,’ says Thomas Tresham, a tall, thin man with white skin and dirty fingernails. ‘There must be an easier target than the King himself.’ His voice is high and he speaks quickly. Tresham comes from a very rich family… he has a lot to lose.




  ‘Let’s listen to what he has to say before we start giving reasons why we can’t do it,’ says Fawkes. He does not trust Tresham. ‘What’s your plan, Catesby?’




  ‘We are going to blow up the House of Lords.’




  ‘Sorry?’ says Fawkes, his eyes open wide, even he is surprised.‘With what?’




  ‘With gunpowder.’ The men all turn to each other and start shaking their heads and wagging their fingers.




  ‘But you will need at least thirty barrels of the stuff in order to destroy that building,’ says Fawkes, frowning and scratching his chin.




  ‘It’s actually nearer to forty, and I already have it in my house near the river,’ says Catesby. The men grow quiet. ‘I know that it sounds like a wild plan.’ Catesby walks around the table, looking into the eyes of the man opposite him as he goes round. ‘However, I have looked into the logistics of it, and it is possible.’




  ‘When do you plan to do this, Catesby?’ asks Tresham. His eyes dart from Catesby to the other members of the group.




  ‘It is October the sixteenth now,’ says Catesby, looking up at a calendar on the wall, ‘in three weeks, the King will officially open Parliament. That is when we will do it.’




  ‘Are you planning to throw the gunpowder in through the windows?’ asks Tresham with a slight laugh, he obviously thinks the plan sounds ridiculous.




  ‘No, sir, that would be a terrible idea,’ says Catesby, returning Tresham’s smile. Some of the men laugh. ‘There is a room beneath the building, under its foundations, that is where we will put the gunpowder.’




  ‘Well, I’m in!’ shouts Fawkes, standing up and banging the table with his huge hand. ‘Who else is in?’




  The men look at each other and slowly start to stand up. Wintour is first, then the others, until only two men are still sitting down, Tresham and Percy. Tresham looks around him, the other men stare at him with fire in their eyes. He slowly stands up. Fawkes slaps him on the back so hard that he almost falls onto the table.




  Everyone turns to Thomas Percy, who is sitting, looking at the table in front of him. Twenty-four eyes drill into Percy. A drop of sweat appears on his forehead.




  ‘Very well,’ he says, slowly standing up. His legs are shaking. Fawkes looks at him and grins, Percy smiles weakly.




  ‘Good, we have agreement, then,’ says Catesby, smiling. He knew it was going to be a shock to the men, and he is pleased with their reaction. He thought that at least three or four of them would refuse to be involved, but they have shown real courage.




  ‘So when exactly is this going to happen, Catesby?’ asks Fawkes.




  ‘The fifth of November.’




   




  Part Three




  ‘In here,’ Robert Catesby opens a small, wooden door and points inside. Guy Fawkes and Thomas Wintour hold their lanterns up, but they still can’t see anything. They are standing on the bank of the River Thames, just below the towering Houses of Parliament. It is a moonless night and fog is coming in from the nearby river.




  ‘I can’t see anything,’ says Fawkes, peering into the darkness, ‘it’s too dark and dingy in there.’




  ‘Just get inside before someone sees us,’ says Catesby, pushing Fawkes through the doorway. Wintour follows them in, closing the door behind him. They are entering the storage rooms under the House of Lords.




  ‘Where are we going?’ whispers Fawkes.




  ‘Keep going for about fifty metres,’ says Catesby. The roof of the long, dark tunnel is only about one metre fifty centimeters high. All three men have to bend down so that they don’t hit their heads on the supporting wooden beams. Water drips from the roof and large, black rats run between their feet as they walk.




  ‘This is a terrible place,’ says Wintour, holding his nose because of the awful smell.




  ‘That’s what makes it an excellent place for us,’ says Catesby, ‘no one ever comes down here.’




  The three men continue down the tunnel for five or ten minutes until they reach a room. There is no door, but the room is much larger than the tunnel. The ceiling is about three metres high and there are piles of wood in each corner.




  ‘This is it,’ says Catesby. ‘This room is directly under the House of Lords. One good explosion here will destroy the whole building. There will be nothing left of the House or any of the Lords inside it.’




  ‘Don’t you feel bad about the innocent people we will kill?’ asks Wintour. ‘Some of those men are Catholics.’




  ‘The Catholic cause is greater than that of a few individuals, Thomas.’ Catesby looks at his old friend and smiles. He, too, feels some guilt but he knows that he must do what is best for the country.
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