berdper

e voice belonged to Mr Flick.

r Flick was the manager of the Lizard Street cinema,
ywn as Flick’s Ritz. He wore a black suit with velvet
els, black bow tie, shiny leather shoes and a green
istc ,‘tmthhingbutm

mymdfmg. Corky said. ‘Who wrote it?’

A.Flicklookedmﬂ wmkemmMrhmm't
1 low Shakespeam, Ruskiu cried. ‘One day I'm

zoing to be the greatest actor in the world. I'm going to

stand on stage and do exciting things and the audience
watchme,holdingtharbreathand biting their

\,'Youwantadtophythepartoihemh\theachool
lay, didn’t you?’ asked Mr Flick.
',-'Yes, lednrephed h_oking at the cracked pave-
ment, ‘but I didn’t get it.
. .'Whosotitthen?'askeerick.
- ‘Elvis,’ Ruskin told him. ‘The class thought he looked
more likeahaobemusehe’stlllandgotnnndes.

‘Oh, things like that don’t matter to an actor,” Mr Flick
~said. ‘I've seen some plays and thought the actors were
as tall as a lamp post, but when I've seen them in real
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life, they’ve been shorter than me. It's what a person does
that makes him tall, it has nothing to do with height or
muscles.’

Corky smiled and said, ‘Exactly, Mr Flick.” Then he
looked at Ruskin. ‘Come on, my dear boy. Time for our
tea and biscuits.”

‘Can we see the film sometime?’ asked Ruskin.

‘Of course,” Corky said. T'd enjoy that very much.’
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