
42 Billy joins the band

You may remember that Billy's Mum plays the tuba.  She plays in the Driptown 
Town Band.  At first, Billy thought that this was a very bad idea.  The tuba 
sounded dreadful when Mum first started to learn, rather like an elephant that 
had just stubbed its toe!  But one day Billy had been to a concert to hear the 
band and, much to his surprise, had really enjoyed himself.  He had been 
particularly struck by the trumpet player in the band.  
"He gets all the good tunes," he thought.
For a while Billy went to bed every night and dreamed about being the lead 
trumpeter in the Driptown Town Band.  In his dream he would play a solo in a 
Gala Concert with the Queen in the audience.  Then, in his dream of course, the 
Queen would be so pleased that she would present him with a medal and say:
"I hereby appoint you the royal trumpeter!" 
Then the audience would go wild with excitement as Billy played an encore.

A few weeks later at school Mr. Yellit, Billy's teacher, made a special 
announcement: 
"Mr. Puffin, the brass teacher, is looking for some more pupils.  He is looking for 
someone who would like to learn the trumpet.”
Suddenly, Billy’s heart was pounding.  His hand seemed to just shoot up into the 
air.  He looked around, he thought there would be lots of hands up and, as usual, 
Mr. Yellit wouldn’t notice him.  But, to his surprise, his was the only hand in the 
air.  Mr. Yellit looked around the class several times.
“Well, Billy,” he said, “it looks like it’s your lucky day!” 
“Yes!” thought Billy.
“You can go and see Mr Puffin now.  He’s in the hall.”
As Billy walked along the corridor he had the strangest feeling inside.  It made 
him feel as if this was one of the most important days of his life.

Mr. Puffin was very jolly.  He showed Billy a trumpet and Billy had a go.
“Brilliant!” said Mr. Puffin getting quite excited.  “Brilliant!”
That afternoon, Billy came home with his trumpet.  But he sneaked it upstairs 
without anyone seeing it.  
"I’ll keep it a secret,” he thought.  “Mum will only want me to play, and because 
I'm awful, she'll only laugh at me." 
So Billy only ever practiced when there was no one else at home.  He would shut 
all the windows and all the doors to make sure that no one outside could hear 
him.  Then he practiced and practiced and practiced.  The day before his lesson 
at school he would always sneak his trumpet out to the garden shed.  Then the 
next morning, he could sneak it off to school without his Mum seeing it.  For 
several months his plan worked really well.  No one at home had any idea that he 
was learning the trumpet.  That is, until one Friday afternoon.



Everyone was out on Fridays when Billy got home from school.  So he rushed up 
stairs and got his trumpet and started his practice.  He was doing really well.  Mr. 
Puffin had given him a new tune to learn and it was great fun.  He got really 
carried a way and forgot about the time.  He was in the middle of the piece when 
a knock on his bedroom door nearly made him jump out of his skin.
"Billy," said his Mum from out side the door, "Billy, are you in there?" 
Billy panicked!  He stuffed his trumpet under his duvet; his music under is pillow, 
and his trumpet case in the bottom of his wardrobe.  
"Err.... yes, Mum, c, c, c, come in," he stammered.
Mum pushed open the door.  
"What was that music Billy?" she asked.  
"Oh... err... it was my tape player," he said casually.  
"It was very good," said Mum, "can I hear a bit more?" 
And, before Billy could stop her, she reached out and pressed the play button on 
his tape player.  Out came the screeching sound of an electric guitar.  
"Oh, its sounds so different when you're inside the room," said Mum.

Mum looked at Billy's bed.  
"What a terrible mess you always make of your bed Billy," she moaned.  And, 
before he could stop her, Mum grabbed the duvet and gave it a big shake.  There 
was no hiding it now.  Mum was staring straight at Billy's trumpet.
"What's that Billy?" asked Mum.  
"Well I never!" said Billy in his most surprised voice.  "It’s... it’s... it’s... a trumpet. 
However did that get there!  I thought my bed was a bit uncomfortable last night!" 
"Billy," said Mum, "I think you've got a bit of explaining to do.”

Billy had to tell Mum everything and, of course, Mum said the one thing that he 
was dreading: "Well, come on then Billy.  Play me a tune."
Billy played his new tune.  It was beautiful, so beautiful that Mum nearly cried.
"That was lovely, Billy,” she said.  “You could come along and play in the band 
with me, if you like."
"Oh no, Oh no," he stammered.  "I'm not good enough.  I'd only make a mess of 
it and you've already got plenty of trumpets in the band.”

Over the next few months Billy carried on practicing.  He got better and better, 
but every time Mum asked him to come along to the band with her he always 
said the same thing, "Oh no Mum, I'm not good enough.  You don't want me.  I'd 
just make a mess of it and spoil it for everyone else.”

After one band practice though Mum had a chat with Mr. Waverley, the 
conductor.  She told him all about Billy's trumpet playing and how good he was, 
and Mum and Mr. Waverley made some plans.

Two weeks later it was the annual Driptown Festival.  The band was playing a 
Gala Concert in Driptown Town Hall.  Everyone was very, very excited because 
this year, for the first time ever, they were going to have a very, very special 



visitor.  The Queen was going to visit Driptown, and she was going to come to 
the concert.

Lots of preparations were made.  The Town Hall was cleaned and painted.  The 
band uniforms were dry-cleaned.  The instruments were polished until they 
shone like gold.  The band would look and sound better than ever.

That Saturday morning, Billy went to do his trumpet practice but he couldn't find 
his trumpet anywhere.  
"Oh drat," he said to himself.  "I must have left it at school!"

It came to the time for the concert.  Billy was sitting with his big sister in the 
second row from the front.  Everyone stood up as the Queen came in and they all 
sang, “God save the Queen.” The first half of the concert went really well.  The 
band was playing at their very best.  Billy was very proud of his Mum as he 
watched her puffing and blowing away on her tuba.

When the second half was about to start though, Mum seemed to be in a bit of 
trouble.  She kept fiddling with her music stand.  But the more she fiddled the 
more her music kept slipping off of it.  Billy got very worried.  
"Oh no, Mum is going to make a mess of things," he thought , "and in front of the 
Queen as well! This is terrible"
Eventually, Mum started waving at Billy, beckoning him to come and give her a 
hand.  Billy didn't hesitate.  He slipped out of his seat and in no time at all was on 
the stage next to his Mum.

But then something happened that Billy didn't expect.  Mr. Waverley suddenly 
appeared on the stage and started to make an announcement.
"Your Majesty, Ladies and Gentlemen.  Now we have an extra item in our 
program this evening.  One of the rising young stars of Driptown is going to play 
a solo with the band.  So, with his rendition of the Barcarole from Offenbach's 
Orpheus, please put your hands together to welcome, Billy!"
Before Billy could say anything, Mum had thrust his trumpet into his hands and 
put a music stand in front of him.  He was amazed to see his music on it.  He 
didn't have time to think.  He put the trumpet to his lips and started to play.  The 
audience was absolutely silent.  You could have heard a pin drop.  He played a 
few notes, and then to his surprise the band joined in as well.  The sound of 
Billy's trumpet soared above the band.  It sounded beautiful.  Mum puffed away 
on her tuba with great big tears running down her cheeks.

When Billy reached the end of the piece there was a moment of complete 
silence.  Everyone was spellbound.  For a moment he thought:  "Oh no, they 
didn't like it!" 
But then the applause started.  It went on and on and on.  Billy bowed and bowed 
and bowed.  In the end he had to play the whole piece over again.



Well, you might be able to guess what happened next.  Mr. Waverley escorted 
Billy to where the Queen was sitting.  The Queen said to Billy,  "My boy, you 
have made us so happy with your playing that I would like to present you with 
this medal of honour." She gave Billy a bright gold medal.  "And I hereby appoint 
you to be an honorary royal trumpeter."
Billy bowed very low and the applause started again.

When Billy was getting ready for bed that night his Mum said:  "You better check 
your trumpet is not under your duvet before you get into bed Billy!"
"Oh no," said Billy, "its not.  And it will never be again!” 
And from that day on, Billy and his Mum have always gone to band practice 
together.
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