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Joe Barlcomb went round the next night
to see Mrs. Prince, and she asked ’im a lot
0’ questions about the men as 'ad sold 'im
the ha’pennies.

“The fust part ’as been done very well,”
she ses, nodding her ’ead at 'im; *“if you do
the second part as well, you'll soon know
who your enemy is.”

“ Nothing'll bring the pig back,” ses Joe.

“There’s worse misfortunes than that, as
I've told you,” ses Mrs. Prince, sharply.
“Now, listen to wot I’m going to say to you.
When the clock strikes twelve to-night—"

“ Qur clock don't strike,” ses Joe.

“Then you must borrow one that does,”
ses Mrs. Prince, “ and when it strikes twelve
you must go round to each o’ them six men
and sell them a ha’penny for a shilling.”

Joe Barlcomb looked at ’er. “’Ow?” he
ses, short-like.

“Same way as you sold 'em a shilling for
a ha’penny,” ses Mrs. Prince ; it don’t matter
whether they buy the ha’pennies or not.
All you’ve got to do is to go and ask ’em,
and the man as makes the most fuss is the
man that ’as put the trouble on you.”

“JIt seems a roundabout way o’ going to
work,” ses Joe.

“ Wot ! screams Mrs. Prince, jumping up
and waving her arms about. “ Wo// Go
your own way ; I'll have nothing more to do
with you. And don’t blame me for anything
that happens. It's a very bad thing to come
to a witch for advice and then not to do as
she tells you. You ought to know that.”

“Tll do it, ma’am,” ses Joe Barlcomb,
trembling. :

“You'd better,” ses Mrs. Prince; *and
mind—not a word to anybody.”

Joe promised her agin, and ’e went off
and borrered a clock from Albert Price, and
at twelve o’clock that might he jumped up
out of bed and. began to dress 'mself and
pretend not to 'ear his wife when she asked
im where he was going.

It was a dark, nasty sort o’ night, blowing
and raining, and, o’ course, everybody ’ad
gone to bed long since. The fust cottage
Joe came to was Bill Jones’s, and, knowing
Bill’s temper, he stood for some time afore
he could make up ’is mind to knock ; but at
last he up with 'is stick and banged away at
the door.

A minute arterwards he ’eard the bed-
room winder pushed open, and then Bill
Jones popped his ’ead out and called to
know wot was the matter and who it was.

“It's me—Joe Barlcomb,” ses Joe, “and
I want to speak to you very partikler.”
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“Well, speak away,” ses Bill. “You go
into the back room,” he ses, turning to his
wife.

“ Whaffor ? ” ses Mrs. Jones.

“'Cos I don’t know wot Joe is going to
say,” ses Bill. “You go in now, afore I
make you.”

His wife went off grumbling, and then Bill
told Joe Barlcomb to hurry up wot he'd got
to say as ’e 'adn’t got much on and the
weather wasn’t as warm as it might be.

“I sold you a shilling for a ha’penny last
night, Bill,” ses Joe.

“ Do you want to sell any more? ” ses Bill
Jones, putting his 'and down to where ’is
trouser pocket ought to be.

“ Not exactly that,” ses Joe Barlcomb.
“This time I want you to sell me a shilling
for a ha’penny.”

Bill leaned out of the winder and stared
down at Joe Barlcomb, and then he ses, in a
choking voice, “Is that wot you've come
disturbing my sleep for at this time o’
night ?” he ses.

* 1 must ’ave it, Bill,” ses Joe.

“Well, if you'll wait a moment,” ses Bill,
trying to speak perlitely, “I'll come down
and give it to you.” '

Joe didn't like ’is tone of voice, but he
waited, and all of a sudden Bill Jones came
out o’ that door hke a gun going off and
threw ‘imself on Joe Barlcomb. Both of
‘'em was strong men, and by the time they’d
finished they was so tired they could ’ardly
stand. Then Bill Jones went back to bed,
and Joe Barlcomb, arter sitting down on the
doorstep to rest ‘imself, went off and knocked
up Peter Lamb.

Peter Lamb was a little man and no good
as a fighter, but the things he said to Joe
Barlcomb as he leaned out o’ the winder
and shook ’is fist at him was ’arder to bear
than blows. He screamed away at the top
of ’is voice for ten minutes, and then ‘e
pulled the winder to with a bang and went
back to bed.

Joe Barlcomb was very tired, but he walked
on to Jasper Potts’s 'ouse, trying ’'ard as he
walked to decide which o’ the fust two 'ad
made the most fuss. Arter he 'ad left Jasper
Potts ’e got more puzzled than ever, Jasper
being just as bad as the other two, and Joe
leaving ’im at last in the middle of loading
Is gun.

By the time he'd made ’is last call—at
Sam Martin’s—it was past three o’clock, and
he could no more tell Mrs. Prince which 'ad
made the most fuss than ’e could fly. There
didn’t seem to be a pin to choose between
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