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Henery Walker rushed up and lent ’im 'is, but
instead of a white rabbit it turned into a black
one with two white spots on it, and arter
Henery Walker ’ad sat for some time puzzling
over it e got up and went off ’ome without
saying good-night to a soul.

Then the conjurer borrowed Sam Jones’s
hat, and arter looking into it for some time ’e
was that surprised and astonished that Sam
Jones lost ’is temper and asked ’‘im whether
he ’adn’t seen a hat afore.

“Not like this,” ses the conjurer. And’e
pulled out a woman’s dress and jacket and a
pair o’ boots. Then ’e took out a pound or
two o’ taters and some crusts o’ bread and
other things, and at last ’e gave it back to
Sam Jones and shook ’is head at ’im, and
told 'im if he wasn’t very careful he'd spoil
the shape of it.

Then ’e asked somebody to lend ’im a
watch, and, arter he ’ad promised to take the
greatest care of it, Dicky Weed, the tailor,
lent 'im a gold watch wot ’ad been left 'im
by ‘is great-aunt when she died. Dicky Weed
thought a great deal o’ that watch, and when
the conjurer took a flat-iron and began to
smash it up into little bits it took three men
to hold ’im down in ’is seat.

“This is the most difficult trick o’ the
lot,” ses the conjurer, picking off a wheel wot
’ad stuck to the flat-iron. * Sometimes I can
do it and sometimes I can’t. Last time I
tried it it was a failure, and it cost me
eighteenpence and a pint o’ beer afore the
gentleman the watch ’ad belonged to was
satisfied. I gave ’im the bits, too.”

“If you don’t give me my watch back safe
and sound,” ses Dicky Weed, in a trembling
voice, “it'll cost you twenty pounds.”

“’Ow much?” ses the conjurer, with a
start. “Well, I wish you’d told me that
afore you lent it to me. Eighteenpence is
my price.”

He stirred the broken bits up with ’is
finger and shook his ’ead.

“ I've never tried one o’ these old-fashioned
watches afore,” he ses. “’Owever, if I fail,
gentlemen, it'll be the fust and only trick
I've failed in to-night. You can’t expect
everything to turn out right, but if I do fail
this time, gentlemen, I'll try it agin it any-
body clse’ll lend me another watch.”

Dicky Weed tried to speak but couldn’t,
and ’e sat there, with ’is face pale, staring at
the pieces of ’is watch on the conjurer’s
table. Then the conjurer took a big pistol
with a trumpet-shaped barrel out of ’is box,
and arter putting in a charge o' powder
picked up the picces o’ watch and rammed
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them in arter it. We could ’ear the broken
bits grating agin the ramrod, and arter he
’ad loaded it 'e walked round and handed 1t
to us to look at.

“It's all right,” he ses to Dicky Weed :
“it’s going to be a success; I could tell in
the loading.”

He walked back to the other end of the
room and held up the pistol.

“1 shall now fire this pistol,” ’e ses, “and
in so doing mend the watch. The explosion
of the powder makes the bits o’ glass oin
together agin ; in flying through the air the
wheels go round and round collecting all the
other parts, and the watch as good as new
and ticking away its ardest will be found in
the coat-pocket o’ the gentleman I shoot at.”

He pointed the pistol fust at one and then
at another, as if ’e couldn’t make up’is mind,
and none of ’em seemed to ’ave much liking
for it. Peter Gubbins told ’im not to shcot
at 'im because he’ad a’ole in his pocket, and
Bill Chambers, when it pointed at 'im, up
and told 'im to let somebody else ’ave a turn.
The only one that didn’t flinch was Bob
Pretty, the biggest poacher and the greatest
rascal in Claybury. He'd been making fun
o’ the tricks all along, saying out loud that
he’d seen ’em all afore—and done better.

“Go on,” he ses; “1 ain’t afraid of you;
you can’t shoot straight.”

The conjurer pointed the pistol at ’im.
Then ’e pulled the trigger and the pistol
went off bang, and the same moment o’ time
Bob Pretty jumped up with a ’orrible scream,
and holding his ’ands over ’is eyes danced
about as though he’d gone mad.

Everybody started up at once and got
round ’im, and asked ’'im wot was the
matter; but Bob didn’t answer ‘em. He
kept on making a dreadful noise, and at last
e broke out of the room and, holding ’is
ankercher to ’is face, ran off 'ome as ’ard as
he could run.

“You've done it now, mate,” ses Bill
Chambers to the conjurer. *1I thought you
wouldn’t be satisfied till you'd done some ’arm.
You've been and blinded pore Bob Pretty.”

“Nonsense,” ses the conjurer. “ He's
frightened, that’s all.”

“Frightened!” ses Peter Gubbins. “ \Why,
you fired Dicky Weed's watch straight into
’Is face.”

“ Rubbish,” ses the conjurer ; “it dropped
into ’is pocket, and he'il find it there when ‘e
comes to 'is senses.”

“Do you mean to tell me that Bob Pretty
'as gone off with my watch in ’is pocket?”
screams Dicky Weed.
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“ T do,” ses the other.

“You'd better get 'old of Bob afore ’e
finds it out, Dicky,” ses Bill Chambers.

Dicky Weed didn’t answer ’'im ; he was
already running along to Bob Pretty’s as fast
as ’is legs would take ’im, with most of us
follering behind to see wot 'appened.

The door was fastened when we got to it,
but Dicky Weed banged away at it as 'ard as
he could bang, and at last the bedroom
winder went up and
Mrs. Pretty stuck her
‘ead out.

“H’sh!” she ses, in
a whisper. “Go away.” e

“ HE WAS RUNNING ALONG TO BOB PRETTY'S AS FAST AS

“T want to see Bob,” ses Dicky Weed.

“You can’t see ’'im,” ses Mrs. Pretty.
“I'm getting 'im to bed. He’s been shot,
pore dear. Can’t you ’ear 'im groaning?”

“We ’adn’t up to then, but a’most direckly
arter she ’ad spoke you could ha’ heard Bob’s
groans a mile away. Dreadful, they was.

“There, there, pore dear,” ses Mrs. Pretty.

“Shall I come in and ’elp you get 'im to
bed ?” ses Dicky Weed, arf crying.

“No, thank you, Mr. Weed,” ses Mrs.
Pretty. “ It's very kind of you to offer, but
‘e wouldn’t like any hands but mine to touch
im.  T’ll send in and let you know 'ow he is
fust thing in the morning.”

“Try and get ’old of the coat, Dicky,” ses
Bill Chambers, in a whisper. “Offer to
mend it for 'im. It’s sure to want it.”

“Well, I'm sorry I can’t be no ’elp to you,”
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ses Dicky Weed, “but I noticed a rent in
Bob’s coat and, as ’e’s likely to be laid up a
bit, it ud be a good opportunity for me to
mend it for 'im. T won’t charge ’im nothing.
If you drop it down I'll do it now.”

“ Thankee,” ses Mrs. Pretty ; ““if you just
wait a moment I'll clear the pockets out
and drop it down to you.”

She turned back into the bedroom, and
Dicky Weed ground’is teeth together and told

Bill Chambers that the

next time he took ’is advice

he’d remember it. He
stood there trembling all
over with temper, and when
Mrs. Pretty came to the
winder agin and
dropped the coat
on his ’ead and
said that Bob felt
his kindness very
much, and he’oped
Dicky ud make a
good job of it,
because it was is
fav’rite coat, he
couldn’t speak.
He stood there
shaking all over
till Mrs. Pretty 'ad
shut the winder
down agin, and
then ’e turned to
the conjurer, as
'ad come up with

the rest of us,

and asked ’im

wot he was

‘IS LEGS WOULD TAKE ‘1m.” going to do about
it now.

“I tell you he's got the watch,” ses

the conjurer, pointing up at the winder.
“It went into 'is pocket. I saw it go.
He was no more shot than you were.
If e was, why doesn’t he send for the
doctor ?”

“I can’t 'elp that,” ses Dicky Weed. “1
want my watch or else twenty pounds.”

“We'll talk it over in a day or two,” scs
the conjurer. “I'm giving my celebrated
entertainment at Wickham IFair on Monday,
but I'll come back ’ere to the Cauliflower the
Saturday before and give another entertain-
ment, and then we'll see wot's to be done.
I can’t run away, because in any case I can’t
afford to miss the fair.”

Dicky Weed gave way at last and went off
‘ome to bed and told ’is wife about it, and
listening to ’er advice he got up at six o’clock
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in the morning and went round to see 'ow
Bob Pretty was.

Mrs. Pretty was up when ’e got there, and
arter calling up the stairs to Bob told Dicky
Weed to go upstairs. Bob Pretty was sitting
up in bed with ’is face covered in bandages,
and he seemed quite pleased to see 'im.

“Tt ain’t everybody that ud get up at six
o'clock to see 'ow I'm getting on,” he ses.
“You've got a feeling "art, Dicky.”

Dicky Weed coughed and looked round,
wondering whether the watch was in the
room, and, if so, where it was hidden.

“Now I'm ’ere 1 may as well tidy up
the room for you a bit,” he ses, getting up.
“1 don't like sitting idle.”

*T'hankee, mate,” ses Bob ; and ’e lay still
and watched Dicky Weed out of the corner
of the eye that wasn’t covered with the
bandages.

1 don’t suppose that room ’ad ever been
tidied up so thoroughly since the Prettys ’ad
lived there, but Dicky Weed couldn’t see
anything o’ the watch, and wot made ’im
more angry than anything else was Mrs.
Pretty setting down in a chair with ’er 'ands
folded in her lap and pointing out places that
he ’adn’t done.- )

“You leave ’im alone,” ses Bob. ¢ He
knows wot ’e’s arter. Wot did you do with
those little bits o’ watch you found when
you was bandaging me up, missis?”

“Don’t ask me,” ses Mrs. Pretty. “I wasin
such a state 1 don’t know wot I was doing
’ardly.”

“Well, they must be about somewhere,”
ses Bob. ‘“You’ave a look for ’em, Dicky,
and if you find ’em, keep ’em. They belong
to you.”

Dicky Weed tried to be civil and thank
im, and then he went off ’ome and talked
it over with ’is wife agin. People couldn’t
make up their minds whether Bob Pretty
'ad found the watch in ’is pocket and was
shamming, or whether ’e was really shot, but
they was all quite certain that, whichever way
it was, Dicky Weed would never see 'is watch
agin.

On the Saturday evening this ’ere Cauli-
flower public-'ouse was crowded, everybody
being anxious to see the watch trick done
over agin.  We had ’eard that it ’ad been
done all right at Cudford and Monksham ;
but. Bob Pretty said as ’ow he’d believe it
when ’e saw it, and not afore.

He was one o’ the fust to turn up that
night, because ’e said 'e wanted to know wot
the conjurer was going to pay him for all ’is
pain and suffering and having things said
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about ’is character. He came in leaning on
a stick, with ’is face still bandaged, and sat
right up close to the conjurer’s table, and
watched him as ’ard as he could as ’e went
through ’is tricks.

“ And now,” ses the conjurer, at last, “1
come to my celebrated watch trick. Some
of you as was ’ere last Tuesday when I did it
will remember that the man I fired the pistol
at pretended that 'e’d been shot and run off
‘ome with it in ’is pocket.”

“You're a liar ! ” ses Bob Pretty, standing
up.
P Very good,” ses the conjurer ; “ you take
that bandage off and show us all where you're
hurt.”

“ I shall do nothing o’ the kind,” ses Bob.
“I don't take my orders from you.”

“Take the bandage off,” ses the conjurer,
“and if there’s any shot marks I'll give you
a couple o’ sovereigns.”

“I'm afraid of the air getting to it,” ses
Bob Pretty.

“You don’t want to be afraid o’ that,
Bob,” ses John Biggs, the blacksmith, coming
up behind and putting ’is great arms round
im.  “Take off that rag, somebody; I've
got hold of ’im.” '

Bob Pretty started to struggle at fust, but
then, seeing it was no good, kept quite quiet
while they took off the bandages.

““There! look at 'im,” ses the conjurer,
pointing. ‘“Not a mark on ’is face, not
one.”

“Wot!” ses Bob Prety.
to say there’s no marks ?

“1 do,” ses the conjurer.

“Thank goodness!” ses
clasping his ’'ands.
was afraid I was disfigured for life.
me a bit o’ looking-glass, somebody.
‘ardly believe it.”

“You stole Dicky Weed’s watch,” ses
John Biggs. “I’ad my suspicions of you
all along. You're a thief, Bob Pretty. That’s
wot you are.”

“Prove it,” ses Bob Pretty. “ You ’eard
wot the conjurer said the other night, that the
last time he tried the trick ’e failed, and ’ad
to give eighteenpence to the man wot the
watch 'ad belonged to.”

“That was by way of a joke like,” ses the
conjurer to John Biggs. “I can always do
it. I'm going to do it now. Will somebody
"ave the kindness to lend me a watch?”

He looked all round the room, but nobody
offered—except other men’s watches, wot
wouldn’t lend ’em.

“Come, come,” he ses ; “ain’t none of you

“Do you mean

Bob Preuy,
“’Thank goodness! I
Lend
I can
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