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he was gone. He taught Joe 'ow to cook
its meat and then chop it up fine; 'ow it
liked a clean saucer every time for its milk ;
and 'ow he wasn’t to make a noise when it
was asleep.

“Take care your children don’t worry it,
Joe,” he ses one day, very sharp. “One o’
your boys was pulling its tail this morning,
and I want you to clump his ’ead for ’im.”

“ Which one was it?” ses Joe.

“ The slobbery-nosed one,” ses old Clark.

“TI'll give 'im a clout as soon as I get 'ome,”
ses Joe, who was very fond of ’is children.

“Go and fetch 'im and do it ’ere,” ses the
old man ; “that’ll teach 'im to love animals.”

Joe went off 'ome to fetch the boy, and arter
his mother ’ad washed his face, and wiped
his nose, an’ put a clean pinneyfore on 'im, he
took ’im to’is uncle’s and clouted his ’ead for
im.  Arter that Joe and'’is wife 'ad words
all night long, and next morning old Clark,
coming in from the garden, was just in time
to see 'im kick the cat right acrost the
kitchen.

He could ’ardly speak for a minute, and
when 'e could Joe see plain wot a fool he’d
been. Fust of all ’e called Joe every name he
could think of—which took ’im a long time—
and then he ordered 'im out of ’is house.

“You shall ’ave my money when your
betters have done with it,” he ses, ‘*‘and not
afore. That’s all you’ve done for yourself.”

Joe Clark didn’t know wot he meant at
the time, but when old Clark died three
months arterwards ’e found out. His uncle
‘ad made a new will and left everything to
old George Barstow for as long as the cat
lived, providing that he took care of it.
When the cat was dead the property was to
go to Joe.

The cat was only two years old at the
time, and George Barstow, who was arf
crazy with joy, said it shouldn’t be ’is fault if
it didn’t live another twenty years.

The funny thing was the quiet way Joe
Clark took it. He didn’t seem to be at all
cut up about it, and when Henery Walker
said it was a shame, ’e said he didn’t mind,
and that George Barstow was a old man, and
he was quite welcome to ’ave the property
as long as the cat lived.

“It must come to me by the time I’'m an
old man,” he ses, “and that’s all I care
about.”

Henery Walker went off, and as ’e passed
the cottage where old Clark used to live,
and which George Barstow ’ad moved into,
’e spoke to the old man over the palings and
told ’im wot Joe Clark ’ad said. George
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Barstow only grunted and went on stooping
and prying over ’is front garden.

“Bin and lost something?” ses Henery
Walker, watching ’im.

“No; I'm finding,” ses George Barstow,
very fierce, and picking up something.
“That’s the fifth bit o’ powdered liver I've
found in my garden this morning.”

Henery Walker went off whistling, and the
opinion he’d ’ad o’ Joe Clark began to
improve. He spoke to Joe about it that
arternoon, and Joe said that if ’e ever
accused 'im o’ such things agin he’d knock
“is 'ead off. He said that he ’oped the cat
'ud live to be a hundred, and that ’e’d no
more think of giving it poisoned meat than
Henery Walker would of paying for ’is drink
so long as ’e could get anybody else to do it
for ’im."

They ’ad bets up at this ’ere Cauliflower
public-'ouse that evening as to 'ow long that
cat 'ud live. Nobody gave it more than a
month, and Bill Chambers sat and thought o’
so many ways o’ killing it on the sly that it
was wunnerful to hear 'im.

George Barstow took fright when he ’eard
of them, and the care ’e took o’ that cat was
wunnerful to behold. Arf its time it was
shut up in the back bedroom, and the other
arf George Barstow was fussing arter it till
that cat got to hate ’'im like pison. Instead
o’ giving up work as he’d thought to do,’e
told Henery Walker that ’e’d never worked so
‘ard in his life.

“Wot about fresh air and exercise for it ?”
ses ‘Henery.

“Wot about Joe Clark?” ses George
Barstow. “I'm tied 'and and foot. I dursent
leave the 'ouse for a moment. I ain’t been
to the Cauliflower since I've 'ad it, and three
times I got out o’ bed last night to see if it
was safe.”

“ Mark my words,” ses Henery Walker ; *“if
that cat don’t ’ave exercise, you'll lose it.”

“ I shall lose it if it does ’ave exercise,” ses
George Barstow, * that I know.”

He sat down thinking arter Henery Walker
’ad gone, and then he 'ad a little collar and
chain made for it, and took it out for a walk.
Pretty near every dog in Claybury went with
’em, and the cat was in such a state o’ mind
afore they got 'ome he couldn’t do anything
with it. It ’ad a fit as soon as they got
indoors, and George Barstow, who ’ad read
about children’s fits in the almanac, gave it a
warm bath. It brought it round immediate,
and then it began to tear round the room
and up and down stairs till George Barstow
was afraid to go_near it.
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nose at ten pounds was more than we could
make out. Even on the second day, when
George Barstow made it ten pounds down
and a shilling a week for a year besides, he
didn’t offer to stir ; all he did was to try and
make fun o’ them as was looking for it.

“ Have you looked cverywhere you can
think of for it, Bill?” he ses to Bill
Chambers.

“Yes, I 'ave,” ses Bill.

“Well, then, you want to look everywhere
else,” ses Bob Pretty. “I know where I
should look if I wanted to find it.”

“Why don’t you find it, then?” ses Bill.

“’Cos I don’t want to make mischief,” ses
Bob Pretty. “I don’t want to be un-
neighbourly to Joe Clark by interfering at all.”

“Not for all that money ?” ses Bill.

“Not for fifty pounds,” ses Bob Pretty;
“ you ought to know me better than that, Bill
Chambers.” :

“It’s my belief that you know more about
where that cat is than you ought to,” ses
Joe Gubbins. o

“ You go on looking for it, Joe,” ses Bob
Pretty, grinning ; “it’s'good exercise for you,
and you've only lost two days’ work.”

“T’ll give you arf a crown if you let me
search your ’ouse, Bob,” ses Bill Chambers,
looking at 'im very ’ard.

“J couldn’t do it at the price, Bill,” ses
Bob Pretty, shaking his ’ead. “I’'m a pore
man, but I'm very partikler who 1 ’ave come
into my ’ouse.”

O’ course, everybody left off looking at
once when they heard about Bob—not that
they believed that he’d be such a fool as to
keep the cat in his ’ouse ; and that evening,
as soon as it was dark, Joe Clark went round
to see 'im.

“Don’t tell me as that cat’s found, Joe,”
ses Bob Pretty, as Joe opened the door.

“Not as I've ’eard of,” said Joe, stepping
inside. “I wanted to speak to you about it ;
the sooner it’s found the better I shall be
pleased.”

“ It does you credit, Joe Clark,” ses Bob
Pretty.

“It’s my belief that it’s dead,” ses Joe,
looking at ’im very ’ard ; “but I want to make
sure afore taking over the property.”

Bob Pretty looked at ’im and then he gave
a little cough.  “Oh, you want it to be found
dead,” he ses. ‘“Now, I wonder whether that
cat’s worth most dead or alive ?”

Joe Clark coughed then. “ Dead, I should
think,” he ses at last.

‘“George Barstow’s just ’ad bills printed
offering fifteen pounds for it,” ses Bob Pretty.
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“I'll give that or more when I come into
the property,” ses Joe Clark.

“‘Fhere’s nothing like ready-money, though,
is there ? ” ses Bob.

“T’ll promise it to you in writing, Bob,”
ses Joe, trembling.

“There’s some things that don't look well
in writing, Joe,” says Bob Pretty, considering ;
“ besides, why should you promise it to me ?”

“O’ course, I meant if you found it,”
ses Joe.

“Well, I'll do my best, Joe,” ses Bob
Pretty; ‘““and none of us can do no more
than that, can they?”

They sat talking and argufying over it for
over an hour, and twice Bob Pretty got up
and said ’e was going to see whether George
Barstow wouldn’t offer more. By the time
they parted they was as thick as thieves, and
next morning Bob Pretty was wearing Joe
Clark’s watch and chain, and Mrs. Pretty
was up at Joe’s ’ouse to see whether there
was any of ’is furniture as she ’ad a fancy for.

She didn’t seem to be able to make up ’er
mind at fust between a chest o’ drawers that
’ad belonged to Joe’s mother and a grand-
father clock. She walked from one to the
other for about ten minutes, and then Bob,
who 'ad come in to ’elp her, told ’er to 'ave
both. °

“You’re quite welcome,
she, Joe?”

Joe Clark said “Yes,” and arter he ’ad
helped them carry ‘'em ’ome the Prettys went
back and took the best bedstead to pieces,
cos Bob said as it was easier to carry that
way. Mrs. Clark ’ad to go and sit down at
the bottom o’ the garden with the neck of ‘er
dress undone to give herself air, but ‘when
she saw the little Prettys each walking ‘ome
with one of ’er best chairs on their ’eads she
got up and walked up and down like a mad
thing.

“I'm sure I don’t know where we are to
put it all,” ses Bob Pretty to Joe Gubbins,
wot was looking on with other folks, *but
Joe Clark is that generous he won’t ’ear of
our leaving anything.”

“ Has ’e gorn mad ?” ses Bill Chambers,
staring at im.

“Not as I knows on,” ses Bob Pretty.
“It's’is good-artedness, that’s all. He feels
sure that that cat’s dead, and that he'll ’ave
George Barstow’s cottage and furniture. I
told ’im he’d better wait till he’d made sure,
but ’e wouldn’t.”

Before they’d finished the Prettys ‘ad
picked that ’ouse as clean as a bone, and
Joe Clark’ad to go and get clean straw for

”»

he ses; ‘“ain't
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