Her name was Mrs. Pratchett. She was a small skinny old hag with a moustache on her upper lip and a mouth as sour
as a green gooseberry. She never smiled. She never welcomes us when we went in, and the only times she spoke were
when she said things like, ‘I’m watchin’ you so keep yer thievin’ fingers off them chocolates!’ Or ‘I don’t want you in
‘ere just to look around! Either you forks out or you gets out!’
But the most loathsome thing about Mrs. Pratchett was the filth that clung around her. Her apron was grey and greasy.
Her blouse had bits of breakfast all over it, toast crumbs and tea stains and splotches of dried egg-yolk. It was her
hands, however, that disturbed us most. They were disgusting. They were black with dirt and grime. They looked like
they had been putting lumps of coal on the fire all day. And do not forget please that it was these very hands and
fingers that she plunged into the sweet-jars when we asked for a pennyworth of Treacle Toffee or Wine Gums or Nut
Clusters or whatever.
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