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P R I V A t e



The bar owner came up to the witch.
“Hello. Can I help you?”
“I’ll have a squid sandwich, please.”
The witch had no choice but to remove her scarf 

to eat. As soon as the owner saw Hazel’s warts and 
dishevelled hair, he hid behind the counter. The other 
customers in the bar quickly ran out of the door.

“Help! She’s a real witch!”
One of the customers, a man with a long moustache, 

called a couple of policemen. 


