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HAVE made up my mind to 

write a story. - When I told 

= Barney what I meant to do, he 

ried up his heels in a very rude way 

and simply roared with laughter. He 

wanted to know who I thought would read 

  

- it, and who would make it into a proper 

book with printing and pictures. He 

also made a lot of nasty remarks about 

the way to spell “cauliflower” (I spelt it 

“kolliflour” in my dictation yesterday), 

and how many “t’s” there were in “ cot- 

tage”, and told me to be sure and spell 

Barney with a capital “B”. But I don't 

care one bit, I mean to write my story all 

the same, however much the others laugh
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at me, and I shall give it to Cousin Ellinor 

to make into a book when I have written 

it. 
Cousin Ellinor writes lots of lovely. 

story-books about children for other chil- 

dren to read; and once she put me into a 

book. It must have been a very long 

time ago, when I was only a tiny girl and 

did not know how to behave properly, for 

the story-book Nelka was such a stupid 

little thing and talked the silliest baby- 

nonsense. ‘The grown-up people in the 

book always laughed at everything she 

said and did, and called her a “ little cure”. 

I do not know what that means, but I 

suppose they thought she was funny, or 

they would not have laughed. 

Cousin Ellinor gave me one of the 

books for my own, and wrote init: 
To the real little Nelka, from her affec- 

tionate friend the authoress. 

I read it once, but it was so silly I do 

not see why she took the trouble to write 

it. I am sure I could never have said
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such very ridiculous things as the book- 

Nelka said, and, even if I did, I do not 

think it was very kind of Cousin Ellinor 

to write them in a book for everyone to 

read and know what a silly little girl I 

~ was. 

My name is really Nelly Kathleen, but 

I am always called Nelka, a sort of be- 

tween-the-two name for short, and our 

other name is Vivian. There are three of 

us altogether, Nelka (that is me), Barney, 

‘who is my twin brother, and Eric. We 

are nine years old, Barney and I, but 

Barney is taller and bigger than I am 

in every. way, and his eyes are brown like 

mother’s, not blue as Eric’s and mine are. 

Barney used to be a very nice boy, be- 

fore Fraulein came, which was after we 

came home from the sea-side in September. 

Fraulein is our governess, and she came 

to look after us when nurse went away to 

be married, and mother thought we were 

too big to have another nurse. We were 

very sorry when nurse went away; she
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had been our nurse ever since we could 
remember, and she was such a dear kind 

soul. She kept Barney in order too, and 

as long as nurse was with us Barney was 

a real nice boy, and just as much of a 
nursery child as Eric and me. When 

Fraulein came she treated Barney as 
though he were much older than I was, 

and it certainly did not improve him, for 

he only got cocksy and thought himself. 
much better than Eric and me, and tried 

to “sit upon” us. 
On the day that we were nine years 

old Barney was allowed to leave off his 

sailor suits, and to wear a Norfolk jacket 
and knickerbockers just like father. He 
had his curls cut quite short too, and Mr. 
Evans the curate used to come every after- 

noon and teach him Latin in the school- 
room, while Fraulein was giving me my 
music lesson in the drawing-room. 

Barney got fearfully conceited with all 
this promotion, and even Fraulein had to 

confess sometimes that he was much nicer
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when he was only a little boy with curls 
and sailor suits. He took to calling Eric 
“the kid”, which Eric hates more than 

-. anything else; and talked very grandly 
about what he would do when he went to 
school next year. Eric is only a little boy 
—not much more than four years old— 
and he can’t talk quite properly yet; but 
still I don’t think Barney need have made 
fun of him, for he was just as small him- 
self once upon a time, and did not like to 
be made fun of and called “kid” any more 
than Eric. 
We live in a very beautiful old house 

called the Grange, about a mile and a 
half from the small town of Beeston, 

where there are shops and a railway- 
station. There is only one other house 
near to us—of course not counting the 

~ cottages where the poor people live—and 
as my story will have a good deal to do 
with this house I must tell something” 
about it. It is called Holly Lodge, and it 
is so near to the Grange that the two
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gardens are only separated by a little 
stream, in which we sometimes fish for 

tiny trout and give cook no peace until 
she fries them for us, and sends them up 
for tea. 

Holly Lodge is quite a small house 
compared with the Grange, and when 

_ first Barney and I remember it, it was 
occupied by a crotchety old man of whom 
we stood rather in awe. He seemed to - 
spend most of his time strolling up and 
down the footpath above the river-bank. 
He used to shake his stick at us and 
shout in his great loud voice across the 
stream directly he caught sight of us with 
our fishing-rods. If we happened to hook 
ever so small a fish he would get quite 
purple with rage, and call us “cruel little 
animals” and all kinds of ugly names. 
Father told us we need not heed him as 
he was a little wrong in his head, and 
after that we never cared how much he 
stormed at us, : 

One day we missed old ‘““Grumps”, as
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we used to call him, from his accustomed 

place on the river-bank, and Gardener told 
us afterwards that the old man was dead. 
I cannot say that Barney and I felt very 
sorry, for he really was a very cross old 
man, but mother sent some beautiful 

white roses to be put upon his grave, and 

told us we must have sympathy for those 

who were old and afflicted. Barney and 
I felt sorry when mother said that, and 
wished we had been more polite to poor 

old Grumps, for most likely he had be- 
come cross and disagreeable because he 
had had no kind friends to cheer him, and 
had always lived by himself. 

After old Grumps died, Holly Lode 
was empty for a long time, and we chil- 
dren got hold of a long plank and placed 
it across the stream, so that we could go 
from our garden into the Lodge grounds 
and explore the enemy’s country. 

In time the garden became so over- 
grown with weeds and untrimmed shrubs, 
that it was a perfect jungle and magnifi- -
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cently adapted for our childish games. 
Sometimes we pretended we were fugitive 
soldiers hiding in the forest, and pursued 
by remorseless foes thirsting for our blood. 
Sometimes we were “ Robinson Crusoes” 
shipwrecked on a desert island, or rob- 
bers in our secret caves, a terror to the 
imaginary victims who chanced to fall into 
our clutches. Our favourite game was 
“wild Indians”, and the deserted garden 
rang with the yells of the fierce tribe of 
the “ Winkey-Wums”, as they danced 
their war-dance round the heap of dead 
leaves which represented their camp-fire, 
waving their tomahawks and shouting 
their war-cry preparatory to swooping 
down upon their unsuspecting enemies. 
We have lived a very long time at the 

Grange, almost as long as Barney and I 
can remember. Our house is a very large 
one, and I think it must be very, very old, 
because it is not like any other house I 
have ever seen. It has a funny cork- 
screw staircase all the way up from the
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very bottom to the very top of the house. 
When you are running upstairs very fast, 
you often hear a pitter-patter of footsteps 
above your head, as though someone else 
were going upstairs in front of you and 
was determined to reach the top first. It 
makes you feel rather frightened if it is 
about bed-time and the stairs are dark. 
I often think it is Barney going up before 
me, but immediately I stop and call out to 
him the footsteps stop too, and then I 

- know it is only the echo of my own steps 
that I hear. 

Mother says it is silly to be afraid when 
you know the real cause of anything that 
seems mysterious, but all the same I 
always scamper up the corkscrew stairs 
as fast as my legs will go, if it is getting 
dusk and I hear that ghostly pitter-patter 
above me. Every now and then as you 
go upstairs you pass a door, and each of 
these doors opens into a separate wing, 
containing two or three rooms. We chil- 
dren have one wing all to ourselves, and
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nobody cares how much noise we make 
in our own department, for no one in any 
other part of the house can hear a sound, 
if the staircase door is shut. There are 
four rooms in our wing—our school-room, 
and Fraulein’s room on one side of the 
landing, and on the other my bedroom 
and the little room where Barney sleeps. 
Eric has a crib in Fraulein’s room. 

Our school-room window opens down 
the middle like a door, and you can step 
out of it on to a sort of square balcony 
which is really the roof of the drawing- 
room. The drawing-room is not old like 
the rest of the house, but was built by the 
gentleman who owned the Grange before 
father. This roof has a nice stone para- 
pet round it high enough to prevent any 
of us from falling over, and mother allows 
us to make it a play-place. We kept a 
lot of flower-pots and boxes out there, 
which we used to plant with seeds and 
bulbs at the different seasons. In the 
hot weather we used to sit there, when
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the sun had gone round to the other side 

of the house, and learn our lessons for 

Fraulein, and sometimes if she was in a 

very good humour Fraulein would tell 

Jane to carry out the table and let us 

have tea there. 
It was very beautiful out on the roof in 

the cool evening, when the sun was just 

beginning to feel sleepy and to think 

about going to bed. We could look 

down upon the garden all scarlet and 
gold with the gorgeous summer flowers, 

and the soft green paths winding in and 

out between the beds, looking so cool and 

fresh as the dew gathered thick upon 

them. We could see the park too, with 

the evening shadows lying long and dark 

across the mossy grass, and the little 

stream creeping in and out among the 

hollows like a thread of silver. We could 

~ hear the cooing of the wood-pigeons and 

the chattering of the restless starlings as 

they sought their resting-place for the 

coming night. Through a gap in the trees
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to the left of the school-room window we 

could just see the chimneys of Holly 

Lodge, and it is time that I was getting on 

to tell about the funny adventure that 

happened to us there. 

It was the winter that father had the 

influenza so badly, and the doctor said 

that he must go away to the south of 

France before he could get quite well 

again. Mother of course had to go with 

him, so we were left in Fraulein’s charge 

while mother and father went away toa 

place called Nice for four months. They 

went away about the beginning of Decem- 

ber, and we were much aggrieved at having 

to spend Christmas by ourselves at the 

Grange. Fraulein was a very kind old 

thing, and used to tell us lovely German 

fairy-tales in the twilight as we sat round 

the school-room fire and cracked nuts after 

tea; but we missed mother dreadfully. We 

always enjoyed the hour we were down- 

stairs in the evening the best of any time 

in the day; mother used to read to us or
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sing and play, and father used to ask us 
riddles and give us pennies when we 
guessed them. 

It seemed dull and lonely in the big 
Grange with only ourselves and the 
servants in it, and the drawing-room and 
dining-room with shutters up, and the 
furniture dressed in the holland pinafores 
it wears when we are at the sea-side in 
the summer. We hung up our stockings 
as usual on Christmas-eve, and put our 
shoes in the fireplace ready for Santa 

Claus when he came down the chimney. 
Both shoes and stockings were full of 
lovely presents in the morning, and we 
had our goose and plum-pudding and 
crackers just as usual on Christmas-day, 
as well as piles of letters and cards, but 
somehow it did not seem half like Merry 
Christmas without father and mother. 
When mother and father went away 

Holly Lodge was still without an occupant, 
and a huge ugly board nailed on to one of 
the tall fir-trees. which stand like sentinels
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on either side of the gate, told anyone 
who did not already know that Holly | 
Lodge was “To sell or let”. 

Fraulein did not allow us to run wild 
over the park ‘and garden, as we were ac- 
customed to do in summer, on account of 

some faddy notion she had that we might 
- catch cold. So instead of rushing about 

like mad things, rending the air with our 
shouts and laughter, she made us go with 
her for a prim and proper walk twice a 
day—thus all our wild Indian and robber 
games were put a stop to for a time. 
Barney especially rebelled against the 
restriction, and sometimes he made him-- 
self so disagreeable when we were out 
walking that he nearly drove poor Frau- 
lein out of her mind. He used to lag 
behind until we were almost out of sight 
and then turn tail and bolt home, arriving 
long before us, after we had waited ever 
so long for him to overtake us. Some- 
times he would hide behind a hedge and 
then run home another way—poor Frau- 

(21487)
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lein thinking he was lost and ready to cry 
with anxiety. I think it is a very silly 
way of showing you are displeased, to go 
on like that; and after all it was only 
Fraulein’s being so anxious to take good 
care of us that made her seem to be too 
particular. 

One day when we were passing the gate 
of Holly Lodge, Barney said, “ Hullo, look, 
Nelka, the board has been taken away 
from the gate!” 

“So it has,” I answered, stopping short, 
and going up to the gate I stood on tiptoe 
and peeped over the top into the garden. 
“Someone must be coming to live there; 
there is a gardener working in the garden, 
and I am sure they have been painting the 
front-door.” 

By this time we were all three of us 
clinging to the top bar of the heavy wooden 
gate and eagerly surveying our old domain. 

“What a shame!” said Barney indig- 
nantly. ‘They are chopping down all 
our jungle!” 

(21487) B
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« And look,” I added regretfully, point-' 

ing to the earwiggy little arbour formed 

out of the heart of a decrepid old yew- 

tree, “they are going to take away our 

robber den. What a pity!” 

« Sha’n’t have no dezzer t’island now to 

play Crusoe on,” put in Eric mournfully, 

as he surveyed the havoc made in our 

beloved tangle of brier and bush, as the 

gardener’s sickle flashed hither and thither 

amongst the thorny undergrowth. 

“Come, my children,” said Fraulein, 

taking hold of Eric and dragging him 

down from his perilous perch, “it is not 

pretty manners to stare so; someone will 

come to live now in the Lodge, and you 

can no more play your sports there. So, 

come now, and make no more regrets 

about it. Ach, Eric, you naughtiest of boys, 

see then the big hole in your stocking- 

knee!” 
Eric looked at the tear made by an 

obtrusive splinter in his blue stocking 

without much concern.
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“°Tisn’t much matter,” he said calmly. 
“My knee was too hot anyway, it’s much 
comfabler Jike vis.” 

Fraulein held up her hands in horror, 
and tried in vain to make his short serge 
knickerbockers cover the gaping hole. 
“ Ach, what a child!” she cried in despair; 
“will he nevair learn to take care of his 
clothes?” 

After a few days Holly Lodge began to 
present quite an orderly appearance. The 
front-door and shutters were painted a 
vivid green, neat curtains and blinds con- 
cealed the staring windows, and the trim 

paths, cropped shrubs, and smooth-rolled 
turf had but little resemblance to the old 
wilderness of weeds and bushes in which 

we had passed so many happy hours. A 

few days more passed, and then we noticed 

that the ivy-grown chimneys sent up a 

film of blue-gray smoke, and in the bow- 
window to the left of the front-door hung 

a cage containing a large gray parrot, 
while a fat tabby cat sunned herself upon
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the window-sill. But curious as we were 

to know who our new neighbours could 

be, for at least a week after the appearance 

of the parrot and the fat cat we saw no 

signs of the occupants of Holly Lodge. 

One morning as Barney and I were 

learning our lessons in the school-room 

Eric came in with a very mysterious face. 

“T know who lives in ve Lodge,” he 

announced with an air of much importance. 

Barney was learning his Latin verbs for 

Mr. Evans, and was far too grand to 

appear to take the least interest in what 

Eric said. Iam glad I am not a boy and 

do not have to learn Latin—it does make 

them so fearfully cocksy. I looked up as 

Eric entered and made his interesting 

declaration, and said eagerly: | 
“Oh, do tell, Eric, there’s a dear!” 

Eric put his head on one side, and looked 

very important. “Sha’n’t tell unless I 

choose,” he said tantalizingly, at which 

Barney looked up with a mocking grin. 

“Silly little kid,” he said scornfully.
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“Just as if we couldn’t ask Fraulein if we 
wanted to know.” 
~ “Fraulein doesn’t know—so vere!” said 
Eric triumphantly, not noticing the hated 
epithet in his delight at having for once 

- got the better of Barney. “ Nobody knows 
"cept me.” 

“Do tellus, Eric darling,” I said coax- 
ingly. “Is it children?” Eric shook his 
head, and I added, “If you will tell me I 
will tell you where we buried the blackbird 
Gardener shot yesterday.” 

Eric’s eyes brightened. “Certain sure?” 
he said doubtfully. 

“Certain sure,” I replied solemnly. 
“The Miff-Miffs.” 
“Who?” I asked perplexedly. 
“The Miff-Mi7fs,” answered Eric frown- 

ing. “I runned into the post-office to 
buy a stamp for Fraulein, and Mrs. Jupps 
was giving some parcels to the boy, and I 
heard her say, ‘Robert, take vose to ve Miff- 
Miffs at Holly Lodge’. So ven I knowed 
it was ve Miff-Miffs what lived vere.” 
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“He means the Miss Smiths,” said 

Barney contemptuously, looking up from 

his Principia. “Fancy a kid of four 

years old not being able to talk yet!” 

Poor Eric flushed scarlet. “I said so!” 

he cried indignantly. “It was ve Aif- 

Migs I said.” 

Barney laughed provokingly, and I tried 

to pacify the angry little boy. 

“Never mind, darling,” I said, putting 

my arm round his neck comfortingly, 

«Barney is very rude to laugh at you. 

The blackbird is buried in the west shrub- 

bery just underneath the juniper-bush.” 

Eric was mollified, and departed to seek 

his spade that he might dig up the corpse 

of the blackbird for the inspection which 

had been denied him the day before. 

It was not long before our curiosity re- 

garding the new tenants of Holly Lodge 

was satisfied, and we had seen for ourselves 

the mysterious Miff-Miffs. 

The Miff-Miffs were two little old maids 

as alike in every way as two people could
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possibly be. Their real name was, of 
course, as Barney had said, the Miss 
Smiths; but we always called them the 
“ Miff-Miffs”, and it was a most suitable 
name, for they were far too odd-looking 
to have such a very ordinary name as the 
Miss Smiths. We used to pass the two 
old ladies every morning as we were 
starting for our walk with Fraulein, 
toddling along in the direction of the vil- 
lage shop, which was also the post-office. 
They were dressed exactly alike, in funny 
old-fashioned mushroom hats, tied under 
the chin with broad strings of brown 
ribbon, and black shawls with coloured 
borders and fringe of silk. Their shawls 
were fastened just below their hat-strings 
with enormous gold brooches, set with a 
great many different kinds of stones. 
They each carried a very big ermine muff, 
and over their left arms dangled a little 
velvet bag, which I think used to be called 
a reticule. 

In the long-ago days when mother was
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a little girl, she carried her lunch to school 

in one of these little bags, and it still _ 

hangs on the bell-handle in the boudoir, 

with the red shoes mother wore at her 

first party. 
They were not very amiable-looking old 

ladies, although the youngest one—Miss 

Martha we found out afterwards she was 

called—must have beenrather pretty before 

she grew so wrinkled and lost her teeth. 

She had pretty bright eyes, which reminded 

me of a mouse, and her cheeks were red 

and wrinkled like a winter apple—rather 

a sour apple it looked. 
Our speaking acquaintance with the 

Miff-Miffs did not begin in a very friendly 

way. As I said before, Barney was never 
on his nicest behaviour when obliged to 

go for a walk with Fraulein, Eric, and me. 

Barney can be as polite and nice as pos- 
sible when he likes, and people often say to 
mother what a very well-behaved boy Bar- 

neyis. Mother always takes one of us with 
her in the carriage when she goes visiting: _
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for, as I said at the beginning of my story, — 

we have no people near us to visit, and 

-mother is nervous about going alone in 

the carriage ever since one day when the 

horses ran away, and there might have 

been a very bad accident. When Barney 

goes with her, he hands round cake at 
afternoon tea and opens the door for the 

ladies, and they all think what a very nice 

polite boy he is. So I hope the people 

who read this story will not think that 

Barney is always as rude as he was on the 

particular day about which I am now going 

to tell. 
We had met the Miff-Miffs several times 

on the road, and, as we were always walk- 

~ ing quietly along at Fraulein’s side nothing 

had ever happened to draw their attention 

to us. But one unlucky day we were 

returning from our walk, Barney, in one of 

his worst tempers, marching on ahead of 

the rest of us, and kicking the mud about 

in a most disagreeable way with his thick 

boots. In vain Fraulein kept calling out
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to him, imploring him to walk properly 
and remember his manners. Barney took 

no notice, but tramped along, his hands in 

his coat pockets, his head held in the air, 
flinging the mud about on either side of 
him as he brought his heavy boots down 
with a splash at every step neon the muddy 
footpath. 

Just as we were nearing the Lodge, out 
of the gate came tripping side by side the 
two Miff-Miffs, all dressed in their best 

frilled skirts and Sunday shawls. From 
the little reticules hanging at their sides 
poked knitting-needles and lace caps,— 
evidently the old ladies were on their way 
to the Vicarage to take tea with the vicar’s 
wife. Barney, keeping the very middle 
of the path, plunged steadily on, just as 
though he saw no one before him. Straight 
up to the horrified ladies came Barney, 
and without in the least making way for 
them, pushed right in between them, scat- 
tering mud as he went, so that one huge 
splash landed on the shoulder of poor
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Miss Martha, and a wet dab on the cheek 

of Miff-Miff, which did not at all improve 

her appearance. The two ladies stopped 

short and for a moment barred the way, 

so that Barney was not able to push past 

them as he intended to do. 
“Dear me!” said poor Miss Martha, 

hurriedly fumbling amongst the frills of 

her skirt for the opening which led to the 

pocket in her petticoat in which was her 

handkerchief, “My best cashmere shawl! 

how very annoying! what a clumsy young 

person!” 
The elder Miff-Miff fixed her pale, gray 

eyes on Barney, and in a very deep voice 

said severely, “ When J was a little boy, it 

was considered good manners to step off 

the footpath and allow ladies to pass, not 

to push them aside.” 

I am very sorry to have to tell what 

Barney did then, for it was really terribly 

rude, and I am sure he would never have 

done such a thing if it had not been that 

he was in such a bad mood. He stared
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straight into Miff-Miff’s face, which was 
quite red with surprise and horror, and 
burst into a loud laugh. 

“T shouldn't have thought you ever 
were a little boy,” he said rudely, and the 
poor little lady’s wrinkled face grew pink 
with confusion. 

“Sister!” exclaimed Miss Martha faintly, 
stopping her search for her handkerchief 
and looking at her sister in horrified amaze- 
ment. ‘My dear, what a very terrible 
thing to say!” 

“My dear, I meant—I am sure you 
know what I meant to say,” said poor 
Miff-Miff, looking so funny with her con- 
cerned face and the little dab of wet mud 
beginning to trickle down her cheek, that 
I am sure I should have laughed too, if I 
had not felt so ashamed of Barney. 

By this time we had come up with them, 
and Fraulein caught hold of Barney’s sleeve 
so that he could not escape, and began to 
make apologies to the excited little ladies. 
“How can I make excuse, madam,”
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she said in her funny English, “for this 
careless and ill-mannered little pupil of 
mine. Ach, but it makes me quite 
ashamed that he should be of such a 
rudeness guilty.” Barney was evidently 
beginning to feel a little ashamed himself, 
and at the sound of Fraulein’s shocked 
voice he hung his head and no longer 
giggled. Then Fraulein turned to Barney 
and said reproachfully, “Does it not 
shame you that your good dear mother 
should know that so you behave when 
she is absent? Ach, but you will now 
make your apology to the ladies and beg 
them to pardon your carelessness, nicht 
mein Kind?” 

Barney shuffled about uncomfortably, 
and at last, with his eyes on the ground, 
muttered reluctantly, “I beg your pardon,” 

- then wriggled himself free of Fraulein’s 
hold and bolted off home as hard as he 
could tear. 

We remained a few minutes trying to 
restore the ruffled feelings of the little old
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maids. Fraulein kindly pointed out the 
spot of mud on Miff-Miff’s cheek, and 
assisted her to remove it with her hand- 
kerchief, while at Fraulein’s bidding I 
used my own clean handkerchief to wipe 
away the splash from poor Miss Martha’s 
best cashmere shawl. - Fraulein all the 
time was making every excuse she could 
think of for Barney’s dreadful behaviour, 
and expressing her regret that the ladies 
should have been so put out. 

Miff-Miff herself said primly, “It is of 
no consequence, pray do not trouble to 
apologize,” and Miss Martha added, 
“We had better return to our abode, 

sister, and make ourselves fit to appear at 
the Vicarage.” 

So saying the little ladies made a stiff 
curtsy to Fraulein, and thanking us 
primly for our assistance toddled off back 
again in the direction of the Lodge. 

That was our first encounter with the 
Miff-Miffs, and I fear that from that 
day, all on account of Barney’s rough be-
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haviour, they put us down as dreadful 
little savages. 

One day we were playing “kick-ball” 
in that part of the park which joins Holly 
Lodge, when our ball bounced over the 
fence, and fell right in the middle of the 
centre flower-bed, in which the tulips and 
hyacinths were beginning to lift their heads. 

“Run and fetch it, Eric!” commanded 
Barney. “It was your kick that sent it 
over.” 

Eric warmly denied the charge; but on 
my adding, “I think it was my kick that 
helped, but run and get it, Eric, there’s a 
brick,” he consented to go, and disappeared 
into the road, to return in a very few 
minutes panting, with the big ball clasped 
in his arms, and a most indignant flush 
upon his cheeks. 

“She’s just an old cat!” he exclaimed 
fiercely, as he flung the ball at our feet 
and Barney and I drew near him. 

“Who, Eric?” I asked; “did you see 
them?”
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Eric nodded. 
“Sha’n’t go to fetch balls any more,” 

said the little boy indignantly. ‘She 
called me a ‘fief’, ve horrid old story- 
teller!” 

“Who? Miff-Miff did?” queried Bar- 
"ney. 

“Yes,” said Eric hotly. “She foughted. 
I'd comed to steal her silly old flowers, 
‘cos I had to step into the tulip-bed to 
get our ball. First she banged on the 
window—bofe of ’em did, ve old pigs, and 
veir knuckles must just have hurted awful. 
I was as quick as ever I could be trying 
to find ve ball, cos I just foughted she 
was coming out after me. But ve stupid 
fing was hiding itself in a corner under a 
big leaf, and before I could see it Miff-Miff 
came running out in an awful rage. 
“You are a bad wicked boy,’ she said, 

‘coming to steal our flowers, and if I 
knowed where the policeman lived I 
would make him come and take you to 
prison, you fief.’”
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“Oh, Eric,” I said breathlessly, “ what- 
ever did you do then?” 

“T saw ve ball roll out,” said Eric, 
“and I just snatched it up, ’cos I was so 
‘fraid she might take it away and keep it. 
Ven I said, ‘I’m not a fief, and vis is our 
ball what rolled into your garden by mis- 
take. I’ve comed to fetch it, and I don’t 
want none of your silly old flowers.’” 

“Yes,” I said excitedly. “What did 
she say then? wasn’t she very angry?” 

“Very,” responded Eric solemnly. “She 
made big eyes at me like a tiger, and said, 
‘Don’t you ever come into my garden 
again, little boy. I am very angry with 
you, you have stamped on two of my best 
tulips with your clumsy boots.’ So I 
just stamped on two more,” concluded 

_ Eric with a triumphant sparkle in his blue 
eyes, “and afore she could catch me I 
shouted, ‘ Who cares for you, old cat? and 
runned as hard as ever I could out at the 
gate and home.” 

He looked round expecting Dine for 
(21.487)



84 THE MIFF-MIFiS. 

his valiant deed, and Barney clapped him 
on the back delightedly: ‘“ Well done, old 
chap!” he cried. “That’s the way to treat 
crabby old maids. Just show them they 
are not going to play hokum-pokum with 
us.” 

This was a very favourite expression of 
Barney's. None of us quite knew what 

it meant, but it sounded imposing, and 
Barney thought a great deal of himself 
for having invented it. 

A day or two after Eric’s adventure we 
were flying kites in the lane, and the 
string of mine became entangled in the 
branches of a laburnum tree in the Miff- 
Miffs’ shrubbery. After vainly trying to 
disentangle it from where I stood in the 
lane, I was at last obliged to brave the 
enemy's wrath and go into the Miff-Miffs’ 
garden in order to reclaim my kite. I 
boldly marched up to the gate and at- 
tempted to open it, only to find that it 
was securely fastened from the inside. I 
was far too proud and angry to ring the
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bell, so I left my poor kite to its fate, and 
what became of it I do not know, but I 
never saw it again. 

After this fresh offence we held a council 
in the old washing-house—a mouldy, ivy- 
grown building, given over to rats and 
earwigs and other horrid creepy things. 
Father always intended to pull the rickety 
old place down and build a nice summer- 
house in its place, but until that took 
place we three made use of the old place 
as a secret chamber, where we could talk 
over our very private matters with no fear 
of any one overhearing. 

The council occupied half an hour or 
so in the sitting, and at the close our Chief 
rose and threw upon the floor an ancient 
and moth-eaten glove, which had once 
belonged to father and was used by the 
Winkey-Wums on occasions like this, in 
strict accordance with the old custom. 
“JT declare WAR TO THE KNIFE,” an- 

nounced the Chief solemnly. “ Whereas 
we, the honourable tribe of Winkey-
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Wums, have been most horribly insulted 
by the new and disagreeable tribe of Miff- 

Miffs, we are only doing what is right 
and just in taking revenge upon our 
enemies.” 

The old glove lay upon the floor where 
the Chief had dropped it, and the fol- 
lowers, imitating their Chief’s example, 
rose, as he finished his speech, from their 

inverted wash-tubs, and gravely placed 
each one his right foot upon the glove, 
repeating as he did so the awful declara- 
tion, “WAR TO THE KNIFE!” 

Thus was war declared against the Miff- 
Miffs. 

After the big council we had various © 
meetings in what we called the “ Hatching- 
hole”, in order to determine in what way 
we were to wreak vengeance upon our 
enemies. ‘ Hatching-hole” was a certain 
recess on the stairs formed by the back of 
the old oak settle and a corner cupboard 
—the space between them just being big 
enough for the three of us to squeeze in.
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We could draw a corner of the window- 
curtain across the recess when we were 
safely packed in, and no grown-up person 
would ever have suspected our. hiding- 
hole. 

We called this place our “ Hatching- 
hole”, because in it we hatched our plots 
and planned our mischief, and I am afraid 
“Hatching -hole” was answerable for 
many of the scrapes we were continually 
getting into. 

One evening Barney came bounding 
into the school-room just as we were 
about to begin tea. Eric and I were on 
our knees on the hearth-rug, busily en- 
gaged in making toast. Fraulein stood at 
the table wielding a big knife, and receiv- 
ing each crisp, brown slice from our 
‘hands, she spread it generously with 
butter, and added it to the tempting-look- 
ing pile, which was keeping hot upon a 
large plate before the fire. I must say, 
that whenever Fraulein did a thing she 
did it properly. If she consented to
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allow us, as a treat, to have hot-buttered 

toast for tea, you may be sure that it was 
hot-buttered toast, with the butter spread 
thick upon it, until no more would soak 
in, and as many slices as we liked to 
make. 

Barney had been kept in by Mr. Evans, 
because he did not know his Latin, so 
he came bursting into the school-room, 
very hungry, and in boisterous spirits, 
after his long imprisonment. “Hallo! 
jolly hot toast for tea!” was his first ex- 
clamation as he burst open the door, and 
the delicious odour of toast-making reached 
his nostrils. 
“Ach, but you deserve it not, bad boy, 

when you know not your lesson, and Mr. 
Evans must keep you in,” said Fraulein, 
reprovingly, looking up from the big slice 
of toast she was buttering, her good- 
humoured face trying .to assume a severe 
look. 

“JT couldn't help it, Fraulein,” said 
Barney insinuatingly, patting her broad
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shoulder as he passed; “and you've made 
me an extra big share of toast, ’m sure, 
to make up for my having been done out 
of all the fun of making it.” 

Fraulein shook her head, but an indul- 
gent smile stole over her face,—she never 
could resist Barney, when he put on his 
coaxing manner. 

“ Ach, then, what a child it is,” she 
said. “You shall have tree big slice if 
you promise to learn better next time. 

The poor man, Mr. Evans, must walk so 

far in all the cold dark before he can reach 
home, and you detain him one whole half- 
hour when you know not your lessons.” 

“Oh, it’s all right, Fraulein,” retorted 
Barney, easily; “I think he enjoys the 
walk. I asked him to come upstairs and 
have some tea before he went, but he said 

he hadn’t time, as he must be back at 

Beeston at six for the choir practice. I 
guess he would have let the old choir 
practice slide, though, if he’d known there 
was buttered toast for tea,”
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Jane’s entry with the tea-pot put a stop 
to any more toast-making, which was just 
as well, perhaps, as the delicious simmer- 
ing pile in the fender had assumed a most 
imposing height, while the contents of the 
china butter-tub had almost dwindled into 
nothingness. 

As we drew in our chairs to the table 
and proceeded to ‘help ourselves, after 
handing the toast to Fraulein, Barney 
whispered to me: 

“There will be a meeting in ‘Hatch- 
ing-hole’ after tea.” 

“Have you thought of a plan?” I 
whispered back eagerly,and Barney nodded 
mysteriously. 

We worked our way steadily through 
the stack of toast, and, when only a few 
crumbs and a buttery plate remained, 
Fraulein said grace and gave us permission 
to leave the table, followed by a strict 
injunction to go and wash our hands 
before attempting to do anything. We 
pelted off to the bath-room and washed
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our hands, and then sneaked one by one 
into our hiding-hole on the stairs. 
When all were assembled, with knees 

touching and heads together—for the space 
of “ Hatching-hole” would only permit of 
very close intimacy—Barney propounded 
his plan. 

“T had a long talk with Gardener this 
afternoon,” he said in a low whisper, 
“when I was waiting for Mr. Evans in 
the garden, and he told me ever so many 
things about the Miff-Miffs. He told me 
they are awfully clever for one thing, and 
have travelled over almost the whole 
world, and written lots of books and things, 

and they had a brother who was ever 
such a big man in some foreign place—I 
think it was in China or somewhere—he 
was almost like a king, he was so power- 
fol 

“Oh my!” said Eric and I, much im- 
pressed; but Barney went on hastily: 

“ But that’s no matter, it wasn’t that 

that Gardener told me that was most



42, THE MIFF-MIFFS. 

important, it was this—the Miff-Miffs 

are most terribly frightened of bur- 

glars!” 
“What's burglars?” asked Eric. 

‘““Robbers—people that come into the 

house at night and steal things, and some- 

times murder you, if you don’t give them 

all the money and jewels and things in 

the house.” 
“Oh!” said Eric, looking rather scared, 

“there aren’t any here, are there?” 

“Of course not, silly,” said Barney, im- 

patiently, “but there might be, don’t you 

see? Gardener told me that the Miff- 
Miffs have heaps of beautiful silver things 
in the Lodge—dishes and tea-pots and 
spoons—and they are so frightened that 
burglars will come and steal them, that 

they have been having new bolts and 
locks put on to all the doors and windows, 
for fear anybody might get in. Gardener 
says they keep a candle burning in every 
room all night long, and he says Miff-Miff 

asked him the other day if he would sell
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her Juno, that great retriever of his, to 
be their watch-dog.” 

“Yes,” said I, keenly interested, “and 

did he?” 
Barney shook his head and whispered 

even lower, “ No, Gardener said he couldn’t 

spare Juno, but he knows a man in 

Beeston who has some very fierce bull- 

dogs, and he is going to see about getting 

one for the Miff-Miffs, to be chained up in 

the yard at night. Now comes our revenge.” 

Barney leant forward till our foreheads 

touched, and my curls tickled his nose so 
that he sneezed. 

~ “Don’t do that, Nelka,” he said im- 

patiently, just as though I could help it, 

“and talk very low, or someone might 

hear. We will be burglars!” 

The audacity of the suggestion almost 

took our breath away. . 

“ Barney!” I said, gazing all eyes, “and 

steal their things? That would be wicked, 

wouldn’t it?” I said doubtfully. 
“Not steal things,” said Barney irri-
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tably, “of course not; we would hide their 

spoons and forks and things in all sorts of 
places, so that they would think burglars 
had been in the house, but of course we 

wouldn’t really take anything.” 
“Supposing they heard us and we were 

discovered, what would happen then?” I 
queried, still doubtful. 

“Of course they wouldn’t hear us,” said 
Barney. “Even if they did, they would 
be far too frightened to get up to see 
what the noise was. Oh, it would be 
grand!” and Barney chuckled hilariously 
beneath his breath. 

Eric and I joined in, a little timorously 
certainly, but still rapidly catching Barney’s 
wild delight at his project. 
“How frightened the old cats will be 

in the morning, when they find that some- 
one has been in the house!” said Barney 
exuberantly. 

“ But what about Crabby Ann?” I asked, 
“Crabby Ann” being the name we had 
given the sour-faced old woman who acted
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as servant to the Miff-Miffs, for whom we 

had conceived almost as great a dislike as 

we had to the two old maids themselves. 

“ She sleeps right away up in the gabled 

room at the back,” replied Barney confi- 

dently. ‘I know, because I saw one of 

those hideous ‘mutches’ she always wears 

hanging on to the knob of the looking-glass 

which stands in the window. © It will be 

quite easy. We can get in at the little 

pantry window,—you know the one I 

mean, Nelka,—at the back of the goose- 

berry bushes, where I got inonce before and 

hid when we were playing wild Indians.” 

“Yes, I know,” I answered eagerly, 

catching somewhat of Barney’s enthusiasm, 

and excited at the daring of the plan. 

“But are you sure there hasn’t been a 

bolt put on it?” 
Barney shook his head. “ Hush! talk 

lower, Nelka, or Fraulein will hear us, 

and then we are done for. No, there is 

no bolt on the window yet. I expect they 

don’t suppose that anybody could squeeze
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through such a very tiny window as that; 

“anyway, it is never fastened, for I climbed | 

up on the cucumber frame on purpose to 

see, and it is still unlatched. We can get 

into the pantry, and then crawl through 

a big ventilator there is into the kitchen. 

There is a shelf the other side of the ven- 

tilator, and we can get on to that, and 

then crawl along until we come to a table, 

or something which will help us to get 

down without making any noise. I know 

all about the house inside, because I ex- 

plored well that day I hid there, and you 

couldn’t think where I had got to. How 
lucky that I did, wasn’t it?” 

We assented, and before we returned 

to the school-room a dark and daring 

plot had been formed in the secrecy of 
“ Hatching-hole ”. 

In view of the determination of the 
Miff- Miffs to protect themselves from 
night marauders, by calling in the services 
of a fierce yard-dog, we agreed. that no 
time must be lost in carrying our plan
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into execution, and the following night 
was fixed for our burgling expedition. 

Much to Eric’s annoyance, we decided 
that he could not be allowed to take part 
in the adventure, as the risk of discovery 
would be too great. 

It was Fraulein’s habit to sit up late at 
night reading, often until midnight, and it 

was upon this custom of hers that we 

were relying in order to enable us to carry 
out our scheme of revenge against the 
Miff-Miffs. The household at Holly Lodge 
was wont to retire early—Barney had it 
from Gardener that the precise hour at 

which the Miff-Miffs closed up for the 
night was nine o'clock. Allowing them 
one hour in which to make their toilets 
and compose themselves to sleep, we fixed 
the hour for our burglary at ten o’clock. 
That would give us plenty of time to carry 
out our design, and return before there 
could be any chance of Fraulein missing 
us. We were sorry at being obliged to 
leave Eric out of the fun, but he was really
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too small to take part in such a daring 
exploit; and besides, his sleeping in Frau- 
lein’s room made it quite impossible for 
him to join us without being missed. 

Having completed our arrangements we 
returned to the school-room, doing our 
utmost to look innocent. 

“Mein children,” said Fraulein, as we 
entered the room one behind the other, 
“where have you been? I was just coming 
to look where you could be. It is time 
for Eric to go to bed, and Barney and 
Nelka must come and prepare their lessons 
for to-morrow.” 

“Yes, Fraulein,” said Barney, so meekly 
that I was surprised that Fraulein did not 
suspect something from this unusual obe- 
dience, and preparing at once to collect his 
lesson-books, and settle himself at: the 
table. For half an hour we scribbled 
away at exercises, and murmured spelling 
and tables without once raising our eyes 
from our books. At last Fraulein rose 
and left the room fora moment. Barney
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at once gave me a kick under the table, 
and squirmed with suppressed delight. 

“T say, Nelka, to-morrow!” he said in 
a loud whisper, and I had just time to 
return the kick before Fraulein returned. 

“You are good attentive children to- 
night,” she said, nodding her head approv- 
ingly at sight of our bent heads and diligent 
fingers. ‘Such good behaviour is an en- 
couragement to me to reward with treats 
good children.” This was in allusion to 
the hot toast we had had for tea, and I 
could see Barney’s white teeth gleam as 
he pressed them into his lower lip, to keep 
himself from letting out the whole thing 

_ by bursting into a fit of laughter. 
Next day our excitement, so strictly 

repressed, became positively painful. We 
could attend to nothing, and Fraulein was 
in despair over our morning lessons. After 
Barney had had his geography returned 
for the fifth time, because he would repeat 
in. a far-away, mechanical voice that 
“London is the capital of America, a fine 

(4487) D
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city on the river Tyne, famous for its coal 
manufactories,” he took the bull by the 
horns. “ 

“T really can’t learn lessons to-day, 
Fraulein,” he declared obstinately. “I’ve 
got the fidgets, and when I have fidgets 
it’s no use trying to make me learn things. 
I shall have a headache next—I know I 
shall,” he added, looking threateningly at 
poor distracted Fraulein—“ and then you - 
will be sorry, for mother never allows us 
to have headaches.” 

“Do you not feel well, my dear?” asked - 
Fraulein anxiously. It was her one dread 
that any of us should fall ill while under 
her charge. 

“ Not especially,” said Barney, stretching 
himself languidly, and uttering a deep 
sigh. “I think Td be all the better of 
a run in the garden. I feel kind of hot. 
Don’t you think we might put up lessons 
for to-day, Fraulein, and Nelka and I go 
and tidy up our gardens?” 

“Oh, yes,” I put in coaxingly. “Do
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say we may, Frauly, like a dear thing. 
_ Our gardens are so untidy, and Gardener 

says we ought soon to be sowing our 
seeds.” 

Fraulein fell into the trap. “Well, I 
suppose so,” she said kindly. “I fear no 
more lessons can be done to-day, you 
children are so restless, and perhaps the 
fresh air may do you good. Put a hand- 
kerchief round your throat, Barney, in 
case you are inclined to take a little cold. 
Eric can come with me to Beeston, and I 
can get some more of the silk I require to 
finish the table-cloth I am working for 
your mother’s birthday gift.” 

In high glee Barney and I tore off to 
don our old garden clothes, and were soon 
at work upon our little flower-beds, while 
discussing our plans for the evening. 
“We mustn’t undress ourselves,” said 

Barney, carefully removing a fat worm 
from his flower-bed to a place of safety on 
the lawn—that was one thing about Barney 
very different from some boys, he never
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hurt a living creature, however ugly or 

loathsome it might be. “You must just 

stick your night-dress on over your dress, 

Nelka, and get into bed, and when Frau- 

lein comes in to tuck us up, we must 

pretend to be sound asleep, and then she 

will not think any more about us.” 
I assented, and then, struck by another 

thought, asked Barney how we were to 

get out of the house without being seen 

by anyone. ‘The doors, as we knew, were 

all carefully locked at sundown by Jack- 

son, the butler. : 

“We will get out of the staircase 

window,” said Barney cheerfully. “TI see 

Gardener has left a ladder leaning against 

the wall by the boudoir window, where he 

has been nailing up the ivy. I intend to 

move the ladder by and by and put it 

against the staircase window, so that we 

can get out quite easily. Gardener will 

never notice it, he is busy in the kitchen- 

garden to-day and is not likely to be 

wanting it.”
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The day passed somehow, and promptly 
at eight o’clock—nearly half an hour sooner 
than usual—Barney began to put away 
the book he was reading, and yawning 
said: 

“T feel inclined to go to bed, Fraulein, 
and I don’t think I want any supper, I 
had such a lot of tea.” 

It was our custom to have a tray of 
biscuits, oat-cake, and milk brought into 

the school-room at half-past eight, and on 
ordinary occasions Barney did ample 
justice to this simple meal. His assertion, 

_ therefore, that he was not hungry, after his 
slackness at lessons in the morning, caused 
Fraulein to fear that something was amiss. 

“T am afraid you are not very well, 
dear child,” she said anxiously, as Barney 

closed the door. of the book-case and 
came to bid her good-night, “I think 
a little dose would be a good thing.” 

“No, thank you, Fraulein,” said Barney 

with sudden alacrity; “no ‘Gregory’ or 
‘castor oil’ for me, thank you. I only
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want a good sleep, and I shall be all right 

in the morning.” 

I really wondered at Barney’s cheek, 

how he could tell such fibs and deceive 

poor simple Fraulein! He said good- 

night and went off, Fraulein remarking to 

me in rather a troubled tone as he left the 

room: 
“T do hope the child is not going to be 

ill; it is not like Barney to refuse his 

meals.” 
“Oh no, Frauly!” I said reassuringly, 

“Barney is never ill I think this has 

been a long day, somehow. As soon as 

Jane brings the supper-tray I think I shall 

go to bed too.” 
“T am so anxious to get this table-cloth 

finished by to-morrow,” said Fraulein, 

resuming her needle-work. ‘Sunday is 

your dear mother’s birthday, and it must 

be posted to-morrow in order to arrive at 

Nice by that day. I must work hard to- 

night and finish it before I go to bed.” 

I peeped out of the corner of my eyes
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and saw that still half a corner of the 
table-cloth remained unworked, and I cal- 

culated that it would take at least three 
hours to finish. Therefore we might safely 
reckon that it would be twelve o'clock 
before Fraulein would retire to her bed- 
room. ! 

“You will have to sit up late if you 
mean to finish all that to-night, Fraulein,” 
I said with much innocence. 

“ Ach, that I mind not,” said Fraulein 
briskly. “In my country we must go early 
to bed, because we rise so early; but 
here in England, where you lie in bed until 
past eight o’clock, I must not go so soon 
to bed, or I should become jau/—that is, 
as you say here, lazy.” 

At this moment Jane entered with the 
supper-tray, and after fortifying myself 
for the coming excitement with a cup of 
milk and two of my favourite brown 
biscuits, I said good-night, and left Frau- 

lein to enjoy the dainty little chicken pdzé 
which cook had sent up especially for her.
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Fraulein was a great favourite of cook’s, 
and it was a pet grievance of ours that 
she used to send up for supper all the 
dishes she knew we liked best, although 
she knew we children were not allowed 
anything more substantial for supper than 
biscuits and milk. . 

“T will come and say good-night to 
you as soon as I have finished my supper,” 
said Fraulein, as I laid aside my work and 
took my candle. 

“Come soon, then, won’t you?” I re- 
turned as I kissed her plump cheek, “ for 
I expect we shall be asleep pretty soon.” 
Oh how guilty I felt as I uttered those 
untruthful words! 

According to our agreement I merely 
took the ribbon off my hair, and plaited it 
as I was accustomed to do when I went 
to bed, and then slipping off my shoes I 
popped my night-dress over my frock, and 
blowing out the candle crept into bed. 
In a few minutes the door opened to 
admit Fraulein, and as she approached
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the bed I breathed hard and did my best 
to feign sleep. It is a dreadful thing to 
pretend to be asleep while a person bends 
over you and smooths the bed-clothes, 
with a lighted candle so placed on the 
table at the bed-side that every little 
twitch of your face can be seen. It seemed 
hours to me that Fraulein stood there, and 
I felt that I must giggle or scream or kick 
or do something if she did not go away. 
However, I managed to keep quiet, and 
Fraulein went away all unsuspicious bear- 
ing her candle, and I heard her enter 
Barney’s room. <A loud snore came forth 
as she opened the door, and I had to dive 
under the bed-clothes and smother my 
laughter at this barefaced deceit. As 
soon as the closing of the school-room 
door announced that Fraulein had re- 
turned to her beloved fancy-work, and 
that there was nothing more to fear from 
her, my door was pushed cautiously open, 
and Barney appeared—a comical object in 
his pink flannel night-shirt, with his stock-
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ings and knickerbockers appearing be- 
low. 

“ All serene?” he queried in a hoarse 
whisper; and on my popping my head out 
from my nest and answering “ All serene”, 
he shut the door noiselessly and came and 
sat-at the foot of my bed. 

“T’ve just been in to see Eric,” he said. 
“The wretched kid was awake, and he 
was very much inclined to kick up a row 
because we won't let him come with us. 
I got him pacified by promising him my 
big blue marble, and you are to make it 
up to him to-morrow—he wants to sow 
your mignonette seed that Gardener gave 
you.” 

“Vd rather you hadn’t promised that, 
Barney,” I said reluctantly, “I always like 
to sow my own seeds—Eric sows them 
far too thick. Why did you promise him 
that?” 

“He would have that,” said Barney, 
“he wouldn’t agree to anything else, and 
I had to make him quiet at any price. I
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knew you wouldn’t like it, but it cant be 
helped. He’s promised to lie still and go 
to sleep, and we are to tell him all about 
it in the morning. I wonder what time 
it is?” 

“J heard the school-room clock strike 
nine just when Fraulein came in,” I an- 
swered, and Barney said excitedly: 

“Then it’s time we were getting ready. 
Get up and let us light the candle, Nelka.” 

I slipped noiselessly out of bed, and 
with a trembling hand I felt on the mantel- 
piece for the matches, which I handed to 
Barney, who struck one and lighted the 
candle. 

“Have you got your goloshes ready, 
Nelka?” he asked. 

“Under the bed,” I answered, produc- 
ing them and proceeding to draw them on - 
over my slippers. Then pulling off my 
night-dress I stood up fully dressed, and 
took down my garden hat and jacket from 
the peg on the door. Then I turned to 
Barney. “I am quite ready,’ I said,
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trembling with excitement, now that the 
time for action had really come. 

“Are you? Wait a bit,” said Barney 
cautiously, and taking the bolster from its 
place beneath the pillow he laid it down 
the centre of the bed, and carefully spread 
over it my white night-dress. When he 
had drawn up the bed-clothes and made 
a dent in the pillow where my head should 
have been, it really looked not unlike a 
person in bed. “Just to make sure,” he 
said complacently as he contemplated the 
dummy, “in case Fraulein should take it 
into her head to come in to fetch anything, 
and notice an empty bed. Now, come on, 
Nelka, we must do the same in my room.” 

Bearing the candle we crept out, closing 
the door behind us, and slipping across 
the landing reached Barney’s room un- 
heard and unseen by the unconscious 
Fraulein, deeply engrossed in her needle- 
work. Within the safety of his own room 
Barney quickly divested himself of his 
night-shirt, and being fully dressed under-
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neath, he had only to take down his cap 

and put on a pair of old tennis shoes, 

which he had unearthed from the cup- 

board in the vestibule where such things 

were kept, and announced himself ready 

to start. The candle was blown out, and 

hand in hand we stole out on to the land- 

ing, pausing a moment outside the school- 

room door to make sure that Fraulein 

‘had heard nothing. We lingered a minute 

to peep through a crack in the door, and - 

could see Fraulein sitting at the centre 

table, her head bent to catch every ray of 

light from the lamp. We passed on, 

breathing freely as the baize door which 

led on to the staircase swung noiselessly 

to behind us, and we stood on the dark 

stairs in comparative safety. I gripped 

Barney’s arm nervously as we descended 

the few steps necessary to reach the stair- 

case window, by means of which we were 

to make our escape. 
“Hush! don’t be a goose,” whispered 

Barney, beneath his breath, as we felt our
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way carefully in the darkness. My heart 
was thumping so hard against my jacket, 
that I was sure it must be distinctly heard 
in the ghostly stillness of the quiet house. 
We reached the alcove in safety, and 
drawing aside the heavy curtain, which 
screened the window, Barney carefully 
undid the catch and pushed up the sash. 

“Tt’s all right,” he said in a tone of 
relief, “the ladder is there, just where I 
placed it. I'l go first.” 

Nimble as a monkey Barney stooped 
down and threw one leg over the low sill. 
As soon as he felt his foot on the ladder, 
the other leg followed, and in a moment 
he had disappeared. I leant over the sill, 
and watched until I saw him reach the 
ground in safety, and heard the whistle we 
had agreed upon as a signal that I should 
descend. I was just as used to climbing 
and scrambling as Barney, and with as little 
difficulty I clambered over the sill, and 
descended the shaky ladder backwards. 
It was a long ladder, and I was not sorry
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when I felt Barney clutch my arm, and 
heard him say: “ You're all right now, 
Nelka. Mind where you put your foot, 
though, and don’t step on the tulips.” He 
guided my dangling foot to a safe resting- 
place, away from the flower-bed, and with 
a thrill of wild excitement I stood by his 
side on the gravel-path and realized that 
we were in for a real adventure from which 
there was no drawing back. 

‘““No time to waste,” said Barney, “let’s 
run!” and, seizing my hand, he drew me 

out of the shadow of the house, and we 
stepped across the gravel, making as little 
noise as possible with our india-rubber 
soles. 

“We'll go through the shrubbery,” said 
Barney, as we gained the lawn safely, 
“so as not to run the risk of being seen 
as we cross the lawn.” The shrubbery 
bordered the tennis-lawn on one side, and 

pushing our way through this, we emerged 
into the portion of the park which was 
divided from the kitchen-garden of the
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Lodge by the little stream. Our plank 
bridge was still in its old place, and by 

means of it we crossed the stream, and 

scrambled up the sloping bank opposite, 
where the violets and yellow celandine 
were beginning to perk up their heads. 
At the top we paused awhile, to gain 
breath, before opening the little rustic 
gate in the low fence, which led into the 
Lodge garden. 

We could just see the top of the Grange 
from where we stood, and I could not 

help thinking how big, and black, and 
eerie it looked, rising above the surround- 

ing trees, like the picture of one of the 
robbers’ castles in our fairy-books. It 
was a very dark night, with neither moon 
nor stars to be seen in the black vault of 
sky above us. A low moany sort of wind 
rustled in the dry bushes near us, and the 
little brook, trickling over the pebbles at 
our feet, made a mournful murmuring, 
not at all like the cheery song it sang in 
the sunshine of the morning. The eeri-
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ness of finding ourselves all alone in the 
strange stillness of night affected Barney, 
as it did me, with a feeling of nervousness, ° 
and he did not stop long, but unlatched 
the wicket-gate and admitted us both to 
the little garden. 

“There are the gooseberry-bushes, and 
that is the window,” he whispered softly, 
pointing to a wall just in front of us, in 
which I dimly made out the outline of a 
very small slit window at a little distance 
from the ground. Just below the window 
was a patch of something dark, which I 
made out to be the group of gooseberry- 
bushes. The knotted branches of a pear- 
tree, growing against the wall, would 
make an excellent ladder. Stealthily we 
advanced up the narrow path, between 
the cabbage-rows, and crept in among the 
spiky bushes as carefully as we could. 
One thorny branch caught in my skirt, 
and before I could disengage myself, it 
had torn a rent right through the hem of 
my frock. 

(38487) E
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“ Stupid!” muttered Barney in an angry 

whisper. “Now Fraulein will see that, 

and ask how you did it!” 

“T couldn’t help it,” I whispered back 

again, “the thorns caught it. It is my 

old frock, luckily.” 
We were standing just below the win- 

dow now, and Barney gave me a warning 

grip to be silent, and laying hold of the 

knotted branches of the old pear-tree, he 

began to climb up it, as though it were a 

ladder. The window was only a few feet 

above the ground, and Barney easily 

reached the sill, and was able to put his 

knee upon it. With his free hand he 

pressed against the sash, and the un- 

fastened window yielded to the pressure 

and opened inwards. His face in the dim 

light glowing with excitement, he looked 

down, and beckoned to me to follow. As 

I seized the lowest branch of the tree, and 

sought a secure foothold, by which to raise 

myself, he disappeared within the narrow 

aperture. I gained the window-sill as he
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had done, and heard Barney’s voice from 
within say hoarsely: 

- “Mind where you drop—don’t smash 
anything.” 

I looked through the window and saw 
that just below it was a shelf, set out 
with dishes of eatables—evidently we had 
made our entrance by way of the Miff- 
Miffs’ larder. I steered my way safely 
through a collection of dishes, and managed 
to drop down on to the stone floor of the 
pantry, without doing any damage. 

“T say,” said Barney, pointing to the 
tempting array of eatables arranged in 
spotless order upon the shelf, “what do 
you say to helping ourselves to some of 
these jolly-looking things; burglars always 
begin by helping themselves to supper?” 

“Oh, Barney!” I said, rather shocked 
—that was carrying the thing a little too 
far—‘ that would be really stealing!” 

“No it wouldn't,” said Barney, stoutly. 
“Remember we have got a cause to re- 
venge ourselves on the Miff-Miffs. If
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you come to think of it, they stole your 

kite.” 
“Gardener said he thought most likely 

it had blown away,” I objected hesita- 

tingly. “I am sure mother would not 
like us really to steal.” 

But Barney did not agree with me, and 
more for the bravado of the thing than 

because he was greedy, he helped himself 

to a delicious-looking pasty, and munched 

it with much relish. 
Crabby Ann had certainly been having 

a pastry-baking the day before, for there 

was an elaborately-decorated pigeon-pie 

on the shelf below, and a glass dish of jelly 
fingers which made my mouth water— 

above all things I love jelly fingers. There 
was also an uncut ham garnished with 

parsley, and a paper ruffle round its leg 
bone; and a pair of plump chickens all 
trussed ready for the oven stood in a 
baking-tin near the window. It looked 
very much as though the Miff-Miffs were 
expecting company.
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“Don’t let us waste time,” said Barney, 
cramming the last bit of flaky pastry into 
his mouth. ‘Hide the pie under the 
shelf there behind the potato basket, and 
scatter those other things about a bit. 
What shall we do with the ham?” 

“Let us take it into the kitchen,” I 
suggested, “and this loaf of bread too 
—then they will think the burglars meant 
to have supper, and were interrupted.” 

Having disarranged the prim orderliness 
of the larder in such a way as would make 

~ Crabby Ann’s “ mutch” rise from her head 
with horror when she discovered it in the 
morning, we climbed up to the ventilator- 
window above the door and squeezed our 
way through into the kitchen. As Barney 
had said, we found ourselves then on a 

broad shelf running the whole length of 
one wall of the kitchen. There was a 
deal table in the middle of the room, and 

in the centre of the table was a lighted 

candle in a tin candlestick. 
“Hold the ham,” whispered Barney,
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“while I get down. I can drop on to the 

floor quite easily, and Dll bring you a 

chair.” 
I supported the dish containing the 

ham while Barney, clinging to the edge of 

the shelf with both hands, dropped with a 

muffled thud on to the floor. He brought 

a chair and mounting on it relieved me 

of the ham and the loaf. With the aid of 

the chair I quietly followed his example, 

and dropped to the floor without making 

any noise. 
“We will put the ham on the table, and 

the bread,” whispered Barney. ‘“There’s- 

nothing worth meddling here, we must go 
to the dining-room and hide all the silver 
things we can find.” 

We blew out the candle, and, hand in 

hand, holding our breath, we stole along 
the narrow stone passage, at the end of 
which was a baize door entirely shutting 
off the kitchen premises from the rest of 
the house. 

The Lodge, as I have said, was an old-



THE MIFF-MIFFS. 71 

fashioned house, and queerly built. On 
pushing back the door and emerging from 
the dark passage we found ourselves in a 
square tiled hall. Facing us was the front- 
door securely barred and bolted, and on our 
left the glass door leading to the little 
conservatory. On our right, three or four 
steps led up to the baize door which shut 
off the wing containing the dining-room 
and library. 

“T think you had better wait here,” 
said Barney, as we tiptoed across the 
empty hall, the only sound which broke 

the silence the tick-tack of a wheezy old 

grandfather’s clock which stood in one 

corner. ‘I will walk along to the dining- 

room and see what I can find there. If 

there is nothing worth hiding, then we 

will go along the other passage to the 

drawing-room,” pointing to another baize 

door on our right. 
“But the Miff-Miffs,” I gasped, “surely 

they will hear us! Where do they sleep?” 

“Upstairs,” answered Barney. “Don't
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be such a ninny, Nelka. If you're going 

to funk it, you had better go home.” 

I did “funk” it. But go home? No, 

better face a whole army of irate Miff- 

Miffs, with Barney for company, than 

cross that dusky, eerie garden alone! 

“Tm not going to funk it,” I whispered 

back resolutely ; “ only, don’t be too daring, 

Barney. I will wait here, if you won't be 

very long.” The baize door swung back 

on noiseless hinges, and fell to again, mak- 

ing a sound like a faint sigh. A shiver of 

dread ran through me, as I saw Barney’s 

lithe form glide into the darkness beyond, 

and I was left alone in the dim-lit hall. 

A hanging lamp burned feebly, just 

above the front-door, but it only added 

terror to the darkness, by shedding a light 

in the centre of the hall, and leaving the 

corners in mysterious gloom. It seemed 

hours to me that I stood there, my heart 

palpitating, and every wheezy tick of the 

old clock making me start with fear. I 

do not know how long I really did stand
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there, quaking like a jelly, before I heard 
Barney’s voice. It was no longer subdued, 
but raised almost to a shriek, and with a 

strange ring of terror in it. 
“ Nelka, Nelka, open the door!” 
I stood a moment as though paralysed, 

and my feet seemed glued to the ground 
so that I could not move. Where was 
Barney? What door? What did it all 
mean? These thoughts flashed through 
me, and then again, but with a gasping 
strangling sound, came the cry, from some- 

where behind the baize door, “Nelka, 

Nelka, come quick, I can’t see anything!” 
Then it flashed in upon me, and like the 
sharp cut of a whip roused me to action, 
Barney did not cry out like that unless 
there was something wrong! He must be in 

danger! I sprang forward and with all my 

might threw myself against the door. It 

flew open, and as it did so I was almost 

suffocated by a blinding rush of smoke, 

which burst forth as from a pent-up fur- 

nace. I was staggered for a moment and
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almost lost my breath; I kept my place, 
however, and with my back pressed against 
the door to keep it open, I waited until 
the first volume of smoke had rolled past, 
and then as my eyes became clearer I 
looked for Barney. He was close to me, | 
struggling throughthe dense smoketowards 
the open door. I stretched out my hand 
as he stumbled forward, and gripping his 
arm I dragged him through the doorway, 
letting the heavy door swing to behind us 
so as to shut out the smothering cloud of 
smoke. Barney reeled against the wall 
and remained there as though stupefied, 
grasping my hand and making a queer 
gurgling sound in his throat. At last his 
breath came back and he was able to gasp 

out: 

“The house is on fire—I got—to the 
dining-room—and as soon as I opened the 
door—the smoke rushed out. I was almost 
choked—I couldn’t find my way back in 
the dark. It was horrible!” 

While we were standing there the smoke
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was already beginning to fill the hall, and 
I could distinctly smell the smell of burning 
wood. Then anawful thought struck me. 

“ Barney, Barney,” I cried, “the Miff- 
Miffs!| They will be burnt to death. Oh, 
can’t we save them!” 

Barney’s face, all smudged and blackened 
with the smoke, grew white as mine. ‘“‘We 

must, Nell!” he gasped, starting forward. 
“They can’t burn in their beds. We must 
try to save them. Come quickly, the stairs 
may catch fire any moment!” 

Still giddy and dazed from the effects 
of the smothering smoke, he seized my 
hand, and together we groped our way 
up the staircase, which was rapidly becom- 
ing enveloped in a dense curtain of smoke 
creeping up from the hall below. The 
stairs were shallow and wide, and as the 

house consisted but of two stories we soon 
reached the long narrow passage, at the 
end of which, as we knew, was the Miff- 

Miffs’ bedroom. We flew down the passage 

and reached the door, |



76 THE MIFF-MIFFS. 

“ Hammer on the door, Nelka, with all 
your might and main,” panted Barney, 
and we applied our knuckles, as though 
‘we were bent on waking the dead, but 
with no result. I tried the door, but it 

was locked, and then we simply hurled 
ourselves against it, beating it with our 
fists and feet. 

“¥Frre!” I shrieked at the pitch of my 
voice, “Fire! Fire! Fire! Wake up, and 

~ open the door!” 
The door shook and creaked as we 

thundered upon it, but we got no response 
from within. “The house is on fire— 
wake up, wake up! Fire! Fire! Fire!” we 
both of us yelled together. At last from 
the Miff-Miffs’ room came an answering 
shriek, and the bolt of the door was with- 

- drawn. It opened about a yard, and a 
head was poked out. 

“Who is there?” demanded the eldest 
Miff-Miff’s voice sharply. “And what do 
you want?” 

“Your house is on fire!” I cried, gasping
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with fear and exertion. “Oh, make haste 
and escape, or you will be burned to death!” 
Another shrill shriek sounded from within 
the room, and I heard the other Miff-Miff’s 
voice say feebly, “What do they say, 
sister? Oh, mercy me, what is to become 
of us?” 

We could contain ourselves no longer, 
and as Miff-Miff turned away to say some- 
thing to her sister, I pushed past her into 
the room. Miff-Miff was standing in the 
middle of the floor, her head crowned by 
an enormous night-cap, beneath which ap- 
peared rows of whitey-brown curl papers, 
and. clothed in the funniest garments. 
Amongst the pillows of the big bed I 
caught sight of a scared white face, which 
I recognized as belonging to little Miss 
Martha. I was far too frightened and 
excited to think of making any apology 
for bursting so suddenly into the Miff- 
Miffs’ bedroom, and I had just enough 
breath left to stammer out: 

“You must get up at once and escape
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before the stairs catch fire. Oh, please 
hurry!” 

“Why, bless me, it is the child from 

next door,” said Miff-Miff; and poor Miss 
Martha sat up in bed and begged her 
sister to hand her her “ peignoir”. “ How 
can I leave the house like this, child?” 
said poor Miff-Miff, looking helplessly at 
her ludicrous garments. ‘Oh, do help 
me! Jam all ofa flutter!” 

“Tt doesn’t matter really,” I said en- 
treatingly; “no one minds about dress. 
If you will only come before it is too late.” 

But still the two old ladies stood help- 
lessly wringing their hands and piteously 
lamenting their plight, until at last in 
desperation I rushed to a wardrobe, and 
opening it, seized the first thing my hand 
touched. It happened to be a thick 
wadded cloak, and with this in my hand 
I flew to the bed-side. 

“Get up, Miss Martha!” I implored. 
“Here is your cloak; I will help you to 
put it on.”
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“But my hat, child,” said the old lady 
fretfully, putting her hand to her head. 
“T can’t go out like this—I should die of 
shame.” 

I looked round the room. A checked 
shawl hung over the back of a chair near, 
and a pair of bright-green bed-shoes with 
yellow bows stood below it. I seized 
them both, and rushing back to the bed I 
threw the shawl over the old lady’s head, 
so as to hide her comical night-cap, and 
at last she consented to leave her bed. 
Miff-Miff had sufficiently recovered her 
wits to don a huge dressing-gown of 
wonderful hue, and had tied her mush- 
room hat over her night-cap, which only 
made matters worse, so far as appearance 
went. She turned tremblingly towards 
us. 

“JT am ready to accompany you, my 
dear,” she said. “You will stay with us, 
child, won’t you?” 

At this moment Barney called to us 
from outside to make haste. “The smoke
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is coming upstairs,” he cried; “ make haste 
if you are coming.” ~ 

‘We are coming,” I called, and taking 
a hand of each of the old ladies I emerged 
into the passage, with the two queer 
mummy-like figures one on either side of 
me. . I have never been able to make out 
how it was that Barney managed to refrain 
from giggling even at that trying moment— 
the poor little ladies did look so very ridi- 
culous. Not a shadow of a smile was on 
his grimy face as he politely led the way 
to the head of the stairs. Just as we 
were beginning to descend Miff-Miff sud- 
denly stopped short. 

“Sister,” she exclaimed excitedly, “the 
alarm-bell—we quite forgot it—our house 
might yet be saved!” 

“Where is the bell?” said Barney at 
once, “I will ring it if you tell me where 
it is; and you had better get quickly 
downstairs, for it is getting precious hot 
and smothery up here.” 

“The bell-rope is hanging just inside
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the linen-closet—the door next to our own 
bedroom,” said Miff-Miff; “it will arouse 
Ann.” 

Poor old Crabby Ann! In our excite- 
ment we had quite forgotten her, sleeping 
all unconscious of danger in the little 
gable-room at the top of the house. 
Barney dashed upstairs again, and in a 
moment the clanging of the alarm-bell, 
which swung from one of the gables out- 
side the Lodge, rang out in the clear night 
air. I got the old ladies downstairs in 
safety, and by the time we reached the 
hall the smoke enveloped us like a thick 
veil, and the air felt close and stuffy so that 
we could hardly breathe. With the trem- 
bling assistance of Miff-Miff I succeeded 
in unbarring the front-door, and oh, the 
relief it was to feel the rush of fresh, pure 
air from outside. 

We stepped out on to the lawn, and 
found that the ringing of the bell had 
already assembled a little crowd of vil- 
lagers, and from one to another the cry of 
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“Fire!” was passing. The men began to 

run for buckets and call for water to be 

brought them. We could see volumes of 

smoke pouring forth from the dining-room 

wing, and could smell the odour of burn- 

ing wood. The crowd increased rapidly, 

and the men worked like slaves, passing 

the pails of water from one to another 

with lightning speed, and dashing them 

upon the burning pile. I recognized 

Jackson amongst the crowd busying about 

in his shirt-sleeves, and Gardener was 

there as well, and Thomas the groom—the 

whole village seemed to have turned out, 

and to be doing their utmost to save the 
Miff-Miffs’ house. 

Barney joined us after a few minutes, 

closely followed by old Ann tottering 

along, her mouth open to its widest, and 
uttering piercing shrieks of terror and 
exclamations of “ Mercy me! Sakes help 
us!” Barney led the old creature up to 
the spot where we were standing, and 
then rushed off to join the busy throng of
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helpers. The old ladies stood wringing 
their hands in great distress, to see the 

ruthless destruction going on before their 
eyes of their trim little house and garden, 

by fire and water. Crabby Ann added 

her lamentations to theirs. “ Oh, mistress,” 

she cried, “think of the beautiful dining- 

room carpet with all that water thrown in 

at the windows—dear, dear, what a clean- 

ing up I'll need to have after all this!” 

“The poor parrot!” moaned Miss Martha; 

“will no one remember poor dear Joey 

in the conservatory? He will be burnt to 

a cinder!” 
“ And Silvertail!” added Miff-Miff pit- 

eously, “she is so frightened of fire, poor 

darling—we should never find another cat 

so sweet and amiable should we lose her!” 

_I stood between the poor old souls, and 

tried to assure them that someone would 

be sure to think of the Polly and remove 

him to a place of safety. As for Silvertail, 

she would be certain to look after herself, 

being a cat and possessing four legs. In
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the midst of the hubbub of voices around 
us suddenly I heard Fraulein’s voice at 
my elbow. 

“ Nelka! My good child, what make 
you here?” 

I was terribly taken aback, but there 
was nothing for it but to put a bold face 
upon it. 

“Never mind, Fraulein,” I said promptly, 
“we are all here to help. I am taking 
care of the Miff-Miffs.”’ Fraulein was so 
astonished she actually believed me, and 
made no further remark at the moment, 
but set herself to persuading the poor 
Miff-Miffs to return with her and take 
refuge in the Grange until the first excite- 
ment was over. They consented at last, — 
as they were shivering with the unaccus- 
tomed exposure to the chill night air, and 
were persuaded they could do no good by 
remaining. 

So we four—Barney was tearing about 
as black as a sweep, in a state of wildest 
excitement, and refused to leave the spot
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—made our way back to the Grange. The 
house was all astir and lighted up, for 
nearly all the servants had gone to see the 
fire at the Lodge. Eric in his red dress- 
ing-gown was watching the scene from 
the school-room window under Jane’s 
charge. Fraulein sent Jane to get some 
hot wine and water to restore the shiver- 
ing bodies and shattered nerves of the old 
ladies, and making up a big fire she made 
them sit down in the two arm-chairs and 
compose themselves. 

“Do not so distress yourself, I beg you, 
dear Miss Smith,” she said soothingly, 
“it will, I am sure, be all right.” 

_  “Qur poor Polly!” groaned Miss Martha, 
thinking of her pet. 

“Poor Ben’s foreign curios that he 
thought so much of,” mourned Miff-Miff 
dolefully. ‘I suppose we shall lose every- 
thing and become beggars.” 

“No, no, not so, dear ladies,” said 
Fraulein cheerfully, “Jackson has told 
me it is nothing of a fire—one room only
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a little the worse, and in no time it will, 
be all over.” 

“Do you really think so?” said Miff- 
Miff, a ray of hope lighting up her wrinkled 
old face. “This could not have happened 
at a worse time, for we are expecting a 
guest to-morrow—” I thought of the 
treacle pasty and the daintily-frilled ham, 
and oh, how my conscience stabbed 
me !— 

“Our dear nephew from India, whom 
we have not seen for ten years—our 
brother Ben’s boy.” 

At this moment Barney came rushing 
_in, his hands and face quite black. “It’s 

out at last,” he cried, throwing himself 
down on the sofa quite exhausted, for he 
had worked as hard as anyone. The two 

- old ladies clasped their hands and uttered 
an exclamation of joy. 

“ Oh,thank Heaven, whatamercy! Then 
we may yet have a roof to shelter poor 
Gerald.” 

“Dear boy!” ejaculated Miss Martha,
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nodding her head. with its ridiculous 
- covering. ‘ He is so nice too!” 

Just then the door opened and Jane 
entered, bearing a tray on which was the 
wine decanter and a little jug of hot 
water. When the two ladies had sipped 
the potion Fraulein mixed for them, their 
nerves had so far recovered that they 
were able to talk, and they began to 
thank Fraulein for her kindness, and then 
turning to Barney and me: 

“We owe our lives to these two dear 
young people!” said Miff-Miff, quite drop- 
ping her prim manner as she looked 
gratefully at us. 

“No you don’t,” stuttered Barney 
bluntly. “You don’t know anything 
about it, or you wouldn’t say that!” 

I saw the amazement on the Miff-Miffs’ 
faces, and endeavoured to mend matters 
a little. 

“No really,” I put in hurriedly. ‘“ We 
didn’t do anything—it was a mistake—we 
never meant—”
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To my relief at this moment there came 
a tap at the door, and Jane entered to say 
that Gardener was outside and wished to 
speak to the Miff-Miffs. He came in 
presently all smelling of fire and smoke, 
and informed the ladies that the fire was 
now quite out, and that very little real 
damage had been done to the Lodge. 
The ladies might safely return as soon as 
they wished. The Miff-Miffs rose, and 
having with old-fashioned courtesy thanked 
us for having sheltered them in their 
temporary distress, they departed under 
Gardener’s escort. 

I hardly know just what happened after 
that—but I do know that before we went 
to bed that eventful night we had made 
a clean breast of everything to Fraulein. 
We told of our share in the night’s pro- 
ceedings, our purposed scheme of revenge 
with its unexpected ending, and of our 
wrongs. I must say that Fraulein was 
very nice about it; and although she gave 
us the scolding we expected, she made us
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see how mean and unworthy of dear - 

mother’s teaching our conduct was, and 

in the end we felt heartily ashamed of 

ourselves. We begged with tears that 

she would allow the Miff-Miffs to remain 
in ignorance of the real cause which had 

brought us so opportunely upon the scene 

at the time of the fire, and at last she 

consented to do so. 
“Only,” she said, looking gravely into 

our downcast faces, ‘let this be a 

lesson to you, children, to be more gentle 

and forgiving, even although -you may 

sometimes have cause to feel resentful at 

little wrongs done you by others. In this 

case you did good where you wilfully in- 

tended to do evil, and you have cause to 

feel very glad that so it turned out. In 

future, my children, you must try by your 

good behaviour and kind actions to right- 

fully deserve the good opinion which our 

neighbours at the Lodge have formed of 

you.” 
We slunk away to bed, silent and sub-
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dued, and far more impressed by Frau- 
lein’s grave words than we should have 
been by the severest punishment. The 
next day the chief of the Winkey-Wums 
called a council in the washing-house. 
When his followers were duly seated 
round him on their inverted tubs, he 
gravely produced from under his jacket a — 
broken clay pipe, and a roughly-made 
wooden. hatchet. 

“Faithful followers,” began the chief of 
the Winkey-Wums, holding out the pipe, 
which was filled with a mixed tobacco of 
Barney’s invention, consisting principally 
of brown paper and cigar-ends, “I have 
called this meeting in order that we may 
smoke the pipe of peace and bury the 
hatchet, in token that the war between 
our tribe and the Miff-Miffs is now at an 
end.” He struck a match and lighted the 
pipe, and, after taking a puff himself, 
handed it solemnly to me. The taste of 
the home-made tobacco was horrible, but 
I duly put it to my lips and took a draw
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~ before passing it on to Eric, who did like- 
wise. The pipe of peace was then form- 
ally extinguished, and laid aside in the old 
boiler where such treasures were kept. 
Then the chief rose and waved the wooden 
axe. 

“Faithful followers,” he repeated ma- 
jestically, “the pipe of peace is now 
smoked, and it only remains for the 
Winkey-Wums to bury the war-hatchet.” 

He beckoned us to follow him, and we 

trooped out of the washing-house, and 
walked one behind the other in Indian 
file to a patch of soft ground below a 
drooping alder. 

Here the chief stopped and solemnly 
bending down scraped a hole in the damp 
earth. We drew near to witness the 
ceremony, and with reverent fingers the 
chief laid the little axe in the hole, and 

thus peace was declared between the 
noble tribe of Winkey-Wums and the 
Miff- Miffs. 

While we were holding our council of
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peace in the ratty old wash-house, Frau- 
lein had stepped across to the Lodge to 
inquire for the Miff-Miffs. She brought 
back word that the old ladies were none 
the worse for the fright they had had the 
night before, and that the Lodge was very 
slightly damaged by the fire, which had 
fortunately been taken in time. The 
cause of the catastrophe was the upsetting 
of a night-lamp which was kept burning 
all night in the dining-room; but how 
this had been done no one ever knew, 
though we all thought Miss Silvertail - 
might have been able to throw some light 
on the matter had nature endowed her 
with the power of speech. 

Some few days after the fire we were 
playing rounders in the park, Fraulein 
having gone to Beeston for the afternoon 
and left us to our own devices, when a 
man’s cheery voice called out to Barney, 
who had just made a very good run: 

“Well done, youngster, that’s the way 
to run!”
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We looked up and saw a jolly-faced 
man, with a lot of curly brown hair stick- 
ing out from beneath his cap, and a big 
black moustache, leaning over the Miff- 
Miffs’ fence, watching our game with a 
merry twinkle in his dark eyes. 

“ Miff-Miff’s nephew,” I said in a low 
voice; but the young man’s sharp ears 
caught what I said. 

“Quite right,” he said, smiling and 
nodding familiarly towards me. ‘Gerald 
Bancock, at your service. May I come 
and join your game?” 

We liked the look of the bright, sun- 
burnt face and friendly brown eyes. 

“Yes, yes,” we called out in chorus, 
and the young man leapt the fence as 
easily as though it were a footstool, and 
landed in our midst. 

“Tve watched you playing from my 
bedroom window ever so often,” he said, 

looking round our circle cheerily, “and I 
made up my mind I would come and join 
you the first day I could get out.”
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‘Have you been ill?” I asked, begin- 
ning to understand how it was that we 
had seen no sign of the Miff-Miffs’ beloved 
nephew before now. 

“Nothing much,” rejoined Mr. Gerald 
cheerfully. “A touch of fever, Indian 
fever—that’s what we Anglo-Indians have 
to put up with—it bowled me over for a 
day or two.” 

Thus commenced our friendship with 
Mr. Gerald Bancock, and after that he 
became a constant visitor at the Grange, 
and we all voted him the jolliest fellow 
that ever was. He had come to pay a 
long visit to his old aunts, and many were 
the delightful tea-parties to which we were 
invited at the Lodge during his visit. 

Under Mr. Gerald’s gay influence the 
Miff-Miffs forgot their primness and 
dignity, and laughed as heartily as we 
did at the merry stories with which he 
used to entertain us on these occasions. 
He even coaxed Miff-Miff into opening 
the precious ebony cabinet stored with
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quaint curios brought from foreign coun- 
tries by Mr. Gerald’s father, the Miff- 
Miffs’ only brother, who had died in India 
many years ago from a snake bite. Many 
and wonderful were the stories he told 
us of the strange peoples and quaint 
customs of the countries through which 
he had travelled. 

The days flew by like lightning after 
Mr. Gerald’s coming, and before we realized 
it the four months were over and we had 
our dear father and mother again. 

There came a sad day after that, when 
our dear Mr. Gerald had to say good-bye 
to the old ladies and to all of us and 
set sail for India, there to remain another 

spell of years before we could see him 
again. We were indeed sorrowful to see 
the last of his cheery face, and missed 
him terribly at first. Barney went away 
to boarding-school soon after his departure, 
and now only Eric and I are left with 
Fraulein. We often have long letters from 
dear Mr. Gerald; and at Christmas he
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never forgets to send us each a beautifu 
present. 2 

We sometimes go and have tea with the 
two Miff-Miffs, and on acquaintance we find 
them, in spite of their little peculiarities, 
very sweet, simple-minded old ladies, and 
their kindness is unbounded. 

I have now reached the end of my story, 
and Cousin Ellinor has promised to put it 
into the very next book she writes. She 
tells me it has got to have a title, and that 
I must give it one out of my own head, as 
it is my story; so I think, as it is all about 
our little old-maid friends, I could not give 
it a better title than the “ Mirr-Mirrs”. 

THE END.
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Neatly bound in cloth extra, Each 96 pp., with Illustration. 

The Adventures of a Leather 
Purse. By M. CoRBET-SEYMOUR. 

A Bright Little Pair. By. L. E. 
TIDDEMAN. 

In the Gypsies’ Van. By E. LESLIE. 
The Squire of the Parish. 
Little Ladybird. 
The Hollow Tree. 
Merry Nights. By JEAN Gow. 
Jocelyn Gower. By JANE DEAKIN. 
Father’s Wife. By CIcELY FULCHER. 
The Luck-penny. By C. A. MERCER. 
Walter’s Feats. By A. R. Hopz. 
Ella’s Brown Gown. 

My Aunt Nan. By E. Kine HAL 
Toby. By L. E. TIDDEMAN. 

He, She, and It. By A. DEV. Dawson. 
Darby and Joan. By PENROSE. 
The Carved Box. 
A Little English Gentleman. 
The Doctor’s Lass. 
Little Miss Masterful. 
Spark and I. By ANNIE ARMSTRONG. 
‘What Hilda Saw. 
An Australian Childhood. 
A Sprig of Honeysuckle. 

Kitty Carroll. By L. E. TIDDEMAN. 
A Joke for a Picnic. 
Patty’s Ideas. By L. E. TIDDEMAN. 

Daphne: A Story of Self-conquest.   

Cross Purposes, and The Shadows. 
By GEORGE MAC DONALD. 

Lily and Rose in One. 
Crowded Out. By M. B. MANWELL. 
Tom in a Tangle. By T. SPARROW. 
Things will Take a Turn. By 

BEATRICE HARRADEN. 
Max or Baby. By Ismay THORN. 

The Lost Thimble: and other Stories. 
Jack-a-Dandy. By E. J. Lysacut. 
A Day of Adventures. 
The Golden Plums: and other Stories. 
The Queen of Squats. 

Little Troublesome. 
Shucks. By Emma LESLIE. 
Sylvia Brooke. By H. M. Capgs. 
The Little Cousin. By A. S. FENN. 
In Cloudland. By Mrs. MUSGRAVE. 
Jack and the Gypsies. 
My Lady May. 
A Little Hero. By Mrs. MUSGRAVE. 
Prince Jon’s Pilgrimage. 
Harold’s Ambition. 
Sepperl the Drummer Boy. 
Hans the Painter. 
Fisherman Grim. 
Aboard the ‘‘ Mersey ”. 

A Blind Pupil. By ANNIE S. FENN. 

Lost. ang neue: By Mrs. CARL 
Rory 

  

BLACKIE’S SIXPENNY SERIES. 

Neatly bound in cloth extra. Each contains 64 pages and a Coloured Cut. 

Her New Kitten. By GERALDINE 
MOCKLER, 

Sister Estella. By M. E. BRADSHAW- 
ISHERWOOD. 

A Tame Free Robin. By ANNIE 
M. L. JARVIS. 

A Long Chase. By G. MockKLER. 

Big Brother Diek. By H. B. LEa- 
THAN. 

Flix and Flox. 
Two is Company. 
Top Brick off the Chimney. 
Six in a Doll’s House. 
A New Friend. By G. MocKLeEr.
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SIXPENNY SERIES.—Continued, 

The King’s Castle. 

Nobody’s Pet. By A. DE V. Dawson. 

By F. S. HoLurinas. Lady Patience. 

Verta and Jaunette. 

Daisy’s Visit to Uncle Jack, 

Mrs. Holland’s Peaches. 

Marjory’s White Rat. 

Grandmother’s Forget-me-nots. 
From over the Sea. 
The Kitchen Cat. By Amy WALTON. 
The Royal Eagle. By L. THompson. 
Two Little Mice. By Mrs. GARLIOK. 
A Little Man of War. 
Lady Daisy. By CAROLINE STEWART. 

Dew. By H. Mary WILSON. 

Chris’s Old Violin. By J. LockHart. 

Mischievous Jack. By A. CoRKRAN. 
The Twins. By L. E. TIDDEMAN. 

Pet’s Project. By Cora LANGTON. 
The Chosen Treat. By C. Wyatt. 
Little Neighbours. 
Jim. By CHRISTIAN BURKE. 

Little Curiosity. By J. M. CALLWELL. 
Sara the Wool-gatherer. 
Fairy Stories: told by PENELOPE. 

ANew Year’s Tale, By M. A. CURRIE. 

By A. 8S. FENN.   

Little Mop, By Mrs. CHARLES BRay. 
The Tree Cake. By ‘W. L. ROOPER. 
Nurse Peggy, and Little Dog Trip: 
Fanny’s King. By Dar.Ey DALE.” 
Wild Marsh Marigolds. By Do. 
Kitty’s Cousin. 
Cleared at Last. 
Little Dolly Forbes. 
A Year with Nellie. By A.S. F E NN. 
The Little Brown Bird. 
The Maid of Domremy. 
Little Eric: A Story of Honesty. 
Unele Ben the Whaler. 
The Palace of Luxury. 
The Charcoal Burner. 
Willy Black: A Story of Doing Right. 
The Horse and his Ways. 
The Shoemaker’s Present. 
Lights to Walk by. 
The Little Merchant. 
Nicholina: A Story about an Iceberg; 

  

Tales Easy and Small. 
Old Dick Grey. 
Maud’s Doll and Her Walk. 
In Holiday Time, F 
Whisk and Buzz. : 

NEW SERIES OF CHILDREN’S BOOKS. 

BY WELL-KNOWN AUTHORS. 

In prettily-designed cloth covers, Illustrated. Very suitable for suns 

. School Rewards. 

12 Books of 48 pages, 3d. each: the Packet of 12, 3s. 

12 Books of 32 pages, 2d. each: the Packet of 12, 2s. 

12 Books of 16 pages, 1d. each: the Packet of 12, 1s. 

*,* A Complete List of Books for the Young, prices from 1d. to 7s.°6d., 26 

with Synopsis of their Contents, will be supplied on Application. 

LONDON: BLACKIE & SON, Lauren; GLASGOW AND DUBLIN.
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