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1: The Fairy Godmother
Punch (Melbourne) 26 March 1914

MINNIE had a romantic temperament. Certainly she did not look it in the early
morning, when the milkman was in the habit of discovering her valiantly
storming the enemy— Dirt— on the back verandah with a dexterous hair-
broom, her sunny locks (some wretches called them red) screwed into a small,
hard knot not unlike the handle of a crumb-tray at the back, of her head, her
skimp skirt caught up at one side, showing a liberal allowance of bony leg in a
white stocking and a dilapidated shoe, a black smudge from the gas-stove on
her nose, and her left eye blinded by that contrary and unpenitent whisp of
hair that would persist in breaking bounds and going on its own.

At such times Minnie had the prosaic aspect of any common or back-door
domestic— in fact, rather more commonplace than ordinary, for Minnie's nose
was tilted upwards, and her mouth had a rakish grin. Neither was there
anything to suggest the poetic spirit in Minnie's address on these occasions.

"Mornin', Tins. 'Ow's cows?" said Minnie blithely.

Whereupon Milk-o would retort wittily:

"Mornin', Slops. Why don't you wash your fice?"

To Minnie the milkman was always "Tins," just as the butcher was "Bones,"
and the policeman "Boots."

These knew nothing of Minnie's romantic temperament; that was a secret
hugged to her own heart, a consolation for her lone moments, a source of
delicious imaginings in the hour before sleep at night, or for the brooding
daylight hours spent over mechanical tasks, when her mind could drift from
the peeling of potatoes or the ironing of sheets to the abounding realms of
fancy, where there were spuds and sheets were undreamed of, but where
gallant youths of exceeding beauty wooed Minnie with astounding ardour, or
where Min., transformed into a dainty damsel apparelled to reduce Mrs.
Solomon in all her glory to a mere frump, was whirled in a gorgeous motor of
brown and gold through immeasurable Edens, her wealthy and handsome
saturnine adorer at her elbow, the chauffeur, scarcely less beautiful, dying at
his wheel of a secret passion for his gentle mistress, who, alas! has no eyes for
any man but the dark, brooding devil of a duke by her side.

This secret romanticism made Minnie somewhat particular about the kind
of family she permitted herself to be engaged to. You never found Minnie Trigg
in dull, drab, commonplace families.

"I got no use fer them dead-an'-alive people, where the ole man's got
whiskers, an' the ole woman's got the 'ump, an' nothin's ever doin', week-days
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or Sundays. I'd rather be where the boss comes 'ome on his ear re'lar
Wensdees, an' the missus plays tattoos on his crumpet with the corffee cups. |
would that. I'm all fer the eventful life, | am."

Miss Trigg was quite content with the Scarlets. Mr. Arthur Scarlet was a
good-looking man, a prospering architect, with a great ambition to
revolutionise Australian taste; and Mrs. Arthur was a slim, girlish, little woman,
with floating hair the colour of a narcissus, large, grey, infantile eyes, and all
the sentimental ideals of a spoilt only daughter.

Minnie could not live in a family without taking an interest in its affairs.
Within a week of accepting service under Mr. Scarlet's roof she knew more
about the Scarlet menage than the master dreamed of. This was not an
unusual experience with Minnie. It not uncommonly happens with other
domestics, | believe. Miss Trigg knew, for instance, that Mr. Lionel Bindlow was
much fonder of Mrs. Scarlet than Mr. Scarlet would have deemed advisable in
a friend of the family. She knew, too, that Mr. Bindlow called Mrs. Scarlet
"Nance" when they were alone together, and addressed her formally as Mrs.
Scarlet in the presence of her husband.

It was the discovery of this significant variation that first awoke Minnie's
concern. Minnie was now twenty-two. She had been a servant since she was
thirteen, and, as she sometimes assured her friends, she "knew a bit."

"You carn't 'ave lived in dozens iv fam'lies without pickin' up here an' there
a bit, mostly badness," said Minnie; and Minnie knew to the point of conviction
that when a frequent visitor, young, good-looking, masculine, and with them
"mischievous eyes," calls the pretty mistress by her Christian name on the sly,
"there's tubs of fun a-comin' of it."

Minnie liked Mrs. Ssarlot, and she liked Mr. .Scarlet. "There's stacks o' toil
an' trouble," she said, "an' th' missus is one o' them sort that can't turn their
'ands to anythink without makin' it worse than it ivbs ; but she 'treats a girl
sort, o' sisterly, same ez if she was a fuller creature, anyhow, takin' a kind hit iv
interest in you an' yours, an' that counts with me more an' jools and precious
stones."

So if Miss Trigg were a trifle assiduous in keeping an eye on developments
when Mr. Bindlow was " 'angin' round," the action must not be put down to
vulgar curiosity. She discovered that Mrs. Scarlet had been weeping one
afternoon after Bindlow left, and concluded that the plot was thickening.

Minnie found, too, that Mr. Scarlet was not always informed of his friend
Lionel's afternoon visits, and one afternoon she heard an eloquent scrap of
protestation in the drawing room.

"You are wrong, Lionel— wrong, wrong, wrong! | do love my husband."



Lionel Bindlow, to the ordinary observer a rather nice-looking, aimless sort
of boy, with money perhaps, and no wholesome means of occupying himself,
was to Minnie the blackhearted and wicked villain of the piece, bent upon
luring the beautiful, misguided, neglected wife from her allegiance. Doublod
over the front rail of the Royal gallery, she had seen many such at their
despicable machinations, and had loathed them all with the proper loathing of
a humble but honest servant girl.

Minnie knew perfectly well what would happen unless Providence
intervened to save Mrs. Scarlet from her folly. The villain would lure her away;
there would he a feverish career of gilded luxury, tempered with remorse, then
the villain would desert her (villains always do), and she would die in a black
cloak in a London snow storm.

Many tears were shed by Minnie over this fearful prospect on her faithful
pillow at night, for of late she had ceased to be the heroine of her own
romances, having given pretty Nancy Scarlet the star part, contenting herself
with a subordinate but important post as the faithful maid who clings to her
missus through all her vicissitudes, and eventually restores her to happiness, or
keeps her company when perishing in the conventional snow storm.

Miss Trigg was worrying over the plot. Would she drop Mr. Scarlet a hint?

"How's a gel t' go an' do it?" she asked herself again and again. "She can't
up an' give it to him straight. 'Say, Ned, yer missus has dreams iv goin' gay with
one what shall be nameless, 'septin’ that his eyes is mortal wicked an' black,
an' his initials is L. B.' Beware iv the same.'"

Minnie shook her head lugubriously over the idea. "That 'ud just raise mad
cats,"” she mused. "An' it's a chicken to a cheese-mite, he wouldn't believe me,
an' would take an' tumble me neck over knickers into the back lane, with a
fortnight's wages in lieu. Then where 'ud things be? The villain 'ud 'ave it all his
own way, an' the hero would come 'ome one fine evenin' t' find a note on the
drorin'-room furniture t' say all was over atween them, and she was gone t'
one what wouldn't never neglect her fer a dusty office an' shabby ole plans an'
specifications."

Certainly, that would never do. Minnie kept on thinking, and Lionel Bindlow
continued to call, and Mrs. Scarlet grew paler and thinner, and there were
traces of worry in her face that her stupid hushand could not see.

"That's 'ow it is," said Minnie over her sweeping. " 'Arf the time it's the dilly
fat'eadedness of 'usb'ands wot's the cause of it all. One wouldn't believe a
‘uman bein' could be as fat-'eaded as 'usbands is, goin' about with mud in their
eyes an' cotting-wool in their ears, seein' nothin', hearin' nothin’, their 'eads
full of mashed pertater brains, their bloomin' 'earts ez cold ez if put t' Iceep in
refrigerators like lumps iv mutton. Oh! I'm sick iv the indjitiosity iv 'usbands!"
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Minnie swiped at the cat in the fury of her emotion, and the indignant
animal fled over the pot plants, destruction in her tracks.

It was true Mr. Scarlet was neglecting his wife. A trying period in
matrimonial history had been reached. They were about five years' wed, and a
transitionary stage had iieen reached— the stage when the fiery lover is tailing
off into the staid husband. Mrs. Scarlet was aware of it, and called it the death
of love. Scarlet, if seriously admonished, would have been amazed; he would
have denied that there was any falling off in his love for his sweet little wife;
but if pressed might have been brought to admit that he got into the way of
expecting her to take it for granted.

His professional interests were very absorbing just now. Nance knew he
loved her; they were very comfortable— why worry over trifles? Why explode
unnecessary amatory fireworks?

Minnie had an occasional idea of making a confidante of Constable Don
Holwell; but despite her admiration for Constable Don Holwell's fine figure she
had no great respect for his perspicacity.

"Police intelligence?" she said. "Pooh ! | won't 'ave it at any price. I've
knowed heaps iv policemen in my day, most of them all right Johns in their
way, but never 'ave | knowed one with a great 'ead on 'im like that Sherlock
'Olmes. Don, he's good enough t' run dow a stealer of doormats, or t' put it
across one iv the push, an' he's a good-looker, an' fair dilly about me; but |
couldn't trust him with a delikit case like this. If he married brains he'd make a
boshter detective; but as he is, he's just common Cop, bless his 'eart "

So the assistance of Constable Holwell was not called in at this stage, and
Mr. Scarlet received no hints, and the plot thickened without Minnie getting a
chance of putting a finger in.

There were developments, she was conscious of that much; but she did not
realise how far they had gone till the climax was upon her.

Mr. Scarlet was supervising the building of a picture theatre in a provincial
town. He was away for two days, and at twelve on the night after his departure
Minnie Trigg was still awake, absorbed in a pathetic plot, when a sound from
the front of the house disturbed her. Minnie, who had always lively
anticipations concerning handsome young burglars, was out of bed in an
instant. There was a light under her mistress's door. Minnie trusted herself to
apply a sympathetic eye to the keyhole. She saw her mistress, fully dressed,
busily engaged packing a portmanteau.

Minnie knocked on the door. A startled look possessed Mrs. Scarlet's
pretty, troubled face. She stood irresolute for a moment, then moved to the
window, and made a hasty signal.



Minnie knocked again. "Is anythin' wrong, Mrs. Scarlet ?" she asked. "I
thought | 'eard somethin'."

"It is all right, Minnie," replied her mistress carelessly. "l was moving about,
but | am going to bed again." And the light was switched off.

But Minnie did not go back to bed. She stole to the drawing room window,
and saw a male figure cross the garden and take cover in the summer-house.

Then Miss Trigg went back to her room. She jumped into a skirt and jacket,
crept out by the back door, and passed a motor purring softly in the shade of
the pepper trees at the corner.

Minnie found Constable Don Holwell, and took him into custody.

"Quick!" she said. "l want you to do somethin' for me."

"Is anything wrong,?" asked the officer.

"Nothin' much. But will you arrest a man for my sake?"

"Will | what!"

"Well, he's hidin' in our summer-house. Arrest, him, run him in, charge him
with' any ole thing, but don't mix our name up in it."

"Here, my girl, what's the game?"

| know not what persuasion Minnie used, but a few minutes later, to the
great consternation of the man lurking in Scarlet's summer-house, a helmet
shone in the doorway, and a sccond later the intruder was in the hands of the
law.

"What are you doing here, me beauty?" asked Constable Holwell.

The man protested. He was there to do no harm. The constable was
making a terrible mistake.

"Mistake or no," said the Law, "I'll risk it. Come on easy, or I'll shift the
summerhouse with your head, me lad."

Mr. Lionel Bindlow elected to go easily. When the constable charged him
with drunkenness, abusive language, and resisting the police, he made no
protest. He couldn't. When he appeared before the court next day he accepted
the situation, and paid the fine, although he had never been drunk in his life.
Anything was possible but to have to explain his position in Scarlet's summer-
house at half-past midnight.

Lionel had an interview with Mrs. Scarlet a few hours later. Minnie
gathered that it was stormy. He left, looking furious, and Miss Trigg had so
contrived as to hear sufficient of the interview to be satisfied that Mrs. Scarlet
had gained time for repentance.

When Scarlet finished the big job he had in hand, he took his wife to
Sydney for a long holiday. They came back looking radiant, and Minnie gave
them the nicest lunch she could concoct, feeling like the fairy godmother.



"I'll never get over wondering, what that man was doing in your summer-
house, Minnie Trigg," says Constable Holwell.

"What's a gel t' do, Boots," Minnie retorts, "wid the bad devils iv men
lurkin'in all corners t' carry her off in motor cars?"

Then the constable scrapes his jaw, and says sadly: "Never will | forgive
myself for not fetchin' him a clip or two with me stick, the bla'guard."




2: Her Romantic Attachment
Punch (Melbourne), 2 April 1914

MINNIE was in the employment of the Flohms, of Scofield-road, Bloom, when
she first met Mr. Willie Peterson. Bloom, as you know perfectly well, is an
eminently respectable suburb much frequented by the Cohens, the Isaacs, the
Moseses, the Hoggsteins, the Ochheimers and other representatives of the lost
tribes that are now very well found.

Bloom stands for much money to the square inch, and its somewhat
ostentatious red villas give it the suggestion of a scarlet fever patient from a
height; but as few people aeroplane or take the breeze in balloon, few have
noticed this pathological peculiarity.

The Flohms were affluent, but not extravagant. Israel Flohm was, in fact, a
cautious man with money, and walked on his instep to save his heels; but Mrs.
Flohm was a fat, motherly body, who did not cut off the servant's butter too
near the hem, was not exacting in the matter of off hours, permitted some
social intercourse in the kitchen, and paid a fair wage regularly and without
obvious reluctance, and Miss Minnie Trigg was duly grateful.

"You see, Tins," said Miss Trigg to the milkman, "the missus here has a foot
like a Yorkshire puddin’, an' a face like a 'am; but she's easier to live with than
many a spangled beauty I've come aginst in the course iv me long perfessional
career, so me an' old Flohm stays on."

Really, Minnie and her mistress were on excellent terms. Mrs. Flohm told
Minnie all about her rheumatics, and her cousin, Charley Cohen Hamstatter,
who "vos a grade musician mit a band" in Germany, and Minnie responded
sympathetically with the touching tale of the carbuncle she once had on the
back of her neck, and descriptions of the deplorable habits of her father when
he went home soused, and hit mother with the wash tub.

Mr. Willie Peterson stepped up very casually one evening when Minnie was
bustling out, with her umbrella under her arm, her hat hung on the left gable,
awaiting final adjustment, worming her way into a new pair of pure blue
cotton gloves, and "How's it for a trot with me?" said he.

"Garn, none o' yer lip," responded Minnie, with equal casualness.

"Where's the harm Sis?" persisted Mr. Peterson, still at her elbow. "You're
alone, I'm alone. Let's make it a brace."

Minnie clutched her umbrella. "Gimme much more o' yer lip, and you'll
lose your block, Gus," she said.

"Never," said William, airily. "You ain't got the heart to do it. Anyone can
see at half a glance you're a lady. No hitting Mokes about with a brolly in

10



yours. Not in the public street. Not likely. You're a cut above it, Sis. Besides,
you're a mass of good temper, and you say if a lad's square an' all with me, and
chats me decent, there ain't no call for fireworks."

"How you talk," said Miss Trigg, not unkindly. Truth to tell, Miss Trigg was
impressed. The "John" had a nice figure, on which an easy brown suit hung
with certain elegance. He had a regular featured brown face, too, in which a
bright blue eye glowed with peculiar effect. "Nice rain we're havin' after the
shower," said Minnie.

As a matter of fact, there was no rain, and had been no showers lately. This
was merely Miss Trigg's way of letting the interesting stranger see that that his
attentions were not wholly unbearable.

Mr. Peterson took Minnie to the pictures that evening. After the pictures
he took her to Tilly's " 'am-an'-beef" booth, and treated her to sandwiches and
coffee.

By this time Mr. William Peterson was plain Bill to Minnie, and ere they
parted he kissed her good and hard nine times against Israel Flohm's back gate,
despite Israel's admonition of only a few hours earlier.

"I von't haff id dot you kiss all der paint off der gate of mein back door mit
der boys. You kiss by dem againsd der palings ver der ain't no new paint is."

"Meet us again soon, Min," pleaded Mr. Peterson. "Give it a quick date.
You've got me all sloppy about you, little love girl."

That beat Minnie. She had never been called "little love girl" before, and it
appealed to her disguised romanticism. "Little love girl." Minnie looked herself
over in the mirror that night. "Little love girl." Now, there was a way to talk to a
girl— a way with some heart in it. Billy was a boshter. If he would only love her
for herself alone with an undying passion, and then turn out to be something
in disguise— a duke, perhaps, or a threat actor, who had been changed in his
cradle or something— how lovely it would be!

Minnie lay awake thinking out all sorts of possibilities about Bill. She was
sure his station in life was superior. When she asked him where he scratched
for a crust, he replied frivolously: "Oh, I've got an easy grip at Wood and
Weegull's, blowing up toy balloons."

In Miss Trigg's dreams that night, Willie Peterson turned out to be the
rightful heir, and inherited the estate, also the title; and it was Minnie herself
who, at the critical moment, produced "the papers."

Of course, Min had not decided to keep Billy waiting in hot impatience. She
cut Bones, the butcher's carrier, out of a date, and instated Bill for her very
next loose night.
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Bill and she walked the shore that evening, and sat in the sand, and
watched the moon scatter confetti on the shimmering sea, and Bill was very
affectionate when he was not extremely curious.

Strange to say, the Flohms were much discussed. A young gentleman
finding himself suddenly in love might have her upon a more interesting theme
for discourse old Israel Flohm who, in addition to having the flattest feet out of
Palestine, had a figure like an enlarged bologna, and too purple buttons on his
left cheek; but Billy kept working back from artless amorous prattle to the
subject of Flohm.

"Runs a sort of old curio bunk in the city, don't he?" said Billy. "Jewels worn
by the big pots in Egypt a million years ago, an' truck from Babylon, an' what
not?"

"Somethin' o' the like," Minnie admitted. "He's always bringin' along some
sort iv tripe dug up out o' the mud, an' said to be worth a 'underd thousan'.
Not worth two beans iv yeh ask me."

"Go on. Where does he stow it? Seems a queer thing t' have valuables of
them dimensions piled round in a little bit of an old villa that a thief could
almost push a hole in with his hand."

"He don't keep them much about the house. He's a shrewdie, old Flohm.
But when there is anythin' worthwhile on the premises he sticks it in a bitiva
iron safe he's got. No thief could push a hole in that, | bet; it's just a hunk iv
iron."

"I s'spose so," said Bill, thoughtfully. "What size would you say it was—not
as big as an ice chest?"

"No; 'bout so size." Minnie measured out eighteen inches square.

"Nice an' handy," said Bill. "A bloke could tuck it under his arm, provided
there wasn't too many millions in it. I'll bet a quid he just keeps it in any old
room. The front one next the drive most likely."

"Well, yiv done in yer quid right away, bright boy. 'Coz he keeps it in his
bedroom."

"Go on. I'd never have thought it. But, of course, the windows are all
locked and the doors bolted. Blokes with names like Israel Flohm what walk on
the flat of the foot don't take many risks, I've noticed."

"Oh, blow Israel Flohm!" Minnie pouted. "You didn't bring me here to hear
you flutin' about him. Whatsa matter with me?"

"You're the pick iv the fruit market, Min. You're the prime peach, and
you've got me silly."
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MINNIE met Billy several times. Twice she entertained him in Mrs. Flohm's
kitchen, when his curiosity concerning the house and its inhabitants almost
spoiled what might have been a very pleasant evening.

Minnie was thinking almost exclusively of Mr. Willie Peterson these nights.
"Tins," the milkman, and "Bones" from the butchery, as well as "Feet," the
policeman, were now unconsidered trifles, about when there was no room for
speculation. Neither of these could by any stretch of the imagination be
deemed to be anything but what they appeared; but there was an entrancing
mystery about Billy, which appealed with compelling force to the deep layer of
sentimentality at the bottom of Miss Trigg's heart. Her private opinion was that
he was the madcap elder son of a rich squatter, who had fallen in love with a
captivating housemaid, and was prepared to make any sacrifice rather than
lose his little "love girl."

Then came the shock. Billy made no bones about it. He was dramatic and
emphatic.

"Look here, Miss," he said, "we've got to get down to business, and the
business is that little iron bank of old Flohm's."

"Why, whatcher mean?"

"I mean pinching it when it's worth pinching."

"Burgulry!" squealed Minnie.

"Something iv that kind of sort. But there's no gumption in lifting an empty
crock. It's for you to squeal when the goods are there. | mean you pipe me on
when he's got somethin' sweet in the old bandbox, and we trips in and lifts it
out."

Minnie was smitten with horror. She sat glaring at him. "It's thievin'!" she
cried.

"Well, don't yelp, old dear. A man's got to do something for a honest
crust— do something or someone; and I'm for doing old Flohm. He can afford
it."

"I couldn't! I wouldn't! I won't!"

"Oh, yes, you will. See here, little love girl." He was hugging her close.
"You've got to help me in this if you care a cuss for me. I'm hard up. | want to
give you a good time. | want to take my little love girl out of this business of
slopping and flushing for a piebald push that ain't fit to clean her pretty boots,
and there isn't any other way."

"You're one o' them burgulars," whispered Minnie, horrified, but not a little
thrilled at the romance of it.

"Well, supposing?" He kissed her. "l was driven to it. But this will he my last
job. | promise you I'll go straight alter this, and settle down in a grip like any
square John, and we'll have a great old time. You'll do it?"
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"No!"

"You've got to. You've just got to. | only ask that you'll leave a sign—a stone
on the gate-post will do— when its worth our while to try; then you can go to
bed, and lie low. It'll all be done nice and natty— no hurt to anyone, no
suspicions."

He kept at her, and Minnie was very much in love. He swore if she didn't
help him in this he would rush into all sorts of rash actions, and get himself ten
years for a certainty.

"We mean to have a cut at old Flohm, and we will whether you help or no
Of course you can squeal, and put me away. Perhaps you are willing to do that.
Perhaps you don't care a curse for me. Well, I've got to run the risk."

He could be very pleading. She did not notice that he dropped his slangy
manner at these moments; she was too much disturbed to notice anything but
the tumult of her own heart.

In the end she promised. Here she was at length a heroine, a real heroine
of true romance, the little love girl of a gentleman burglar, like one of those in
the entrancing, stories— working with him, sharing his danger, willing to
sacrifice everything for him.

What Minnie had promised was that she would watch, and when she had
good reason to believe there was a fair haul in the safe in would let Billy know,
and a scrap of red ribbon under a splinter on the back gate would mean
"Now."

Billy kept at Minnie, and the girl thought at times that she would be equal
to the crime, trying hard to stifle thoughts of Mrs. Flohm's kindness, and the
goodness of heart that went with old Flohm's flat feet and bulbous figure, and
the two purple buttons on his jaw. But to stop Billy she would have to inform
on him, and never could she do that.

ONE NIGHT Bill found the signal there. It was all done very quietly, so
quietly that Minnie was not aware it had been done. Mr. and Mrs. Flohm
awoke from a sleep that had been prolonged by chloroform to find the safe
gone.

Bill and one pal had done it. A slim steel device opened the drawing room
window. On padded shoes they stole into Flohm's bedroom, and very coolly
each placed a chloroformed handkerchief over the mouths of one of the two
noisy sleepers. Then the safe was taken up between them, and ten minutes
later a motor car was bowling the thieves away to a quiet nook by Black Rock.

Here Bill and his pall spent two hours of hard graft cracking the safe with
big hammers and chisels.
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By the end of that time there was an aperture in the back large enough to
admit Bill's hand. He put a hand in, and groped about.

"Empty, by—!" he cried.

Bill's companion ripped out a string of oaths!

"Yer givin' me kid," he said. "Don't do it. It makes me sick."

"Not on your life, Nipper. There's nothing to it. Hold! What's this?"

Bill had produced a folded note. He opened it, and read:

Yer welcome to what you've got.
—Minnie.

15



3: The Proxy

Punch (Melbourne) 9 April 1914

WHEN MINNIE TRIGG first Look service with Mrs. Arthur Carte, Mr. Arthur
Carte was already a thing of the past, and the Sunday excursions to his
graveside with bouquets like tittivated cauliflowers had almost ceased.

Mrs. Arthur Carte was still under thirty. She had a buoyant, girlish figure,
and a bright eye— an eye, by-the-way, that had again become alert in quest of
the main chance.

Mrs. Arthur's mamma lived on the premises as a sort of general caretaker
of Mrs. Arthur's reputation; but Mr. Williams was a mild, middle-aged lady, a
little too fat for comfort, who fitted into an easy chair so happily that she never
got out without great physical effort and much reluctance.

Rosy Carte was something of a chatterbox about the house. She loved to
know what was going; on in the neighbourhood, and to discuss it to the
minutest detail, and any local information Minnie could give was thankfully
received.

Rosy's mamma, being of lethargic habit, and having a morbid appetite for
lugubrious fiction, was of small value as a confidante; but Minnie Trigg, too,
maintained a lively interest in local events, and the world-in-small round about
"The Willows," which was the name of Mrs. Carte's villa, and had always some
trifle of interest to impart, and was ever ready to discuss the contemporary
history of any family in the square.

It is natural in these circumstances that the wide difference in their social
positions (Mr. Arthur Carte was a doctor of dentistry, bless you), was no bar to
a voluble kitchen friendship between Minnie and the Missus.

"Straight griffin," said Minnie, discussing this theme with Tins the milkman,
"there's lots iv old girls like this'n of mine. In the drorin'-room 'ome days it's
'the girl' with a stern penny-ice haccent, 'n' yer 'umble's one iv the lower
orders. But out in the kitchen iv mornin's we sort iv get together, V we're ez
pally ez two old Boots, talkin' iv bits in' things, 'n' sorter tearin' Mrs. Higgins to
ribbons. Mrs. Higgins is opposite, she does have a bit too much ragtime about
the 'ouse for one what cracks genteel.

"Mind yer," continued Miss Trigg, "l ain't blamin' my missus fer nothing.
She ain't two-faced, she's jist human, 'n' when yer jist human yer gotter
behave sorter mixed. | don't expect her t' fall on me neck in the drorin'-room
jist because we're haffable with each other in the kitchen. But | know when
she's most herself, and it's not with the four o'clock push— not on your life."

Mrs. Arthur Carte, it has been admitted, was keeping her sparkling brown
eye for a suitable partner in the great co-operation, and there were two or
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three gentlemen in the field whose form Rosy was shepherding with a view to
purchase.

On this matter, too, Minnie's opinion is of value.

"She's cautious is Mrs. Carte, | don't blame 'er," said Miss Trigg to Miss
Cosgrove, a bosom friend with whom Minnie sometimes squandered Sunday
evening off. "Her first was a peevish sort, with a everlasting corf 'n' pink flannel
binders. Now, any feelin' woman can stand a little peevishness in a man—
that's neither here nor there, men bein' animals what peeve easily; but
peevishness ez a settled 'abit is like white ants in the system— it gnaws the
patience out iv veh. Same, too, with a corf. You can symperthize with an
occasional corf; but a corf wftat's alwiz about the 'ouse gets beyond human
endoorance in a year 'r so. As fer pink flannel binders, | put it to you— could
any 'ealthy-minded woman go on lovin' a man what wears 'em?

"Well, me dear, havin' missed the 'bus, as it were, with No. 1, Mrs. Carte is
goin' over No. 2 in detail, you might say, inspectin' him minute. She'd like him
well, 'n' she'd like him wealthy, which is very natural. There's three lingerin' on,
all bucks, meanin' gents well over forty; the missus she can't hit on which to
encourage most.

"Up to now | think Mr. Trier is leadin' by an ear. | happrove iv Trier. If she
arst me I'd say, 'Snap 'im while yev got the charnce, 'n' bless yeh, me children'
True, he's a trifle deaf in the left ear, 'n' it does worry one a bit | should think,
him always shuffin' t' work his right round on yeh, while never lettin' on fer a
moment his left's a cripple. He's a bit near-sighted, too, without his glasses; but
he's fresh-lookin', 'appy sort iv a lad at fifty, he's got the beans. Oh, I'd take a
holt iv him all right if | was 'er. But, o' course, | don't offer me advice where it
ain't asked."

How Minnie Trigg became closely mixed up with Rosy Carte's love affairs,
and actually involved in the canoodling, it is my delicate duty to tell.

IT WAS a Friday night. Minnie was sittingin in her room, plunged in the
adventures of The Kidnapped Earl, when a ring at the doorbell brought her to
her feet. The caller was a smart young man of about thirty. He was Mr. Hillwell,
he said.

Mr. Hillwell was received in the drawing-room with marked graciousness,
and Minnie returned to the adventures of the unfortunate nobleman
aforesaid; but in ten minutes Mrs. Carte was with her in great apparent mental
distress.

"Minnie," she said, "I'm in a pickle. Mr. Hillwell is here, and Mr. Trier is
coming. | said | would keep this evening for him. | don't want to send Mr.
Hillwell away, and | can't afford to disappoint Mr. Trier, and | wouldn't for
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worlds have them meet. You see, they are related in a way, and neither know
the other is paying me some attention; and until | have quite made up my mind
one way or the another, | want to be rather nice to both. You understand."”

"Yes, Mrs. Carte. I've been sorter mixed up atween two lads myself afore
this."

"Well, you can help me, Minnie. You are just my figure, my dresses fit you.
Yoii could pass for me in the dark."

"You mean I'm t' take on the old Trier Johnnie— me?"

"Why not. He's a bit deaf, his eyesight is only middling. Put on my other
black dress (black is his favourite), put that bunch of Virginia creeper in your
hair, take a fan, and linger in the garden. Carry him off to the seat under the
willow, and keep him there till Mr. Billwell goes. Will you do this for me?"

"Well, I'm a bit iv a sport." Minnie grinned her most raffish grin. "l think the
old boy's a bit iv all right. My oath, will I'"

"Bless you! Bless you! Get into the black dress as quickly as yon can. Don't
forget the fan. Talk as little as possible, and do, my dear girl, try to do it in my
way."

"Oh, delighted, Mr. Trier. So-0-0 good of you to come. Yes, indeed, a lovely
night. Shall we sit in the garden ? Oh, you silly man!" Minnie was giving quite a
passable imitation of her mistress's voice and manner.

"Impudent scamp," cried Mrs. Carte. "Hurry. Don't forget to keep on liis
left. That's where the weak ear is. Keep the fan up, and detain him till | come. |
steal up behind the rose-bush, and touch you on the shoulder with a stick.
Then send him on to the verandah, and leave. I'll do the rest."

The plan, extravagant though it was, worked admirably. Minnie met Mr.
Trier as he came down the garden path.

"Ha, ha!" cried the buck delightedly, "may | believe you were waiting for
me?"

"Why, of course," Minnie replied, tapping him with her fan with rather
exaggerated coquetry.

"By Jove! it's good of you to say so, Mrs. Carte; awfully good. Might |—
eh!— might | call you Rose?"

"Oh, yes, | think you might— when we are alone."

"When alone ? Yes, yes, certainly. We are alone now— Rose. Beautiful
name. Beautiful bearer."

"You silly man. It's a lively night. Shall we sit in the garden a while?"

They did, and despite Trier's manoeuvring, Minnie got on his left side. But
as Trier did all the talking that did not matter a great deal. They were there an
hour before Mrs. Carte's signal came. Then Minnie suggested a cup of coffee
on the verandah, and excusing herself passed into the house. A rapid change of
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head-dress followed, and then Mrs. Carte joined Trier. Ten minutes later
Minnie, as the maid, served the coffee.

"It was awfully good of you, Minnie," said Mrs. Carte, "and you did it well.
I'm much obliged. And you can keep the black dress."

"Oh, don't thank me, ma'am," Minnie replied. "I had the time of my life. He
kissed me twice."

"Whaa—at! You dared to let him kiss you?"

"Of course, an' why not? Isn't it usual?"

"You baggage! Don't you realise you were me? | thought the wretch was
excessively affectionate on the verandah. I'll never trust you again."

Minnie was apologetic. "l thought you'd like it, Mrs. Carte," she said. "An'
after all he's not so bad lookin"."

"Thought I'd like it?" gasped Mrs. Carte.

"Wouldn't you? | did." Minnie grinned far and wide. "In fact, | think I've
helped you along splendid. Give me another evenin' with him under the
willow, an' he's yours."

"Another evening, my girl? Oh, no, thank you."

But when a fortnight had passed Mrs. Carte was still undecided between
this particular pair. She liked Hillwell best, but Trier had a great deal more
money than the younger man, and about the latter she was not at all certain.
He was somewhat backward as a suitor, and was still at a stage at which he
might cool away. Rosy wanted something more definite, and was lingering
impatiently between the two stools, when the catastrophe seemed imminent.
There was another simultaneous visit. Mr. Trier was with Mrs. Carte when the
knock came. Minnie found Mr. Hillwell on the mat. Minnie was equal to the
situation. She bestowed Mr. Hillwell in the library with Mrs. Williams, and then
sprang the danger signal on her mistress.

A minute later Mrs. Carte was with Minnie. Minnie was already half-way
into one of her mistresses's dresses.

"Mind, you baggage! No kissing," admonished Mrs. Carte.

"It's an old friend of the family to see me," Mrs. Carte explained on
returning to Trier. "But isn't the room close? Wouldn't you prefer to sit under
the willow?"

He would be delighted. He chuckled over it quite jubilantly. "Just adore
that seat under the willow," he said.

"Very well, run along, and | will join you there in a minute or so."

So Minnie had her second turn with the dear old boy.

"Excuse the fan, won't you," she said with some exaggeration of Rosy's
affectation; "but the mosquitos are so dreadful, really?"
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"Don't notice them. Fact, notice nothing when you are near." He hitched
closer. Minnie did not retreat. He took her hand.

"You silly man," said Minnie.

"How is it we always get on so much better under the weeping willow tree,
eh— what?" he asked slyly. "Must be the absence of lights. Hate lights. Love
loves the dusk and the darkness, don't you think so?"

"You mustn't talk love to me, Mr. Trier," Minnie thought she was doing
particularly well.

"Not talk love— why not ? Beautiful theme, love."

"Because | am alone in the world. And, oh, so lonely, with none to protect
and guide me."

"Poor little woman. That's too bad— too dashed bad." His left arm was.
about her waist, his right hand clasped hers. "But why go on being alone and
lonely; why not take a companion?"

"I have mother; but she is no company for me."

"Pish! not a mother, something nearer and dearer. Take a husband. Take
me!"

"Oh, Mr. Trier!"

"Call me George."

"Oh, George!" He had both arms around her now. He was kissing her.

"I'love you, Rosy," he slid. " 'Pon my soul, | love you like the very deuce and
all that. Will you be Mrs. George Trier?"

"Oh, Georgie!"

"You will! By George, you will— you will!"

"Yes, Georgie."

Well, Georgie remained under the willow for two hours that night, and
Minnie had to smuggle him out in the end.

"I won't ask you to come in. I'm all over the shop. | mean, dear, I'm too
disturbed. Leave me now, won't you?"

And Trier went, jubilant over his success, swinging his limits like a
triumphant schoolboy.

Mr. Hillwell was a late stayer, too, that night. Minnie awaited his departure
in fierce impatience, swelling with the news. At length Rosy came.

"I've got him for you, m'a'am!" cried Minnie, almost shouting in the
excitement of the moment. "He's caught all right."

Mrs. Carte went pale; her mouth opened in dire apprehension.

"What do you mean?" she gasped.

"He proposed. Mr. Trier's proposed, square and all."

"Proposed ?"

"Yes, to-night."
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"And you?"

"I accepted him, you bet!" This with a squeal of triumph.
"You did? You did? Oh, heaven, I'm ruined!"

"Ruined, ma'am?"

"Yes. Half-an-hour ago | accepted Mr. Hillwell."
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4: Mrs. Wiley's Mamma
Punch (Melbourne) 16 April 1914

MISS MINNIE TRIGG was perfectly comfortable with the Wileys. Mr. Wiley was
a large, soft, easy-going Saxon, and Mrs. Wiley was a small, pale, spoilt girl with
one resource in difficulties— tears.

Mrs. Wiley had a corner to cry in, and if George ventured to argue with her,
or it rained when she wanted to air a new tout. or was fine and bright when
she was threatened with unwelcome guests; or if the butcher was late with the
meat, or the heavens fell, she threw herself in her corner and wept.

If there was any difficulty to be coped with she continued weeping until
someone else hadentirely overcome it. Once when the hall curtains caught fire
and threatened the whole house, she proceeded to refresh herself with tears,
and when Minnie and two neighbours had singed and smoked themselves
black beating the fire out, they found Mrs. Wiley in her corner, comfortably
crying into a lace handkerchief of about the square of a duty stamp.

"Well, of all the fools!" gasped a neighbour, in blank amazement. That sent
Mrs. Wiley off again, and she cried all morning. When her husband returned
she resumed crying again, and cried all evening. She was crying for her mother.
She had had a terrible shock, she said, and only mamma could soothe her.

George resisted. George, it seemed, had all a young married man's
antioaihius, and h found his mother-in-law a thorn in both sides.

"Every young man should haye an objection in life," he said. His was Mrs.
Hancock, Mrs. Harold P. Hancock, the mother of his darling Birdie.

As George maintained his resistance till morning, Birdie cried in her corner
all the second day.

"Bless yer 'eart!" said Minnie to her friend Bones, the young gentleman
from the butchery, "she never runs dry. She's a-cryin' now, sittin' all so comfy
in her little eosy corner. Call this evenin', an' she'll be goin' strong fer the
benefit iv poor George. She's one iv them natural springs. She's own cousin to
the creek the blokes recite about, coz 'Men may come, an' men may, go, but
she goes on forever.'"

"Better get to yer dooties; an' see she ain't washed nothin' away," said the
playful Bones. "People out in front is reportin' the bustin' iva main."

"Oh! leave 'er to it," Minnie was quite resigned. "When she's cryin', she
ain't doin' nothing worse. Lor' knows what 'ud come to 'er if she had to bottle
it. Maybe she'd get dropsy, or water on the brain, or something like that, wet
an' dreadful."”
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George found Birdie weeping again when he came from business in the
evening, and as she continued to weep the poor man relented, and mamma
was sent for. "Anything for a dry life," said George.

Mrs. Harold P. Hancock lived at Castlemaine, and her visits had not been
frequent. Minnie had not yet met the lady; but all the same sentiments of
apprehension stirred in Miss Trigg's gentle breast when Mrs. Wiley broke the
news.

"You'll have to look out, you blokes," Minnie told Tins, the milkman. "Ma-
in-law's comin'. | don't know this pertickler ma-in-law, but my experience of
mas-in-law in general don't give me 'appy hopes of this one. Me and George
ain't longin' for 'er, an' that's a bad homen, because George hisself is a good,
easy, simple sort, what could live on good terms with any old thing that didn't
hit him first.

"I don't like mothers-in-laws about the 'ouse no more than sons-in-laws do,
and a jolly good reason why— they're interferin' wild-cats, and they always
want things done different.

Mrs. Hancock proved to be an elderly edition of her daughter; but her
fretfulness was tinged with asperity. She was taller, too, and tougher, and had
what Minnie called a cutting edge. When she arrived she rushed into Birdie's
arms, and Birdie rushed into hers, and they cried over each other with mutual
effusion.

"It was a touchin' sight," said Minnie to her friend, 'Arriet Brown. " 'Me
pore, pore Birdie; me pore little girl!' sez mamma 'Ancock. 'Come to yer
mother's 'eart,' sez she. 'She will protect you, she will guard you. There, there,
dearie, did they ill-use you? Were they cruel to you? Did they keep mummie
from her little girl?' "

Minnie threw up her hands.

"That let all out," she said. "You'd have thought Birdie 'ad been shot. Lor'
love us, 'ow she did cry! An' straight ez a church, 'tween me an' you, 'Arriet,
nothin' on earth had ever been done to poor Birdie but a lot iv coddlin' an'
spoilin'; If George 'ad only led her out to the stable, an' took a slipper to her
once in a way, she'd 'a bin a 'appier an' a better woman."

Minnie knew trouble was coming before Mrs. Hancock had been in the
house two hours. After she and Birdie bad had their good cry, she took off her
travelling garments, donned a house skirt and an aggressive white apron, and
entered into charge.

After an hour spent in investigation, it appeared that there was nothing
that was wholly satisfactory. She told Minnie of twenty-seven arrangements
that must be revised, and Minnie was mum. Large experience and an unusual
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shrewdness had taught Miss Trigg that silence is the most effective argument
in such situations— in almost any situation, in fact.

When Minnie began back talk, it was safe to argue that the end was near;
and Minnie began on the third day after enduring much.

"You really must not wash up like that, my girl; it is absurd," said George's
mother-in-law. "l don't wash up like that; my mother before me never washed
up like that."

"Well, ma'am, if it's any comfort to you, I'll wash the back of the plates
now, and come back at it on Friday, and wash the front." Miss Trigg had a
curious way of drifting into comparatively accurate English when being caustic.

"No impudence to me, miss," said Mrs. Hancock sternly. "You wash the
dishes, and dry them with a cloth. | don't hold with these racks arid rubbish."

"The plates dry themselves this way; but you can wipe them yourself if you
can't sleep for thinking of it."

"I shall speak to my daughter of this."

"Very well. Tell her while you are about it I'll wash her dishes in my own
way, or | won't wash them at all."

When Birdie was spoken to in condemnation of Miss Trigg's new-fangled
dish washing she cried. When George was told of it he swore. He said he didn't
care a curse how Trigg washed the blighted plates so long as she had them
clean— and he had noticed they were clean. At this Birdie cried harder than
ever.

Mrs. Harold P. Hancock had a method of washing that had been her
mother's method, and her grandmother's. She severely disapproved of certain
chemical and mechanical devices to which Minnie resorted.

"This rots the clothes," said she. "l won't have it. You must wash them with
plain soap and elbow grease. The girls of this generation are that lazy they
don't know what to do with themselves."

Minnie went on washing in her own way, outwardly calm. Miss Trigg knew
she was a good servant, and had perfect confidence in herself. If one mistress
did not appreciate her excellent qualities she would not have to go far to
discover another who could. Her weapon was always effective— a week's
notice.

Mrs. Hancock remained arguing and protesting. Minnie made no reply,
which naturally was construed into gross insolence, and reported as such.
Again Birdie cried and George swore.

On the following afternoon there was a disagreement over the ironing.
Mrs. Hancock disapproved of electric irons. She was sure they spoiled the
clothes. Flat-irons had been good enough for her. Flat-irons were good enough
for her mother, and her mother was the best fine ironer in all Lancashire.
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"But," said Mrs. Hancock, stung beyond indurance by the studied
impertinence of Minnie's silence, "you are an insolent, lazy baggage. Anything
to get out of the work. I'll do the ironing myself."

Minnie cut off the current, stepped back, and turned down her sleeves.
"Very well, Mrs. Hanoock," she said, "and you can cook the dinner, and make
the beds, and scrub the floor. You can have all the work on your own. You can
revel in it. Get busy, and heaven bless you at your honest toil. I'm off."

Minnie went to Mrs. Wiley and gave notice. She was leaving immediately.
Birdie wept. An hour later, when Minnie was packing, there came a quiet
knock at her door. Mr. Wiley put his head into the room.

"Come, | say, Minnie," he said, "you're not going to desert me in my hour
of tribulation. Here's a sovereign. See it through, won't you?"

Miss Trigg stood up, and looked her master in the eye.

"See it through," she said, "meanin' 'er?"

He nodded. "I'm up against it, too," he said. "We're quite satisfied with
you. You suited us entirely till dear old mother-in-law came along. If you're
game to fight it out, I'll tack another half-crown on to your wages. But, for
heaven's sake, don't drag me into anything."

"Right-o0," said Minnie decisively, "l stay."

Miss Trigg returned to the kitchen, where Mrs. Hancock was valiantly
attacking the linen with flat-irons heated at a wood fire she had lit. Mrs. H. had
a rooted antipathy to gas stoves. It seemed, her mother had never used a gas
stove, nor her great-grandmother.

Minnie seated herself comfortably, and watched Mrs. Hancock for ten
minutes. Then she produced the diverting romance of The Duke and the
Dairymaid, and plunged into the history of a splendid passion. Mrs. Hancock
stood this for about half-an-hour, when her natural indignation overwhelmed
her.

"Well, I never!" she gasped. "Of all the outrageous effrontery. "She
dropped the iron, and marched off for Mrs. Wiley, who came in tears. ,

"Really, Minnie, really!" said Mrs. Wiley, feebly.

"Whatever's wrong with everybody?" asked innocent Miss Trigg.

"You should not be sitting there reading while mother does the work. It's
too bad."

"Yes, it's pretty bad, seein' how the blessed iron she left is burning the
front clean out iv Mr. Wiley's dress shirt."

Mrs. Hancock shrieked, and rushed at the iron. She shook it wildly at
Minnie. "l wouldn't keep you in the house two minutes, you shiftless, good-for-
nothing," she squealed.
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Minnie prepared to resume her reading. "l hope you'll stay a year," she
said. "l've oftem thought it would be great if the families would on'y provide
someone to do the work for the servants."

This, policy Minnie followed systematically. If Mrs. Hancock objected to her
methods she said: "Do you think you'd like to do it, ma'am?" and if Mrs.
Hancock, in her righteous auger, set about showing how the job should be
done, out came Miss Trigg's love romance, and down plumped Miss Trigg to
absorb herself in the amours of the rich aristoctacy.

But the storm burst again on the second washing day. Mrs. Hancock said
she had instructions from her daughter to assert herself. She would hive the
washing done properly.

"Very well, I'm not struck on washing," said Minnie. "l don't do it for the
love of it. Have a go," and Minnie sat down to her book.

"No, | will not have a go, Miss. You do your work, you loafing, shameless
thing, you!"

Minnie continued reading, and Mrs. Hancock, in a paroxysm of anger, look
her by the two shoulders and shook her. This was not good policy on the part
of George's mother-in-law. Minnie was small, but she was energetic

Minnie was on her feet, her two hands went into the tub, they brought out
a mass of wet garments, and a moment later the lot was swung into Mrs.
Hancock's face.

Mrs. Hancock staggered back. "Oh!" she said. "Oh!" Then she smote
Minnie to the earth with a bar of soap.

In an instant Minnie was on her feet again, again her hands went into the
trough, and again a mass of washing was hurled into Mrs. Hancock's face.

Mrs. Hancock retorted with a washboard, and broke it over Miss Trigg's
hard head. thoroughly aroused, Minnie went for the hot things in the boiler,
and swiped her enemv with seven white shirts. Mrs. Hancock replied in kind,
and for nearly five minutes the two women belted each other with soaked
clothing. At the end of that time Minnie's youth told, and when George and
Birdie arrived on the scene Mrs. Hancock was down, and nearly smothered
under the week's wash, to which Minnie was adding buckets of suds.

Then followed a retreat to the house, Mrs. Hancock assisted by her
daughter and George, Minnie travelling independently. Mrs. Hanoock had
recovered sufficiently after half-an-hour and two nips of whisky to pronounce
her ultimatum.

"Either that girl leaves the house or | do."

Minnie was invited to state her case. "Of course I'll leave," she said; "but it
will cost Mr. Wiley fifty pounds."”
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"Fifty pounds, you brazen hussy! You'll get your week's wages, not a penny
more."

"Fifty pounds," said Minnie. "Mr. Wiley engaged me for two years, and |
have his written agreement where he says I'm to get fifty pounds down if he
breaks the contrack."

Mr.. Wiley left the room hurriedly. To his mother-in-law he seemed to
retire in confusion.

"I don't believe my son-in-law was such a fool as to give any such
agreement," snorted Mrs. Hancock.

But five minutes later Minnie was able to produce a written contract
containing the exact terms stated by her.

It was Mrs. Hancock who left. But if she had examined that contract more
closely she might have noticed that the ink was barely dry, and this might have
given her to understand how George was engaged immediately after leaving
the room.

As a matter of fact, the idea had only come into Minnie's head while they
argued, and George had been quick to seize the point.

"The old Dutch sez she'll never visit at George's again while I'm there,"
Minnie told 'Arriet; "so you can bet your life Mr. Wiley won't be givin' me the
runina hurry."
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5: Deceivers Ever
Punch (Melbourne) 30 April 1914

IT IS DEMONSTRATED that Miss Minnie Trigg had some versatility. When in a
perfectly natural position and condition, Minnie freely displayed the nature of
her upbringing and the qualities appertaining to a slum area breeding; but if
occasion demanded Miss Trigg was capable of assuming some of the airs and
graces of her mistresses along with her mistresses's "frorck."

It was as a fair imitation of a young person of the middle class— second
grade— that Minnie captivated Mr. Wesley Stock. One need not assume that
Mr. Stock was overwhelmed by Miss Trigg's physical attractions, or the charm
of her character and the brightness of her mind. Nor need it be inferred that
Minnie was knocked silly by Mr. Stock's bright smile, winsome ways, and manly
bearing.

Minnie was introduced to Mr. Wesley Stock on the St. Kilda Esplanade one
Sunday afternoon, and theys "took like a bloomin' vaccination," as Minnie
herself expressed it, with some elegance.

Miss Trigg's friend, 'Arriet Brown, introduced them. Miss Brown was for the
time being a limp waitress in a city tea-room where Mr. Stock took his habitual
lunch of scones and coffee, and 'Arriet knew him only as a regular customer.

Mr. Stock was an airy, inconsequent young man of thirty-four— an
instinctive lover, whose attitude towards every fairly attractive girl he met was
that of a rapt adorer.

The Lothario put on this rapt attitude with Minnie straight away, and
Minnie realised that she had "done a knock." Which, | may state for the
enlightenment of the uncultured, means that the young lady had made a deep
impression on a susceptible male.

Mr. Wesley Stock was "a cut above" Miss Trigg's average young man, for
Minnie, in her humbler moments was not adamant when "Tins" the milkman
threw out signals; nor was she always blind to the charms of "Bones" the
butcher, or "Feet" the policeman. But the raffish damsel who took occasional
excursions with "Bones," or "Doughie," or "'Tins" was Minnie Trigg, general
servant, in her own proper and peculiar person, and in her own robes; whereas
Miss Trigg, who was now "getting about" with Mr. Wesley Stock, was a voting
person of restrained bearing and carefully-selected speech, wearing a frock
that had been the property of a recent mistress— a person of some judgment
in the matter of gowning.

True, Mr. Stock cared little if a certain slovenliness of diction did betray
itself in Minnie's less guarded moments. He was not bigoted in etymology, and
after all a girl is a girl.
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So it happened that after the first two weeks of her professional term with
the Brands, of Mitchell-street, Minnie Trigg suddenly developed a superiority
to milkmen; her atmosphere m the presence of butchers' travellers was
decidediy chill, and even if "Doughie" came upon her in her most down-at-heel
moments, when her hair "looked like a birch broom in a fit," and her clothes
seemed to be hung to backs on her spare frame, she preserved an austerity in
marked contrast with the cordiality towards the baking trade in other parts
and former "places".

Miss Trigg had Mr. Stock "'clinched." She was meeting him "reg'lar," and
Mr. Stock was some class. His suits were neat, his linen was always clean, and
his finger-nails were spotless.

"I go a heap on finger-nails," Minnie told her friend 'Arriet. "Any old lad in
any old game can spruce himself up, 'n' crowd on a bit o' dorg after hours, but
ten to one 'is nails gives him away. That sort never has the sense t' jlisgiitee
their finger-nails, consequent; when they're, done up like a dook, regardless,
with 'at, suit, 'n', boots, there's their finger-nails edged in mournin' like a death
in the family, givin' them clean away fer no-account Johns will:at -grubs fer
their livin' et some cheap job like Billy 'lll's, 'n' he's sortin' spuds at Gaffin's
produce store all th' week, 'n' pertendin' t' be a blank clerk aristocrat Saturday
afternoons an' Sundays."

"Oh, Mr. Stock's a torf all right," 'Arriet admitted. "He don't do nothink in
the way o' 'ard work to 'urt him, 'n' he's pretty 'andy with his tips. He's
somethink in the city— owns a bank, p'raps."

Miss Trigg had fought her own life's battle ever since she was eleven, and
before that she had fought a brace of tipsy parents, and dealt with claimant
tradesmen always rapacious for a bit on account. She knew her way about, as
she was often constrained to admit. Although she treasured certain romantic
allusions and illusions, they were for her spare moments and her dreams— she
did not permit them to muddle her views of existence or to interfere with her
just estimate of men. She was cautious with Mr. Wesley Stock.

"A girl's gotter look after .'erself," she told 'Arriet.

"An' well | know it," 'Arriet agreed sadly.

"If she don't no one else will, so I'm takin' Mr. Stock steady. He's very nice,
'n' he sez I'm the onl'y girl he ever, really loved; but, you know, he never by any
charnce 'ints there's such a thing as engagement rings, or gives a girl t'
hunderstand he'll maybe be waitin' et the church one o' these fine days. So
Dicken t' silly business with Wesley. We're gettin' about, 'n' he's took me to the
theatre, 'n' once t' supper; but I'm watchin' him, don't you forget."

"A pore girl's gotter," said 'Arriet."
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Meanwhile Mr. Stock did not seem to know Miss Trigg was a humble
working girl in the kitchen, not even a graduate from the domestic arts class. If
he did know he was apparently quite indifferent. He made no inquiries, and he
and Minnie always parted under the same sheltering pepper-tree at the corner
of a cultivated street reserve, quite a distance from the domicile of the Brands
of Mitchell street.

Possibly Mr. Stock had his doubts, but they did not concern him much. Miss
'Arriet Brown had led him to infer that Miss Trigs was acting as companion to a
fatigued lady of good family, but Wesley did not brood on the, fact. He got
back to his familiar formula, 'A girl's a girl,' holding with that bad boy Kipling:

"Bridget O'Grady and the General's lady,
They're all the same under their skins."

When Minnie's. association with Mr. Stock was nearly seven weeks' old,
quite a long engagement as Minnie's little love affairs went, Mrs. Brand's
daughter Amelia came home to her mother's house. Mrs. Brand's daughter
Amelia was Mrs. James Weybridge. She came home in tears, with a limp, half-
dressed baby over one arm, and followed by half-a-Cab load of ill-packed
trunks and boxes.

Minnie recognised the symptoms. She had often seen married daughters
come home to mother betraying similar emotions, and know what the story
would be when it came out.

And, of course, the story would come out. Meanwhile doors were shut
tight, Minnie was barred out in her kitchen, there was a sort of muffled feeling
about the rest of the house, and the keyhole of the spare bedroom was
plugged with cotton lint.

All these things were observed of Minnie Trigg. Mistresses get into a way of
regarding their servants as unreasoning animals. It is quite a mistaken
impression. Nothing is more sensitive to strange developments in the domestic
circle, nothing so strongly resents a family secret as your domestic, and in nine
cases out of ten she unravels the mystery with an expedition and a
thoroughness that would put S. Holmes to the blush.

Within three days Minnie knew that Mr. James Weybridge was a brute, a
beast, a coward and a wretch, and that Mrs. James Weybridge would never go
back to live with him— never— never— never. So there.

Mrs. Brand said she had not trusted James from the first. It appeared that
Mrs. Brand had discovered at their initial meeting that James had a shifty eye,
and she was always suspicious of a man with a shifty eye.
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There was no reason why Minnie should hear these things, but she did. Her
determination to hear them was perhaps due to her deep interest in the family
and her concern for its welfare.

Mrs. Weybridge's chief complaint against her hushand was his late hours.
She was suspicious of him with other women, too. Besides, he rambled. He
would come home to her at all hours, and callously remark that he had been
plaving cards or billiards with one or another of his disreputable
acquaintances. Nothing would induce her to again consent to live with the
abandoned villain.

After the ninth day Minnie had hints that negotiations towards a
reconciliation were under way. Amelia's pa had seen James. James had
expressed his belief that Amelia was dotty. She had left him without reason.
She could return when she liked, or she could leave it alone if she liked. It was
all one to James.

Amelia's brother Tom saw James. James had always loved Amelia. He never
loved her better than now, but she had treated him Shamefully. He thought
she ought to apologise.

James's sister Ann saw Amelia, and they cried together a good deal. James
was really very unhappy. Amelia should do something.

Amelia's father and her brother together attacked James. James was
heartbroken, his home was desolate, his life blighted, but he owed something
to his self respect. Amelia must come to him— he would not go to her.

Amelia would not go to him— never, never, never, while grass grew and
water ran. He had driven fcr forth. He must take her back if he wanted her.

James's father and mother saw Amelia. The whole family chipped in, and it
was agreed that all should meet at Brand's for dinner on the following Sunday
evening. James would attend, and they would see what calm reasoning could
do with the unpleasant situation.

Minnie was rather glad. She had not to meet Wesley Stock that night. She
was extremely anxious to see this matter out.

There was an excellent dinner in preparation. Minnie laid the table with
her best skill. Meanwhile the family, conclave was in. full blast; in the drawing-
room.

James Weybridge arrived late. To Minnie's great chagrin Mrs. Brand
admitted him. James was rather sullen. He sat at one end of the drawing-room,
Amelia at the other, with her child in her arms, looking very pretty and
pathetic. The families argued in between.

Old-Mr. Weybridge had nothing to advise but one simple though drastic
measure— "Kiss her, Jim!"
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By continued repetition old Mr. Weybridge impressed his views— Jim did
kiss her. All was right in the family of Wevbvidge. junior. The Parties went in to.
dinner.

Minnie was prepared for a happy ending. When the gong banged she knew
peace had been secured, and caught up the soup tureen and sailed in, radiant,
sharing liberally in everybody's happiness.

For a terrible moment it seemed that Minnie Trigg would drop a two-gallon
tureen of thick soup on Mrs. Brand's twenty-guinea pale blue carpet. She
didn't, though; but she landed it on the table with a crash that jerked half a
pint into Mr. Brand's lap.

No wonder. The man on Mr. Brand's right, holding Amelia's left-hand
affectionately in his, was her own faithful swain, Mr. Wesley Stock. Mr. Stock
was on his feet, staring wildly. Minnie, round-eyed, thunderstruck, was staring
back. The others thought the demonstration due to the narrowly-averted
tragedy with the soup.

But Minnie said never a word. She came and went, serving the dinner,
faithfully, and there were no more accidents.

Young Mr. Weybridge's face had gone grey. It did not resume its normai
ruddiness, and every time Minnie came in his anxious eyes went furtively to
her face. Minnie never met them.

It was a terrible meal for yobung Mr. Weybridge. The parting from his wife
had been an impressive lesson to him— the reconciliation had filled him with
joy. Now here was a grim possibility of further evil.

The coffee was served, and Minnie Trigg was back in her kitchen, sitting on
a stool, her fingers clawed in her hair, thinking hard.

"He ain't goin' t' get off' so.'easy. Not altogether, he ain't," was the burden
of Minnie's thoughts. "l can't go 'n' bust up the whole show, 'but | orter do
somethink. He's 'ad me on toast orright. I'll give him one to go on with
somehow. But 'ow— that's the question—'ow?"

Evidently an idea came to Minnie. Presently she appeared in the
diningloom, and said very distinctly:

"Please, Mrs. Brand, can | speak to you a minute? There's somethin' | want
to say most partic'lar and important "

Mrs. Brand arose. James was on his feet. James was white now. -

"Dud— dud— don't!" he stammered. "Don't go. She's a— That is, don't
leave us, mother-in-law."

"Nonsense, James. | won't be a moment," said Mrs. Brand.

Mrs. Brand followed Minnie to the kitchen. James arose, and went for his
coat and hat. The others went after James, pleading and protesting. They
dragged him back.
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"Why, | thought it was all right," protested

Mr. Brand.

"Kiss her, Jim," said Weybridge, senior.

"Isn't it all cleared up after all?" queried Amelia's married brother,
indignantly.

Mrs. Brand bustled back. "The silly girl only, wanted to apologise about the
soup," she said.

James gasped. He dropped his hat. He dropped his coat. He sank in a chair.
Minnie had a glimpse of him then, and she felt that in some small measure at
least she had got even.

"Travellin' under false nimes, deceivin' pore gurls," she told her friend
'‘Arriet. "Well, anyway. | made him go' flat ez a ripped balloon. 'E look sicker'n a
scalded cat. 'E never 'ad such a turn in his life, 'n' I'm satisfied. To say nothin' of

five pound what | received hanonymous by post next mornin'.
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6: Pancakes
Punch (Melbourne) 14 May 1914

MISS TRIGG had been with the Barrows a month before she discovered Uncle
John Thomas. Uncle John Thomas was Mrs. Harrow's bachelor brother. He was
sixty-five— a short, round, rosy, explosive, little man with very white hair.

"He's a nice enough, clean little old bloke," said Minnie, to her friend,
'‘Arriet Brown, "but nothin' t' write home, about; an' the way that faim'ly goes
on about him would give yeh a crick in the neck. Straight, you'd, think he was
King George an' Julius Knight rolled into one bundle."

"He must 'ave a bit o' stuff," commented Miss Brown. "Take it from 'Arriet,
when they fusses over Uncle hextraordinary, you can bet he's got a sock
chockful of beans."

"True for yeh," said Miss Trigg. "l ain't noticed 'em sloppin' their affections
over Uncle George Barrow, who looks somethin' like first cousin to a bottle-o,
and sneaks in by the back gate t' borrer a tanner or t' get Mr. Barrow's left-off
clo's."

Uncle John Thomas had been away, visiting another relation, and when he
returned Minnie was a valuable addition to the Barrow family.

Miss Trigg was soon made aware of the arrival of Mr. Thomas.

Mrs. Barrow appeared in the kitchen soon after breakfast on the following
morning, and said:

"You mustn't put salt in the coffee, Minnie. "

"Why, you said my coffee was d'lishus, mum, and | on'y put a pinch iv salt
in t' settle the groun's."

"Yes, we like it very well, but Uncle, John Thomas doesn't. Uncle John
Thomas is very particular."

A little later there was another appeal. "Minnie, you really must try and
make less noice when washing up. Uncle John Thomas doesn't like it."

Then there was another order. "Always set the bath-heater going at exactly
eight o'clock. Uncle John Thomas takes a hot plunge every morning. Uncle John
Thomas is a very precise man."

Once more: "You haven't made Uncle John Thomas's shirts stiff enough,
Minnie. Uncle John Thomas likes his shirts very stiff."

Minnie was beginning to cherish ominous feelings towards Uncle. She had
cheerful moments when it seemed to her that a little arsenic in the coffee of
Uncle John Thomas would make life more liveable at No. 11 Sweet street.

At odd times Miss Trigg had views of Uncle John. He looked a fussy man.
He never seemed quite still. He even walked and talked in his sleep, and when
he had nothing else to do he wandered about looking for trouble. If in his
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peregrinations he discovered something wrong the gardener had done, or
something right he had neglected to do, Uncle John Thomas ran in with his
complaint, making excited cries like a scaootboy; and he nagged and nagged
about the matter for the rest of the day.

"Well, | dunno what they think," Minnie told 'Arriet, "but Uncle John
Thomas would want to have quids enough t' stop the river afore I'd have him
livin" in my 'ouse."

"P'raps they think it ain't fer long."

"Oh, ain't it! You haven't, seen 'im. He's a hard old never-die is Uncle John
Thomas. Why, | wouldn't be surprised if he put 'em all to bunk in the Gen'ral
Symmetry. That would be a knock for 'em."

Another point that was impressed upon Miss Trigg by her mistress was
Uncle John Thomas's unbounded affection for little Master John Thomas
Barrow, only child of the family.

"You must try and keep little John Thomas very clean, Minnie. Brush his
hair carefully, and always change his jumper when Uncle John Thomas comes
in from his walk. Uncle John Thomas will have him looking nice, and, of course,
you've noticed how fond Uncle John Thomas is of his little nephew. That child
is the pride and joy of his life— the apple of his eye."

"He may be the happle of his eye," said Minnie to her usual confidante,
"but such bein' so, Uncle John Thomas ain't very fond of happles. | seen him
givin' little John Thomas beans behind the stable this mornin', an' many a time
he gives his hair a tug or nips his arm a treat. Fact is, little John Thomas is a
spoilt brat, and Uncle John Thomas is a spoilt bloke, an' two spoils never
agrees."

Uncle John Thomas had been in the house five weeks before he exchanged
a word with Minnie, and then it come so suddenly.

"Love yeh! 'twas th' surprise iv me life," said Miss Trigg. "Fair took me
breath away. Him such a reg'lar gentleman, an' me on'y a domestic servant, as
you might say."

THIS IS what happened. Uncle John Thomas had popped his white head
and his pink face into the kitchen, closing the door close on his Adam's apple,
and had smiled broadly at Minnie, and remained smiling.

"There was me a-cleanin' th' dishes, an' there was his nibs's head stuck in
like a knob on the wall, a-grinnin' away fit t' crack," confessed Miss Trigg later.
"I thought he'd gone dippy."

After a minute and a half of this, during which Miss Trigg was strongly
impelled to throw a pudding basin at the head in order to relieve the great
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tension, Uncle John Thomas started nodding. He nodded about ten times, and
then winked slyly, and said:

"I say, are you the girl makes the pancakes?"

"Why, of course | am," retorted Minnie. "Who else?"

"Lovely!" said Uncle John Thomas, smacking his lips.

"What; me or me pancakes?"

"Both. Especially the pancakes."

Uncle John Thomas came in, closed the door cautiously, and leaned against
it.

"Do you know," he said, "for five-and-thirty years I've been looking for a
girl who could make beautiful pancakes."

"Go on," said Miss Trigg, now much pleased.

"Yes, and, now I've found her." Uncle John Thomas chuckled, and danced a
few steps. Then he tugged the lapels of his coat, and winked saucily. "And now
I've found her," he repeated. He winked again. "And she's a plum!"

Uncle John Thomas was edging near. He came quite close, winking and
chuckling all the time. He danced a few more steps, then slipped an arm round
Minnie's waist.

"Lovely pancakes!" he said.

Minnie threatened him with the dish cloth.

"You edge off, Uncle," she said, "or maybe I'll swipe you one with this."

"Not at all," said Uncle John Thomas. "Wouldn't think of edging off. Never
edge off." With a sudden, jerky, bird-like peck Uncle John Thomas kissed
Minnie near the ear. "Delicious pancakes!" he said.

"Would yeh believe it," Minnie told Miss 'Arriet Brown, "he was a reg'lar
old sport, that jolly and agreeable, | fair took to him."

"An' him sixty-five, an' a nagger an' a nark," snorted Miss Brown.

"Oh, go on yerself! He's a nice clean old gent. | never saw a cleaner, an' his
‘air's beautiful. So's his teeth. They're false, but they're real good. 'Better shift,’
| sez to him, 'you'll have th' missus droppin' to this." 'Let 'er drop,' sez he. 'Can
she make lonely pancakes? No.' Then he kisses me again. With that we hears
Mrs. Barrow's step in the passage, an' off he skips, dancin' a bit, throws a kiss
back, an' does a duck out. When the missus comes in he's readin' sly in the
back garding."

Next day at about 11 o'clock the white head and pink face bobbed into the
kitchen again.

"Mind, pancakes for lunch, my love," said Uncle John Thomas. "Delicious
pancakes!" Then the head disappeared.

There were pancakes three times that week. On the third occasion. Mrs.
Barrow said:

36



"Pancakes again! My goodness me, girl, we don't want to live on
pancakes."

"I thought Uncle John Thomas liked them," replied Minnie innocently.

"Nothing of the kind. How could you think so?"

But the mistress interviewed Minnie next morning.

"You may make pancakes again, Minnie," she said. "Uncle John Thomas is
really very fond of them, though for the life of me | cannot tell how you came
to know."

On the occasion of Minnie's next evening out she was walking quietly along
the street, when Uncle John Thomas's face bobbed at her from the first corner.
"Good evening," said Uncle John Thomas pviily. "Come to the pictures?
Lovely pancakes!" He gave her waist a squeeze, and said: "Delicious pancakes!
We'll see the pictures, then we'll have some oysters and stout. Eh? Eh? On the
sly, you know. Like oysters and stout? But pancakes are better. Always loved
pancakes. No ow call make pancakes like you. 'Pon my soul, | adore you for

your pancakes!"

"I'd rather be loved for meself alone," said Miss Trigg.

Minnie Trigg threw her whole soul into her pancakes.

"After all, he's a very clean oid gent, and so jolly with me. His likin' for my
pancakes has touched me 'eart."

"Pig's feet!" snorted Miss Brown, who might have been jealous of her
friend's success with a seeming capitalist. "It's the money yer after. Yer
mersingary, thats what."

"An' if | am after his money! Why shouldn't | marry fer money? Many a
better's done it."

"What! Has he perposed?"

"Well he ain't gone so far; but he's that gone on me pancakes I'm expectin'
it every day."

Minnie was not disappointed in her expectation. It happened in the
kitchen. Uncle John Thomas slipped in from the back.

"She gone to talk scandal with the dame next door," said he, jerking his
thumb over his shoulder, smiling and skipping. "l say, my dear, the pancakes
were more delicious than ever to-day! Superb!"

"Glad yer liked' 'em," said Miss Trigg happily. "l put some spice in for a
hexperiment."

"A threat success— a triumph. Never tasted such pancakes. Never can |
hope to get another to make pancakes to suit me. Will you marry me?"

"Oh, Mr. Thomas!"

"Call me Johnnie, and say you'll marry me.
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Uncle John Thomas was squeezing her waist very hard, and planting kisses
on her neck. "Say you'll have me, my Pancake. Queen.

"Whatever will the missus say?"

"She'll say everything in the dictionary, and perhaps a lot that isn't to.be
found in any decent lexicon. She'll say it over often. But, our troubles. We shall
be enjoying pancakes in a little home of our own. They think they are kidding
me here. They think they are fooling old Uncle John Thomas; but Uncle John
Thomas is spry, he's wily, he knows what he's about. Annie bores me, and as
for that brat they're named after me, I'll give ten of him for one of your
glorious golden pancakes. If | believed | ever resembled that boy I'd never
forgive my parents for not drowning me in a tub. Will you,have me?"

"Could you see your way to puttin it in writin'?" asked Minnie innocently.
"You see, you gents has such a way of forgettin'."

"Certainly, certainly, certainly, my love!" Uncle skipped off. He returned in
a few minutes with an offer of marriage written and signed. "Now, mind,
pancakes to-day to celebrate the occasion," he said. "Kiss me."

Minnie kissed him.

Alas! Calamity struck poor Miss Trigg within twenty-four hours. Uncle John
Thomas had stolen into the wash-house, and Mrs. Barrow caught him kissing
Minnie in a flare of soapsuds. The result was a week's notice. This came a little
later.

"Nice way t' treat your sister-in-law what- is-to-be," said Minnie pertly.

"What's that?" screamed Mrs. Barrow.

"Me and Uncle John Thomas is engaged, I'd have you know."

Minnie was given a fortnight's wages, and bundled out of the house that
evening. She saw nothing of uncle. Despite her efforts during the next two or
three days she could not see Mr. Thomas. She wrote, and no reply came, and
the situation began to look serious.

It was 'Arriet drew her attention to a personal in the Age agony column.

"If M. T. will wander on the sands near the boat shed at half-past three on Wednesday,
J. T. will be there to meet her."

This was signed "Pancakes."

Minnie went to keep the appointment. Uncle John Thomas was there—
pink and chuckling. He danced a sand jig; he embraced her.

"My dear! My dear!" he said, "I haven't had a pancake fit to eat since you
left. My wretched sister made some. Horrible! | threw them at her. | hit her in
the eye with one. 'Right enough for poultices,' | said—'no good for pancakes.'"
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But there was no time for explanations and arrangements. Mr. and Mrs.
Barrow arrived on the scene. They, too, had seen the personal. They literally
tore Uncle John Thomas away, and departed with their captive in a taxi.

MINNIE had to take another place; but she retained her faith in Uncle John
Thomas. His passion for tea cakes would bring him back to her. But the days
passed one after another, and there came no word, and at length in sheer
desperation she went to seek hiim.

Uncle John Thomas was in the lawn. Minnie approached boldly. "Uncle,"
she said.

Uncle John Thomas rounded on her.

"You?" he cried. "You? What the deuce are you doing here? Out of this!"
He threatened her with a stick.

Minnie's disappointment was terrific. The shock dazzled her. "You
promised t' marry me," she said.

"It's a lie, you hussy! Out of this!" He actually struck her.

That was too much. All Minnie's regard, turned to disgust. She flew at him;
her fingers sank in his thick, white hair. They fought.

Uncle John Thomas had no compunction about striking a woman. He struck
as often as he could, and the wild-cat welled up in Minnie, and she scratched,
and pinched, and tugged, and tore. Her own lip was cut, her hat was off, her
hair was down; she felt she was in for a black eye, and she fought harder,
whirling like a wheel.

Uncle John Thomas had his heels at the brink of the pond surrounding the
fountain. Minnie saw her chance. She charged him all her weight, butting hiim
in the vest. For a moment Uncle clutched at the air, then he went down on his
back in the pond. As he crawled out, Minnie seized the only weapon handy,
and bounced it on his head. it was a small, hard-shell turtle. Uncle John
Thomas went back into the pond again.

At this stage Mrs. Barrow appeared on the soene, and rescued her brother.

"You shameless wretch!" she cried, "to come here and assault this poor old
man."

"What about, that poor old man hassaultin' my eye?" cried Minnie,
pointing to the discoloured orb.

"I'll go for the police."

"Do. I'm goin' for a lawyer. See this"— Minnie pulled a paper from her
pocket— "that's his promise of marriage writ out, and signed all proper an'
accordin't' law. I'll see if a pore girl's 'eart is to be lacerated and her eye
blacked fer nothin'. I'll have a thousan'pounds damages."
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Mrs. Barrow calmed suddenly on seein' the letter. "Perhaps you had better
talk the matter over with Mr. Barrow," she said. "We want no scandal ; but my
poor brother is hardly responsible, you know."

As a result of the talking over process, Minnie received £50 for her promise
of marriage, and a most appreciative "character" from Mrs. Barrow.

"What | want to know is why he come to round on me so nasty," asked
Minnie at the parting.

Mrs. Barrow confessed. "The fact is," she said, "l found your recipe for
pancakes."
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7: The Sad Case of Willie Borlow
Punch (Melbourne) 28 May 1914

IT WAS Mr. Borlow engaged Minnie Trigg at the registry office. Something in
her raffish eye and her ginger-for-pluck appearance appealed to him.

"The job is easy," he said. "Fifteen shillings a week, a five-roomed villa, no
children, no cats, no callers, and no confounded piano or phonographs. | hate,
loathe, and despise phonographs. | have the greatest contempt for cats."

"'Ow many in the fam'ly?" asked Minnie with a judicial air. "Is the washin'
sent out? What nights off, an' is a girl 'lowed to be seen 'ome?"

"There are myself and my mother," replied Mr. Borlow. "Mother doesn't
talk much, and can't hear very well. Mother crochets. It's her only vice. Don't
care a fuss what you do with the washing. You can go off pretty well every
dashed night for all | care, and you can come home with a blessed circus and |
won't growl, provided there's no brass band. Mind you," he added fiercely,
shaking a threatening finger at Miss Trigg, "no brass bands. | hate brass bands.
And | hate monkey organs. Dash it all, girl, if you encourage monkey organs
about the place I'll kick you out of rhe house!"

"Yer barmy!" said Miss Minnie Trigg mildly.

"BUT | took on the job all right," Miss Trigg confided to her friend, 'Arriet
Brown, a few days later. "My troubs erbout his kickin' me out or puttin' any
silly bizness across me. He ain't no higher than that. | cud kick his bloomin''at
off, but he's ez queer ez a van-load of apes comin' back frim a picnic. He's got
money, | fancy, jist enough t' live on, an' his mother lives with him. He's old,
but she's older. 'Sttuth ! | never saw sich an old body. She 'sits in a chair what
creaks, an' her bones creak, an' her voice creaks. She don't talk often, an' when
she does you'd think it was the wicker work furniture comin' round after bein'
sat on by a fat gatherin'."

"Don't sound ez if you was goin' t' be worked to a shadow at 'Willis Villa, "
said 'Arriet.

"No, | ain't quite killin' myself; but | reckon it's goin' t' be worth the money
to live with Willie. Willie's the boss. His mother calls him Willie, an' seems t'
think he's still a kid in knickers, though he's near sixty, an' a widower, with a
whisky freak, an' one foot in a ten-pound bundle mostly along of gout."

But Minnie learned a great deal more of her new family befo