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In her personal list of bizarre experiences, Millie simply had to place the gnomish tea party within the 
highest tier. Summoning grimlings to cut into magical party poppers seemed downright ordinary when placed 
alongside the manic maid and her pirate companion.

She had taken a shortcut on her errand when she encountered the two with their table set across the path. 
Thinking not to disturb them, she had turned to go back the regular way. She had not so much as taken a single 
step when a cheery voice called out to her.

“Now, now, no need to be shy! We have plenty for all! And Hot-Tits should be back any minute with 
more!”

Wincing, Millie turned. The red-headed maid was waving her over, while the blonde in the feathered 
tricorn hat lazily pointed to a chair with a long, thin knife.

“Ye would not be rude and refusin' Prim's courtesy, would ye?” she asked, a relaxed smile on her face at 
odds with the blade in her hand.

“Umm,” Millie said.

“Of course she'll join us!” the maid said. “How could Millistripes not bring her delightful socks over?” 
Before Millie could understand what was going on, the maid was beside her, gently pushing her to a chair. Millie
had a moment to wonder why this chair was human-sized before she found herself sitting in it.

“Pour the lass a cuppa, Prim,” the blonde said. She stabbed a finger sandwich with her knife, then kicked
her booted feet onto the table as she bit into it, chewing in a most noisy and unmannerly display.

“But of course!” the redhead answered. “Not much of a tea party without the tea, now is it?” She 
produced a human-sized cup and saucer out of the air, lifted the kettle, and made to pour before turning back to 
her companion. “Manners, Lilly!” she admonished.

“Right, right,” Lilly said, letting out a belch and sending a few crumbs flying. She put away the knife 
and lazily draped an arm around Prim to rest her hand on the redhead's hip. “Ye be happy now?”

“Ecstatic!” Prim said, pouring the tea without looking -- and missing the cup, the drink staining the 
linen.

“Umm,” Millie began.

“It is such a pleasure to have a guest!” Prim said, turning to her and continuing to spill the tea. “I must 
say, you are quite the proper lady, so well-mannered!”

“Umm--”

“Biscuit?” Prim offered her a small plate. “Don't be shy, we have plenty and to spare.”

Millie, bemused, took one. She opened her mouth again to express her polite gratitude.

“Whar be ye from?” Lilly asked. “Yer talk be odd.”

“Umm,” Millie managed to say, flustered at the notion of her accent being strange to a person who spoke
like ... that.

“Oh, good point, Lilly. We simply must know all about our engaging guest,” Prim said. “Cream?”

“Umm--”



“Of course it's no problem! This is a tea party, you know!” She poured some into Millie's cup -- or, 
rather, three inches from it, as the maid had turned to tell Lilly to stop being rude with her boots on the table. 
Lilly simply switched her feet, which seemed to satisfy Prim.

Millie thought perhaps she should politely point out Prim was making a mess of the cream. “Umm--”

“You'll be having a lump, of course,” Prim said, using thin tongs to lift a cube and idly drop it on the 
table nowhere near Millie's cup. “Such an adorable butterfly!” she cried at the latest distraction.

“Umm--”

Suddenly, her teacup was under her nose. “Here you are, Millistripes!” Prim said.

To her surprise, Millie found the cup full despite the gnome's errant aim. She took the saucer warily. 
“Umm--”

“I bet she be havin' a tale of wonder to be tellin',” Lilly said.

“With such excitement all about her, she simply must!” Prim agreed, sitting and raising her own cup for 
a sip. “Why, the energy one feels from her like an aura is simply charming!”

Millie felt highly flustered. What was this aura they were talking about? She tasted her tea to give herself
something to do as she thought of their words. To her surprise, it tasted wonderful.

She began to ask what was in it. “Umm--”

“I must be sayin', ye make a spankin' good tea, Prim,” Lilly said.

“Is that an offer?” the maid asked.

“Naturally, for later. But the tea do be good.”

“Thank you! I learned it from a friend -- on only my forty-second try!”

Lilly winked at Millie. “That be impressive.”

The girl blinked, feeling a flush building on her cheeks at the discussion, then eyed her tea warily. Who 
takes so many tries to make tea? Was there magic involved? “Umm--”

“Ah, such a heavenly day out, it is!” Prim said, taking up a cupcake.

“Ye be sayin' that no matter the weather,” Lilly pointed out. “Rain, shine, snow, storms sendin' waves 
over the rails...” She trailed off, taking another bite of a biscuit and idly waving a finger as if to say, “and so on 
and so on.”

The maid winked. “Ah, but that is the beauty of it all -- each experience is a fresh new wonder, each day 
a new chance for more delight!”

Lilly chuckled and grabbed a biscuit. A natural silence fell. After a few minutes, Millie realized she was 
strangely comfortable with these two odd gnomes. Perhaps there was a magic in the tea, affecting her?

Prim set her cup down and looked directly at her; Lilly followed suit. “And what is your story?”

Suddenly, Millie was the center of attention. Both gnomes waited, expectantly. Millie could feel the 
blood rising to her cheeks. Her mind went strangely blank. She had to say something, though – it would be rude 
not to.

She opened her mouth to speak.

A bell sounded in the distance.

“Oh, it is time for you to go, I fear!” Prim said, standing. “Shortcuts are no use if you spend all day 
having tea with friends!”

“That be too true,” Lilly agreed, standing as well. “Let us be seein' her off.”



“It has been such a joy,” Prim said, taking Millie's hand in both her own. “Thank you so much for 
sparing us a few minutes of your busy day!”

“Yar, the pleasure be all our own,” Lilly said before Millie could answer.

To her surprise, Millie found herself on her feet being gently hustled along by Prim. “Hot-Tits will be 
fussed she missed you, but such it is sometimes. Be well, and take care of yourself! You will have to tell us all 
about yourself when next we meet!”

“Umm--” 

“Oh, but you simply MUST accept our gift! It is the least we could do for such an imaginative and 
thought-provoking visitor!” With a last gentle nudge to set Millie on her way, Prim returned to her table.

With a last glance at the gnomes, to see Prim waving cheerfully and Lilly puling her hat over her eyes, 
Millie rounded a bend in the trail. The tea party was out of sight. Had it been a dream – an eccentric dream?

She felt an unfamiliar object in her pocket. Taking it out, she found a small box of tea leaves which 
emitted a strange, enticing aroma. Shaking her head in wonder, she returned the gnomes' gift to her pocket and 
continued her errand.


