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The Inspiration of Mr. Budd

Dorothy Sayers

“Are you prepared to die?” The question threw Mr. Budd off balance,
so alarmingly did it chime in with his thoughts about murder.

£500 REWARD

The Evening Messenger, ever anxious to
further the ends of justice, has decided to
offer the above reward to any person who
shall give information leading to the arrest
of the man, William Strickland, alias Bol-
ton, who is wanted by the police in con-
nection with the murder of the late Emma
Strickland at 59 Acacia Crescent, Man-
chester.

DESCRIPTION OF THE
WANTED MAN

The following is the official description

1 or 2; complexion rather dark; hair silver-
gray and abundant, may dye same; full
gray mustache and beard, may now be
clean-shaven; eyes light gray, rather close-
set; hawk nose; teeth strong and white,
displays them somewhat prominently
when laughing, left upper eye-tooth

of William Strickland: Age 43; height 6 ft.

stopped with gold; left thumbnail disfig-
ured by a recent blow.

Speaks in rather loud voice; quick, deci-
sive manner. Good address.

May be dressed in a gray or dark blue
lounge suit, with stand-up collar (size 15)
and soft felt hat.

Absconded 5th inst., and may have left,
or will endeavor to leave, the country,

Mr. Budd read the description through

carefully once again and sighed. It was in the
highest degree unlikely that William Strick-
land should choose his small and unsuccess-
ful saloon, out of all the barbers’ shops in
London, for a haircut or a shave, still less for
“dyeing same”; even if he was in London,
which Mr. Budd saw no reason to suppose.

Three weeks had gone by since the mur-
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der, and the odds were a hundred to one that
William Strickland had already left a country
too eager with its offer of free hospitality.
Nevertheless, Mr. Budd committed the de-
scription, as well as he could, to memory. It
was a chance—just as the Great Crossword
Tournament had been a chance, just as the
Ninth Rainbow Ballot had been a chance,
and the Bunko Poster Baliot, and the Mon-
ster Treasure Hunt organized by the Evening
Clarion. Any headline with money in it could
attract Mr. Budd’s fascinated eye in these
lean days, whether it offered a choice be-
tween fifty thousand pounds down and ten
pounds a week for life, or merely a modest
hundred or so..

It may $eem strange, in an age of shingling
and bingling,'! Mr. Budd should look envi-
ously at Complete Lists of Prizewinners. Had
not the hairdresser across the way, who only
last year had eked out his mean ninepences
with the yet meaner profits on cheap ciga-
rettes and comic papers, lately bought out the
greengrocer next door, and engaged a staff of
exquisitely coiffed assistants to adorn his new
“Ladies’ Hairdressing Department” with its
purple and orange curtains, its two rows of
gleaming marble basins, and an apparatus
like a Victorian chandelier for permanent
waving?

Had he not installed a large electric sign
surrounded by a scarlet border that ran
round and round perpetually, like a kitten
chasing its own tail? Was it not his sandwich-
man* even now patrolling the pavement with
a luminous announcement of Treatment and
Prices? And was there not at this moment an
endless stream of young ladies hastening into
those heavily-perfumed parlors in the desper-

ate hope of somehow getting a shampoo and a
wave “squeezed in” before closing-time?

If the reception clerk shook a regretful
head, they did not think of crossing the road
to Mr. Budd’s dimly lighted window, They
made an appointment for days ahead and
waited patiently, anxiously fingering the bris-
tly growth at the back of the neck and the
straggly bits behind the ears that so soon got
out of hand.

Day after day Mr. Budd watched them flit
in and out of the rival establishment, willing,
praying even, in a vague, ill-directed manner,
that some of them would come over to him;
but they never did.

And yet Mr. Budd knew himself to be the
finer artist. He had seen shingles turned out
from over the way that he would never have
countenanced, let alone charged three shill-
ings and sixpence for. Shingles with an ugly
hard line at the nape, shinglés which were
a slander on the shape of a good head or
brutally emphasized the weak points of an
ugly one; hurried, conscienceless shingles,
botched work, handed over on a crowded af-
ternoon to a girl who had only served a three
years’ apprenticeship and to whom the final
mysteries of “tapering” were a sealed book.

And then there was the “tinting”—his
own pet subject, which he had studied con
amore—if only those too-sprightly matrons
would come to him! He would gently dis-
suade them from that dreadful mahogany dye
that made them look like metallic robots——he

L. shingling and bingling, methods of cutting women’s
hair. A shingle is a tapered haircut; a bingle is a somewhat
shorter cut.

2. sandwich-man, a man carrying two advertising boards
hung from his shoulders, one in front and one behind.

3. con amore (kon 4 mdr'd), an Italian expression meaning
“with love, with tenderness.”
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would warn them against that widely adver-
tised preparation which was so incalculable in
its effects; he would use the cunning skill
which long experience had matured in him—
tint them with the infinitely delicate art
which conceals itself.

Yet nobody came to Mr. Budd but the
navvies* and the young loungers and the men
who plied their trade beneath the naphtha
flares’ in Wilton Street.

And why could not Mr. Budd also have
burst out into marble and electricity and

swum to fortune on the rising tide?

The reason is very distressing, and, as it
fortunately has no bearing on the story, shall
be told with merciful brevity,

Mr. Budd had a younger brother, Richard,
whom he had promised his mother to look
after. In happier days Mr. Budd had owned a
flourishing business in their native town of

4. nauvvies (nav'éz), unskilled laborers, especially those
who work on canals, railways, etc.

5. naphtha-flares, street lamps fueled by naphtha
{naf"tha), a flammable liquid.



Northampton, and Richard had been a bank
clerk. Richard had got into bad ways (poor
Mr. Budd blamed himself dreadfully for
this). There had been a sad affair with a girl,
and a horrid series of affairs with bookmak-
ers, and then Richard had tried to mend bad
with worse by taking money from the bank.
You need to be very much more skillful than
Richard to juggle successfully with bank
ledgers.

The bank manager was a hard man of the
old school: he prosecuted. Mr. Budd paid the
bank and the bookmakers, and saw the girl
through her trouble while Richard was in
prison, snd paid for their fares to Australia
when he came out, and gave them something
to start life on.

But it took all the profits of the hairdress-
ing business, and he couldn’t face all the peo-
ple in Northampton any more, who had
known him all his life. So he had run to vast
London, the refuge of all who shrink from
the cyes of their neighbors, and bought this
irttle shop in Pimlico, which had done fairly
well, until the new fashion which did so
much for other hairdressing businesses killed
it for lack of capital.

"That is why Mr. Budd’s eye was so pain-
fuily fascinated by headlines with money in
them.

He put the newspaper down, and as he did
%9, caught sight of his own reflection in the
glass and smiled, for he was not without a
sense of humor. He did not look quite the
man to catch a brutal murderer single-
handed. He was well on in the middle forties—
a trifle paunchy, with fluffy pale hair, getting
a trifle thin on top (partly hereditary, partly
worry, that was), five feet six at most, and

soft-handed, as a hairdresser must be.

Even razor in hand, he would hardly be a
match for William Strickland, height six feet
one or two, who had so ferociously battered
his old aunt to death, so butcherly hacked her
limb from limb, so horribly disposed of her
remains in the copper.® Shaking his head
dubiously, Mr. Budd advanced to the door,
to cast a forlorn eye at the busy establishment
over the way, and nearly ran into a bulky cus-
tomer who dived in rather precipitately.

“I beg your pardon, sir,” murmured Mr.
Budd, fearful of alienating ninepence; “‘just
stepping out for a breath of fresh air, sir.
Shave, sir?”

The large man tore off his overcoat without
waiting for Mr. Budd’s obsequious hands.

“Are you prepared to die?” he demanded
abruptly.

The question chimed in so alarmingly with
Mr. Budd’s thoughts about murder that for a
moment it quite threw him off his profes-
sional balance.

“I beg your pardon, sir,” he stammered,
and in the same moment decided that the
man must be a preacher of some kind. He
looked rather like it, with his odd, light eyes,
his bush of fiery hair and short, jutting chin-
beard. Perhaps he even wanted a subscrip-
tion. That would be hard, when Mr. Budd
had already set him down as ninepence, or,
with tip, possibly even a shilling.

“Do you do dyeing?” said the man impa-
tiently.

“Oh!” said Mr. Budd, relieved, “yes, sir,
certainly, sir.”

6. copper, a large kettle used for cooking or for boiling
laundry.



A stroke of luck, this, Dyeing meant quite
a big sum——his mind soared to seven-and-
sixpence.

“Good,” said the man, sitting down and
allowing Mr. Budd to put an apron about his
neck. (He was safely gathered in now—he
could hardly dart away down the street with a
couple of yards of white cotton flapping from
his shoulders.)

“Fact is,” said the man, “my young lady
doesn’t like red hair. She says it’s conspicu-
ous. The other young ladies in her firm make
jokes about it. So, as she’s a good bit younger
than I am, you see, I like to oblige her, and I
was thinking perhaps it could be changed
into something quieter, what? Dark brown,
now—that’s the color she has a fancy for.
What do you say?”

It occurred to Mr. Budd that the young
ladies might consider this abrupt change of
coat even funnier than the original color, but
in the interests of business he agreed that
dark brown would be very becoming and a

great deal less noticeable than red. Besides,

very likely there was no young lady. A
woman, he knew, will say frankly that she
wants different colored hair for a change, or
just to try, or because she fancies it would
suit her, but if a man is going to do a silly
thing he prefers, if possible, to shuffle the
responsibility on to someone else.

“Very well, then,” said the customer, “go
ahead. And I’m afraid the beard will have to
go. My young lady doesn’t like beards.”

“A great many young ladies don’t, sir,”
said Mr. Budd. “They’re not so fashionable
nowadays as they used to be. It’s very fortu-
nate that you can stand a clean shave very
well, sir. You have just the chin for it.”

“Do you think so?” said the man, examin-
ing himself a little anxiously. “I’m glad to
hear it.” i

“Will you have the mustache off as well,
sir?”

“Well, no—no, I think I’ll stick to that as
long as I'm allowed to, what?” He laughed
loudly, and Mr. Budd approvingly noted
well-kept teeth and a gold stopping. The cus-
tomer was obviously ready to spend money
on his personal appearance.

In fancy, Mr. Budd saw this well-off and
gentlemanly customer advising all his friends
to visit “his man”—“wonderful fellow—
wonderful—round at the back of Victoria
Station—you’d never find it by yourself—
only a little place, but he knows what he’s
about—P’ll write it down for you.” It was
imperative that there shouid be no fiasco.
Hair-dyes were awkward things—there had
been a case in the paper lately.

“I see you have been using a tint before,
sir,” said Mr. Budd with respect. “Could you
tell me——?”

“Eh?” said the man. “QOh, yes—well, fact
is, as I said, my fiancée’s a good bit younger
than I am. As I expect you can see I began to
go gray early-—my father was just the same—
all our family—so I had it touched up—
streaky bits restored, you see. But she
doesn’t take to the color, so I thought, if I
have to dye it at all, why not a color she does
fancy while we’re about it, what?”

It is a commeon jest among the unthinking
that hairdressers are garrulous. This is their
wisdom. The hairdresser hears many secrets
and very many lies. In his discretion he occu-
pies his unruly tongue with the weather and
the political situation, lest, restless with inac-



tion, it plunge unbridled into a mad career of
inconvenient candor.

Lightly holding forth upon the caprices of
the feminine mind, Mr. Budd subjected his
customer’s locks to the scrutiny of trained
eve and fingers. Never—never in the process
of Nature could hair of that texture and qual-
ity have been red. It was naturally black hair,
prematurely turned, as some black hair will
turn, to a silvery gray. However that was
none of his business. He elicited the informa-
tion he really needed—the name of the dye
formerly used, and noted that he would have
to be careful. Some dyes do not mix kindly
with other dyes.

Chatting pleasantly, Mr. Budd lathered his
customet, removed the offending beard, and
executed a vigorous shampoo, preliminary to
‘the dyeing process. As he wielded the roaring
drier, he reviewed Wimbledon, the Silk-tax
and the Summer Time Bill—at that moment
threatened with sudden strangulation—and
passed naturally on to the Manchester mur-
der.

““The police seem to have given it up as a
bad job,” said the man.

“Perhaps the reward will liven things up a
bit,” said Mr. Budd, the thought being
naturally uppermost in his mind,

“Oh, there’s a reward, is there? I hadn’t
seen that.”

“It’s in tonight’s paper, sir. Maybe you’d
like to have a look at it.”

“Thanks, I should.”

Mr. Budd left the drier to blow the fiery
bush of air at its own wild will for a moment,
while he fetched the Evening Messenger. The
stranger read the paragraph carefully and
Mt. Budd, watching him in the glass, after

the disquieting manner of his craft, saw him
suddenly draw back his left hand, which was
resting carelessly on the arm of the chair, and
thrust it under the apron,

But not before Mr. Budd had seen it. Not
before he had taken conscious note of the
horny, misshapen thumbnail. Many people
had such an ugly mark, Mr. Budd told him-
self hurriedly—there was his friend, Bert
Webber, who had sliced the top of his thumb
right off in a motorcycle chain—his nail
looked very much like that. Mr. Budd
thought and thought.

The man glanced up, and the eyes of his
reflection became fixed on Mr. Budd’s face
with a penetrating scrutiny—a horrid warn-
ing that the real eyes were steadfastly interro-
gating the reflection of Mr. Budd.

“Not but what,” said Mr. Budd, “the man
is safe out of the country, I reckon. They’ve
put it off too late.”

The man laughed in a pleasant, conversa-
tional way. .

“T reckon they have,” he said. Mr. Budd
wondered whether many men with smashed
left thumbs showed a gold left upper
eyetooth. Probably there were hundreds of
people like that going about the country.
Likewise with silver-gray hair (“may dye
same””) and aged about forty-three. Undoubt-
edly.

Mr. Budd folded up the drier and turned
off the gas. Mechanically he took up a comb
and drew it through the hair that never,
never in the process of Nature had been that
fiery red.

There came back to him, with an accuracy
which quite unnerved him, the exact number
and extent of the brutal wounds inflicted



upon the Manchester victim—an elderly
lady, rather stout, she had been. Glaring
through the door, Mr. Budd noticed that his
rival over the way had closed. The streets
were full of people. How easy it would be—

“Be as quick as you can, won’t you?” said
the man, a little impatiently, but pleasantly
enough. “It’s getting late. 'm afraid it will
keep you overtime.”

“Not at all, sir,” said Mr. Budd. “It’s of
no consequence—not the least.”

No—if he tried to bolt out of the door, his
terrible customer would leap upon him, drag
him back, throttle his cries, and then with
one frightful blow like the one he had
smashed in his aunt’s skull with—

Yet surely Mr. Budd was in a position of
advantage. A decided man would do it. He
would be out in the street before the cus-
tomer could disentangle himself from the
chair. Mr. Budd began to edge round to-
wards the door.

" “What’s the matter?” said the customer.

“Tust stepping out to look at the time, sir,”
said Mr. Budd, meekly pausing. (Yet he
might have done it then, if he only had the
courage to make the first swift step that
would give the game away.)

“It’s five-and-twenty past eight,” said the
man, “by tonight’s broadcast. I'll pay extra
for the overtime.”

“Not on any account,” said Mr. Budd.
Too late now, he couldn’t make another ef-
fort. He vividly saw himself tripping on the
threshold—falling—the terrible fist lifted to
smash him into a pulp. Or, perhaps, under
the familiar white apron, the disfigured hand
was actually clutching a pistol.

Mr. Budd retreated to the back of the

shop, collecting his materials. If only he had
been quicker—more like a detective in a
book—he would have observed that thumb-
nail, that tooth, put two and two together,
and run out to give the alarm while the man’s
beard was wet and soapy and his face buried
in the towel. Or he could have dabbed lather
in his eyes—nobody could possibly commit a
murder or even run away down the street
with his eyes full of soap.

Even now—Mr. Budd took down a bottle,
shook his head and put it back on the shelf—
even now, was it really too late? Why could
he not take a bold course? He had only to
open a razor, go quietly up behind the unsus-
pecting man and say in a firm, loud, convinc-
ing voice: “William Strickland, put up your
hands. Your life is at my mercy. Stand up till
I take your gun away. Now walk straight out
to the nearest policeman.” Surely, in his po-
sition, that was what Sherlock Holmes would
do.

But as Mr. Budd returned with a little
trayful of requirements, it was borne in upon
him thdt he was not of the stuff of which
great man-hunters are made. For he could
not seriously see that attempt “coming off.”
Because if he held the razor to the man’s
throat and said: “Put up your hands,” the
man would probably merely catch him by the
wrists and take the razor away. And greatly
as Mr. Budd feared his customer unarmed,
he felt it would be a perfect crescendo of

madness to put a razor in his hands.

Or supposing he said, “Put up your
hands,” and the man just said, “T won’t.”
What was he to do next? To cut his throat
then and there would be murder, even if Mr.
Budd could possibly have brought himself to



do such a thing, They could not remain
there, fixed in one position, till the boy came
to do out the shop in the morning.

Perhaps the policeman would notice the
light on and the door unfastened and come
in? The he would say, “I congratulate you,
Mr. Budd, on having captured a very danger-
ous criminal.” But supposing the policernan
didn’t happen to notice—and Mr. Budd
would have to stand all the time, and he
would get exhausted and his attention would
relax, and then—

After all, Mr. Budd wasn’t called upon to
arrest the man himself. “Information leading
to arrest”’—those were the words. He would
be able to tell them the wanted man had been
there, that he would now have dark-brown
hair and mustache and no beard. He might
even shadow him when he left-—he might—

It was at this moment that the great Inspi-
ration came to Mr, Budd. '

As he fetched a bottle from the glass-
fronted case he remembered with odd vivid-
ness, an old-fashioned wooden paper-knife
that had belonged to his mother. Between
sprigs of blue forget-me-not, hand-painted, it
bore the inscription “Knowledge Is Power.”

A strange freedom and confidence were
vouchsafed to Mr. Budd; his mind was alert;
he removed the razors with an easy, natural
movement, and made nonchalant conversa-
tion as he skillfully applied the dark brown
tint.

The streets were less crowded when Mr.
Budd let his customer out. He watched the
tall figure cross Grosvenor Place and climb
on to a 24 bus.

“But that was only his artfulness,” said
Mr. Budd, as he put on his hat and coat and

bl

extinguished the lights carefully, “he’ll take
another at Victoria, like as not, and be mak-
ing tracks from Charing Cross or Waterloo.””

He closed the shop door, shook it, as was.
his wont, to make sure that the lock had
caught properly, and in his turn made his
way, by means of a 24, to the top of White-
hall.

The policeman was a little condescending
at first when Mr. Budd demanded to see
“somebody very high up,” but finding the
little barber insist so earnestly that he had
news of the Manchester murderer, and that
there wasn’t any time to lose, he consented to
pass him through.

Mr. Budd was interviewed first by an im-

portant-Jooking inspector in uniform, who
listened very politely to his story and made
him repeat very carefully about the gold
tooth and the thumbnail and the hair which
had been black before it was gray or red and
now dark brown.
. "The inspector then touched a bell, and
said, “Perkins, I think Sir Andrew would
like to see this gentlernan at once,” and he
was taken to another room where sat a very
shrewd, genial gentleman in mufti,® who
heard him with even greater attention, and
called in another inspector to listen too, and
to take down a very exact description of—
yes, surely the undoubted William Strickland
as he now appeared.

“But there’s one thing more,” said Mr.
Budd—“and I'm sure to goodness,” he
added, “I hope, sir, it is the right man, be-
cause if it isn’t it’ll be the ruin of me—"

7. Charing Cross or Waterloo, major railroad stations in
London.

8. mufri (muf't8), ordinary “civilian” clothes. Sir Andrew
was not in aniform.



He crushed his soft hat into an agitated ball
as he leaned across the table, breathlessly ut-
tering the story of his great betrayal.

“Tzee —z-z-z—tzee — tzee —z-Z— tzZee —
z-z—7"

“Dz00 — dz-dz-dz— dzoo — dz— dzoo —
dzoo—dz.”

“Tzeg—z—2.”

The fingers of the wireless operator on the
packet Miranda bound for Ostend® moved
swiftly as they jotted down the messages of
the buzzing wireless mosquito-swarms.

One of them made him laugh.

“The Old Man’d better have this, I sup-
pose,” he said.

The Old Man scratched his head when he
read and rang a little bell for the steward.
The steward ran down to the little round of-
fice where the purser was counting his money
and checking it before he locked it away for
the night. On receiving the Old Man’s mes-
sage, the purser put the money quickly into
the safe, picked up the passenger list and
departed aft. There was a short consultation,
and the bell was rung again—this time to
summon the head steward.

“Tzee—z-z—tzeez-7-I—tzee—tzee—z—
tzee.”

All down the Channel, all over the North
Sea, up to the Mersey Docks, out into the
Adantic soared the busy mosquito-swarms.
In ship after ship the wireless operator sent
his message to the captain, the captain sent
for the purser, the purser sent for the head
steward and the head steward called his staff
about him. Huge liners, little packets, de-
stroyers, sumptuous private yachts—every
floating thing that carried aerials—every port
in England, France, Holland, Germany,

F sl

Denmark, Norway, every police center that
could interpret the mosquito message, heard,
between laughter and excitement, the tale of
Mr. Budd’s betrayal. Two Boy Scouts at
Croydon, practicing their Morse with a
home-made valve set,'® decoded it labori-
ously into an exercise book.

“Cripes,” said Jim to George, “what a joke!
D’you think they’ll get the beggar?”

The Miranda docked at Ostend at 7 A.M. A
man burst hurriedly into the cabin where the
wireless operator was just taking off his head-
phones,

“Here!” he cried; “this is to go. There’s
something up and the Old Man’s sent over
for the police. The Consul’s coming on
board.”

The wireless operator groaned,
switched on his valves.

“Tzee—z—tzee—" a message to the
English police.

“Man on board answering to description.
Ticket booked name of Watson. Has locked
himself in cabin and refuses to come out. In-
sists on having hairdresser sent out to him.
Have communicated Ostend police. Await
instructions.”

The Old Man with sharp words and au-
thoritative gestures cleared a way through the
excited little knot of people gathered about
First Class Cabin No. 36. Several passengers
had got wind of “something up.” Magnifi-
cently he herded them away to the gangway

and

9. wirgless . . . Ostend, the wireless telegraph operator on
the Miranda, a boat carrying mail, passengers, goods, etc.,
to Ostend (os tend'), a seaport in northwest Belgium.

10. Morse . . . valve set. Morse code is a system in which
letters, etc., are represented by dots and dashes or short
and long sounds. A valve set is a wireless telegraph set that
uses vacuum tubes.



with their bags and suitcases. Sternly he bade
the stewards and the boy, who stood gaping
with his hands full of breakfast dishes, to
stand away from the door. Terribly he com-
manded them to hold their tongues. Four or
five sailors stood watchfully at his side. In the
restored silence, the passenger in No. 36
could be heard pacing up and down the nar-
row cabin, moving things, clattering, splash-
ing water.

Presently came steps overhead. Somebody
arrived, with a message. The Old Man nod-
ded. Six pairs of Belgian police boots came
tip-toeing down the companion. The Old
Man glanced at the official paper held out to
him and nodded again.

“Ready?”

“Yes.”

The Old Man knocked at the door of No.
36.

“Who is it?”” cried a harsh, sharp voice,

“The barber is here, sir, that you sent
for.” _

“Ah!” There was relief in the tone. “Send
him in alone if you please. I—I have had an
accident.”

“Yes, sir.”

At the sound of the bolt being cautiously
withdrawn, the Old Man stepped forward.
The door opened a chink, and was slammed
to again, but the Old Man’s boot was firmly
wedged against the jamb. The policemen
surged forward. There was a yelp and a shot
which smashed harmlessly through the win-
dow of the first-class saloon, and the passen-
ger was brought out.

“Strike me pink!” shrieked the boy,
“strike me pink if he ain’t gone green in the
night!”

Green!

Not for nothing had Mr. Budd studied the
intricate mutual*reactions of chemical dyes.
In the pride of his knowledge he had set a
mark on his man, to mark him out from the
billions of this overpopulated world. Was
there a port in all Christendom where a mur-
derer might slip away, with every hair on him
green as a parrot—green mustache, green
eyebrows, and that thick, springing shock of
hair, vivid, flaring midsummer green?

Mr. Budd got his five hundred pounds.
The Evening Messenger published the full
story of his great betrayal. He trembled, fear-
ing this sinister fame. Surely no one would
ever come to him again,

On the next morning an enormous blue
limousine rolled up to his door, to the im-
mense admiration of Wilton Street. A lady,
magnificent in musquash'! and diamonds,
swept into the saloon. ‘

“You are Mr. Budd, aren’t you?” she
cried. “The great Mr, Budd? Isn’t it too won-
derful? And now, dear Mr, Budd, you must
do me a favor. You must dye my hair green,
at once. Now. I want to be able to say I'm the
very first to be done by you. I’m the Duchess
of Winchester, and that awful Melcaster
woman is chasing me down the street—the
cat!”

If you want it done, I can give you the
number of Mr. Budd’s parlors in Bond
Street.'? But I understand it is a terribly ex-
pensive process.

11. musquash (mus'kwosh), a coat made of the fur of
muskrats,

12. Bond Street. Mr. Budd’s move from his Pimlice shop
to the very fashionable Bond Street indicates the change in
his fortunes and how much he has come up in the world.





