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It was a sunny Monday morning when Lord Mustard got his telephone bill.

He sat at his breakfast table and glared at it over his breakfast egg. The bill was for £27.14p, which is not a lot of money to a lord but is an awful lot of money to a lord as broke as Lord Mustard.

'It's that Mrs. Wrinkle again,' he muttered, picking up a little bell beside his plate and giving it a shake. 'Cooks shouldn't make phone calls or if they do then they should jolly well pay for them.'

Mrs. Wrinkle appeared in the doorway of the dining-room, looking miserable as usual.

'Yes?' she sighed rudely. 'What is it this time?'

'It's this bill,' said Lord Mustard. 'Have you been phoning your sister again?'

'I had to!' said Mrs. Wrinkle. 'She's not been well and her cat caused an accident while chasing a bus. I had to make sure she was all right.'

'Who, the cat or your sister?'

'My sister, silly! The cat's caused so many accidents, we don't worry about it any more. Chase anything, that cat will.'

'Well, I'm sorry and all that,' said Lord Mustard, 'but you still can't go making phone calls willy-nilly. We can't afford it.'

'We can't afford anything!' said Mrs. Wrinkle crossly.

'That's not my fault,' said Lord Mustard just as crossly. 'It's not my fault the entire family fortune was spent before I even inherited it.'

'I never said it was,' said Mrs. Wrinkle, 'but it is your fault that I haven't been paid since last Christmas.'

Lord Mustard groaned. No, she hadn't been paid since last Christmas and it didn't much look like she was going to be paid before next Christmas, either. It was something he really didn't like thinking about.

'Well, what are we going to do about this bill?' he said, wanting to change the subject.

'You could always sell something,' said Mrs. Wrinkle.

'Good idea! Sell the Rolls Royce!'

'You sold it last week to pay the butcher,' said Mrs. Wrinkle.

'Sell the family silver, then!'

'You sold it the week before to pay the baker,' said Mrs. Wrinkle.

'Well, sell the famous portrait of my great-great-great grandfather, then!'

'You sold that a month ago to buy light bulbs for the bathroom,' said Mrs. Wrinkle.

That was another something he didn't like thinking about. Mustard Manor was a big place, with a bathroom so huge that it needed a hundred light bulbs to light it, and that wasn't counting the special one that lit up the Mustard family Coat of Arms every time someone pulled the flush. But if Mustard Manor was big then it was also falling apart, which was probably another reason why he didn't want to think about it.

'Well, what have we got left that we can sell?' he said desperately.

Mrs. Wrinkle thought for a moment. 'Three things,' she said. 'An antique cast iron clothes peg, a box of rock-hard chocolates left over from your last birthday and a pair of extra-large earmuffs for keeping out the cold.'

Not much use to anyone, really, when they stopped to think about it. He looked down again at his telephone bill for £27.14p. Another bill and no way of paying it...Mustard Manor falling apart around his ears...and if all that wasn't enough, the Bank Manager kept writing to him to complain about his overdraft, which is where you owe the bank money, lots of money.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Lord
Mustard

David Elvar

A Blue Series
BratReads Book





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





