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Once outside the shoppe, her driver, Drummel Peachornby, 
helped her into the carriage as best as he could. Once again, Mrs. 
Paddington went home with her head sticking out of the window. 
As the carriage clattered through the streets of London, several 
children spotted the most unusual sight. Laughter filled the air 
and Mrs. Muriel Paddington could hear the sounds of giggles. 

“I don’t care,” she thought, trying to look proud. Although  
it wasn’t possible to look proud with her head sticking out of  
the carriage! “I have an important ball to attend tomorrow  
and I must look my very best. Besides, I hope I may win the  
contest for the most beautifully designed hair.”

“Oh, dear,” Mrs. Paddington said aloud. “I so dislike mice.  
I guess it is the dried sugar water in my hair that is attracting 
them again. And, I suppose the smell of the beef marrow, 
too.” She remembered last month while visiting Mrs. Vivian 
Kindlesides for tea, a tiny black mouse jumped out of her 
hair and into Mrs. Kindlesides’ teacup. It was horrible and 
terribly embarrassing. Mrs. Kindlesides calmly suggested Mrs. 
Paddington make a discreet visit to a shop, near Lincoln’s Inn 
Field, London’s largest public square. The place to go, she said is 
the Silver Mousetrap Shoppe. Mrs. Kindlesides said it has been 
around since 1690 and that she and many of her friends had 
made special purchases at the store. “I need to go to the Silver 
Mousetrap Shoppe tomorrow,” Mrs. Paddington said  
with conviction. 

Mousetraps  
and Jewelry
The Silver Mousetrap in 

Lincoln’s Inn Field in London 

actually existed. It was 

a jewelry store called A. 

Woodhouse & Son. The 

building still stands today with 

the sign advertising one of 

their popular products.

“To make matters even worse, one of the hulls dropped 
beneath my nose. When I took a breath, the hull went up into my 
nostril! I had to use tweezers to remove the hull from my nose. 
Don’t get me started about the smell of the birdcage, either. Even 
though I changed the paper every day, I went through an entire 
bottle of my favorite perfume from Paris, France.” 

“I would NEVER and I mean never do a bird cage in my 
hair again,” began Mrs. Paddington. “Don’t you remember 
when you placed a birdcage in my hairdo for the Summer 
Solstice Ball? The canary squawked and squawked and I 
couldn’t sleep for days. And, when I fed the bird, it dropped 
the hulls from the sunflower seeds onto my face. One actually 
landed on my eyelash and scratched my eye.” 


