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EVES,O | said, Omay | speak frankly?0
OCertainly, sir.O

OWhat | have to say may wound you.O

ONot at all, sir.O0

OWell, thenNNO

NoNwait. Hold the line a minute. IOve gone off the rails.

I donOknow if you have had the sameexperience,but the snag
| always come up against when IOmtelling a story is this dashed
difficult problem of where to begin it. [tOsa thing you donOtwant
to go wrong over, becauseone false step and youOresunk. | mean,
if you fool about too long at the start, trying to establish atmo-
sphere,asthey call it, and all that sort of rot, you fail to grip and
the customers walk out on you.

Get off the mark, on the other hand, like a scalded cat, and
your public is at a loss. It simply raisesits eyebrows, and canOt
make out what youOre talking about.

And in opening my report of the complex caseof GussieFink-
Nottle, Madeline Bassett,my Cousin Angela, my Aunt Dahlia, my
Uncle Thomas, young Tuppy Glossop and the cook, Anatole,
with the above spot of dialogue, | seethat | have made the second
of these two floaters.

| shall have to hark back a bit. And taking it for all in all and
weighing this against that, | supposethe affair may be said to
have had its inception, if inception is the word | want, with that
visit of mine to Cannes.If | hadnOtgone to Cannes, | shouldnOt
have met the Bassettor bought that white messjacket, and Angela
wouldnOt have met her shark, and Aunt Dahlia wouldnOt have
played baccarat.

Yes, most decidedly, Cannes was thpoint dOappui.

Right ho, then. Let me marshal my facts.

| went to CannesNleaving Jeevesbehind, he having intimated
that he did not wish to miss AscotNround about the beginning of
June. With me travelled my Aunt Dahlia and her daughter Angela.
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Tuppy Glossop, AngelaOshetrothed, was to have been of the
party, but at the last moment couldnOget away. Uncle Tom, Aunt
DahliaOshusband, remained at home, becausehe canOtstick the
South of France at any price.

So there you have the layoutNAunt Dahlia, Cousin Angela
and self off to Cannes round about the beginning of June.

All pretty clear so far, what?

We stayed at Cannes about two months, and except for the
fact that Aunt Dahlia lost her shirt at baccaratand Angela nearly
got inhaled by a shark while aquaplaning, a pleasant time was
had by all.

On July the twenty-fifth, looking bronzed and fit, | accompan-
ied aunt and child back to London. At sevenp.m. on July the
twenty-sixth we alighted at Victoria. And at seven-twenty or
thereabouts we parted with mutual expressionsof esteemNthey
to shoveoff in Aunt DahliaDscar to Brinkley Court, her placein
Worcestershire,where they were expectingto entertain Tuppy in
a day or two; | to go to the flat, drop my luggage,cleanup a bit,
and put on the soup and fish preparatory to pushing round to the
Drones for a bite of dinner.

And it was while | was at the flat, towelling the torso after a
much-needed rinse, that Jeeves,as we chatted of this and
thatNpicking up the threads, as it wereNsuddenly brought the
name of Gussie Fink-Nottle into the conversation.

As | recall it, the dialogue ran something as follows:
SELF: Well, Jeeves, here we are, what?
JEEVES:Yes, sir.

SELF: 1 mean to say, home again.
JEEVES:Precisely, sir.

SELF: Seems ages since | went away.
JEEVES:Yes, sir.

SELF: Have a good time at Ascot?

JEEVES:Most agreeable, sir.
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SELF: Win anything?
JEEVES:Quite a satisfactory sum, thank you, sir.

SELF: Good. Well, Jeeveswhat news on the Rialto? Anybody
been phoning or calling or anything during my abs.?

JEEVES:Mr. Fink-Nottle, sir, has been a frequent caller.

| stared. Indeed, it would not be too much to say that | gaped.

OMr. Fink-Nottle?0

OYes, sir.O

OYou donOt mean Mr. Fink-Nottle?O

OYes, sir.O

OBut Mr. Fink-NottleOs not in London?0

OYes, sir.O

OWwell, IOm blowed.O

And [0litell you why | was blowed. | found it scarcelypossible
to give credenceto his statement. This Fink-Nottle, you see,was
one of those freaks you come across from time to time during
lifeOgourney who canOstand London. He lived year in and year
out, coveredwith moss,in a remote village down in Lincolnshire,
nevercoming up evenfor the Eton and Harrow match. And when
| askedhim onceif he didnOffind the time hang a bit heavyon his
hands, he said, no, becausehe had a pond in his garden and stud-
ied the habits of newts.

I couldn®timagine what could have brought the chap up to the
great city. | would have been preparedto bet that aslong as the
supply of newts didnOtgive out, nothing could have shifted him
from that village of his.

OAre you sure?0

OYes, sir.O

OYou got the name correctly? Fink-Nottle?O

OYes, sir.O

OWell, itOsthe most extraordinary thing. It must be five years
since he was in London. He makesno secretof the fact that the
place giveshim the pip. Until now, he has always stayedglued to
the country, completely surrounded by newts.O

0sir?0

ONewts, JeevesMr. Fink-Nottle has a strong newt complex.
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You must have heard of newts. Those little sort of lizard things
that charge about in ponds.O

OOh, yes, sir. The aquatic membersof the family Salamandrid-
ae which constitute the genus Molge.O

OThatOsight. Well, Gussie has always been a slave to them.
He used to keep them at school.O

Ol believe young gentlemen frequently do, sir.O

OHe kept them in his study in a kind of glass-tank arrange-
ment, and pretty niffy the whole thing was, | recall. | supposeone
ought to have beenable to seewhat the end would be eventhen,
but you know what boys are. Careless,heedless busy about our
own affairs, we scarcely gave this kink in GussieOsharacter a
thought. We may have exchangedan occasional remark about it
taking all sortsto make a world, but nothing more. You can guess
the sequel. The trouble spread,O

Olndeed, sir?0

OAbsolutely, Jeeves.The craving grew upon him. The newts
got him. Arrived at manOsstate, he retired to the depths of the
country and gave his life up to thesedumb chums. | supposehe
usedto tell himself that he could take them or leavethem alone,
and then foundNtoo lateNthat he couldnOt.O

Olt is often the way, sir.O

OToo true, JeevesAt any rate, for the last five years he has
beenliving at this place of his down in Lincolnshire, as confirmed
a species-shunninghermit as ever put fresh water in the tank
every secondday and refusedto seea soul. ThatOswvhy | was so
amazedwhen you told me he had suddenly risen to the surface
like this. | still canOtoelieveit. 1 am inclined to think that there
must be some mistake, and that this bird who has been calling
here is some different variety of Fink-Nottle. The chap | know
wears horn-rimmed spectaclesand has a face like a fish. How
does that check up with your data?O

OThegentlemanwho cameto the flat wore horn-rimmed spec-
tacles, sir.O

OAnNd looked like something on a slab?0

OPossibly there was a certain suggestion of the piscine, sir.O

OThenit must be Gussie,| suppose.But what on earth can
have brought him up to London?0

Olam in a position to explain that, sir. Mr. Fink-Nottle con-
fided to me his motive in visiting the metropolis. He camebecause
the young lady is here.O



RIGHT HO, JEEVES

OYoung lady?0

OYes, sir.0

OYou donOt mean heOs in love?0

OYes, sir.0

OWell, IOmdashed. IOmreally dashed.| positively am dashed,
Jeeves.O

And | was too. | meanto say, a jokeOsa joke, but there are
limits.

Then | found my mind turning to another aspectof this rummy
affair. Concedingthe fact that GussieFink-Nottle, againstall the
ruling of the form book, might havefallen in love, why should he
have beenhaunting my flat like this? No doubt the occasionwas
one of those when a fellow needsa friend, but | couldnOtseewhat
had made him pick on me.

It wasnOasif he and | were in any way bosom. We had seena
lot of eachother at one time, of course,but in the last two yearsl
hadnOt had so much as a post card from him.

| put all this to Jeeves:

00dd, his coming to me. Still, if he did, he did. No argument
about that. It must have been a nasty jar for the poor perisher
when he found | wasnOt here.O

ONo, sir. Mr. Fink-Nottle did not call to see you, sir.O

OPullyourself together, JeevesYouOvgust told me that this is
what he has been doing, and assiduously, at that.O

Oltwas | with whom he was desirous of establishing commu-
nication, sir.O

OYou? But | didnOt know you had ever met him.O

Ol had not had that pleasureuntil he called here, sir. But it ap-
pears that Mr. Sipperley, a fellow student of whom Mr. Fink-
Nottle had beenat the university, recommendedhim to place his
affairs in my hands.O

The mystery had conked. | saw all. As | dare say you know,
JeevesOmeputation as a counsellor has long been established
among the cognoscenti, and the first move of any of my little
circle on discovering themselvesin any form of soup is always to
roll round and put the thing up to him. And when heOgot A out
of a bad spot, A puts B on to him. And then, when he has fixed
up B, B sendsC along. And so on, if you get my drift, and so
forth.

ThatOshow these big consulting practices like JeevesGOgrow.
Old Sippy, | knew, had been deeply impressed by the manOs



PELHAM G. WODEHOUSE

efforts on his behalf at the time when he was trying to get en-
gagedto Elizabeth Moon, soit was not to be wondered at that he
should have advised Gussie to apply. Pure routine, you might say.

OOh, youOre acting for him, are you?0O

OYes, sir.0

ONow | follow. Now | understand. And what is GussieOs
trouble?0

OOddly enough, sir, preciselythe sameasthat of Mr. Sipperley
when | was enabledto be of assistanceto him. No doubt you re-
call Mr. SipperleyOsredicament, sir. Deeply attached to Miss
Moon, he suffered from a rooted diffidence which made it im-
possible for him to speak.O

| nodded.

Olremember.Yes, | recall the Sipperleycase.He couldnOtring
himself to the scratch. A marked coldnessof the feet, was there
not? | recollect you saying he was lettingNwhat was it?Nletting
something do something. Cats entered into it, if | am not
mistaken.O

OLetting Ol dare notO wait upon Ol wouldO, sir.O

OThatOs right. But how about the cats?0

OLike the poor cat iO the adage, sir.O

OExactly. It beats me how you think up these things. And
Gussie, you say, is in the same posish?0

OYes,sir. Eachtime he endeavoursto formulate a proposal of
marriage, his courage fails him.O

OAndyet, if he wants this femaleto be his wife, heOgot to say
so, what? | mean, only civil to mention it.O

OPrecisely, sir.O

| mused.

OWell, | supposethis was inevitable, Jeeves. wouldnOthave
thought that this Fink-Nottle would ever have fallen a victim to
the divine p, but, if he has, no wonder he finds the going sticky.O

OYes, sir.0

OLook at the life heOs led.O

OYes, sir.0

Ol donOtsupposehe has spokento a girl for years.What a les-
sonthis is to us, Jeevesnot to shut ourselvesup in country houses
and stareinto glasstanks. You canObe the dominant male if you
do that sort of thing. In this life, you can choose between two
courses.You can either shut yourself up in a country house and
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stare into tanks, or you can be a dasherwith the sex. You canOt
do both.0

ONo, sir.0

I mused once more. Gussie and |, as | say, had rather lost
touch, but all the samel was exercisedabout the poor fish, as|
am about all my pals, closeor distant, who find themselvestread-
ing upon LifeOsbanana skins. It seemedto me that he was up
against it.

| threw my mind back to the last time | had seenhim. About
two yearsago, it had been.| had looked in at his place while on a
motor trip, and he had put me right off my feed by bringing a
couple of greenthings with legsto the luncheon table, crooning
over them like a young mother and eventually losing one of them
in the salad. That picture, rising before my eyes, didnOtgive me
much confidence in the unfortunate goofOsability to woo and
win, | must say. Especiallyif the girl he had earmarkedwas one of
these tough modern thugs, all lipstick and cool, hard, sardonic
eyes, as she probably was.

OTell me, Jeeves,Q said, wishing to know the worst, Owhat
sort of a girl is this girl of Gussie0s?0

Ol have not met the young lady, sir. Mr. Fink-Nottle speaks
highly of her attractions.O

OSeemed to like her, did he?0

OYes, sir.0

ODid he mention her name? Perhaps | know her.O

OShe is a Miss Bassett, sir. Miss Madeline Bassett.O

OWhat?0

OYes, sir.0

| was deeply intrigued.

OEgad, Jeeves! Fancy that. 1tOs a small world, isnOt it, what?0

OThe young lady is an acquaintance of yours, sir?0

Ol know her well. Your news has relieved my mind, Jeeveslt
makes the whole thing begin to seemfar more like a practical
working proposition.O

Olndeed, sir?0

OAbsolutely. | confessthat until you supplied this information
| was feeling profoundly dubious about poor old GussieOshances
of inducing any spinster of any parish to join him in the saunter
down the aisle. You will agreewith me that he is not everybodyOs
money.O

OThere may be something in what you say, sir.O



PELHAM G. WODEHOUSE

OCleopatra wouldnOt have liked him.O

OPossibly not, sir.O

OAnd | doubt if he would go any too well with Tallulah
Bankhead.O

ONo, sir.0

OButwhen you tell me that the object of his affections is Miss
Bassett,why, then, Jeeveshope beginsto dawn a bit. HeOgust
the sort of chap a girl like Madeline Bassettmight scoop in with
relish.O

This Bassett,| must explain, had beena fellow visitor of ours
at Cannes;and as she and Angela had struck up one of those ef-
fervescentfriendships which girls do strike up, | had seenquite a
bit of her. Indeed, in my moodier moments it sometimesseemed
to me that | could not move a step without stubbing my toe on
the woman.

And what made it all so painful and distressingwas that the
more we met, the less did | seem able to find to say to her.

You know how it is with some girls. They seemto take the
stuffing right out of you. | meanto say, there is something about
their personality that paralysesthe vocal cords and reducesthe
contents of the brain to cauliflower. It was like that with this Bas-
sett and me; so much so that | have known occasionswhen for
minutes at a stretch Bertram Wooster might have been observed
fumbling with the tie, shuffling the feet, and behavingin all other
respectsin her presencelike the complete dumb brick. When,
therefore, shetook her departure sometwo weeks before we did,
you may readily imagine that, in BertramOpinion, it was not a
day too soon.

It was not her beauty, mark you, that thus numbed me. She
was a pretty enough girl in a droopy, blonde, saucer-eyedway,
but not the sort of breath-taker that takes the breath.

No, what causedthis disintegration in a usually fairly fluent
prattler with the sexwas her whole mental attitude. | donOtwant
to wrong anybody, so | wonOtgo so far asto saythat sheactually
wrote poetry, but her conversation, to my mind, was of a nature
calculated to excite the liveliest suspicions. Well, | mean to say,
when a girl suddenlyasksyou out of a blue sky if you donOsome-
times feel that the stars are GodOslaisy-chain, you begin to think
a bit.

As regardsthe fusing of her soul and mine, therefore, there was
nothing doing. But with Gussie,the posish was entirely different.
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The thing that had stymied meNviz. that this girl was obviously
all loaded down with ideals and sentiment and what notNwas
quite in order as far as he was concerned.

Gussie had always been one of those dreamy, soulful
birdsNyou canOshut yourself up in the country and live only for
newts, if youOrenotNand | could seeno reasonwhy, if he could
somehow be induced to get the low, burning words off his chest,
he and the Bassett shouldnOt hit it off like ham and eggs.

OSheOs just the type for him,0 | said.

Ol am most gratified to hear it, sir.O

OAndheOgust the type for her. In fine, a good thing and oneto
be pushed along with the utmost energy. Strain every nerve,
Jeeves.O

OVery good, sir,0 replied the honest fellow. Ol will attend to
the matter at once.O

Now up to this point, as you will doubtless agree,what you
might call a perfect harmony had prevailed. Friendly gossip
between employer and employed, and everything as sweet as a
nut. But at this juncture, | regret to say, there was an unpleasant
switch. The atmosphere suddenly changed, the storm clouds
beganto gather, and before we knew where we were, the jarring
note had come bounding on the scene.l have known this to hap-
pen before in the Wooster home.

The first intimation | had that things were about to hot up was
a pained and disapproving cough from the neighbourhood of the
carpet. For, during the above exchanges| should explain, while I,
having dried the frame, had beendressingin a leisurely manner,
donning herea sock, there a shoe,and gradually climbing into the
vest, the shirt, the tie, and the knee-length, Jeeveshad beendown
on the lower level, unpacking my effects.

He now rose, holding a white object. And at the sight of it, |
realized that another of our domestic criseshad arrived, another
of those unfortunate clashesof will betweentwo strong men, and
that Bertram, unless he remembered his fighting ancestorsand
stood up for his rights, was about to be put upon.

| donOtknow if you were at Cannesthis summer. If you were,
you will recall that anybody with any pretensionsto being the life
and soul of the party was accustomedto attend binges at the
Casino in the ordinary evening-wear trouserings topped to the
north by a white mess-jacketwith brassbuttons. And eversincel
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had steppedaboard the Blue Train at Cannesstation, | had been
wondering on and off how mine would go with Jeeves.

In the matter of eveningcostume,you see,Jeevess hidebound
and reactionary. | had had trouble with him before about soft-
bosomed shirts. And while these mess-jacketshad, as | say, been
all the rageNtout ce quQily a de chicNon the C™ted®Azur, had
neverconcealedit from myself, evenwhen treading the measureat
the Palm Beach Casino in the one | had hastenedto buy, that
there might be something of an upheaval about it on my return.

| prepared to be firm.

OYes,Jeeves?®said. And though my voice was suave,a close
observer in a position to watch my eyeswould have noticed a
steely glint. Nobody has a greater respect for JeevesQstellect
than | have, but this disposition of his to dictate to the hand that
fed him had got, | felt, to be checked. This mess-jacketwas very
near to my heart, and | jolly well intended to fight for it with all
the vim of grand old Sieur de Wooster at the Battle of Agincourt.

OYes, Jeeves?0 | said. OSomething on your mind, Jeeves?0

Olfear that you inadvertently left Cannesin the possessiorof a
coat belonging to some other gentleman, sir.O

| switched on the steely a bit more.

ONo, Jeeves,d said, in a level tone, Otheobject under advise-
ment is mine. | bought it out there.O

OYou wore it, sir?0

OEvery night.O0

OBut surely you are not proposing to wear it in England, sir?0

| saw that we had arrived at the nub.

OYes, Jeeves.O

OBut, sirNNO

OYou were saying, Jeeves?0

Olt is quite unsuitable, sir.O

Ol do not agreewith you, Jeeves! anticipate a great popular
succesdor this jacket. It is my intention to spring it on the public
tomorrow at Pongo TwistletonOsbirthday party, where | confid-
ently expect it to be one long screamfrom start to finish. No
argument, Jeeves.No discussion. Whatever fantastic objection
you may have taken to it, | wear this jacket.O

OVery good, sir.O0

He went on with his unpacking. | said no more on the subject.
| had won the victory, and we Woosters do not triumph over a
beatenfoe. Presently,having completed my toilet, | bade the man

10
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a cheeryfarewell and in generousmood suggestedthat, as| was
dining out, why didnOthe take the eveningoff and go to someim-
proving picture or something. Sort of olive branch, if you see
what | mean.

He didnOt seem to think much of it.

OThank you, sir, | will remain in.O

| surveyed him narrowly.

Ols this dudgeon, Jeeves?0

ONo, sir, | am obliged to remain on the premises.Mr. Fink-
Nottle informed me he would be calling to see me this evening.O

OOh, GussieOs coming, is he? Well, give him my love.O

OVery good, sir.O

OYes, sir.0

OAnNd a whisky and soda, and so forth.O

OVery good, sir.O

ORight ho, Jeeves.O

| then set off for the Drones.

At the Drones | ran into Pongo Twistleton, and he talked so
much about his forthcoming merry-making of his, of which good
reports had already reachedme through my correspondents,that
it was nearing eleven when | got home again.

And scarcelyhad | openedthe door when | heard voicesin the
sitting-room, and scarcelyhad | entered the sitting-room when |
found that theseproceededfrom Jeevesaand what appearedat first
sight to be the Deuvil.

A closer scrutiny informed me that it was Gussie Fink-Nottle,
dressed as Mephistopheles.

11



HAT-HO, Gussie, | said.

You couldnOthave told it from my manner, but | was
feeling more than a bit nonplussed. The spectaclebefore me was
enough to nonplus anyone. | mean to say, this Fink-Nottle, as |
rememberedhim, was the sort of shy, shrinking goop who might
have beenexpectedto shakelike an aspenif invited to so much as
a social Saturday afternoon at the vicarage. And yet here he was,
if one could credit oneOsensesabout to take part in a fancy-dress
ball, a form of entertainment notoriously a testing experiencefor
the toughest.

And he was attending that fancy-dressball, mark youNnot,
like every other well-bred Englishman, as a Pierrot, but as
MephistophelesNthis involving, as| needscarcelystress,not only
scarlet tights but a pretty frightful false beard.

Rummy, youOlladmit. However, one masksoneOfeelings.| be-
trayed no vulgar astonishment, but, as| say, what-hoed with civil
nonchalance.

He grinned through the fungusNrather sheepishly, | thought.

OOh, hullo, Bertie.O

OLong time since | saw you. Have a spot?0

ONo, thanks. | must be off in a minute. | just came round to
ask Jeeveshow he thought | looked. How do you think | look,
Bertie?O

Well, the answer to that, of course, was OperfectlyfoulO. But
we Woosters are men of tact and have a nice senseof the obliga-
tions of a host. We do not tell old friends beneath our roof-tree
that they are an offence to the eyesight. | evaded the question.

Ol hear youOre in London,O | said carelessly.

OOh, yes.O

OMust be years since you came up.O

OOh, yes.O

OAnd now youOre off for an eveningOs pleasure.O

He shuddered a bit. He had, | noticed, a hunted air.

12
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OPleasure!O

OArenOt you looking forward to this rout or revel?O

OOh, | supposeitOlibe all right,0 he said, in a tonelessvoice.
OAnyway, | ought to be off, | suppose.The thing starts round
about eleven.| told my cab to waitE. Will you seeif itOsthere,
Jeeves?0

OVery good, sir.O

There was something of a pauseafter the door had closed. A
certain constraint. | mixed myself a beaker, while Gussie,a glut-
ton for punishment, stared at himself in the mirror. Finally |
decidedthat it would be bestto let him know that | was abreast
of his affairs. It might be that it would easehis mind to confide in
a sympathetic man of experience.| have generally found, with
those under the influence, that what they want more than any-
thing is the listening ear.

OWell, Gussie, old leper,Ol said, OlQvéeen hearing all about
you.O

OEh?0

OThis little trouble of yours. Jeeves has told me everything.O

He didnOtseemany too braced. [tOsalways difficult to be sure,
of course, when a chap has dug himself in behind a Mephis-
topheles beard, but | fancy he flushed a trifle.

Ol wish JeeveswouldnOtgo gassingall over the place. It was
supposed to be confidential.O

| could not permit this tone.

ODishing up the dirt to the young master can scarcely be de-
scribed as gassingall over the place,O| said, with a touch of
rebuke. OAnyway, there it is. | know all. And | should like to be-
gin,O | said, sinking my personal opinion that the female in
guestion was a sloppy pestin my desireto buck and encourage,
Oby saying that Madeline Bassettis a charming girl. A winner,
and just the sort for you.O

OYou donOt know her?0

OCertainly | know her. What beatsme is how you ever got in
touch. Where did you meet?O

OShewas staying at a place near mine in Lincolnshire the week
before last.O

OYes, but even so. | didnOt know you called on the
neighbours.O

Ol dondt.l met her out for a walk with her dog. The dog had

13
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got a thorn in its foot, and when she tried to take it out, it
snapped at her. So, of course, | had to rally round.O

OYou extracted the thorn?0

OYes.O

OAnNd fell in love at first sight?0

OYes.O

OWell, dash it, with a thing like that to give you a send-off,
why didnOt you cash in immediately?0

Ol hadnOt the nerve.O

OWhat happened?0

OWe talked for a bit.O

OWhat about?0

OO, birds.O

OBirds? What birds?0

OThe birds that happened to be hanging round. And the
scenery,and all that sort of thing. And she said shewas going to
London, and asked me to look her up if | was ever there.O

OAnNd even after that you didnOt so much as press her hand?0

OOf course not.O

Well, | mean, it looked as though there was no more to be
said. If a chap is such a rabbit that he canOget action when heOs
handed the thing on a plate, his casewould appear to be pretty
hopeless.Nevertheless,| reminded myselfthat this non-starter and
| had beenat school together. One must make an effort for an old
school friend.

OAh, well,O | said, Owe must seewhat can be done. Things
may brighten. At any rate, you will be glad to learn that | am be-
hind you in this enterprise. You have Bertram Wooster in your
corner, Gussie.O

OThanks, old man. And Jeevesof course, which is the thing
that really matters.O

| donOtmind admitting that | winced. He meant no harm, |
suppose,but IOmbound to saythat this tactlessspeechnettled me
not a little. Peopleare always nettling me like that. Giving me to
understand, | meanto say, that in their opinion Bertram Wooster
is a mere cipher and that the only member of the household with
brains and resources is Jeeves.

It jars on me.

And tonight it jarred on me more than usual, becausel was
feeling pretty dashedfed with JeevesOver that matter of the mess
jacket, I mean. True, | had forced him to climb down, quelling
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him, asdescribed,with the quiet strength of my personality, but |
was still a trifle shirty at his having brought the thing up at all. It
seemed to me that what Jeeves wanted was the iron hand.

OAnNd what is he doing about it?0 | inquired stiffly.

OHeOs been giving the position of affairs a lot of thought.O

OHe has, has he?0

OlItds on his advice that IOm going to this dance.O

OWhy?0

OSheis going to be there. In fact, it was shewho sent me the
ticket of invitation. And Jeeves consideredNNO

OAndwhy not as a Pierrot?Ol said, taking up the point which
had struck me before. OWhy this break with a grand old
tradition?0

OHe particularly wanted me to go as Mephistopheles.O

| started.

OHe did, did he? He specifically recommendedthat definite
costume?0

OYes.O

OHa!0

OEh?0

ONothing. Just OHa!O0

And 10lItell you why | said OHa!OHere was Jeevesmaking
heavy weather about me wearing a perfectly ordinary white mess
jacket, a garment not only tout ce quOily a de chic, but absolutely
de rigueur, and in the same breath, as you might say, inciting
Gussie Fink-Nottle to be a blot on the London scenein scarlet
tights. lronical, what? One looks askanceat this sort of in-and-
out running.

OWhat has he got against Pierrots?0

OldonOthink he objectsto Pierrots as Pierrots. But in my case
he thought a Pierrot wouldnOt be adequate.O

Ol donOt follow that.O

OHesaid that the costumeof Pierrot, while pleasingto the eye,
lacked the authority of the Mephistopheles costume.O

Ol still donOt get it.O

OWell, itOs a matter of psychology, he said.O

There was a time when a remark like that would have had me
shookered. But long association with Jeeveshas developed the
Wooster vocabulary considerably. Jeevesas always beena whale
for the psychology of the individual, and | now follow him like a
bloodhound when he snaps it out of the bag.
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OOh, psychology?0

OYes.Jeevess a great believer in the moral effect of clothes.
He thinks | might be emboldenedin a striking costumelike this.
He said a Pirate Chief would be just as good. In fact, a Pirate
Chief was his first suggestion, but | objected to the boots.O

| saw his point. There is enough sadnessn life without having
fellows like Gussie Fink-Nottle going about in sea boots.

OANd are you emboldened?0

OWEell, to be absolutely accurate, Bertie, old man, no.O

A gust of compassionshook me. After all, though we had lost
touch a bit of recentyears,this man and | had oncethrown inked
darts at each other.

OGussie,Q said, Otake an old friendOsadvice, and donOtgo
within a mile of this binge.O

OButitOsmy last chanceof seeingher. SheOsff tomorrow to
stay with some people in the country. Besides, you donOt know.O

ODonOt know what?0

OThat this idea of JeevesGsonOtwork. | feel a most frightful
chump now, yes, but who can say whether that will not passoff
when | getinto a mob of other people in fancy dress.| had the
sameexperienceas a child, one year during the Christmas festivit-
ies. They dressed me up as a rabbit, and the shame was
indescribable. Yet when | got to the party and found myself sur-
rounded by scores of other children, many in costumes even
ghastlier than my own, | perked up amazingly, joined freely in the
revels,and was able to eat so hearty a supperthat | was sick twice
in the cab coming home. What | meanis, you canOtell in cold
blood.O

| weighed this. It was specious, of course.

OAnd you canOget away from it that, fundamentally, JeevesOs
idea is sound. In a striking costumelike Mephistopheles, | might
quite easily pull off something pretty impressive. Colour does
make a difference. Look at newts. During the courting seasonthe
male newt is brilliantly coloured. It helps him a lot.O

OBut you arenOt a male newt.O

Olwish | were. Do you know how a male newt proposes, Ber-
tie? He just standsin front of the female newt vibrating his tail
and bending his body in a semi-circle.l could do that on my head.
No, you wouldn®t find me grousing if | were a male newt.O

OButif you were a male newt, Madeline BassettwouldnOtlook
at you. Not with the eye of love, | mean.O
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OShe would, if she were a female newt.O

OBut she isnOt a female newt.O

ONo, but suppose she was.O

OWell, if she was, you wouldnOt be in love with her.O

OYes, | would, if | were a male newt.O

A slight throbbing about the templestold me that this discus-
sion had reached saturation point.

OWell, anyway,O| said, Ocomingdown to hard facts and cut-
ting out all this visionary stuff about vibrating tails and what not,
the salient point that emergesis that you are booked to appear at
a fancy-dressball. And | tell you out of my riper knowledge of
fancy -dress balls, Gussie, that you wonOt enjoy yourself.O

OltisnOt a quest|on of enjoying yourself.O

Ol wouldndt go.O

Ol must go. | keep telling you sheOsoff to the country
tomorrow.O

| gave it up.

OSo be it,0 | said. OHave it your own wayE. Yes, Jeeves?O

OMr. Fink-NottleOs cab, sir.O

OAh? The cab, eh?EYour cab, Gussie.O

OOh, the cab? Oh, right. Of course, yes, ratherE. Thanks,
Jeeves E Well, so long, Bertie.O

And giving me the sort of weak smile Roman gladiators used
to give the Emperor before entering the arena, Gussietrickled off.
And | turned to JeevesThe moment had arrived for putting him
in his place, and | was all for it.

It was a little difficult to know how to begin, of course.l mean
to say, while firmly resolvedto tick him off, | didnOtwant to gash
his feelingstoo deeply. Even when displaying the iron hand, we
Woosters like to keep the thing fairly matey.

However, on consideration, | saw that there was nothing to be
gained by trying to lead up to it gently. It is neverany usebeating
about the b.

OJeeves,O | said, Omay | speak frankly?0O

OCertainly, sir.O

OWhat | have to say may wound you.O

ONot at all, sir.O

OWell, then, | have been having a chat with Mr. Fink-Nottle,
and he has beentelling me about this Mephistopheles schemeof
yours.O

OYes, sir?0
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ONow let me get it straight. If | follow your reasoning cor-
rectly, you think that, stimulated by being upholsteredthroughout
in scarlettights, Mr. Fink-Nottle, on encountering the adored ob-
ject, will vibrate his tail and generally let himself go with a
whoop.O

Ol am of opinion that he will lose much of his normal diffid-
ence, sir.0

Ol donOt agree with you, Jeeves.O

ONo, sir?0

ONo. In fact, not to put too fine a point upon it, | considerthat
of all the dashedsilly, drivelling ideasl everheard in my puff this
is the most blithering and futile. It wonOtwork. Not a chance.All
you have done is to subjectMr. Fink-Nottle to the namelesshor-
rors of a fancy-dressball for nothing. And this is not the first time
this sort of thing hashappened.To be quite candid, Jeeves| have
frequently noticed before now a tendency or disposition on your
part to becomeNwhatOs the word?0

Ol could not say, sir.O

OEloquent?No, itOsot eloquent. Elusive?No, itOsot elusive.
[tOn the tip of my tongue. Beginswith an Oeénd meansbeing a
jolly sight too clever.O

OElaborate, sir?0

OThat is the exact word | was after. Too elaborate,
JeevesNthatis what you are frequently prone to become. Your
methods are not simple, not straightforward. You cloud the issue
with a lot of fancy stuff that is not of the essenceAll that Gussie
needs is the elder-brotherly advice of a seasonedman of the
world. Sowhat | suggestis that from now onward you leave this
case to me.O

OVery good, sir.O

OYou lay off and devote yourself to your duties about the
home.O

OVery good, sir.O

Olshall no doubt think of something quite simple and straight-
forward yet perfectly effective ere long. | will make a point of
seeing Gussie tomorrow.O

OVery good, sir.O

ORight ho, Jeeves.O

But on the morrow all those telegramsstarted coming in, and |
confessthat for twenty-four hours | didnOtgive the poor chap a
thought, having problems of my own to contend with.
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HE FIRST of the telegram arrived shortly after noon, and

Jeevesbrought it in with the before-luncheon snifter. It was
from my Aunt Dahlia, operating from Market Snodsbury,a small
town of sorts a mile or two along the main road asyou leaveher
country seat.

It ran as follows:

Come at once. Travers.

And when | sayit puzzled me like the dickens, | am understating
it; if anything. As mysterious a communication, | considered, as
was ever flashed over the wires. | studied it in a profound reverie
for the best part of two dry Martinis and a dividend. | read it
backwards. | readit forwards. As a matter of fact, | havea sort of
recollection of even smelling it. But it still baffled me.

Consider the facts, | mean. It was only a few hours since this
aunt and | had parted, after being in constant association for
nearly two months. And yet here shewasNwith my farewell kiss
still lingering on her cheek, so to speakNpleading for another re-
union. Bertram Wooster is not accustomedto this gluttonous
appetite for his society. Ask anyone who knows me, and they will
tell you that after two months of my company, what the normal
person feelsis that that will about do for the present. Indeed, |
have known peoplewho couldnOtstick it out for more than a few
days.

Before sitting down to the well-cooked, therefore, | sent this
reply:

Perplexed. Explain. Bertie.
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To this | received an answer during the after-luncheon sleep:

What on earth is there to be perplexed about, ass?
Come at once. Travers.

Three cigarettesand a couple of turns about the room, and | had
my response ready:

How do you mean come at once? Regards. Bertie.

| append the comeback:

I mean come at once, you maddening half-wit. What
did you think | meant? Come at once or expect an
auntOs curse first post tomorrow. Love. Travers.

| then dispatchedthe following messagewishing to get everything
quite clear:

When you say OComeOdo you mean OCome to
Brinkley CourtO?And when you say OAt onceOdo you
mean OAt onceO? Fogged. At a loss. All the best. Bertie.

| sentthis one off on my way to the Drones, where | spenta rest-
ful afternoon throwing cards into a top-hat with some of the
better element. Returning in the eveninghush, | found the answer
waiting for me:

Yes,yes,yes, yes,yes, yes,yes. It doesnOmatter whether you
understand or not. You just come at once, as | tell you, and
for heavenOsake stop this back-chat. Do you think | am
made of money that | can afford to sendyou telegramsevery
ten minutes. Stop being a fathead and come immediately.
Love. Travers.
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It was at this point that | felt the need of getting a second
opinion. | pressed the bell.

OJeeves,Osaid, OaV-shaped rumminess has manifested itself
from the direction of Worcestershire.Readthese,d said, handing
him the papers in the case.

He scanned them.

OWhat do you make of it, Jeeves?0

Ol think Mrs. Travers wishes you to come at once, sir.O

OYou gather that too, do you?0O

OYes, sir.0

Ol put the same construction on the thing. But why, Jeeves?
Dash it all, sheOs just had nearly two months of me.O

OYes, sir.0

OAnd many people consider the medium dosefor an adult two
days.O

OYes,sir. | appreciate the point you raise. Nevertheless,Mrs.
Travers appearsvery insistent. | think it would be well to acqui-
esce in her wishes.O

OPop down, you mean?0

OYes, sir.0

OWell, | certainly canOigo at once. IOvean important confer-
enceon at the Drones tonight. Pongo TwistletonOsbirthday party,
you remember.O

OYes, sir.0

There was a slight pause.We were both recalling the little un-
pleasantness that had arisen. | felt obliged to allude to it.

OYouOre all wrong about that mess jacket, Jeeves.O

OThese things are matters of opinion, sir.O

OWhen| wore it at the Casino at Cannes, beautiful women
nudged one another and whispered: OWho is he?00

OThe code at Continental casinos is notoriously lax, sir.O

OAnd when | described it to Pongo last night, he was
fascinated.O

Olndeed, sir?0

OSowere all the rest of those present. One and all admitted
that | had got hold of a good thing. Not a dissentient voice.O

Olndeed, sir?0

Ol am convinced that you will eventually learn to love this
mess-jacket, Jeeves.O

Ol fear not, sir.O

| gaveit up. It is neverany usetrying to reasonwith Jeevesn
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theseoccasions.OPig-headed@ the word that springsto the lips.
One sighs and passes on.

OWell, anyway, returning to the agenda, | canOtgo down to
Brinkley Court or anywhere elseyet awhile. ThatOdfinal. 10lltell
you what, JeevesGive me form and pencil, and 1Qllwire her that
IOllbe with her sometime next week or the week after. Dashit all,
she ought to be able to hold out without me for a few days. It
only requires will power.O

OYes, sir.0

ORight ho, then. I0llwire OExpectme tomorrow fortnightO or
words to some such effect. That ought to meet the case.Then if
you will toddle round the corner and send it off, that will be
that.O

OVery good, sir.O

And sothe long day wore on till it wastime for me to dressfor
PongoOs party.

Pongo had assuredme, while chatting of the affair on the pre-
vious night, that this birthday binge of his was to be on a scale
calculatedto staggerhumanity, and | must say | have participated
in lessfruity functions. It was well after four when | got home,
and by that time | was about ready to turn in. | canjust remember
groping for the bed and crawling into it, and it seemedo me that
the lemon had scarcelytouched the pillow before | was aroused
by the sound of the door opening.

| was barely ticking over, but | contrived to raise an eyelid.

Ols that my tea, Jeeves?0

ONo, sir. It is Mrs. Travers.O

And a moment later there was a sound like a mighty rushing
wind, and the relative had crossedthe threshold at fiftty m.p.h. un-
der her own steam.
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T HAS beenwell said of Bertram Wooster that, while no one

views his flesh and blood with a keenerand more remorselessly
critical eye, he is neverthelessa man who delights in giving credit
where credit is due. And if you have followed these memoirs of
mine with the proper care, you will be aware that | have fre-
guently had occasionto emphasisethe fact that Aunt Dahlia is all
right.

Sheis the one, if you remember,who married old Tom Travers
en secondesnoces as | believe the expressionis, the year Blue-
bottle won the Cambridgeshire,and once induced me to write an
article on What the Well-DressedMan is Wearing for that paper
she runsN MiladyOs Boudoir. She is a large, genial soul, with
whom it is a pleasureto hob-nob. In her spiritual make-up there
is none of that subtle gosh-awfulnesswhich renders such an ex-
hibit as, say, my Aunt Agatha the curse of the Home Counties and
a menaceto one and all. | have the highest esteemfor Aunt Dah-
lia, and have never wavered in my cordial appreciation of her
humanity, sporting qualities and general good-eggishness.

This being so, you may conceiveof my astonishmentat finding
her at my bedsideat such an hour. | meanto say, |Ovestayed at
her place many a time and oft, and she knows my habits. Sheis
well aware that until | have had my cup of tea in the morning, |
do not receive.This crashingin at a moment when sheknew that
solitude and reposewere of the essencavas scarcely,| could not
but feel, the good old form.

Besides,what businesshad she being in London at all? That
was what | askedmyself. When a conscientioushousewife has re-
turned to her home after an absenceof sevenweeks,one doesnot
expect her to start racing off again the day after her arrival. One
feelsthat she ought to be sticking round, ministering to her hus-
band, conferring with the cook, feeding the cat, combing and
brushing the PomeranianNin a word, staying put. | was more
than a little bleary-eyed,but | endeavoured,as far asthe fact that
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my eyelidswere more or lessglued together would permit, to give
her an austere and censorious look.

She didnOt seem to get it.

OWake up, Bertie, you old ass!Oshe cried, in a voice that hit
me between the eyebrows and went out at the back of my head.

If Aunt Dahlia hasa fault, it is that sheis apt to addressa vis-
“-vis asif he were somebody half a mile away whom shehad ob-
servedriding over hounds. A throwback, no doubt, to the time
when she counted the day lost that was not spentin chivvying
some unfortunate fox over the countryside.

I gave her another of the austereand censorious,and this time
it registered. All the effect it had, however, was to causeher to
descend to personalities.

ODonOblink at me in that obsceneway,Oshesaid. Ol wonder,
Bertie,Oshe proceeded,gazing at me as | should imagine Gussie
would have gazedat some newt that was not up to sample, Oif
you have the faintest conception how perfectly loathsome you
look? A crossbetweenan orgy scenein the movies and somelow
form of pond life. | suppose you were out on the tiles last night?0

Ol attended a social function, yes,Ol said coldly. OPongo
TwistletonOsbirthday party. | couldnOtlet Pongo down. Noblesse
oblige.O

OWell, get up and dress.O

| felt I could not have heard her aright.

OGet up and dress?0

OYes.O

| turned on the pillow with a little moan, and at this juncture
Jeevesnteredwith the vital oolong. | clutched at it like a drown-
ing man at a straw hat. A deepsip or two, and | feltNl wonOtsay
restored, becausea birthday party like Pongo TwistletonOssnOta
thing you getrestored after with a mere mouthful of tea, but suffi-
ciently the old Bertram to be able to bend the mind on this awful
thing which had come upon me.

And the more | bent same,the lesscould | grasp the trend of
the scenario.

OWhat is this, Aunt Dahlia?O | inquired.

Olt looks to me like tea,Owas her response.OBut you know
best. YouOre drinking it.O

If I hadnObeenafraid of spilling the healing brew, | have little
doubt that | should have given an impatient gesture.l know | felt
like it.
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ONot the contents of this cup. All this. Your barging in and
telling me to get up and dress, and all that rot.O

OlOvéargedin, asyou call it, becausemy telegramsseemedto
produce no effect. And | told you to get up and dressbecausel
want you to get up and dress. |Ovecome to take you back with
me. | like your crust, wmng that you would come next year or
whenever it was. YouOre coming now. IOve got a job for you.O

OBut | donOt want a job.O

OWhatyou want, my lad, and what youOreyoing to get are two
very different things. There is manOswork for you to do at
Brinkley Court. Be ready to the last button in twenty minutes.O

OBut | canOtpossibly be ready to any buttons in twenty
minutes. 1Om feeling awful.O

She seemed to consider.

OYes,Ghesaid. Ol supposeitOsonly humaneto give you a day
or two to recover. All right, then, | shall expectyou on the thirti-
eth at the latest.O

OBut,dashit, what is all this? How do you mean, a job? Why
a job? What sort of a job?0O

Ol0ltell you if youOllonly stop talking for a minute. 1tOsquite
an easy, pleasantjob. You will enjoy it. Have you ever hard of
Market Snodsbury Grammar School?0O

ONever.O

Oltds a grammar school at Market Snodsbury.O

| told her a little frigidly that | had divined as much.

OWell, how was | to know that a man with a mind like yours
would graspit so quickly?O she protested. OAIl right, then. Mar-
ket Snodsbury Grammar School is, as you have guessed,the
grammar school at Market Snodsbury. IOm one of the governors.O

OYou mean one of the governesses.O

Ol donOtmean one of the governessesListen, ass.There was a
board of governorsat Eton, wasnOthere?Very well. Sothereis at
Market SnodsburyGrammar School,and |Oma memberof it. And
they left the arrangementsfor the summer prize-giving to me. This
prize-giving takes place on the lastNor thirty-firstNday of this
month. Have you got that clear?0

| took another oz. of the life-saving and inclined my head.
Even after a Pongo Twistleton birthday party, | was capable of
grasping simple facts like these.

Olfollow you, yes.| seethe point you are trying to make, cer-
tainly. Market ESnodsbury EGrammar School EBoard of
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governors EPrize-givingE.Quite. But whatOsit got to do with
me?0

OYouOre going to give away the prizes.O

| goggled. Her words did not appear to make sense.They
seemedthe mere aimlessvapouring of an aunt who has been sit-
ting out in the sun without a hat.

OMe?0

OYou.0

| goggled again.

OYou donOt mean me?0

Ol mean you in person.O

| goggled a third time.

OYouOre pulling my leg.O

Olam not pulling your leg. Nothing would induce me to touch
your beastly leg. The vicar was to have officiated, but when | got
home | found a letter from him sayingthat he had strained a fet-
lock and must scratch his nomination. You canimagine the statel
was in. | telephonedall over the place. Nobody would take it on.
And then suddenly | thought of you.O

| decidedto check all this rot at the outset. Nobody is more
eagerto oblige deservingaunts than Bertram Wooster, but there
are limits, and sharply denned limits, at that.

OSoyou think 1Omgoing to strew prizesat this bally Dotheboys
Hall of yours?O

Ol do.O

OANnd make a speech?0

OExactly.O

| laughed derisively.

OFor goodnessO sake, donOt start gargling now. This is serious.O

Ol was laughing.O

OOh, were you? Well, IOmglad to seeyou taking it in this
merry spirit.O

ODerisively,O explained. OlwonOtdo it. ThatOdinal. | simply
will not do it.O

OYouwill do it, young Bertie, or neverdarken my doors again.
And you know what that means.No more of AnatoleOglinners
for you.O

A strong shudder shook me. Shewas alluding to her chef, that
superbartist. A monarch of his profession, unsurpassedNnay, un-
equalledNat dishing up the raw material so that it melted in the
mouth of the ultimate consumer, Anatole had always been a
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magnetthat drew me to Brinkley Court with my tongue hanging
out. Many of my happiest moments had beenthose which | had
spentchamping this great manOsoasts and ragouts, and the pro-
spectof being barred from digging into them in the future was a
numbing one.

ONo, | say, dash it!O

Ol thought that would rattle you. Greedy young pig.O

OGreedyyoung pigs have nothing to do with it,O | said with a
touch of hauteur. OOneis not a greedyyoung pig becauseone ap-
preciates the cooking of a genius.O

OWell, | will say! like it myself,Oconcededthe relative. OBut
not another bite of it do you get, if you refuseto do this simple,
easy,pleasantjob. No, not so much as another sniff. So put that
in your twelve-inch cigarette-holder and smoke it.O

| began to feel like some wild thing caught in a snare.

OButwhy do you want me?| mean, what am 1? Ask yourself
that.O

Ol often have.O

Olmeanto say, IOmnot the type. You haveto have someterrif-
ic nib to give away prizes. | seemto remember, when | was at
school, it was generally a prime minister or somebody.O

OAh, but that was at Eton. At Market Snodsbury we arenOt
nearly so choosy. Anybody in spats impresses us.O

OWhy don®t you get Uncle Tom?0

OUncle Tom!O

OWell, why not? HeOs got spats.O

OBertie,Gshesaid, Olwill tell you why not Uncle Tom. You re-
member me losing all that money at baccarat at Cannes?Well,
very shortly | shall haveto sidle up to Tom and break the newsto
him. If, right after that, | ask him to put on lavenderglovesand a
topper and distribute the prizes at Market Snodsbury Grammar
School, there will be a divorce in the family. He would pin a note
to the pincushion and be off like a rabbit. No, my lad, youOreor
it, so you may as well make the best of it.O

OBut, Aunt Dabhlia, listen to reason. | assureyou, youOvegot
hold of the wrong man. IOmhopelessat a game like that. Ask
Jeevesabout the time | got lugged in to addressa girlsOschool. |
made the most colossal ass of myself.O

OAnNd| confidently anticipate that you will make an equally co-
lossal assof yourself on the thirty-first of this month. ThatOsvhy
| want you. The way | look at it is that, asthe thing is bound to
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be a frost, anyway, one may aswell get a hearty laugh out of it. |
shall enjoy seeingyou distribute those prizes, Bertie. Well, | wonOt
keepyou, as, no doubt, you want to do your Swedishexercises.
shall expect you in a day or two.O

And with these heartlesswords she beetled off, leaving me a
prey to the gloomiest emotions. What with the natural reaction
after PongoOsparty and this stunning blow, it is not too much to
say that the soul was seared.

And | was still writhing in the depths, when the door opened
and Jeeves appeared.

OMIr. Fink-Nottle to see you, sir,O he announced.
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GAVE him one of my looks.

OJeeves,D said, Ol had scarcely expectedthis of you. You
are aware that | was up to an advanced hour last night. You
know that | have barely had my tea. You cannot be ignorant of
the effect of that hearty voice of Aunt DahliaOson a man with a
headache.And yet you come bringing me Fink-Nottles. Is this a
time for Fink or any other kind of Nottle?0

OButdid you not give me to understand, sir, that you wished
to see Mr. Fink-Nottle to advise him on his affairs?0

This, | admit, openedup a new line of thought. In the stressof
my emotions, | had clean forgotten about having taken GussieOs
interestsin hand. It altered things. One canOgive the raspberry to
a client. I mean, you didnOtfind Sherlock Holmes refusing to see
clients just becausehe had beenout late the night before at Doc-
tor WatsonOgirthday party. | could have wished that the man
had selectedsome more suitable hour for approaching me, but as
he appearedto be a sort of human lark, leaving his watery nestat
daybreak, | supposed | had better give him an audience.

OTrue,O | said. OAll right. Bung him in.O

OVery good, sir.O

OBut before doing so, bring me one of those pick-me-ups of
yours.O

OVery good, sir.O

And presently he returned with the vital essence.

I have had occasion, | fancy, to speak before now of these
pick-me-ups of JeevesOand their effect on a fellow who is
hanging to life by a thread on the morning after. What they con-
sistof, | couldnOtell you. He sayssomekind of sauce,the yolk of
araw eggand a dash of red pepper, but nothing will convince me
that the thing doesnOgo much deeperthan that. Bethat asit may,
however, the results of swallowing one are amazing.

For perhapsthe split part of a secondnothing happens.lt is as
though all Nature waited breathless.Then, suddenly, it is asif the
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Last Trump had sounded and JudgmentDay setin with unusual
severity.

Bonfires burst out all in parts of the frame. The abdomen be-
comes heavily charged with molten lava. A great wind seemsto
blow through the world, and the subjectis aware of somethingre-
sembling a steam hammer striking the back of the head. During
this phase,the earsring loudly, the eyeballsrotate and there is a
tingling about the brow.

And then, just as you are feeling that you ought to ring up
your lawyer and seethat your affairs are in order before it is too
late, the whole situation seemsto clarify. The wind drops. The
ears ceaseto ring. Birds twitter. Brass bands start playing. The
sun comes up over the horizon with a jerk.

And a moment later all you are conscious of is a great peace.

As | drained the glassnow, new life seemedto burgeon within
me. | remember Jeeveswho, however much he may go off the
rails at times in the matter of dressclothes and in his advice to
thosein love, hasalways had a neatturn of phrase,once speaking
of someonerising on stepping-stonesof his dead self to higher
things. It was that way with me now. | felt that the Bertram
Wooster who lay propped up against the pillows had becomea
better, stronger, finer Bertram.

OThank you, Jeeves,O | said.

ONot at all, sir.O0

OThattouched the exact spot. | am now able to copewith lifeOs
problems.O

Ol am gratified to hear it, sir.O

OWhat madnessnot to have had one of those before tackling
Aunt Dahlia! However, too late to worry about that now. Tell me
of Gussie. How did he make out at the fancy-dress ball?0

OHe did not arrive at the fancy-dress ball, sir.O

| looked at him a bit austerely.

OJeeves,Dsaid, Ol admit that after that pick-me-up of yours |
feel better, but donOtry me too high. DonOtstand by my sick bed
talking absolute rot. We shot Gussieinto a cab and he started
forth, headed for wherever this fancy-dressball was. He must
have arrived.O

ONo, sir. As | gather from Mr. Fink-Nottle, he enteredthe cab
convinced in his mind that the entertainment to which he had
beeninvited was to be held at No. 17, Suffolk Square,whereas
the actual rendezvous was No. 71, Norfolk Terrace. These
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aberrations of memory are not uncommon with those who, like
Mr. Fink-Nottle, belong essentiallyto what one might call the
dreamer-type.O

OOne might also call it the fatheaded type.O

OYes, sir.0

Owell?0

OOnreachingNo. 17, Suffolk Square,Mr. Fink-Nottle endeav-
oured to produce money to pay the fare.O

OWhat stopped him?0

OThefact that he had no money, sir. He discoveredthat he had
left it, together with his ticket of invitation, on the mantelpieceof
his bedchamberin the house of his uncle, where he was residing.
Bidding the cabman to wait, accordingly, he rang the door-bell,
and when the butler appeared, requested him to pay the cab,
adding that it was all right, as he was one of the guestsinvited to
the dance.The butler then disclaimedall knowledge of a danceon
the premises.O

OAnNd declined to unbelt?0

OYes, sir.0

OUpon whichNNO

OMr. Fink-Nottle directed the cabmanto drive him back to his
uncleOs residence.O

OWell, why wasnOthat the happy ending? All he had to do
was go in, collect cashand ticket, and there he would have been,
on velvet.O

Ol should have mentioned, sir, that Mr. Fink-Nottle had also
left his latchkey on the mantelpiece of his bedchamber.O

OHe could have rung the bell.O

OHedid ring the bell, sir, for somefifteen minutes. At the ex-
piration of that period he recalledthat he had given permissionto
the caretakerNthe housewas officially closedand all the staff on
holidayNto visit his sailor son at Portsmouth.O

OGolly, Jeeves!O

OYes, sir.0

OThese dreamer types do live, donOt they?0

OYes, sir.0

OWhat happened then?0

OMr. Fink-Nottle appearsto haverealizedat this point that his
position asregardsthe cabmanhad becomeequivocal. The figures
on the clock had already reacheda substantial sum, and he was
not in a position to meet his obligations.O
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OHe could have explained.O

OYou cannot explain to cabmen, sir. On endeavouringto do
so, he found the fellow sceptical of his bona fides.O

Ol should have legged it.O

OThatis the policy which appearsto have commendeditself to
Mr. Fink-Nottle. He darted rapidly away, and the cabman, en-
deavouring to detain him, snatched at his overcoat. Mr. Fink-
Nottle contrived to extricate himself from the coat, and it would
seemthat his appearancein the masqueradecostume beneath it
cameas something of a shock to the cabman. Mr. Fink-Nottle in-
forms me that he heard a speciesof whistling gasp, and, looking
round, observedthe man crouching against the railings with his
hands over his face. Mr. Fink-Nottle thinks he was praying. No
doubt an uneducated, superstitious fellow, sir. Possibly a
drinker.O

OWell, if he hadnOtbeen one before, 1DlIbet he started being
one shortly afterwards. | expect he could scarcely wait for the
pubs to open.O

OVery possibly, in the circumstanceshe might have found a
restorative agreeable, sir.O

OANd so, in the circumstances, might Gussie too, | should
think. What on earth did he do after that? London late at
nightNor evenin the daytime, for that matterNis no place for a
man in scarlet tights.O

ONo, sir.0

OHe invites comment.O

OYes, sir.0

Ol can seethe poor old bird ducking down side-streets,skulk-
ing in alley-ways, diving into dust-bins.O

Ol gathered from Mr. Fink-NottleOs remarks, sir, that
something very much on those lines was what occurred. Eventu-
ally, after a trying night, he found his way to Mr. SipperleyOs
residence,where he was able to securelodging and a change of
costume in the morning.O

| nestledagainstthe pillows, the brow a bit drawn. It is all very
well to try to do old school friends a spot of good, but | could not
but feel that in espousing the cause of a lunkhead capable of
mucking things up as Gussiehad done, | had taken on a contract
almost too big for human consumption. It seemedto me that
what Gussie neededwas not so much the advice of a seasoned
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man of the world as a padded cell in Colney Hatch and a couple
of good keepers to see that he did not set the place on fire.

Indeed, for an instant | had half a mind to withdraw from the
caseand hand it back to JeevesBut the pride of the Woostersre-
strained me. When we Woosters put our handsto the plough, we
do not readily sheathethe sword. Besides,after that businessof
the mess-jacket,anything resembling weaknesswould have been
fatal.

Ol supposeyou realize, Jeeves,d said, for though one dislikes
to rub it in, thesethings haveto be pointed out, Othatall this was
your fault?0

osir?0

Oltdso good saying OSir?Orou know it was. If you had not
insisted on his going to that danceNa mad project, as | spotted
from the firstNthis would not have happened.O

OYes, sir, but | confess | did not anticipateNNO

OAlways anticipate everything, Jeeves,Q said, a little sternly.
Oltis the only way. Evenif you had allowed him to wear a Pierrot
costume, things would not have pannedout asthey did. A Pierrot
costume has pockets. However,O | went on more kindly, Owe
neednot go into that now. If all this has shown you what comes
of going about the placein scarlettights, that is something gained.
Gussie waits without, you say?0

OYes, sir.0

OThen shoot him in, and | will see what | can do for him.O
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USSIE,on arrival, proved to be still showing tracesof his grim
experience. The face was pale, the eyesgooseberry-like, the

earsdrooping, and the whole aspectthat of a man who has passed
through the furnace and been caught in the machinery. | hitched
myself up a bit higher on the pillows and gazedat him narrowly. It
was a moment, | could see,when first aid was required, and | pre-
pared to get down to cases.

OWell, Gussie.O

OHullo, Bertie.O

OWhat ho.O

OWhat ho.O

Thesecivilities concluded, | felt that the moment had come to
touch delicately on the past.

Ol hear youOve been through it a bit.O

OYes.O

OThanks to Jeeves.O

Olt wasnOt JeevesOs fault.O

OEntirely JeevesOs fault.O

Ol dont see that. | forgot my money and latchkeyNNO

OAnd now youOdbetter forget JeevesFor you will be interested
to hear, Gussie,Ol said, deemingit bestto put him in touch with
the position of affairs right away, Othat he is no longer handling
your little problem.O

This seemedo slip it acrosshim properly. The jaws fell, the ears
drooped more limply. He had been looking like a dead fish. He
now looked like a deaderfish, one of last yearOsgastup on some
lonely beach and left there at the mercy of the wind and tides.

OWhat!O

OYes.O

OYou donOt mean that Jeeves isnOt going toNNO

ONo.0

OBut, dash itNNO

| was kind, but firm.
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OYouwill be much better off without him. Surely your terrible
experiencesof that awful night have told you that Jeeveseedsa
rest. The keenestof thinkers strikes a bad patch occasionally. That
is what has happenedto Jeevesl have seenit coming on for some
time. He has lost his form. He wants his plugs decarbonized. No
doubt this is a shock to you. | supposeyou camehere this morning
to seek his advice?0O

OOf course | did.O

OOn what point?0

OMadeline Bassett has gone to stay with these people in the
country, and | want to know what he thinks | ought to do.O

OWell, as | say, Jeeves is off the case.O

OBut, Bertie, dash itNNO

OJeeves,Dsaid with a certain asperity, Oisno longer on the case.
| am now in sole charge.O

OBut what on earth can you do?0

| curbed my resentment.We Woosters are fair-minded. We can
make allowances for men who have been parading London all
night in scarlet tights.

OThat,Ol said quietly, Oweshall see.Sit down and let us confer.
I am bound to saythe thing seemsquite simple to me. You say this
girl has goneto visit friends in the country. It would appear obvi-
ous that you must go there too, and flock round her like a poultice.
Elementary.O

OBut | can®t plant myself on a lot of perfect strangers.O

ODonOt you know these people?0

OOf course | donOt. | dondt know anybody.O

| pursed the lips. This did seem to complicate matters somewhat.

OAll that | know is that their name is Travers, and itOsa place
called Brinkley Court down in Worcestershire.O

| unpursed my lips.

OGussie,d said, smiling paternally, Oit was a lucky day for you
when Bertram Wooster interested himself in your affairs. As |
foresaw from the start, | can fix everything. This afternoon you
shall go to Brinkley Court, an honoured guest.O

He quivered like a mousse | supposeit must always be rather a
thrilling experience for the novice to watch me taking hold.

OBut, Bertie, you donOt mean you know these Traverses?0O

OThey are my Aunt Dahlia.O

OMy gosh!O

OYouseenow,0O | pointed out, Ohow lucky you were to get me
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behind you. You go to Jeevesand what doeshe do? He dresses/ou
up in scarlettights and one of the foulest false beardsof my experi-
ence,and sendsyou off to fancy-dressballs. Result, agony of spirit
and no progress.| then take over and put you on the right lines.
Could Jeeveshavegot you into Brinkley Court? Not a chance.Aunt
Dahlia isnOt his aunt. | merely mention these things.O

OBy Jove, Bertie, | donOt know how to thank you.O

OMy dear chap!O

OBut, | say.0

ONow what?0

OWhat do | do when | get there?0

Olf you knew Brinkley Court, you would not ask that question.
In those romantic surroundings you canOtmiss. Great lovers
through the ages have fixed up the preliminary formalities at
Brinkley. The place is simply ill with atmosphere.You will stroll
with the girl in the shadywalks. You will sit with her on the shady
lawns. You will row on the lake with her. And gradually you will
find yourself working up to a point whereNNO

OBy Jove, | believe youOre right.O

OOf course, IOmright. 1Ovegot engagedthree times at Brinkley.
No businessresulted, but the fact remains. And | went there
without the foggiestidea of indulging in the tender pash. | hadnOt
the slightestintention of proposing to anybody. Yet no sooner had
| enteredthose romantic grounds than | found myself reaching out
for the nearestgirl in sight and slapping my soul down in front of
her. 1tOs something in the air.O

Olseeexactly what you mean. ThatOgust what | want to be able
to doNwork up to it. And in LondonNcurse the
placeNeverythingOs in such a rush that you donOt get a chance.O

OQuite. You seea girl alone for about five minutes a day, and if
you want to ask her to be your wife, youOveyot to chargeinto it as
if you were trying to grab the gold ring on a merry-go-round.O

OThatOsght. London rattles one. | shall be a different man alto-
gether in the country. What a bit of luck this Travers woman
turning out to be your aunt.O

Ol donOtknow what you mean, turning out to be my aunt. She
has been my aunt all along.O

Ol mean, how extraordinary that it should be your aunt that
MadelineOs going to stay with.O

ONot at all. Sheand my Cousin Angela are close friends. At
Cannes she was with us all the time.O
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OOh, you met Madeline at Cannes,did you? By Jove, Bertie,O
said the poor lizard devoutly, Ol wish | could have seenher at
Cannes.How wonderful she must have looked in beach pyjamas!
Oh, BertieNNO

OQuite, Ol said, a little distantly. Even when restored by one of
JeevesCiepth bombs, one doesnOwvant this sort of thing after a
hard night. | touched the bell and, when Jeevesppeared,requested
him to bring me telegraph form and pencil. | then wrote a well-
worded communication to Aunt Dahlia, informing her that | was
sending my friend, Augustus Fink-Nottle, down to Brinkley today
to enjoy her hospitality, and handed it to Gussie.

OPushthat in at the first post office you pass,O said. OShewill
find it waiting for her on her return.O

Gussie popped along, flapping the telegram and looking like a
close-upof Joan Crawford, and | turned to Jeevesand gavehim a
prZcis of my operations.

OSimple, you observe, Jeeves. Nothing elaborate.O

ONo, sir.0

ONothing far-fetched. Nothing strained or bizarre. Just NatureOs
remedy.O

OYes, sir.0

OThisis the attack as it should have been delivered. What do
you call it when two people of opposite sexesare bunged together
in closeassociationin a secludedspot, meetingeachother everyday
and seeing a lot of each other?0

Ols OpropinquityO the word you wish, sir?0

Oltis. | stake everything on propinquity, JeevesPropinquity, in
my opinion, is what will do the trick. At the moment, as you are
aware, Gussieis a merejelly when in the presence But ask yourself
how he will feelin a week or so, after he and shehave beenhelping
themselvesto sausagesout of the samedish day after day at the
breakfast sideboard. Cutting the sameham, ladling out communal
kidneys and baconNwhyNNO

| broke off abruptly. | had had one of my ideas.

OGolly, Jeeves!O

oSir?0

OHereOsn instance of how you have to think of everything.
You heard me mention sausages, kidneys and bacon and ham.O

OYes, sir.0

OWell, there must be nothing of that. Fatal. The wrong note en-
tirely. Give me that telegraph form and pencil. | must warn Gussie
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without delay. What heOgjot to do is to createin this girlOsmind
the impression that he is pining away for love of her. This cannot
be done by wolfing sausages.O

ONo, sir.0

OVery well, then.O
And, taking form and p., | drafted the following:

Fink-Nottle

Brinkley Court,

Market Snodsbury

Worcestershire

Lay off the sausages. Avoid the ham. Bertie.

OSend that off, Jeeves, instanter.O

OVery good, sir.0

| sank back on the pillows.

OWell, Jeeves,d said, Oyouseehow | am taking hold. You no-
tice the grip | am getting on this case.No doubt you realize now
that it would pay you to study my methods.O

ONo doubt, sir.O

OAnd even now you arenOton to the full depths of the ex-
traordinary sagacity IOveshown. Do you know what brought Aunt
Dahlia up herethis morning? Shecameto tell me IOdgot to distrib-
ute the prizes at somebeastly seminary sheOa governor of down at
Market Snodsbury.O

Olndeed, sir? | fear you will scarcely find that a congenial task.O

OAh, but IOmnot going to do it. IOmgoing to shoveit off on to
Gussie.O

0osir?0

Olpropose, Jeevesto wire to Aunt Dahlia sayingthat | canOget
down, and suggestingthat she unleasheshim on theseyoung Bor-
stal inmates of hers in my stead.O

OBut if Mr. Fink-Nottle should decline, sir?0

ODecline?Can you seehim declining? Just conjure up the pic-
ture in your mind, Jeeves.Scene,the drawing-room at Brinkley;
Gussiewedgedinto a corner, with Aunt Dahlia standing over him
making hunting noises. | put it to you, Jeeves,can you seehim
declining?0

ONot readily, sir. | agree. Mrs. Travers is a forceful personality.O

OHewonOthave a hope of declining. His only way out would be
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to slide off. And he canOlide off, becausehe wants to be with
Miss Bassett.No, Gussiewill have to toe the line, and | shall be
savedfrom ajob at which | confessthe soul shuddered.Getting up
on a platform and delivering a short, manly speechto a lot of foul
school-kids! Golly, JeeveslOvéeenthrough that sort of thing once,
what? You remember that time at the girls® school?0

OVery vividly, sir.O

OWhat an ass | made of myselflO

OCertainly | have seen you to better advantage, sir.O

Ol think you might bring me just one more of those dynamite
specialsof yours, JeevesThis narrow squeak has made me come
over all faint.0

| supposeit must have taken Aunt Dahlia three hours or so to
get back to Brinkley, becauseit wasnOtill well after lunch that her
telegramarrived. It read like a telegramthat had beendispatchedin
a white-hot surgeof emotion sometwo minutes after shehad read
mine.

As follows:

Am taking legal adviceto ascertainwhether strangling an idiot
nephew counts as murder. If it doesnOtook out for yourself.
Consider your conduct frozen limit. What do you mean by
planting your loathsome friends on me like this? Do you think
Brinkley Court is a leper colony or what is it? Who is this
Spink-Bottle? Love. Travers.

| had expected some such initial reaction. | replied in temperate
vein:

Not Bottle. Nottle. Regards. Bertie.

Almost immediately after she had dispatched the above heart cry,
Gussiemust have arrived, for it wasnOtwenty minutes later when |
received the following:

Cipher telegram signed by you has reached me here. Runs
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OLayoff the sausagesAvoid the ham.OWire key immediately.
Fink-Nottle.

| replied:

Also kidneys. Cheerio. Bertie.

| had staked all on Gussiemaking a favourable impression on

his hostess,basing my confidenceon the fact that he was one

of those timid, obsequious, teacup-passing, thin-bread-and-

butter-offering yes-menwhom women of my Aunt DahliaOs
type nearly always like at first sight. That | had not overrated

my acumen was proved by her next in order, which, | was

pleasedto note, assayeda markedly larger percentageof the

milk of human kindness.

As follows:

Well, this friend of yours has got here,and | must saythat for
a friend of yours he seemdesssub-humanthan | had expected.
A bit of a pop-eyedbleater, but on the whole clean and civil,
and certainly most informative about newts. Am considering
arranging seriesof lecturesfor him in neighbourhood. All the
samel like your nerve using my house as a summer-hotel re-
sort and shall have much to say to you on subject when you
come down. Expect you thirtieth. Bring spats. Love. Travers.

To this | riposted:

On consulting engagement book find impossible come
Brinkley Court. Deeply regret. Toodle-00. Bertie.

Hers in reply stuck a sinister note:

Oh, soitOdike that, is it? You and your engagementook, in-
deed.Deeply regret my foot. Let metell you, my lad, that you
will regretit ajolly sight more deeplyif you donOcome down.
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If you imagine for one moment that you are going to get out
of distributing those prizes, you are very much mistaken.
Deeply regret Brinkley Court hundred miles from London, as
unable hit you with a brick. Love. Travers.

| then put my fortune to the test, to win or loseit all. It was not a
moment for petty economies. | let myself go regardless of expense:

No, but dashit, listen. Honestly, you donOwant me. Get Fink-
Nottle distribute prizes. A born distributor, who will do you
credit. Confidently anticipate Augustus Fink-Nottle as Master
of Revelson thirty-first inst. would make genuine sensation.
Do not miss this great chance,which may never occur again.
Tinkerty-tonk. Bertie.

There was an hour of breathlesssuspenseand then the joyful tid-
ings arrived:

Well, all right. Somethingin what you say,| suppose.Consider
you treacherousworm and contemptible, spinelesscowardly
custard, but have booked Spink-Bottle. Stay where you are,
then, and | hope you get run over by an omnibus. Love.
Travers.

The relief, as you may well imagine, was stupendous. A great
weight seemedto have rolled off my mind. It was asif somebody
had beenpouring JeevesQuck-me-upsinto me through a funnel. |
sangas| dressedfor dinner that night. At the Drones | was so gay
and cheery that there were several complaints. And when | got
home and turned into the old bed, | fell asleeplike a little child
within five minutes of inserting the person between the sheets.It
seemedto me that the whole distressingaffair might now be con-
sidered definitely closed.
Conceivemy astonishment, therefore, when waking on the morrow
and sitting up to dig into the morning tea-cup, | beheld on the tray
another telegram.

My heart sank. Could Aunt Dahlia have slepton it and changed
her mind? Could Gussie,unable to facethe ordeal confronting him,
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haveleggedit during the night down a water-pipe?With thesespec-
ulations racing through the bean, | tore open the envelopeAnd as|
noted contents | uttered a startled yip.

0Osir?0 said Jeeves, pausing at the door.

| read the thing again. Yes, | had got the gist all right. No, | had
not been deceived in the substance.

OJeeves,O | said, Odo you know what?0

ONo, sir.0

OYou know my cousin Angela?0

OYes, sir.0

OYou know young Tuppy Glossop?0

OYes, sir.0

OTheyOve broken off their engagement.O

Ol am sorry to hear that, sir.O

Ol have here a communication from Aunt Dahlia, specifically
stating this. | wonder what the row was about.O

Ol could not say, sir.O

OOf course you couldn®t. DonOt be an ass, Jeeves.O

ONo, sir.0

| brooded. | was deeply moved.

OWell, this meansthat we shall have to go down to Brinkley
today. Aunt Dahlia is obviously all of a twitter, and my placeis by
her side. You had better pack this morning, and catch that 12.45
train with the luggage.l have a lunch engagementso will follow in
the car.O

OVery good, sir.O0

| brooded some more.

Ol must say this has come as a great shock to me, Jeeves.O

ONo doubt, sir.O

OA very great shock. Angela and TuppyE.Tut, tut! Why, they
seemed like the paper on the wall. Life is full of sadness, Jeeves.O

OYes, sir.0

Ostill, there it is.O

OUndoubtedly, sir.O

ORight ho, then. Switch on the bath.O

OVery good, sir.O0
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MEDITATED pretty freely as| drove down to Brinkley in the

old two-seater that afternoon. The news of this rift or rupture
of AngelaOs and TuppyOs had disturbed me greatly.

The projected match, you see,was one on which | had always
looked with kindly approval. Too often, when a chap of your ac-
guaintance is planning to marry a girl you know, you find
yourself knitting the brow a bit and chewing the lower lip dubi-
ously, feeling that he or she, or both, should be warned while
there is yet time.

But | have never felt anything of this nature about Tuppy and
Angela. Tuppy, when not making an assof himself, is a soundish
sort of egg.Sois Angela a soundish sort of egg.And, asfar asbe-
ing in love was concerned,it had always seemedto me that you
wouldnOthave beenfar out in describing them astwo hearts that
beat as one.

True, they had had their little tiffs, notably on the occasion
when TuppyNwith what he said was fearlesshonesty and | con-
sidered thorough goofinessNhad told Angela that her new hat
made her look like a PekingeseBut in everyromance you have to
budget for the occasional dust-up, and after that incident | had
supposedthat he had learned his lessonand that from then on life
would be one grand, sweet song.

And now this wholly unforeseenseveringof diplomatic rela-
tions had popped up through a trap.

| gave the thing the cream of the Wooster brain all the way
down, but it continued to beat me what could have causedthe
outbreak of hostilities, and | bunged my foot sedulously on the
acceleratorin order to getto Aunt Dahlia with the greatestpos-
sible speedand learn the inside history straight from the horseOs
mouth. And what with all six cylinders hitting nicely, | made
good time and found myself closetedwith the relative shortly be-
fore the hour of the evening cocktail.

Sheseemedglad to seeme. In fact, she actually said she was
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glad to seemeNa statementno other aunt on the list would have
committed herself to, the customary reaction of these near and
dear onesto the spectacleof Bertram arriving for a visit being a
sort of sick horror.

ODecent of you to rally round, Bertie,O she said.

OMy place was by your side, Aunt Dahlia,O | responded.

| could seeat a g. that the unfortunate affair had got in
amongst her in no uncertain manner. Her usually cheerful map
was clouded, and the genial smile conspic. by its a. | pressedher
hand sympathetically, to indicate that my heart bled for her.

OBad show this, my dear old flesh and blood,O | said. OIOm
afraid youOve been having a sticky time. You must be worried.O

Shesnorted emotionally. Shelooked like an aunt who has just
bitten into a bad oyster.

OWorried is right. |1 havenOhad a peacefulmoment sincel got
back from Cannes. Ever since | put my foot acrossthis blasted
threshold,O said Aunt Dahlia, returning for the nonce to the
hearty argot of the hunting field, OeverythingOkeen at sixes and
sevens. First there was that mix-up about the prize-giving.O

She paused at this point and gave me a look. Ol had been
meaningto speakfreely to you about your behaviour in that mat-
ter, Bertie,Oshe said. Ol had some good things all stored up. But,
as youOveallied round like this, | supposel shall haveto let you
off. And, anyway, it is probably all for the bestthat you evaded
your obligations in that sickeningly craven way. | have an idea
that this Spink-Bottle of yours is going to be good. If only he can
keep off newts.O

OHas he been talking about newts?0

OHenhas. Fixing me with a glittering eye, like the Ancient Mar-
iner. But if that was the worst | had to bear, | wouldnOtmind.
What IOmworrying about is what Tom says when he starts
talking.O

OUncle Tom?0

Ol wish there was something else you could call him except
OUncleTomO,Osaid Aunt Dahlia a little testily. OEverytime you
do it, | expectto seehim turn black and start playing the banjo.
Yes, Uncle Tom, if you must haveit. | shall haveto tell him soon
about losing all that money at baccarat, and, when | do, he will
go up like a rocket.O

Ostill, no doubt Time, the great healerNNO

OTime, the great healer, be blowed. IOvegot to geta chequefor
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five hundred pounds out of him for MiladyOsBoudoir by August
the third at the latest.O

| was concerned.Apart from a nephewOsatural interestin an
auntOgefined weekly paper, | had always had a soft spot in my
heart for MiladyOsBoudoir eversincel contributed that article to
it on What the Well-Dressed Man is Wearing. Sentimental, pos-
sibly, but we old journalists do have these feelings.

Ols theBoudoir on the rocks?0

Olt will be if Tom doesnOtough up. It needshelp till it has
turned the corner.O

OBut wasnOt it turning the corner two years ago?0

Olt was. And itOsstill at it. Till youOveun a weekly paper for
women, you donOt know what corners are.O

OAnd you think the chancesof getting into uncleNinto my
uncle by marriageQs ribs are slight?0

OlIQltell you, Bertie. Up till now, when thesesubsidieswere re-
quired, | have always been able to come to Tom in the gay,
confident spirit of an only child touching an indulgent father for
chocolate cream. But heOgust had a demand from the income-tax
people for an additional fifty-eight pounds, one and threepence,
and all heO$eentalking about sincel got back hasbeenruin and
the sinister trend of socialistic legislation and what will becomeof
us all.O

| could readily believeit. This Tom has a peculiarity 1Oveno-
ticed in other very oofy men. Nick him for the paltriest sum, and
he lets out a squawk you can hear at LandO€nd. He hasthe stuff
in gobs, but he hates giving up.

OlIfit wasnOfor AnatoleOsooking, | doubt if he would bother
to carry on. Thank God for Anatole, | say.O

| bowed my head reverently.

OGood old Anatole,O | said.

OAmen,0 said Aunt Dahlia.

Then the look of holy ecstasy,which is always the result of let-
ting the mind dwell, however briefly, on AnatoleOsooking, died
out of her face.

OButdonOtlet me wander from the subject,Oshe resumed. Ol
was telling you of the way hellOgoundations have beenquivering
since | got home. First the prize-giving, then Tom, and now, on
top of everything else, this infernal quarrel between Angela and
young Glossop.O
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| nodded gravely. Ol was frightfully sorry to hear of that. Ter-
rible shock. What was the row about?0

OSharks.O

OEh?0

OSharks.Or, rather, one individual shark. The brute that went
for the poor child when shewas aquaplaning at Cannes.You re-
member AngelaOs shark?0

Certainly | remembered AngelaOshark. A man of sensibility
does not forget about a cousin nearly being chewed by monsters
of the deep. The episode was still green in my memory.

In a nutshell, what had occurred was this: You know how you
aquaplane. A motor-boat nips on ahead, trailing a rope. You
stand on a board, holding the rope, and the boat tows you along.
And every now and then you lose your grip on the rope and
plunge into the sea and have to swim to your board again.

A silly processit hasalways seemedo me, though many find it
diverting.

Well, on the occasionreferred to, Angela had just regainedher
board after taking a toss, when a great beastly shark came along
and cannonedinto it, flinging her into the salty once more. It took
her quite a bit of time to get on again and make the motor-boat
chap realize what was up and haul her to safety, and during that
interval you can readily picture her embarrassment.

According to Angela, the finny denizen kept snapping at her
ankles virtually without cessation,so that by the time help ar-
rived, shewas feeling more like a salted almond at a public dinner
than anything human. Very shakenthe poor child had been, | re-
call, and had talked of nothing else for weeks.

Ol rememberthe whole incident vividly,O | said. OButhow did
that start the trouble?0O

OShe was telling him the story last night.O

Owell?0

OHer eyes shining and her little hands clasped in girlish
excitement.O

ONo doubt.O

OAndinstead of giving her the understanding and sympathy to
which she was entitled, what do you think this blasted Glossop
did? He satlistening like a lump of dough, asif shehad beentalk-
ing about the weather, and when she had finished, he took his
cigarette holder out of his mouth and said, Ol expectit was only a
floating logO!0
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OHe didnOt!O

OHe did. And when Angela described how the thing had
jumped and snappedat her, he took his cigarette holder out of his
mouth again, and said, OAh! Probably a flatfish. Quite harmless.
No doubt it was just trying to play.O Well, | mean! What would
you have done if you had been Angela? Shehas pride, sensibility,
all the natural feelingsof a good woman. Shetold him he was an
assand a fool and an idiot, and didnOtknow what he was talking
about.O

| must say | saw the girlOsviewpoint. 1tOsonly about oncein a
lifetime that anything sensationalever happensto one, and when
it does,you donOwant peopletaking all the colour out of it. | re-
member at school having to read that stuff where that chap,
Othello, tells the girl what a hell of a time heOdbeen having
among the cannibals and what not. Well, imagine his feelingsif,
after he had described some particularly sticky passagewith a
cannibal chief and was waiting for the awestruck OOh-h! Not
really?0, she had said that the whole thing had no doubt been
greatly exaggeratedand that the man had probably really beena
prominent local vegetarian.

Yes, | saw AngelaOs point of view.

OButdonOteell me that when he saw how shirty shewas about
it, the chump didnOt back down?0

OHedidnOt.He argued. And one thing led to another until, by
easy stages,they had arrived at the point where she was saying
that shedidnOtknow if he was aware of it, but if he didnOtknock
off starchy foods and do exercisesevery morning, he would be
getting asfat asa pig, and he was talking about this modern habit
of girls putting make-up on their faces, of which he had always
disapproved. This continued for a while, and then there was a
loud pop and the air was full of mangled fragments of their en-
gagement.|Omdistracted about it. Thank goodnessyouOvecome,
Bertie.O

ONothing could have kept me away,Ol replied, touched. Ol felt
you needed me.O

OYes.O

OQuite.O

OOr, rather,0 she said, Onot you, of course, but Jeeves.The
minute all this happened,| thought of him. The situation obvi-
ously cries out for Jeeveslf everin the whole history of human
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affairs there was a moment when that lofty brain was required
about the home, this is it.O

| think, if 1 had beenstanding up, | would have staggered.In
fact, IOmpretty surel would. But it isnOso dashedeasyto stagger
when youOQresitting in an arm-chair. Only my face, therefore,
showed how deeply | had been stung by these words.

Until she spoke them, | had beenall sweetnessand lightNthe
sympathetic nephew preparedto strain everynerveto do his bit. |
now froze, and the face became hard and set.

OJeeves!O | said, between clenched teeth.

OO0om beroofen,O said Aunt Dahlia.

| saw that she had got the wrong angle.

Ol was not sneezing. | was saying OJeeves!O0O

OAnd well you may. What a man! IOmgoing to put the whole
thing up to him. ThereOs nobody like Jeeves.O

My frigidity became more marked.

Ol venture to take issue with you, Aunt Dahlia.O

OYou take what?0

Olssue.O

OYou do, do you?0

Ol emphatically do. Jeeves is hopeless.O

OWhat?0

OQuite hopeless.He haslost his grip completely. Only a couple
of days ago | was compelled to take him off a casebecausehis
handling of it was so footling. And, anyway, | resentthis assump-
tion, if assumption is the word | want, that Jeevesis the only
fellow with brain. | object to the way everybody puts things up to
him without consulting me and letting me have a stab at them
first.O

She seemed about to speak, but | checked her with a gesture.

Olt is true that in the past | have sometimesseenfit to seek
JeevesQ@slvice. It is possiblethat in the future | may seekit again.
But | claim the right to have a pop at these problems, as they
arise, in person,without having everybodybehaveasif Jeeveswas
the only onion in the hash. | sometimesfeel that Jeevesthough
admittedly not unsuccessfulin the past, has been lucky rather
than gifted.O

OHave you and Jeeves had a row?0

ONothing of the kind.O

OYou seem to have it in for him.O

ONot at all.O
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And yet | must admit that there was a modicum of truth in
what shesaid. | had beenfeeling pretty austereabout the man all
day, and I0Il tell you why.

You remember that he caught that 12.45 train with the lug-
gage, while | remained on in order to keep a luncheon
engagementWell, just before | started out to the tryst, | was pot-
tering about the flat, and suddenlyNI donOtknow what put the
suspicion into my head, possibly the fellowOsmanner had been
furtiveNsomething seemedto whisper to me to go and have a
look in the wardrobe.

And it was as| had suspected.There was the mess-jacketstill
on its hanger. The hound hadnOt packed it.

Well, asanybody at the Drones will tell you, Bertram Wooster
is a pretty hard chap to outgeneral.| shovedthe thing in a brown-
paper parcel and put it in the back of the car, and it was on a
chair in the hall now. But that didnOtalter the fact that Jeevesad
attempted to do the dirty on me, and | supposea certain what-
dOyou-call-it had crept into my manner during the above remarks.

OTherehas beenno breach,Ol said. OYou might describeit as
a passingcoolness,but no more. We did not happento seeeyeto
eye with regard to my white mess-jacketwith the brass buttons
and | was compelled to assert my personality. ButNNO

OWell, it doesnOmatter, anyway. The thing that matters is that
you are talking piffle, you poor fish. Jeevedost his grip? Absurd.
Why, | saw him for a moment when he arrived, and his eyeswere
absolutely glittering with intelligence. | said to myself OTrust
Jeeves,O and | intend t0.0

OYouwould be far better advisedto let me seewhat | can ac-
complish, Aunt Dahlia.O

OFor heavenOsake, donOtyou start butting in. YouOll only
make matters worse.O

OOnthe contrary, it may interest you to know that while driv-
ing herel concentrateddeeply on this trouble of Angela®and was
successfulin formulating a plan, basedon the psychology of the
individual, which | am proposing to put into effect at an early
moment.O

OOh, my God!O

OMy knowledge of human nature tells me it will work.O

OBertie,Gsaid Aunt Dahlia, and her manner struck me as feb-
rile, Olayoff, lay off! For pityOssake,lay off. | know theseplans of
yours. | supposeyou want to shoveAngelainto the lake and push
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young Glossop in after her to save her life, or something like
that.O

ONothing of the kind.O

Oltds the sort of thing you would do.O

OMy scheme is far more subtle. Let me outline it for you.O

ONo, thanks.O

Ol say to myselfNNO

OBut not to me.O

ODo listen for a second.O

Ol won0t.0

ORight ho, then. | am dumb.O

OAnNd have been from a child.O

| perceivedthat little good could result from continuing the
discussion. | waved a hand and shrugged a shoulder.

OVery well, Aunt Dahlia,0 | said, with dignity, Oif you donOt
want to be in on the ground floor, that is your affair. But you are
missing an intellectual treat. And, anyway, no matter how much
you may behavelike the deaf adder of Scripture which, asyou are
doubtlessaware, the more one piped, the lessit danced,or words
to that effect, | shall carry on as planned. | am extremely fond of
Angela, and | shall spareno effort to bring the sunshineback into
her heart.O0

OBertie,you abysmal chump, | appeal to you once more. Will
you pleaselay off? YouOllonly make things ten times as bad as
they are already.O

I remember reading in one of those historical novels once
about a chapNa buck he would have been,no doubt, or a macar-
oni or somesuch bird asthatNwho, when people said the wrong
thing, merely laughed down from lazy eyelidsand flicked a speck
of dust from the irreproachable Mechlin lace at his wrists. This
was practically what | did now. At least,| straightenedmy tie and
smiled one of those inscrutable smiles of mine. | then withdrew
and went out for a saunter in the garden.

And the first chap | ran into was young Tuppy. His brow was
furrowed, and he was moodily bunging stones at a flowerpot.
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THINK | havetold you before about young Tuppy Glossop.He

was the fellow, if you remember, who, callously ignoring the
fact that we had beenfriends sinceboyhood, betted me one night
at the Drones that | could swing myself acrossthe swimming bath
by the ringsNa childish feat for one of my lissomenessNandthen,
having seenme well on the way, looped back the last ring, thus
rendering it necessaryfor me to drop into the deependin formal
evening costume.

To saythat | had not resentedthis foul deed,which seemedto
me deservingof the title of the crime of the century, would be pal-
tering with the truth. | had resentedit profoundly, chafing not a
little at the time and continuing to chafe for some weeks.

But you know how it is with thesethings. The wound heals.
The agony abates.

| am not saying, mind you, that had the opportunity presented
itself of dropping a wet spongeon Tuppy from somehigh spot or
of putting an eelin his bed or finding someother form of self-ex-
pression of a like nature, | would not have embracedit eagerly;
but that let me out. | meanto say, grievously injured though | had
been, it gaveme no pleasureto feel that the fellowOsally life was
being ruined by the loss of a girl whom, despite all that had
passed, | was convinced he still loved like the dickens.

On the contrary, | was heart and soul in favour of healing the
breach and rendering everything hotsy-totsy once more between
thesetwo young sundered blighters. You will have gleaned that
from my remarks to Aunt Dahlia, and if you had beenpresentat
this moment and had seenthe kindly commiserating look | gave
Tuppy, you would have gleaned it still more.

It was one of those searching, melting looks, and was accom-
panied by the hearty clasp of the right hand and the gentle laying
of the left on the collar-bone.

OWell, Tuppy, old man,O | said. OHow are you, old man?0

My commiseration deepenedas | spoke the words, for there
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had beenno lighting up of the eye, no answering pressureof the
palm, no sign whatever, in short, of any disposition on his part to
do Spring dancesat the sight of an old friend. The man seemed
sandbagged Melancholy, as| rememberJeevesaying once about
Pongo Twistleton when he was trying to knock off smoking, had
marked him for her own. Not that | was surprised, of course.In
the circs., no doubt, a certain moodiness was only natural.

| releasedthe hand, ceasedto knead the shoulder, and, produ-
cing the old case, offered him a cigarette.

He took it dully.

OAre you here, Bertie?0 he asked.

OYes, IOm here.O

OJust passing through, or come to stay?O

| thought for a moment. | might have told him that | had ar-
rived at Brinkley Court with the expressintention of bringing
Angela and himself together once more, of knitting up the severed
threads, and so on and so forth; and for perhapshalf the time re-
quired for the lighting of a gasperl had almost decidedto do so.
Then, | reflected, better, on the whole, perhapsnot. To broadcast
the fact that | proposedto take him and Angela and play on them
as on a couple of stringed instruments might have been injudi-
cious. Chaps donOtalways like being played on as on a stringed
instrument.

Olt all depends,Ol said. Ol may remain. | may push on. My
plans are uncertain.O

He nodded listlessly, rather in the manner of a man who did
not give a damn what | did, and stood gazing out over the sunlit
garden. In build and appearance, Tuppy somewhat resemblesa
bulldog, and his aspectnow was that of one of thesefine animals
who hasjust beenrefuseda slice of cake. It was not difficult for a
man of my discernmentto read what was in his mind, and it occa-
sioned me no surprise, therefore, when his next words had to do
with the subject marked with a cross on the agenda paper.

OYouOvéeard of this businessof mine, | suppose?Me and
Angela?0

Ol have, indeed, Tuppy, old man.O

OweOve bust up.O

Ol know. Some little friction, | gather, in re AngelaOs shark.O

OYes. | said it must have been a flatfish.O

OSo my informant told me.O

OWho did you hear it from?0
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OAunt Dahlia.O

Ol suppose she cursed me properly?O

OOh, no.0

OBeyondreferring to you in one passageas Othis blasted Glos-
sopO,shewas, | thought, singularly temperatein her languagefor
a woman who at one time hunted regularly with the Quorn. All
the same, | could see,if you donOtmind me saying so, old man,
that she felt you might have behaved with a little more tact.O

OTact!O

OAnd | must admit | rather agreed with her. Was it nice,
Tuppy, wasit quite kind to take the bloom off AngelaOshark like
that? You must rememberthat AngelaOshark is very dear to her.
Could you not seewhat a sock on the jaw it would be for the
poor child to hearit describedby the man to whom shehad given
her heart as a flatfish?0

| saw that he was struggling with some powerful emotion.

OAnd what about my side of the thing?O he demanded, in a
voice choked with feeling.

OYour side?0

OYou donOtsuppose,Osaid Tuppy, with rising vehemence,
Othat | would have exposed this dashed synthetic shark for the
flatfish it undoubtedly was if there had not been causesthat led
up to it. What induced me to speakas| did was the fact that An-
gela, the little squirt, had just beenmost offensive, and | seizedthe
opportunity to get a bit of my own back.O

OOffensive?0

OExceedinglyoffensive. Purely on the strength of my having let
fall some casualremarkNsimply by way of saying something and
keeping the conversation goingNto the effect that | wondered
what Anatole was going to give us for dinner, shesaid that | was
too material and ought not always to be thinking of food. Materi-
al, my elbow! As a matter of fact, IOm particularly spiritual.O

OQuite.O

OldonOseeany harm in wondering what Anatole was going to
give us for dinner. Do you?0

OOf course not. A mere ordinary tribute of respectto a great
artist.O0

OExactly.O

OAll the sameNNO

Owell?0

Olwas only going to saythat it seemsa pity that the frail craft
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of love should comea stinker like this when a few manly words of
contritionNNO

He stared at me.

OYou arendt suggesting that | should climb down?0

Olt would be the fine, big thing, old egg.O

Ol wouldn®t dream of climbing down.O

OBut, TuppyNNO

ONo. I wouldnOt do it.O

OBut you love her, donOt you?O

This touched the spot. He quivered noticeably, and his mouth
twisted. Quite the tortured soul.

Ol1Omot saying | donOtlove the little blighter,O he said, obvi-
ously moved. Ol love her passionately. But that doesnOalter the
fact that | consider that what she needsmost in this world is a
swift kick in the pants.O A Wooster could scarcely pass this.
OTuppy, old man!O

OlItds no good saying OTuppy, old man0.0

OWell, | do say OTuppy, old manO.Your tone shocksme. One
raisesthe eyebrows.Where is the fine, old, chivalrous spirit of the
Glossops.O0ThatOsill right about the fine, old, chivalrous spirit
of the Glossops.O

Where is the sweet, gentle, womanly spirit of the Angelas?
Telling a fellow he was getting a double chin!O

ODid she do that?0

OShe did.O

OOh, well, girls will be girls. Forget it, Tuppy. Go to her and
make it up.O

He shook his head.

ONo. It is too late. Remarks have been passed about my
tummy which it is impossible to overlook.O

OBut, TummyNTuppy, | meanNbe fair. You oncetold her her
new hat made her look like a Pekingese.O

Olt did make her look like a Pekingese.That was not vulgar
abuse.It was sound, constructive criticism, with no motive behind
it but the kindly desireto keep her from making an exhibition of
herself in public. Wantonly to accusea man of puffing when he
goes up a flight of stairs is something very different.O

| beganto seethat the situation would require all my address
and ingenuity. If the wedding bells were ever to ring out in the
little church of Market Snodsbury,Bertram had plainly got to put
in some shrewdishwork. | had gathered, during my conversation
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with Aunt Dahlia, that there had beena certain amount of frank
speechbetweenthe two contracting parties, but | had not realized
till now that matters had gone so far.

The pathos of the thing gave me the pip. Tuppy had admitted
in so many words that love still animated the Glossop bosom, and
| was convincedthat, evenafter all that occurred, Angela had not
ceasedto love him. At the moment, no doubt, shemight be wish-
ing that she could hit him with a bottle, but deepdown in her |
was prepared to bet that there still lingered all the old affection
and tenderness.Only injured pride was keeping thesetwo apart,
and | felt that if Tuppy would make the first move, all would be
well.

| had another whack at it.

OSheOs broken-hearted about this rift, Tuppy.O

OHow do you know? Have you seen her?0

ONo, but IOl bet she is.O

OShe doesnOt look it.O

OWearingthe mask, no doubt. Jeevesdoesthat when | assert
my authority.O

OShewrinkles her noseat me asif | were a drain that had got
out of order.O

OMerely the mask. | feel convinced shelovesyou still, and that
a kindly word from you is all that is required.O

| could seethat this had moved him. He plainly wavered. He
did a sort of twiddly on the turf with his foot. And, when he
spoke, one spotted the tremolo in the voice:

OYou really think that?0

OAbsolutely.O

OHOmM.O

OIf you were to go to herNNO

He shook his head.

Ol can®do that. It would be fatal. Bing, instantly, would go
my prestige. | know girls. Grovel, and the best of them get up-
pish.OHe mused. OTheonly way to work the thing would be by
tipping her off in someindirect way that | am prepared to open
negotiations. Should | sigh a bit when we meet, do you think?O

OShe would think you were puffing.O

OThatOs true.O

| lit another cigarette and gave my mind to the matter. And
first crack out of the box, as is so often the way with the
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Woosters, | got an idea. | rememberedthe counsel | had given
Gussie in the matter of the sausages and ham.

Ol1Ovgot it, Tuppy. Thereis oneinfallible method of indicating
to a girl that you love her, and it works just aswell when youOve
had a row and want to make it up. DonOteat any dinner tonight.
You can seehow impressivethat would be. Sheknows how de-
voted you are to food.O

He started violently.

Ol am not devoted to food!O

ONo, no.0

Ol am not devoted to food at all.O

OQuite. All | meantNNO

OThis rot about me being devoted to food,O said Tuppy
warmly, Ohasgot to stop. | am young and healthy and have a
good appetite, but thatOsot the sameas being devoted to food. |
admire Anatole as a master of his craft, and am always willing to
consider anything he may put before me, but when you say | am
devoted to foodNNO

OQuite, quite. All | meant was that if she seesyou push away
your dinner untasted, she will realize that your heart is aching,
and will probably be the first to suggest blowing the all clear.O

Tuppy was frowning thoughtfully.

OPush my dinner away, en?0

OYes.O

OPush away a dinner cooked by Anatole?0

OYes.O

OPush it away untasted?0

OYes.O

OLetus get this straight. Tonight, at dinner, when the butler
offers me aris de veau” la financiere, or whatever it may be, hot
from AnatoleOs hands, you wish me to push it away untasted?O

OYes.O

He chewedhis lip. One could sensethe struggle going on with-
in. And then suddenly a sort of glow cameinto his face. The old
martyrs probably used to look like that.

OAll right.O

OYouOll do it?0

Ol will.O

OFine.O

OOf course, it will be agony.O

| pointed out the silver lining.
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OOnly for the moment. You could slip down tonight, after
everyone is in bed, and raid the larder.O

He brightened.

OThatOs right. | could, couldnOt 120

Ol expect there would be something cold there.O

OThereis something cold there,O said Tuppy, with growing
cheerfulness OA steak-and-kidney pie. We had it for lunch today.
One of AnatoleOsipest. The thing | admire about that man,Osaid
Tuppy reverently, Othething that | admire so enormously about
Anatole is that, though a Frenchman, he doesnot, like so many of
thesechefs confine himself exclusivelyto Frenchdishes,but is al-
ways willing and ready to weigh in with some good old simple
English fare such as this steak-and-kidney pie to which | have al-
luded. A masterly pie, Bertie, and it wasnOtmore than half
finished. It will do me nicely.O

OAnNd at dinner you will push, as arranged?0

OAbsolutely as arranged.O

OFine.O

OltOsn excellentidea. One of JeevesOsest. You can tell him
from me, when you see him, that IOm much obliged.O

The cigarette fell from my fingers. It was asthough somebody
had slapped Bertram Wooster across the face with a wet dish-rag.

OYou arenOsuggestingthat you think this schemel have been
sketching out is Jeeves0s?0

OOf course it is. 1tOsno good trying to kid me, Bertie. You
wouldnOt have thought of a wheeze like that in a million years.O

There was a pause.| drew myself up to my full height; then,
seeing that he wasnOt looking at me, lowered myself again.

OCome,Glossop,0l said coldly, Owehad better be going. It is
time we were dressing for dinner.O
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went up to my room. They continued rankling as| shedthe
form-fitting, and had not ceasedto rankle when, clad in the old
dressing-gown,| made my way along the corridor to the salle de
bain.

It is not too much to say that | was piqued to the tonsils.

| meanto say, one doesnot court praise. The adulation of the
multitude means very little to one. But, all the same, when one has
taken the trouble to whack out a highly juicy schemeto benefit an
in-the-soup friend in his hour of travail, itOspretty foul to find
him giving the credit to oneOgersonal attendant, particularly if
that personal attendant is a man who goesabout the place not
packing mess-jackets.

But after | had beensplashingabout in the porcelain for a bit,
composure beganto return. | have always found that in moments
of heart-bowed-downnessthere is nothing that calms the bruised
spirit like a good go at the soap and water. | donQOtsay | actually
sangin the tub, but there were times when it was a mere spin of
the coin whether | would do so or not.

The spiritual anguish induced by that tactless speechhad be-
come noticeably lessened.

The discovery of a toy duck in the soap dish, presumably the
property of some former juvenile visitor, contributed not a little
to this new and happier frame of mind. What with one thing and
another, | hadnOplayed with toy ducks in my bath for years,and
| found the novel experiencemost invigorating. For the benefit of
those interested, | may mention that if you shovethe thing under
the surfacewith the spongeand then let it go, it shootsout of the
water in a manner calculated to divert the most careworn. Ten
minutes of this and | was enabledto return to the bedchamber
much more the old merry Bertram.

Jeevesvas there, laying out the dinner disguise.He greetedthe
young master with his customary suavity.
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OGood evening, sir.O

| responded in the same affable key.

OGood evening, Jeeves.O

Ol trust you had a pleasant drive, sir.O

OVery pleasant, thank you, Jeeves.Hand me a sock or two,
will you?0

He did so, and | commenced to don,

OWell, Jeeves,Q said, reaching for the underlinen, Oherewe
are again at Brinkley Court in the county of Worcestershire.O

OYes, sir.0

OAnice messthings seemto have gone and got themselvesinto
in this rustic joint.O

OYes, sir.0

OThe rift between Tuppy Glossop and my cousin Angela
would appear to be serious.O

OYes,sir. Opinion in the servantsChall is inclined to take a
grave view of the situation.O

OAndthe thought that springsto your mind, no doubt, is that |
shall have my work cut out to fix things up?O

OYes, sir.0

OYou are wrong, Jeeves. | have the thing well in hand.O

OYou surprise me, sir.O

Olthought | should. Yes, Jeeves| ponderedon the matter most
of the way down here, and with the happiest results. | have just
been in conferencewith Mr. Glossop, and everything is taped
out.0

Olndeed, sir? Might | inquireNNO

OYou know my methods, Jeeves.Apply them. Have you,O |
asked, slipping into the shirt and starting to adjust the cravat,
Obeen gnawing on the thing at all?Q

OOh, yes, sir. | have always been much attached to Miss An-
gela,and | felt that it would afford me great pleasurewere | to be
able to be of service to her.O

OA laudable sentiment. But | suppose you drew blank?0

ONo, sir. | was rewarded with an idea.O

OWhat was it?0

Olt occurred to me that a reconciliation might be effected
between Mr. Glossop and Miss Angela by appealing to that in-
stinct which prompts gentlemenin time of peril to hastento the
rescue ofNNO
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| had to let go of the cravat in order to raise a hand. | was
shocked.

ODonOtell me you were contemplating descendingto that old
he-saved-her-from-drowning gag? | am surprised, Jeeves.Sur-
prised and pained. When | was discussingthe matter with Aunt
Dahlia on my arrival, shesaidin a sniffy sort of way that shesup-
posed| was going to shove my Cousin Angela into the lake and
push Tuppy in to haul her out, and I let her seepretty clearly that
| consideredthe suggestionan insult to my intelligence. And now,
if your words havethe meaningl readinto them, you are mooting
precisely the same drivelling scheme. Really, Jeeves!O

ONo, sir. Not that. But the thought did cross my mind, as |
walked in the grounds and passedthe building where the fire-bell
hangs,that a suddenalarm of fire in the night might result in Mr.
Glossop endeavouring to assist Miss Angela to safety.O

| shivered.

ORotten, Jeeves.O

Owell, sirNNO

ONo good. Not a bit like it.O

Ol fancy, sirNNO

ONo, JeevesNo more. Enough has beensaid. Let us drop the
subj.0

| finished tying the tie in silence.My emotions were too deep
for speech. knew, of course,that this man had for the time being
lost his grip, but | had never suspectedthat he had gone abso-
lutely to pieceslike this. Rememberingsome of the swift oneshe
had pulled in the past, | shrank with horror from the spectacleof
his presentineptitude. Or is it ineptness? meanthis frightful dis-
position of his to stick straws in his hair and talk like a perfect
ass. It was the old, old story, | supposed.A manObrain whizzes
along for yearsexceedingthe speedlimit, and somethingsuddenly
goeswrong with the steering-gearand it skids and comesa smel-
ler in the ditch.

OADbit elaborate,Ol said, trying to put the thing in askindly a
light as possible. OYour old failing. You can seethat itDsa bit
elaborate?0

OPossiblythe plan | suggestednight be consideredopen to that
criticism, sir, but faute de mieuxNNO

Ol dondt get you, Jeeves.O

OA French expression, sir, signifying Ofor want of anything
better0.0
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A moment before, | had beenfeeling for this wreck of a once
fine thinker nothing but a gentle pity. These words jarred the
Wooster pride, inducing asperity.

Ol understand perfectly well what faute de mieux means,
Jeeves. did not recently spend two months among our Gallic
neighbours for nothing. Besides,| remember that one from
school. What causedmy bewilderment was that you should be
employing the expression, well knowing that there is no bally
faute de mieux about it at all. Where do you get that faute-de-
mieux stuff? DidnOt | tell you | had everything taped out?0

OVYes, sir, butNNO

OWhat do you meanNbut?0O

OWwell, sirNNO

OPushon, Jeeves.I am ready, even anxious, to hear your
views.O

OWell, sir, if | may take the liberty of reminding you of it, your
plans in the past have not always been uniformly successful.O

There was a silenceNrather a throbbing oneNduring which |
put on my waistcoat in a marked manner. Not till 1 had got the
buckle at the back satisfactorily adjusted did | speak.

Oltis true, Jeeves,® said formally, Othatonce or twice in the
past | may have missedthe bus. This, however, | attribute purely
to bad luck.O

Olndeed, sir?0

OOnthe presentoccasion| shall not fail, and 10litell you why |
shall not fail. Because my scheme is rooted in human nature.O

Olndeed, sir?0

Olt is simple. Not elaborate. And, furthermore, basedon the
psychology of the individual.O

Olndeed, sir?0

OJeeves, O said, OdonOkeep saying Olndeed,sir?ONo doubt
nothing is further from your mind than to convey such a sugges-
tion, but you have a way of stressingthe OinOand then coming
down with a thud on the OdeedOwhich makes it virtually tan-
tamount to OOh, yeah?0 Correct this, Jeeves.O

OVery good, sir.O

Oltell you | have everything nicely lined up. Would you careto
hear what steps | have taken?0

OVery much, sir.O

OThenlisten. Tonight at dinner | have recommendedTuppy to
lay off the food.O
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osir?0

OTut, Jeevessurely you can follow the idea, eventhough it is
one that would neverhave occurred to yourself. Have you forgot-
ten that telegram| sentto GussieFink-Nottle, steeringhim away
from the sausagesand ham? This is the samething. Pushingthe
food away untastedis a universally recognizedsign of love. It can-
not fail to bring home the gravy. You must see that?0

Owell, sirNNO

| frowned.

OldonOwant to seemalways to be criticizing your methods of
voice production, Jeeves,® said, Obutl must inform you that that
OWell, sirO of yours is in many respectsfully as unpleasant as
your Olndeed,sir?OLike the latter, it seemsto be tinged with a
definite scepticism.It suggestsa lack of faith in my vision. The im-
pressionl retain after hearing you shoot it at me a couple of times
is that you consider me to be talking through the back of my
neck, and that only a feudal senseof what is fitting restrains you
from substituting for it the words OSays you!OO

OOh, no, sir.0

OWell, thatOswhat it sounds like. Why donOtyou think this
scheme will work?0

Ol fear Miss Angelawill merely attribute Mr. GlossopOabstin-
ence to indigestion, sir.O

I hadnOthought of that, and | must confessit shook me for a
moment. Then | recoveredmyself. | saw what was at the bottom
of all this. Mortified by the consciousnessof his own inept-
nessNor ineptitudeNthe fellow was simply trying to hamper and
obstruct. | decidedto knock the stuffing out of him without fur-
ther preamble.

O0h?0I said. OYou do, do you? Well, be that as it may, it
doesnOtlter the fact that youOveput out the wrong coat. Be so
good, Jeeves,® said, indicating with a gesturethe gentOsrdinary
dinner jacket or smoking, aswe call it on the C™tedOAzurwhich
was suspendedirom the hangeron the knob of the wardrobe, Oas
to shovethat bally black thing in the cupboard and bring out my
white mess-jacket with the brass buttons.O

He looked at me in a meaning manner. And when | say a
meaning manner, | mean there was a respectful but at the same
time uppish glint in his eyeand a sort of muscular spasmflickered
across his face which wasnOtquite a quiet smile and yet wasnOt
quite not a quiet smile. Also the soft cough.
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Ol regret to say, sir, that | inadvertently omitted to pack the
garment to which you refer.O

The vision of that parcel in the hall seemedto rise before my
eyes,and | exchangeda merry wink with it. | may even have
hummed a bar or two. IOm not quite sure.

Olknow you did, Jeeves,d said, laughing down from lazy eye-
lids and nicking a speckof dust from the irreproachable Mechlin
lace at my wrists. OButl didnOt.You will find it on a chair in the
hall in a brown-paper parcel.O

The information that his low manoeuvreshad been rendered
null and void and that the thing was on the strength after all,
must have beenthe nastiestof jars, but there was no play of ex-
pressionon his finely chiselledto indicate it. There very seldomis
on Jeeves@<. In moments of discomfort, as| had told Tuppy, he
wears a mask, preserving throughout the quiet stolidity of a
stuffed moose.

OYou might just slide down and fetch it, will you?O

OVery good, sir.O

ORight ho, Jeeves.O

And presently | was sauntering towards the drawing-room
with me good old j. nestling snugly abaft the shoulder blades.

And Dahlia was in the drawing-room. Sheglancedup at my
entrance.

OHullo, eyesore,Gshe said. OWhat do you think youOremade
up as?0

| did not get the purport.

OThe jacket, you mean?0 | queried, groping.

Ol do. You look like one of the chorus of male guestsat Aber-
nethy Towers in Act 2 of a touring musical comedy.O

OYou do not admire this jacket?0O

Ol do not.O

OYou did at Cannes.O

OWell, this isnOt Cannes.O

OBut, dash itNNO

OOh, never mind. Let it go. If you want to give my butler a
laugh, what does it matter? What does anything matter now?0

There was a death-where-is-thy-sting-fullnessabout her man-
ner which | found distasteful. It isnOften that | score off Jeeves
in the devastating fashion just described,and when | do | like to
see happy, smiling faces about me.

OTails up, Aunt Dahlia,O | urged buoyantly.
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OTailsup be dashed,Owas her sombreresponse OIOvgust been
talking to Tom.O

OTelling him?0

ONo, listening to him. | havenOt had the nerve to tell him yet.O

Ols he still upset about that income-tax money?0

OUpsetis right. He saysthat Civilisation is in the melting-pot
and that all thinking men can read the writing on the wall.O

OWhat wall?0

OO0Id Testament, ass. BelshazzarOs feast.O

OOh, that, yes.|Oveften wondered how that gagwas worked.
With mirrors, | expect.O

Olwish | could usemirrors to break it to Tom about this bac-
carat business.O

| had a word of comfort to offer here.| had beenturning the
thing over in my mind sinceour last meeting, and | thought | saw
where she had got twisted. Where she made her error, it seemed
to me, was in feeling shehad got to tell Uncle Tom. To my way of
thinking, the matter was one on which it would be better to con-
tinue to exercise a quiet reserve.

OldonOseewhy you needmention that you lost that money at
baccarat.O

OWhat do you suggest,then? Letting MiladyOsBoudoir join
Civilisation in the melting-pot. Becausethat is what it will infal-
libly do unless| get a cheque by next week. The printers have
been showing a nasty spirit for months.O

OYou donOtfollow. Listen. [tOsan understood thing, | take it,
that Uncle Tom foots the Boudoir bills. If the bally sheethasbeen
turning the corner for two years,he must have got usedto forking
out by this time. Well, simply ask him for the money to pay the
printers.O

Ol did. Just before | went to Cannes.O

OWouldnOt he give it to you?0

OCertainly he gaveit to me. He brassedup like an officer and a
gentleman. That was the money | lost at baccarat.O

OO0h? | didnOt know that.O

OThere isnOt much you do know.O

A nephewOs love made me overlook the slur.

OTut!O | said.

OWhat did you say?0

Ol said OTut!O0
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OSayit once again, and IOllbiff you where you stand. IOve
enough to endure without being tutted at.O

OQuite.O

OAny tutting thatOsrequired, 18Il attend to myself. And the
sameappliesto clicking the tongue, if you were thinking of doing
that.O

OFar from it.O

0Good.0

| stood awhile in thought. | was concernedto the core. My
heart, if you remember, had already bled once for Aunt Dahlia
this evening. It now bled again. | knew how deeply attached she
was to this paper of hers. Seeingit go down the drain would be
for her like watching a loved child sink for the third time in some
pond or mere.

And there was no question that, unlesscarefully prepared for
the touch, Uncle Tom would seea hundred MiladyOsBoudoirs go
phut rather than take the rap.

Then | saw how the thing could be handled. This aunt, | per-
ceived, must fall into line with my other clients. Tuppy Glossop
was knocking off dinner to melt Angela. GussieFink-Nottle was
knocking off dinner to impress the Bassett. Aunt Dahlia must
knock off dinner to soften Uncle Tom. For the beauty of this
schemeof mine was that there was no limit to the number of
entrants. Come one, come all, the more the merrier, and satisfac-
tion guaranteed in every case.

Ol0veot it,0 | said. OThereis only one courseto pursue. Eat
less meat.O

Shelooked at me in a pleading sort of way. | wouldnOtswear
that her eyeswere wet with unshedtears, but | rather think they
were, certainly she clasped her hands in piteous appeal.

OMustyou drivel, Bertie?WonOtyou stop it just this once?Just
for tonight, to please Aunt Dahlia?0

OI1Om not drivelling.O

Ol dare say that to a man of your high standards it doesnOt
come under the head of drivel, butNNO

| saw what had happened. | hadnOt made myself quite clear.

Ol1tOsll right,0 | said. OHaveno misgivings. This is the real Ta-
basco. When | said OEatlessmeatO,what | meant was that you
must refuse your oats at dinner tonight. Just sit there, looking
blistered, and wave away each course as it comeswith a weary
gestureof resignation. You seewhat will happen.Uncle Tom will
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notice your loss of appetite, and | am preparedto bet that at the
conclusion of the meal he will come to you and say ODabhlia,
darlingONI take it he calls you ODahliaONODahliadarling,0 he
will say, Ol noticed at dinner tonight that you were a bit off your
feed. Is anything the matter, Dahlia, darling?O OWhy, yes, Tom,
darling,O you will reply. Oltis kind of you to ask, darling. The
fact is, darling, | am terribly worried.O OMy darling,O he will
sayNNO

Aunt Dahlia interrupted at this point to observethat theseTra-
versesseemedo be a pretty soppy couple of blighters, to judge by
their dialogue. Shealso wished to know when | was going to get
to the point.

| gave her a look.

OOMydarling,O he will say tenderly, Oisthere anything | can
do?OTo which your reply will be that there jolly well isNviz.
reach for his cheque-book and start writing.O

| was watching her closely as| spoke, and was pleasedto note
respect suddenly dawn in her eyes.

OBut, Bertie, this is positively bright.O

Ol told you Jeeves wasnOt the only fellow with brain.O

Ol believe it would work.O

Ol1tds bound to work. IOve recommended it to Tuppy.O

OYoung Glossop?0

Oln order to soften Angela.O

OSplendid!O

OAndto GussieFink-Nottle, who wants to make a hit with the
Bassett.O

OWell, well, well! What a busy little brain it is.O

OAlways working, Aunt Dahlia, always working.O

OYouOre not the chump | took you for, Bertie.O

OWhen did you ever take me for a chump?0

OOh, sometime last summer. | forget what gave me the idea.
Yes, Bertie, this schemeis bright. | suppose,as a matter of fact,
Jeeves suggested it.O

OJeeveslid not suggestit. | resent these implications. Jeeves
had nothing to do with it whatsoever.O

OWell, all right, no needto get excited about it. Yes, | think it
will work. TomOs devoted to me.O

OWho wouldnOt be?0

010l do it.0
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And then the rest of the party trickled in, and we toddled
down to dinner.

Conditions being as they were at Brinkley CourtNl mean to
say, the place being loaded down above the Plimsoll mark with
aching hearts and standing room only as regarded tortured
soulsNI hadnOexpectedthe eveningmeal to be particularly effer-
vescent.Nor wasit. Silent. Sombre.The whole thing more than a
bit like Christmas dinner on DevilOs Island.

| was glad when it was over.

What with having, on top of her other troubles, to rein herself
back from the trough, Aunt Dahlia was a total lossasfar as any-
thing in the shapeof brilliant badinage was concerned. The fact
that he was fifty quid in the red and expecting Civilisation to take
a toss at any moment had causedUncle Tom, who always looked
a bit like a pterodactyl with a secretsorrow, to take on a deeper
melancholy. The Bassett was a silent bread crumbler. Angela
might have beenhewn from the living rock. Tuppy had the air of
a condemned murderer refusing to make the usual hearty break-
fast before tooling off to the execution shed.

And as for Gussie Fink-Nottle, many an experienced under-
taker would have been deceivedby his appearanceand started
embalming him on sight.

This was the first glimpse | had had of Gussiesincewe parted
at my flat, and | must say his demeanour disappointed me. | had
been expecting something a great deal more sparkling.

At my flat, on the occasion alluded to, he had, if you recall,
practically given me a signed guarantee that all he needed to
touch him off was a rural setting. Yet in this aspectnow | could
detect no indication whatsoeverthat he was about to round into
mid-seasonform. He still looked like a cat in an adage,and it did
not take me long to realisethat my very first act on escapingfrom
this morgue must be to draw him aside and give him a pep talk.

If ever a chap wanted the clarion note, it looked as if it was
this Fink-Nottle.

In the general exodus of mourners, however, | lost sight of
him, and, owing to the fact that Aunt Dahlia roped me in for a
game of backgammon, it was not immediately that | was able to
institute a search.But after we had been playing for a while, the
butler camein and askedher if shewould speakto Anatole, so |
managedto get away. And some ten minutes later, having failed
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to find scentin the house, | started to throw out the drag-net
through the grounds, and flushed him in the rose garden.

He was smelling a rose at the moment in a limp sort of way,
but removed the beak as | approached.

OWell, Gussie,O | said.

| had beamedgenially upon him as| spoke, suchbeing my cus-
tomary policy on meetingan old pal; but instead of beamingback
genially, he gave me a most unpleasant look. His attitude per-
plexed me. It was as if he were not glad to seeBertram. For a
moment he stood letting this unpleasantlook play upon me, asit
were, and then he spoke.

OYou and your OWell, GussieO!0

He said this between clenchedteeth, always an unmatey thing
to do, and | found myself more fogged than ever.

OHow do you meanNme and my OWell, GussieO?0

Ol like your nerve, coming bounding about the place, saying
OWell, Gussie.OThatOsabout all the OWell, GussieQl shall require
from you, Wooster. And itOso good looking like that. You know
what | mean. That damned prize-giving! It was a dastardly act to
crawl out asyou did and shoveit off on to me. | will not mince
my words. It was the act of a hound and a stinker.O

Now, though, as| have shown, | had devoted most of the time
on the journey down to meditating upon the caseof Angela and
Tuppy, | had not neglectedto give a thought or two to what | was
going to saywhen | encounteredGussie.l had foreseenthat there
might be somelittle temporary unpleasantnessvhen we met, and
when a difficult interview is in the offing Bertram Wooster likes
to have his story ready.

Sonow | was able to reply with a manly, disarming frankness.
The suddenintroduction of the topic had given me a bit of a jolt,
it is true, for in the stressof recent happenings| had rather let
that prize-giving businessslide to the back of my mind; but | had
speedily recoveredand, as | say, was able to reply with a manly
d.f.

OBut, my dear chap,01 said, Ol took it for granted that you
would understand that that was all part of my schemes.O

He said something about my schemes which | did not catch.

OAbsolutely. OCrawling outO is entirely the wrong way to put
it. You donOtsupposel didnOtwant to distribute those prizes, do
you? Left to myself, there is nothing | would find a greater treat.
But | saw that the square, generousthing to do was to step aside

68



RIGHT HO, JEEVES

and let you take it on, sol did so. | felt that your needwas greater
than mine. You donOtmeanto say you arenOtooking forward to
it?0

He uttered a coarseexpressionwhich | wouldnOthave thought
he would have known. It just showsthat you can bury yourself in
the country and still somehow acquire a vocabulary. No doubt
one picks up things from the neighboursNthe vicar, the local doc-
tor, the man who brings the milk, and so on.

OBut, dash it,0 | said, OcanOyou seewhat this is going to do
for you? It will sendyour stock up with a jump. There you will
be, up on that platform, a romantic, impressivefigure, the star of
the whole proceedings, the what-dOyou-call-it of all eyes.
Madeline Bassettwill be all over you. Shewill seeyou in a totally
new light.O

OShe will, will she?0

OCertainly she will. Augustus Fink-Nottle, the newtsOfriend,
she knows. She is acquainted with Augustus Fink-Nottle, the
dogsCchiropodist. But Augustus Fink-Nottle, the oratorNthatOll
knock her sideways,or | know nothing of the female heart. Girls
go potty over a public man. If everanyonedid anyone elsea kind-
ness,it was | when | gavethis extraordinary attractive assignment
to you.O

He seemedimpressedby my eloquence.CouldnOthave helped
himself, of course. The fire faded from behind his horn-rimmed
spectacles, and in its place appeared the old fish-like goggle.

OMyes,Ohe said meditatively. OHaveyou ever made a speech,
Bertie?O

ODozensof times. [tOspie. Nothing to it. Why, | once ad-
dressed a girlsO school.O

OYou werenOt nervous?0

ONot a bit.O

OHow did you go?0

OThey hung on my lips. | held them in the hollow of my
hand.O

OThey didnOt throw eggs, or anything?O

ONot a thing.O

He expelled a deepbreath, and for a spacestood staring in si-
lence at a passing slug.

OWell,Ohe said, at length, Oit may be all right. Possibly| am
letting the thing prey on my mind too much. | may be wrong in
supposingit the fate that is worse than death. But 10lltell you this
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much: the prospect of that prize-giving on the thirty-first of this
month has beenturning my existenceinto a nightmare. | havenOt
beenable to sleepor think or eat EBy the way, that reminds me.
You never explained that cipher telegram about the sausagesand
ham.O

Olt wasnOt cipher telegram. | wanted you to go light on the
food, so that she would realize you were in love.O

He laughed hollowly.

Ol see. Well, IOve been doing that, all right.O

OYes, | was noticing at dinner. Splendid.O

Ol donOtseewhatOssplendid about it. 1tOsnot going to get me
anywhere. | shall neverbe able to ask her to marry me. | couldnOt
find nerveto do that if | lived on wafer biscuits for the rest of my
life.O

OBut,dashit, Gussie.In theseromantic surroundings. | should
have thought the whispering trees aloneNNO

Ol donOt care what you would have thought. | canOt do it.O

OOh, come!O

Ol canOt. She seems so aloof, so remote.O

OShe doesnOt.0

OYes,she does. Especially when you seeher sideways. Have
you seenher sideways,Bertie? That cold, pure profile. It just takes
all the heart out of one.O

Olt doesn0t.0

Oltell you it does.!| catch sight of it, and the words freezeon
my lips.O

He spoke with a sort of dull despair, and so manifest was his
lack of ginger and the spirit that wins to successhat for an in-
stant, | confess,| felt a bit stymied. It seemedhopelessto go on
trying to steamup such a human jellyfish. Then | saw the way.
With that extraordinary quickness of mine, | realized exactly
what must be done if this Fink-Nottle was to be enabledto push
his nose past the judgesO box.

OShe must be softened up,O | said.

OBe what?0

OSoftenedup. Sweetened Worked on. Preliminary spadework
must be put in. Here, Gussie,is the procedure| proposeto adopt:
| shall now return to the house and lug this Bassettout for a
stroll. | shall talk to her of heartsthat yearn, intimating that there
is one actually on the premises.| shall pitch it strong, sparing no
effort. You, meanwhile, will lurk on the outskirts, and in about a
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guarter of an hour you will come along and carry on from there.
By that time, her emotions having been stirred, you ought to be
able to do the rest on your head. It will be like leaping on to a
moving bus.O

| rememberwhen | was a kid at school having to learn a poem
of sorts about a fellow named Pig-somethingNa sculptor he
would have been, no doubtNwho made a statue of a girl, and
what should happen one morning but that the bally thing sud-
denly cameto life. A pretty nasty shock for the chap, of course,
but the point IOmworking round to is that there were a couple of
lines that went, if | remember correctly:

She starts. She moves. She seems to feel
The stir of life along her keel.

And what IOmdriving at is that you couldnOtget a better descrip-
tion of what happenedto Gussie as | spoke these heartening
words. His brow cleared, his eyesbrightened, he lost that fishy
look, and he gazedat the slug, which was still on the long, long
trail with something approaching bonhomie. A marked
improvement.

Ol seewhat you mean. You will sort of pave the way, as it
were.O

OThatOs right. Spadework.O

OltOs a terrific idea, Bertie. It will make all the difference.O

OQuite. But donOtforget that after that it will be up to you.
You will haveto haul up your slacksand give her the old oil, or
my efforts will have been in vain.O

Something of his former Gawd-help-us-nessseemedto return
to him. He gasped a bit.

OThatOs true. What the dickens shall | say?0O

| restrainedmy impatiencewith an effort. The man had beenat
school with me.

ODashit, there are hundreds of things you can say. Talk about
the sunset.O

OThe sunset?0

OCertainly. Half the married men you meet began by talking
about the sunset.O

OBut what can | say about the sunset?0

OWell, Jeevegyot off a good one the other day. | met him air-
ing the dog in the park one evening,and he said, ONow fadesthe
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glimmering landscapeon the sight, sir, and all the air a solemn
stillness holds.O You might use that.O

OWhat sort of landscape?0

OGlimmering. G for Ogastritis,Ol for OlizardONNO

OOh, glimmering? Yes, thatOsnot bad. Glimmering landscape
Esolemn stillnessE. Yes, | call that pretty good.O

OYoucould then say that you have often thought that the stars
are GodOs daisy chain.O

OBut | haven0t.0

Oldare saynot. But shehas.Hand her that one, and | donOsee
how she can help feeling that youOre a twin soul.O

OGodOs daisy chain?0

OGodOdaisy chain. And then you go on about how twilight al-
ways makesyou sad.| know youOregoing to sayit doesnOthut on
this occasion it has jolly well got to.O

OWhy?0

OThatOgust what shewill ask, and you will then have got her
going. Becauseyou will reply that it is becauseyours is such a
lonely life. It wouldnOtbe a bad idea to give her a brief description
of a typical home eveningat your Lincolnshire residence,showing
how you pace the meadows with a heavy tread.O

Ol generally sit indoors and listen to the wireless.O

ONo, you donOt.You pace the meadows with a heavy tread,
wishing that you had someoneto love you. And then you speakof
the day when she came into your life.O

OLike a fairy princess.O

OAbsolutely,Ol said with approval. | hadnOtexpected such a
hot one from such a quarter. OLike a fairy princess. Nice work,
Gussie.O

OAnNd then?0

OWell, after that itOseasy. You say you have something you
want to sayto her, and then you snapinto it. | donOtseehow it
can fail. If 1 wereyou, | should do it in this rose garden. It is well
establishedthat there is no sounder move than to steerthe adored
object into rose gardensin the gloaming. And you had better have
a couple of quick ones first.O

OQuick ones?0

OSnifters.O

ODrinks, do you mean? But | donOt drink.O

OWhat?0

OlOve never touched a drop in my life.O
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This made me a bit dubious, | must confess.On these occa-
sions it is generally concededthat a moderate skinful is of the
essence.

However, if the facts were as he had stated, | supposedthere
was nothing to be done about it.

OWell, youOll have to make out as best you can on ginger pop.O

Ol always drink orange juice.O

OOrangejuice, then. Tell me, Gussie, to settle a bet, do you
really like that muck?O

OVery much.O

OThenthere is no more to be said. Now, letOgust have a run
through, to seethat youOvegot the lay-out straight. Start off with
the glimmering landscape.O

OStars GodOs daisy chain.O

OTwilight makes you feel sad.O

OBecause mine lonely life.O

ODescribe life.O

OTalk about the day | met her.O

OAdd fairy-princess gag. SaythereOsomething you want to say
to her. Heave a couple of sighs. Grab her hand. And give her the
works. Right.O0

And confident that he had grasped the scenario and that
everything might now be expectedto proceedthrough the proper
channels, | picked up the feet and hastened back to the house.

It was not until | had reachedthe drawing-room and was en-
abled to take a square look at the Bassettthat | found the
debonair gaiety with which | had embarked on this affair begin-
ning to wane a trifle. Beholding her at close range like this, |
suddenly becamecognisant of what | was in for. The thought of
strolling with this rummy specimenundeniably gave me a most
unpleasantsinking feeling. | could not but rememberhow often,
when in her company at Cannes,| had gazeddumbly at her, wish-
ing that some kindly motorist in a racing car would easethe
situation by coming along and ramming her amidships. As | have
already made abundantly clear, this girl was not one of my most
congenial buddies.

However, a WoosterOsvord is his bond. Woosters may quail,
but they do not edgeout. Only the keenestear could have detec-
ted the tremor in the voice as | asked her if she would care to
come out for half an hour.

OLovely evening,O | said.
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OYes, lovely, isn0t it?0

OLovely. Reminds me of Cannes.O

OHow lovely the evenings were there!O

OLovely,O | said.

OLovely,O said the Bassett.

OLovely,O | agreed.

That completed the weather and news bulletin for the French
Riviera. Another minute, and we were out in the great open
spacesshecooing a bit about the scenery,and self replying, OOh,
rather, quite,Oand wondering how bestto approach the matter in
hand.
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OW different it all would havebeen,| could not but reflect,

if this girl had beenthe sort of girl one chirrups cheerily to
over the telephone and takes for spinsin the old two-seater. In
that case,l would simply have said, OListen,Gand shewould have
said, OWhat?Oand | would have said, OYou know Gussie Fink-
Nottle,O and shewould have said, OYes,Gand | would have said,
OHe loves you,0 and she would have said either, OWhat, that
mutt? Well, thank heavenfor one good laugh today Oor else,in
more passionate vein, OHot dog! Tell me more.O

| meanto say, in either event the whole thing over and done
with in under a minute.

But with the Bassettsomething less snappy and a good deal
more glutinous was obviously indicated. What with all this
daylight-saving stuff, we had hit the great open spacesat a mo-
ment when twilight had not yet begunto cheesat in favour of the
shadesof night. There was a fag-end of sunsetstill functioning.
Stars were beginning to peep out, bats were fooling round, the
garden was full of the aroma of those niffy white flowers which
only start to put in their heavy work at the end of the dayNin
short, the glimmering landscapewas fading on the sight and all
the air held a solemn stillness, and it was plain that this was hav-
ing the worst effecton her. Her eyeswere enlarged,and her whole
map a good deal too suggestiveof the soulOsawakening for
comfort.

Her aspectwas that of a girl who was expecting something
fairly fruity from Bertram.

In thesecircs., conversationinevitably flaggeda bit. 1 am never
at my best when the situation seemsto call for a certain soupi-
ness,and IOveheard other membersof the Drones say the same
thing about themselves.| remember Pongo Twistleton telling me
that he was out in a gondola with a girl by moonlight once, and
the only time he spoke was to tell her that old story about the
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chap who was so good at swimming that they made him a traffic
cop in Venice.

Fell rather flat, he assuredme, and it wasnOmuch later when
the girl said she thought it was getting a little chilly and how
about pushing back to the hotel.

Sonow, asl say, the talk rather hung fire. It had beenall very
well for me to promise Gussiethat | would cut loose to this girl
about aching hearts, but you want a cue for that sort of thing.
And when, toddling along, we reachedthe edgeof the lake and
she finally spoke, conceive my chagrin when | discovered that
what she was talking about was stars.

Not a bit of good to me.

OOh, look,O she said. Shewas a confirmed Oh-looker. | had
noticed this at Cannes,where shehad drawn my attention in this
manner on various occasionsto such diverse objects as a French
actress,a Proveneal filling station, the sunsetover the Estorels,
Michael Arlen, a man selling coloured spectaclesthe deepvelvet
blue of the Mediterranean, and the late mayor of New York in a
striped one-piecebathing suit. OOh, look at that sweetlittle star
up there all by itself.O

| saw the one shemeant, a little chap operating in a detached
sort of way above a spinney.

OYes,O | said.

Ol wonder if it feels lonely.O

OOh, I shouldnOt think s0.0

OA fairy must have been crying.O

OEh?0

ODonOyou remember?OEverytime a fairy shedsa tear, a wee
bit star is born in the Milky Way.O Have you ever thought that,
Mr. Wooster?0

| never had. Most improbable, | considered,and it didnOtseem
to me to check up with her statementthat the stars were GodOs
daisy chain. | mean, you canOt have it both ways.

However, | wasin no mood to dissectand criticize. | saw that |
had beenwrong in supposingthat the stars were not germaneto
the issue.Quite a decentcuethey had provided, and | leapedon it
Promptly: OTalking of shedding tearsNNO

But she was now on the subject of rabbits, several of which
were messing about in the park to our right.

OOh, look. The little bunnies!O

OTalking of shedding tearsNNO
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ODonOyou love this time of the evening, Mr. Wooster, when
the sunhasgoneto bed and all the bunniescome out to have their
little suppers?When | was a child, | usedto think that rabbits
were gnomes,and that if | held my breath and stayedquite still, |
should see the fairy queen.O

Indicating with a reservedgesturethat this was just the sort of
loony thing | should have expectedher to think as a child, | re-
turned to the point.

OTalking of sheddingtears,Ol said firmly, Oit may interestyou
to know that there is an aching heart in Brinkley Court.O

This held her. She cheesedthe rabbit theme. Her face, which
had been aglow with what | supposedwas a pretty animation,
clouded. She unshipped a sigh that sounded like the wind going
out of a rubber duck.

OAh, yes. Life is very sad, isnOt it?0

Olt is for some people. This aching heart, for instance.O

OThosewistful eyesof hers! Drenched irises. And they usedto
dance like elvesof delight. And all through a foolish misunder-
standing about a shark. What a tragedy misunderstandingsare.
That pretty romance broken and over just becauseMr. Glossop
would insist that it was a flatfish.O

| saw that she had got the wires crossed.

O1Om not talking about Angela.O

OBut her heart is aching.O

Ol know itOs aching. But so is somebody else0s.O

She looked at me, perplexed.

OSomebody else? Mr. GlossopOs, you mean?0

ONo, | don0t.0

OMrs. Travers0s?0

The exquisite code of politenessof the Woosters prevented me
clipping her one on the ear-hole, but | would have given a shilling
to be ableto do it. There seemedo me somethingdeliberately fat-
headed in the way she persisted in missing the gist.

ONo, not Aunt Dahlia0s, either.O

OIOm sure she is dreadfully upset.O

OQuite. But this heart IOmtalking about isnO&ching becauseof
TuppyOsow with Angela. ItOsaching for a different reason alto-
gether. | mean to sayNdash it, you know why hearts ache!O

Sheseemedto shimmy a bit. Her voice, when she spoke, was
whispery: OYou meanNfor love?0

OAbsolutely. Right on the bull®s-eye. For love.O
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OOh, Mr. Wooster!O

Ol take it you believe in love at first sight?0

Ol do, indeed.O

OWell, thatOsvhat happenedto this aching heart. It fell in love
at first sight, and ever sinceitOsbeeneating itself out, as| believe
the expression is.O

There was a silence.Shehad turned away and was watching a
duck out on the lake. It was tucking into weeds,a thing IOvenever
beenable to understand anyone wanting to do. Though | suppose,
if you face it squarely, theyOreno worse than spinach. Shestood
drinking it in for a bit, and then it suddenly stood on its head and
disappeared, and this seemed to break the spell.

OOh, Mr. Wooster!O she said again, and from the tone of her
voice, | could see that | had got her going.

OForyou, | meanto say,Ol proceeded,starting to put in the
fancy touches.| dare sayyou have noticed on theseoccasionsthat
the difficulty is to plant the main idea, to get the general outline
of the thing well fixed. The rest is mere detail work. | donOtsay |
becameglib at this juncture, but | certainly becamea dashedglib-
ber than | had been.

Oltdsaving the dickens of a time. CanOteat, canOtsleepNall
for love of you. And what makesit all so particularly rotten is
that itNthis aching heartNcanOtbring itself up to the scratch and
tell you the position of affairs, becauseyour profile has gone and
given it cold feet. Justas it is about to speak, it catchessight of
you sideways, and words fail it. Silly, of course, but there it is.O

| heard her give a gulp, and | saw that her eyeshad become
moistish. Drenched irises, if you care to put it that way.

OLend you a handkerchief?0

ONo, thank you. IO&m quite all right.O

It was more than | could sayfor myself. My efforts had left me
weak. | donOknow if you suffer in the sameway, but with me the
act of talking anything in the nature of real mashed potatoes al-
ways induces a sort of prickly sensationand a hideous feeling of
shame, together with a marked starting of the pores.

| rememberat my Aunt AgathaOslace in Hertfordshire once
being put on the spot and forced to enactthe role of King Edward
Ill saying goodbyeto that girl of his, Fair Rosamund, at somesort
of pageantin aid of the DistressedDaughters of the Clergy. It in-
volved some rather warmish medieval dialogue, | recall, racy of
the days when they called a spadea spade,and by the time the
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whistle blew, 10lIbet no Daughter of the Clergy was half as dis-
tressed as | was. Not a dry stitch.

My reaction now was very similar. It was a highly liquid Ber-
tram who, hearing his vis-"-vis give a couple of hiccups and start
to speak bent an attentive ear.

OPlease donOt say any more, Mr. Wooster.O

Well, | wasnOt going to, of course.

Ol understand.O

| was glad to hear this.

OYes,| understand. | wonOtbe so silly as to pretend not to
know what you mean.| suspectedthis at Cannes,when you used
to stand and stare at me without speakinga word, but with whole
volumes in your eyes.O

If AngelaOsshark had bitten me in the leg, | couldnOthave
leaped more convulsively. Sotenselyhad | beenconcentrating on
GussieOmtereststhat it hadnOso much as crossedmy mind that
another and an unfortunate construction could be placed on those
words of mine. The persp., already bedewing my brow, becamea
regular Niagara.

My whole fate hung upon a womanQOsword. | meanto say, |
couldnOtback out. If a girl thinks a man is proposing to her, and
on that understanding books him up, he canOexplain to her that
shehasgot hold of entirely the wrong end of the stick and that he
hadnOtthe smallestintention of suggestinganything of the kind.
He must simply let it ride. And the thought of being engagedto a
girl who talked openly about fairies being born becausestars blew
their noses, or whatever it was, frankly appalled me.

She was carrying on with her remarks, and as | listened |
clenched my fists till | shouldnOtwonder if the knuckles didnOt
stand out white under the strain. It seemedasif shewould never
get to the nub.

OYes,all through those days at Cannes| could seewhat you
were trying to say. A girl always knows. And then you followed
me down here, and there was that samedumb, yearning look in
your eyeswhen we met this evening.And then you were so insist-
ent that | should come out and walk with you in the twilight. And
now you stammer out those halting words. No, this does not
come as a surprise. But | am sorryNNO

The word was like one of JeevesQgick-me-ups. Just as if a
glassful of meat sauce, red pepper, and the yolk of an
eggNthough, as| say, | am convinced that theseare not the sole
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ingredientsNhad beenshot into me, | expanded like some lovely
flower blossoming in the sunshine.It was all right, after all. My
guardian angel had not been asleep at the switch.

ORNbut | am afraid it is impossible.O

She paused.

Olmpossible,O she repeated.

| had beenso busy feeling savedfrom the scaffold that | didnOt
get on to it for a moment that an early reply was desired.

OO, right ho,0 | said hastily.

O10Om sorry.O

OQuite all right.O0

OSorrier than | can say.O

ODonOt give it another thought.O

OWe can still be friends.O

OOh, rather.O

OThen shall we just say no more about it; keep what has
happened as a tender little secret between ourselves?0

OAbsolutely.O

OWe will. Like something lovely and fragrant laid away in
lavender.O

OlIn lavenderNright.O

There was a longish pause.Shewas gazing at me in a divinely
pitying sort of way, much as if | had been a snail she had
happenedaccidentally to bring her short French vamp down on,
and | longed to tell her that it was all right, and that Bertram, so
far from being the victim of despair, had never felt fizzier in his
life. But, of course,one canOdo that sort of thing. | simply said
nothing, and stood there looking brave.

Ol wish | could,® she murmured.

OCould?0 | said, for my attensh had been wandering.

OFeel towards you as you would like me to feel.O

OOh, ah.0

OBut | canOt. IO6m sorry.O

OAbsolutely O.K. Faults on both sides, no doubt.O

OBecause am fond of you, Mr.Nno, | think | must call you
Bertie. May 1?0

OOh, rather.O

OBecause we are real friends.O

OQuite.O

Ol do like you, Bertie. And if things were differentNI
wonderNNO
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OEh?0

OAfter all, we are real friendsE. We have this common
memoryE. You have a right to knowE. | donOtwant you to
thinkNNLife is such a muddle, isnOt it?0

To many men, no doubt, thesebroken utteranceswould have
appeared mere drooling and would have beendismissedas such.
But the Woosters are quicker-witted than the ordinary and can
read between the lines. | suddenly divined what it was that she
was trying to get off the chest.

OYou mean thereOs someone else?0

She nodded.

OYouOre in love with some other bloke?0

She nodded.

OEngaged, what?0

This time she shook the pumpkin.

ONo, not engaged.O

Well, that was something, of course. Nevertheless,from the
way shespoke, it certainly looked asif poor old Gussiemight as
well scratch his name off the entry list, and | didnOtat all like the
prospect of having to break the bad news to him. | had studied
the man closely, and it was my conviction that this would about
be his finish.

Gussie, you see,wasnOtlike some of my palsNthe name of
Bingo Little is one that springsto the lipsNwho, if turned down
by a girl, would simply say, OWell, bung-oh!Oand toddle off quite
happily to find another. He was so manifestly a bird who, having
failed to scorein the first chukker, would turn the thing up and
spend the rest of his life brooding over his newts and growing
long grey whiskers, like one of those chapsyou read about in nov-
els, who live in the great white houseyou can just seeover there
through the trees and shut themselvesoff from the world and
have pained faces.

OlOnafraid he doesnOtarefor mein that way. At least, he has
said nothing. You understand that | am only telling you this
becauseNNO

OOh, rather.O

Oltdsdd that you should have askedme if | believedin love at
first sight.OShehalf closed her eyes.OWho ever loved that loved
not at first sight?Oshesaid in a rummy voice that brought back to
meNI donOknow whyNthe picture of my Aunt Agatha, asBoad-
icea, reciting at that pageant! was speaking of. OltOs silly little
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story. | was staying with some friends in the country, and | had
gone for a walk with my dog, and the poor wee mite got a nasty
thorn in his little foot and I didnOtknow what to do. And then
suddenly this man came alongNNO

Harking back once again to that pageant,in sketching out for
you my emotions on that occasion,| showed you only the darker
side of the picture. There was, | should now mention, a splendid
aftermath when, having climbed out of my suit of chain mail and
sneakedoff to the local pub, | enteredthe saloon bar and reques-
ted mine host to start pouring. A moment later, a tankard of their
specialhome-brewedwas in my hand, and the ecstasyof that first
gollup is still greenin my memory. The recollection of the agony
through which | had passedwas just what was neededto make it
perfect.

It was the samenow. When | realized, listening to her words,
that shemust be referring to GussieNI meanto say, there couldnOt
have beena whole platoon of men taking thorns out of her dog
that day; the animal wasnOta pin-cushionNand became aware
that Gussie,who an instant before had, to all appearancesgone
so far back in the betting asnot to be worth a quotation, was the
big winner after all, a positive thrill permeated the frame and
there escapedmy lips a OWow!Oso crisp and hearty that the Bas-
sett leaped a liberal inch and a half from terra firma.

Ol beg your pardon?0 she said.

| waved a jaunty hand.

ONothing, 0Ol said. ONothing. JustrememberedthereOs letter |
have to write tonight without fail. If you donOtmind, | think 10II
be going in. Here,O1 said, OcomesGussie Fink-Nottle. He will
look after you.O

And, as | spoke, Gussie came sidling out from behind a tree.

| passed away and left them to it. As regards these two,
everything was beyond a question absolutely in order. All Gussie
had to do was keep his head down and not press.Already, | felt,
as | leggedit back to the house, the happy ending must have be-
gun to function. | meanto say, when you leavea girl and a man,
eachof whom hasadmitted in setterms that sheand he loves him
and her, in closejuxtaposition in the twilight, there doesnOseem
much more to do but start pricing fish slices.

Something attempted, something done, seemedto me to have
earned two-pennQorth of wassail in the smoking-room.

| proceeded thither.
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HE makings were neatly laid out on a side-table,and to pour

into a glassan inch or so of the raw spirit and shooshsome
soda-wateron top of it was with me the work of a moment. This
done, | retired to an arm-chair and put my feet up, sipping the
mixture with carefreeenjoyment, rather like Caesarhaving onein
his tent the day he overcame the Nervii.

As | let the mind dwell on what must evennow be taking place
in that peacefulgarden, | felt bucked and uplifted. Though never
for an instant faltering in my opinion that Augustus Fink-Nottle
was NatureQOdinal word in cloth-headed guffins, | liked the man,
wished him well, and could not have felt more deeply involved in
the successof his wooing if I, and not he, had been under the
ether.

The thought that by this time he might quite easily have com-
pleted the preliminary pourparlers and be deep in an informal
discussion of honeymoon plans was very pleasant to me.

Of course, considering the sort of girl Madeline Bassett
wasNstars and rabbits and all that, | meanNyou might saythat a
sober sadnesswould have beenmore fitting. But in thesematters
you have got to realize that tastes differ. The impulse of right-
thinking men might be to run a mile when they saw the Bassett,
but for some reason she appealedto the deepsin Gussie,so that
was that.

I had reached this point in my meditations, when | was
arousedby the sound of the door opening. Somebodycamein and
started moving like a leopard toward the side-tableand, lowering
the feet, | perceived that it was Tuppy Glossop.

The sight of him gave me a momentary twinge of remorse, re-
minding me, as it did, that in the excitement of getting Gussie
fixed up | had rather forgotten about this other client. It is often
that way when youOre trying to run two cases at once.

However, Gussie now being off my mind, | was prepared to
devote my whole attention to the Glossop problem.
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I had been much pleasedby the way he had carried out the
task assignedhim at the dinner-table. No easyone, | can assure
you, for the browsing and sluicing had beenof the highestquality,
and there had been one dish in particularNI allude to the non-
nettes de poulet Agnes SoreNwhich might well have broken
down the most iron resolution. But he had passedit up like a pro-
fessional fasting man, and | was proud of him.

OO, hullo, Tuppy,O | said, Ol wanted to see you.O

He turned, snifter in hand, and it was easyto seethat his
privations had tried him sorely. He was looking like a wolf on the
steppes of Russia which has seen its peasant shin up a high tree.

OYes?0 he said, rather unpleasantly. OWell, here | am.O

owell?0

OHow do you meanNNwell?0

OMake your report.O

OWhat report?0

OHave you nothing to tell me about Angela?0

OOnly that sheOs a blister.O

| was concerned.

OHasnOt she come clustering round you yet?0

OShe has not.O0

OVery 0dd.O

OWhy odd?0

OShe must have noted your lack of appetite.O

He barked raspingly, asif he were having trouble with the ton-
sils of the soul.

OLack of appetite! IOm as hollow as the Grand Canyon.O

OCourage, Tuppy! Think of Gandhi.O

OWhat about Gandhi?O

OHe hasnOt had a square meal for years.O

ONor have I. Or | could swear | hadnOt. Gandhi, my left foot.O

| saw that it might be bestto let the Gandhi motif slide. | went
back to where we had started.

OSheOs probably looking for you now.O

OWho is? Angela?0

OYes. She must have noticed your supreme sacrifice.O

Ol donOtsupposeshe noticed it at all, the little fathead. 10lIbet
it didnOt register in any way whatsoever.O

OCome, Tuppy,O | urged, Othis is morbid. DonOttake this
gloomy view. She must at least have spotted that you refused
those nonnettes de poulet Agnes Sorel It was a sensational
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renunciation and stuck out like a sorethumb. And the cepes” la
RossiniNNO

A hoarse cry broke from his twisted lips:

OWill you stop it, Bertie! Do you think | am made of marble?
IsnOtit bad enough to have sat watching one of AnatoleOssu-
premest dinners flit by, course after course, without having you
making a song about it? DonOtremind me of those nonnettes |
canOt stand it.O

| endeavoured to hearten and console.

OBebrave, Tuppy. Fix your thoughts on that cold steak-and-
kidney pie in the larder. As the Good Book says,it cometh in the
morning.O

OYes,in the morning. And itOsnow about half-past nine at
night. You would bring that pie up, wouldnOtyou? Just when |
was trying to keep my mind off it.O

| saw what he meant. Hours must passbefore he could dig into
that pie. | dropped the subject, and we sat for a pretty good time
in silence.Then he rose and beganto pacethe room in an over-
wrought sort of way, like a zoo lion who has heard the dinner-
gong go and is hoping the keeperwonOtforget him in the general
distribution. | averted my gaze tactfully, but | could hear him
kicking chairs and things. It was plain that the manOsoul was in
travail and his blood pressure high.

Presentlyhe returned to his seat,and | saw that he was looking
at me intently. There was that about his demeanourthat led me to
think that he had something to communicate.

Nor was | wrong. He tapped me significantly on the knee and
spoke:

OBertie.O

OHullo?0

OShall | tell you something?O

OCertainly, old bird,O | said cordially. Olwas just beginning to
feel that the scene could do with a bit more dialogue.O

OThis business of Angela and me.O

OYes?0

OlOve been putting in a lot of solid thinking about it.O

OOh, yes?0

Ol have analysedthe situation pitilessly, and one thing stands
out as clear as dammit. There has been dirty work afoot.O

Ol donOt get you.O

OAll right. Let me review the facts. Up to the time shewent to
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CannesAngelaloved me. Shewas all over me. | was the blue-eyed
boy in every sense of the term. YouOll admit that?0O

Olndisputably.O

OAnd directly she came back we had this bust-up.O

OQuite.O

OAbout nothing.O

OOh, dashit, old man, nothing? You were a bit tactless,what,
about her shark.O

Olwas frank and candid about her shark. And thatOsny point.
Do you seriously believethat a trifling disagreementabout sharks
would make a girl hand a man his hat, if her heart were really
his?0

OCertainly.O

It beats me why he couldnOtseeit. But then poor old Tuppy
has never been very hot on the finer shades.HeOsone of those
large, tough, football-playing blokes who lack the more delicate
sensibilities, as IOveheard Jeevesall them. Excellent at blocking a
punt or walking acrossan opponentOdace in cleated boots, but
not so good when it comesto understanding the highly-strung fe-
male temperament. It simply wouldnOtoccur to him that a girl
might be prepared to give up her lifeOshappiness rather than
waive her shark.

ORot! It was just a pretext.O

OWhat was?0

OThisshark business.Shewanted to getrid of me, and grabbed
at the first excuse.O

ONo, no.0

Ol tell you she did.O

OBut what on earth would she want to get rid of you for?0

OExactly. ThatOsthe very question | asked myself. And hereOs
the answer: Becauseshe has fallen in love with somebody else. It
sticks out a mile. ThereOsi0 other possible solution. Shegoesto
Cannesall for me, she comesback all off me. Obviously during
those two months, she must have transferred her affections to
some foul blister she met out there.O

ONo, no.0

ODonOkeep saying ONo, noO. Shemust have done. Well, 10Il
tell you one thing, and you can take this as official. If everl find
this slimy, slithery snakein the grass, he had better make all the
necessaryarrangements at his favourite nursing-home without
delay, becausel am going to be very rough with him. | propose, if
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and when found, to take him by his beastly neck, shakehim till he
froths, and pull him inside out and make him swallow himself.O

With which words he biffed off; and I, having given him a
minute or two to get out of the way, rose and made for the
drawing-room. The tendency of females to roost in drawing-
rooms after dinner being well marked, | expectedto find Angela
there. It was my intention to have a word with Angela.

To TuppyOstheory that some insinuating bird had stolen the
girlOsheart from him at Cannes| had given, as | have indicated,
little credence,considering it the mere unbalanced apple sauceof
a bereavedman. It was, of course,the shark, and nothing but the
shark, that had causedloveOsoung dream to go temporarily off
the boil, and | was convincedthat a word or two with the cousin
at this juncture would set everything right.

For, frankly, | thought it incredible that a girl of her natural
sweetnessand tender-heartednesshould not have been moved to
her foundations by what she had seenat dinner that night. Even
Seppings, Aunt DahliaOsbutler, a cold, unemotional man, had
gaspedand practically reeledwhen Tuppy waved asidethose non-
nettesde poulet Agnes Sorel while the footman, standing by with
the potatoes, had stared like one seeinga vision. | simply refused
to consider the possibility of the significance of the thing having
beenlost on a nice girl like Angela. | fully expectedto find her in
the drawing-room with her heart bleeding freely, all ripe for an
immediate reconciliation.

In the drawing-room, however, when | entered, only Aunt
Dahlia met the eye. It seemedto me that she gave me rather a
jaundiced look as| hove in sight, but this, having so recently be-
held Tuppy in his agony, | attributed to the fact that she,like him,
had been going light on the menu. You canOtexpect an empty
aunt to beam like a full aunt.

OO, itOs you, is it?0 she said.

Well, it was, of course.

OWhereOs Angela?0 | asked.

OGone to bed.O

OAlready?0

OShe said she had a headache.O

OHOmM.O

I wasnOso sure that | liked the sound of that so much. A girl
who has observed the sundered lover sensationally off his feed
doesnot go to bed with headachesf love has beenreborn in her
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heart. She sticks around and gives him the swift, remorseful
glancefrom beneaththe drooping eyelashesand generally endeav-
ours to convey to him that, if he wants to get together acrossa
round table and try to find a formula, sheis all for it too. Yes, |
am bound to say | found that going-to-bed stuff a bit disquieting.

OGone to bed, en?0 | murmured musingly.

OWhat did you want her for?0O

Ol thought she might like a stroll and a chat.O

OAreyou going for a stroll?Qsaid Aunt Dahlia, with a sudden
show of interest. OWhere?0

OOh, hither and thither.O

OThen | wonder if you would mind doing something for me.O

OGive it a name.O

OltwonOtake you long. You know that path that runs pastthe
greenhousesnto the kitchen garden. If you go along it, you come
to a pond.O

OThatOs right.0

OWell, will you get a good, stout piece of rope or cord and go
down that path till you come to the pondNNO

OTo the pond. Right.O

ORNand look about you till you find a nice, heavy stone. Or a
fairly large brick would do.O

Ol see,0l said, though | didnOt,being still fogged. OStoneor
brick. Yes. And then?0

OThen,Osaid the relative, Ol want you, like a good boy, to
fasten the rope to the brick and tie it around your damned neck
and jump into the pond and drown yourself. In a few days | will
send and have you fished up and buried becausel shall needto
dance on your grave.O

| was more fogged than ever. And not only foggedNwounded
and resentful. | rememberreading a book where a girl Osuddenly
fled from the room, afraid to stay for fear dreadful things would
come tumbling from her lips; determined that she would not re-
main another day in this house to be insulted and
misunderstood.O | felt much about the same.

Then | reminded myself that one has got to make allowances
for a woman with only about half a spoonful of soup inside her,
and | checked the red-hot crack that rose to the lips.

OWhat,O1 said gently, Ois this all about? You seem pipped
with Bertram.O

OPipped!O

88



RIGHT HO, JEEVES

ONoticeably pipped. Why this ill-concealed animus?0

A sudden flame shot from her eyes, singeing my hair.

OWhowas the ass,who was the chump, who was the dithering
idiot who talked me, against my better judgment, into going
without my dinner? | might have guessedNNO

| saw that | had divined correctly the cause of her strange
mood.

Oltdsll right. Aunt Dahlia. | know just how youOrefeeling. A
bit on the hollow side, what? But the agony will pass.If | were
you, IOdsneak down and raid the larder after tie household have
goneto bed. | am told thereOs pretty good steak-and-kidney pie
there which will repay inspection. Have faith, Aunt Dahlia,O |
urged. OPretty soon Uncle Tom will be along, full of sympathy
and anxious inquiries.O

OWill he? Do you know where he is now?0

Ol havenOt seen him.O

OHeis in the study with his face buried in his hands, muttering
about civilization and melting pots.O

OEh? Why?0

OBecausét has just beenmy painful duty to inform him that
Anatole has given notice.O

| own that | reeled.

OWhat?0

OGivennotice. As the result of that drivelling schemeof yours.
What did you expect a sensitive, temperamental French cook to
do, if you went about urging everybody to refuseall food? | hear
that when the first two coursescameback to the kitchen practic-
ally untouched, his feelingswere so hurt that he cried like a child.
And when the rest of the dinner followed, he cameto the conclu-
sion that the whole thing was a studied and calculated insult, and
decided to hand in his portfolio.O

OGolly!O

OYou may well say OGolly!OAnatole, GodOgift to the gastric
juices, gone like the dew off the petal of a rose, all through your
idiocy. Perhapsyou understand now why | want you to go and
jump in that pond. | might have known that some hideous dis-
aster would strike this house like a thunderbolt if once you
wriggled your way into it and started trying to be clever.O

Harsh words, of course, as from aunt to nephew, but | bore
her no resentment.No doubt, if you looked at it from a certain
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angle, Bertram might be consideredto have made something of a
floater.

Ol am sorry.O

OWhatOs the good of being sorry?0

Ol acted for what | deemed the best.O

OAnothertime try acting for the worst. Then we may possibly
escape with a mere flesh wound.O

OUncle TomOs not feeling too bucked about it all, you say?0

OHeOsgroaning like a lost soul. And any chancel ever had of
getting that money out of him has gone.O

| stroked the chin thoughtfully. There was, | had to admit,
reasonin what she said. None knew better than | how terrible a
blow the passing of Anatole would be to Uncle Tom.

| have stated earlier in this chronicle that this curious object of
the seashorewith whom Aunt Dahlia haslinked her lot is a bloke
who habitually looks like a pterodactyl that has suffered, and the
reason he doesso is that all those years he spentin making mil-
lions in the Far East put his digestion on the blink, and the only
cook that has ever been discoveredcapable of pushing food into
him without starting somethinglike Old Home Week in Moscow
under the third waistcoat button is this uniquely gifted Anatole.
Deprived of AnatoleOservicesall he was likely to give the wife of
his b. was a dirty look. Yes, unquestionably, things seemedto
have struck a somewhat rocky patch, and | must admit that |
found myself, at moment of going to press, a little destitute of
constructive ideas.

Confident, however, that thesewould comeerelong, | kept the
stiff upper lip.

OBad,Ol conceded.OQuite bad, beyond a doubt. Certainly a
nasty jar for one and all. But have no fear, Aunt Dabhlia, | will fix
everything.O

I have alluded earlier to the difficulty of staggering when
youOQresitting down, showing that it is a feat of which |, person-
ally, am not capable. Aunt Dahlia, to my amazement,now did it
apparently without an effort. Shewas well wedged into a deep
arm-chair, but, neverthelessshe staggeredlike billy-o. A sort of
spasm of horror and apprehension contorted her face.

OIf you dare to try any more of your lunatic schemesNNO

| saw that it would be fruitless to try to reasonwith her. Quite
plainly, shewas not in the vein. Contenting myself, accordingly,
with a gestureof loving sympathy, | left the room. Whether she
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did or did not throw a handsomelybound volume of the Works
of Alfred, Lord Tennyson, at me, | am not in a position to say. |
had seenit lying on the table besideher, and as| closedthe door |
remember receiving the impression that some blunt instrument
had crashedagainst the woodwork, but | was feeling too pre-oc-
cupied to note and observe.

| blame myself for not having taken into consideration the pos-
sible effects of a sudden abstinenceon the part of virtually the
whole strength of the company on one of AnatoleOsimpulsive
Proveneal temperament. These Gauls, | should have remembered,
canOtake it. Their tendencyto fly off the handle at the slightest
provocation is well known. No doubt the man had put his whole
soul into those nonnettesde poulet, and to seethem come homing
back to him must have gashed him like a knife.

However, spilt milk blows nobody any good, and it is useless
to dwell upon it. The task now confronting Bertram was to put
matters right, and | was pacing the lawn, pondering to this end,
when | suddenly heard a groan so lost-soulish that | thought it
must have proceededfrom Uncle Tom, escapedrom captivity and
come to groan in the garden.

Looking about me, however, | could discern no uncles.
Puzzled,| was about to resumemy meditations, when the sound
cameagain. And peeringinto the shadows| observeda dim form
seatedon one of the rustic bencheswhich so liberally dotted this
pleasanceand another dim form standing besidesame.A second
and more penetrating glance and | had assembled the facts.

Thesedim forms were, in the order named, GussieFink-Nottle
and Jeeves.And what Gussie was doing, groaning all over the
place like this, was more than | could understand.

Because,| mean to say, there was no possibility of error. He
wasnOtinging. As | approached, he gave an encore, and it was
beyond question a groan. Moreover, | could now seehim clearly,
and his whole aspect was definitely sand-bagged.

OGoodevening, sir,0 said JeevesOMr. Fink-Nottle is not feel-
ing well.O

Nor was I. Gussiehad begunto make a low, bubbling noise,
and | could no longer disguiseit from myself that something must
have gone seriously wrong with the works. | mean, | know mar-
riage is a pretty solemn businessand the realization that he is in
for it frequently churns a chap up a bit, but | had never come
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across a caseof a newly-engagedman taking it on the chin so
completely as this.

Gussie looked up. His eye was dull. He clutched the thatch.

OGoodbye, Bertie,0 he said, rising.

| seemed to spot an error.

OYou mean OHullo,0 donOt you?0

ONo, | don®t. | mean goodbye. IOm off.O

OOff where?0

OTo the kitchen garden. To drown myself.O

ODonOt be an ass.O

OIOm not an assk. Am | an ass, Jeeves?0

OPossibly a little injudicious, sir.O

ODrowning myself, you mean?0

OYes, sir.0

OYou think, on the whole, not drown myself?0

Ol should not advocate it, sir.O

OVerywell, Jeeves] acceptyour ruling. After all, it would be
unpleasantfor Mrs. Traversto find a swollen body floating in her
pond.O

OYes, sir.0

OANd she has been very kind to me.O

OYes, sir.0

OANd you have been very kind to me, Jeeves.O

OThank you, sir.O

OSohave you, Bertie. Very kind. Everybody has been very
kind.to me Very, very kind. Very kind indeed. | have no com-
plaints to make. All right, 101l go for a walk instead.O

| followed him with bulging eyesas he tottered off into the
dark.

OJeeves,Osaid, and | am free to admit that in my emotion |
bleated like a lamb drawing itself to the attention of the parent
sheep, Owhat the dickens is all this?O

OMr. Fink-Nottle is not quite himself, sir. He has passed
through a trying experience.O

| endeavouredto put together a brief synopsis of previous
events.

Ol left him out here with Miss Bassett.O

OYes, sir.0

Ol had softened her up.O

OYes, sir.0
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OHeknew exactly what he had to do. | had coachedhim thor-
oughly in lines and business.O

OYes, sir. So Mr. Fink-Nottle informed me.O

OWell, thenNNO

Ol regret to say, sir, that there was a slight hitch.O

OYou mean, something went wrong?0

OYes, sir.0

| could not fathom. The brain seemedto be tottering on its
throne.

OBut how could anything go wrong? She loves him, Jeeves.O

Olndeed, sir?0

OShe definitely told me so. All he had to do was propose.O

OYes sir.O

OWell, didnOt he?0

ONo, sir.0

OThen what the dickens did he talk about?0O

ONeuwts, sir.O

ONewts?0

OYes, sir.0

ONewts?0

OYes, sir.0

OBut why did he want to talk about newts?O

OHe did not want to talk about newts, sir. As | gather from
Mr. Fink-Nottle, nothing could have been more alien to his
plans.O

I simply couldnOt grasp the trend.

OBut you canOt force a man to talk about newts.O

OMr. Fink-Nottle was the victim of a sudden unfortunate
spasm of nervousness,sir. Upon finding himself alone with the
young lady, he admits to having lost his morale. In such circum-
stances, gentlemen frequently talk at random, saying the first
thing that chancesto enter their heads.This, in Mr. Fink-NottleOs
case,would seemto have beenthe newt, its treatment in sickness
and in health.O

The scalesfell from my eyes.| understood. | had had the same
sort of thing happento me in moments of crisis. | rememberonce
detaining a dentist with the drill at one of my lower bicuspidsand
holding him up for nearly ten minutes with a story about a
Scotchman, an Irishman, and a Jew. Purely automatic. The more
he tried to jab, the more | said OHoots, mon,O OBegorrah,Gand
OO0y, oyO. When one loses oneOs nerve, one simply babbles.
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| could put myselfin GussieOglace.| could envisagethe scene.
There he and the Bassettwere, alone together in the eveningstill-
ness.No doubt, as| had advised, he had shot the works about
sunsetsand fairy princessesand so forth, and then had arrived at
the point where he had to saythat bit about having somethingto
sayto her. At this, | take it, shelowered her eyesand said, OOh,
yes?0

He then, | should imagine, said it was something very import-
ant; to which her response would, one assumes, have been
something on the lines of OReally?CGr Olndeed?®r possibly just
the sharp intake of the breath. And then their eyesmet, just as
mine met the dentistOsand something suddenly seemedto catch
him in the pit of the stomach and everything went black and he
heard his voice starting to drool about newts. Yes, | could follow
the psychology.

Nevertheless,| found myself blaming Gussie. On discovering
that he was stressingthe newt note in this manner, he ought, of
course,to havetuned out, evenif it had meant sitting there saying
nothing. No matter how much of a twitter he was in, he should
have had senseenoughto seethat he was throwing a spannerinto
the works. No girl, when shehasbeenled to expectthat a man is
about to pour forth his soul in a fervour of passion, likes to find
him suddenly shelving the whole topic in favour of an addresson
aguatic Salamandridae.

OBad, Jeeves.O

OYes, sir.0

OAnNd how long did this nuisance continue?O

OForsome not inconsiderabletime, | gather, sir. According to
Mr. Fink-Nottle, he supplied Miss Bassettwith very full and com-
plete information not only with respectto the common newt, but
also the crestedand palmated varieties. He describedto her how
newts, during the breeding season,live in the water, subsisting
upon tadpoles, insect larvae, and crustaceans;how, later, they
make their way to the land and eat slugsand worms; and how the
newly born newt has three pairs of long, plumlike, external gills.
And he was just observing that newts differ from salamandersin
the shape of the tail, which is compressed,and that a marked
sexual dimorphism prevails in most species,when the young lady
rose and said that she thought she would go back to the house.O

OAnd thenNNO

OShe went, sir.0
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| stood musing. More and more, it was beginning to be borne
in upon me what a particularly difficult chap Gussiewas to help.
He seemedto so marked an extent to lack snap and finish. With
infinite toil, you manoeuvredhim into a position where all he had
to do was chargeahead,and he didnOtchargeahead, but went off
sideways, missing the objective completely.

ODifficult, Jeeves.O

OYes, sir.0

In happier circs., of course, | would have canvassedhis views
on the matter. But after what had occurred in connection with
that mess-jacket, my lips were sealed.

OWell, | must think it over.O

OYes, sir.0

OBurnish the brain a bit and endeavour to find the way out.O

OYes, sir.0

OWell, good night, Jeeves.O

OGood night, sir.O

He shimmeredoff, leaving a pensiveBertram Wooster standing
motionless in the shadows. It seemedto me that it was hard to
know what to do for the best.

95



12

DONOT know if it has happenedyou to at all, but a thing 1Ove

noticed with myself is that, when IOmconfronted by a problem
which seemsfor the moment to stump and baffle, a good sleep
will often bring the solution in the morning.

It was so on the present occasion.

The nibs who study thesematters claim, | believe,that this has
got somethingto do with the subconsciousmind, and very pos-
sibly they may be right. |1 wouldnOthave said off-hand that | had a
subconsciousmind, but | supposel must without knowing it, and
no doubt it was there, sweating away diligently at the old stand,
all the while the corporeal Wooster was getting his eight hours.

For directly 1 opened my eyeson the morrow, | saw daylight.
Well, | donOtmean that exactly, becausenaturally | did. What |
meanis that | found | had the thing all mappedout. The good old
subconsciousm. had delivered the goods, and | perceivedexactly
what steps must be taken in order to put Augustus Fink-Nottle
among the practising Romeos.

| should like you, if you can spareme a moment of your valu-
able time, to throw your mind back to that conversationhe and |
had had in the garden on the previous evening.Not the glimmer-
ing landscapebit, | donOtmean that, but the concluding passages
of it. Having done so, you will recall that when he informed me
that he never touched alcoholic liquor, | shook the head a bit,
feeling that this must inevitably weakenhim asa force where pro-
posing to girls was concerned.

And events had shown that my fears were well founded.

Put to the test, with nothing but orange juice inside him, he
had proved a complete bust. In a situation calling for words of
molten passion of a nature calculated to go through Madeline
Bassettlike a red-hot gimlet through half a pound of butter, he
had said not a syllable that could bring a blush to the cheek of
modesty, merely delivering a well-phrased but, in the circum-
stances, quite misplaced lecture on newts.
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A romantic girl is not to be won by suchtactics. Obviously, be-
fore attempting to proceedfurther, Augustus Fink-Nottle must be
induced to throw off the shackling inhibitions of the past and fuel
up. It must be a primed, confident Fink-Nottle who squaredup to
the Bassett for Round No. 2.

Only so could the Morning Post make its ten bob, or whatever
it is, for printing the announcement of the forthcoming nuptials.

Having arrived at this conclusion | found the rest easy,and by
the time Jeevedrought me my tea | had evolved a plan complete
in every detail. This | was about to place before himNindeed, |
had got as far asthe preliminary Ol say, JeevesONwhenwe were
interrupted by the arrival of Tuppy.

He camelistlessly into the room, and | was pained to observe
that a nightOsrest had effected no improvement in the unhappy
wreckOsappearance.Indeed, | should have said, if anything, that
he was looking rather more moth-eatenthan when | had seenhim
last. If you can visualize a bulldog which has just beenkicked in
the ribs and had its dinner sneakedby the cat, you will have
Hildebrand Glossop as he now stood before me.

OStapmy vitals, Tuppy, old corpse,O said, concerned,OyouQre
looking pretty blue round the rims.O

Jeevesslid from the presencein that tactful, eel-like way of his,
and | motioned the remains to take a seat.

OWhatOs the matter?0 | said.

He cameto anchor on the bed, and for awhile sat picking at
the coverlet in silence.

OlOve been through hell, Bertie.O

OThrough where?0

OHell.O

OOh, hell? And what took you there?0O

Once more he becamesilent, staring before him with sombre
eyes.Following his gaze,|l saw that he was looking at an enlarged
photograph of my Uncle Tom in some sort of Masonic uniform
which stood on the mantelpiece. IOvetried to reasonwith Aunt
Dahlia about this photograph for years, placing before her two al-
ternative suggestions:(a) To burn the beastly thing; or (b) if she
must preserveit, to shove me in another room when | come to
stay. But shedeclinesto accede.ShesaysitOsgood for me. A use-
ful discipline, she maintains, teaching me that there is a darker
side to life and that we were not put into this world for pleasure
only.

97



PELHAM G. WODEHOUSE

OTurn it to the wall, if it hurts you, Tuppy,O | said gently.

OEh?0

OThat photograph of Uncle Tom as the bandmaster.O

Ol didnOtcome here to talk about photographs. | came for
sympathy.O

OAnd you shall have it. WhatOsthe trouble? Worrying about
Angela, | suppose?Well, have no fear. | have another well-laid
plan for encompassingthat young shrimp. IOllguaranteethat she
will be weeping on your neck before yonder sun has set.O

He barked sharply.

OA fat chance!O

OTup, Tushy!O

OEh?0

OlmeanOTush, Tuppy.O1 tell you | will do it. | was just going
to describethis plan of mine to Jeevesvhen you camein. Care to
hear it?0

Ol donOtwant to hear any of your beastly plans. Plans are no
good. SheOgone and fallen in love with this other bloke, and now
hates my gizzard.O

ORot.0

Olt isnOt rot.O

Oltell you, Tuppy, asone who can read the female heart, that
this Angela loves you still.O

OWell, it didnOt look much like it in the larder last night.O

OOh, you went to the larder last night?O

Ol did.0

OAnNd Angela was there?0

OShe was. And your aunt. Also your uncle.O

| saw that | should require foot-notes. All this was new stuff to
me. | had stayed at Brinkley Court quite a lot in my time, but |
had no ideathe larder was such a social vortex. More like a snack
bar on a race-course than anything else, it seemedto have
become.

OTell me the whole story in your own words,O | said,
Oomitting no detail, however apparently slight, for one never
knows how important the most trivial detail may be.O

He inspected the photograph for a moment with growing
gloom.

OAIl right,O he said. OThis is what happened. You know my
views about that steak-and-kidney pie.O

OQuite.O
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OWell, round about one a.m. | thought the time was ripe. |
stole from my room and went downstairs. The pie seemedto
beckon me.O

| nodded. | knew how pies do.

Ol got to the larder. | fished it out. | setit on the table. | found
knife and fork. | collected salt, mustard, and pepper. There were
some cold potatoes. | added those. And | was about to pitch in
when | heard a sound behind me, and there was your aunt at the
door. In a blue-and-yellow dressing gown.O

OEmbarrassing.O

OMost.O

Ol suppose you didnOt know where to look.O

Ol looked at Angela.O

OShe came in with my aunt?0

ONo. With your uncle, a minute or two later. He was wearing
mauve pyjamas and carried a pistol. Have you ever seenyour
uncle in pyjamas and a pistol?0

ONever.O

OYou havenOt missed much.O

OTellme, Tuppy,O| asked,for | was anxious to ascertainthis,
OaboutAngela. Was there any momentary softening in her gazeas
she fixed it on you?0

OShe didnt fix it on me. She fixed it on the pie.O

ODid she say anything?0

ONot right away. Your uncle was the first to speak.He said to
your aunt, OGod bless my soul, Dahlia, what are you doing
here?OTo which shereplied, OWell, if it comesto that, my merry
somnambulist, what are you?O Your uncle then said that he
thought there must be burglars in the house, as he had heard
noises.O

| nodded again. | could follow the trend. Ever sincethe scullery
window was found open the year Shining Light was disqualified
in the Cesarewitchfor boring, Uncle Tom hashad a marked com-
plex about burglars. | can still recall my emotions when, paying
my first visit after he had bars put on all the windows and at-
tempting to thrust the head out in order to get a sniff of country
air, | nearly fractured my skull on a sort of iron grille, asworn by
the tougher kinds of mediaeval prison.

OWhat sort of noises?Gsaid your aunt. OFunny noises,Osaid
your uncle. Whereupon AngelaNwith a nasty, steelytinkle in her
voice, the little buzzardNobserved, Ol expectit was Mr. Glossop
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eating.OANd then shedid give me a look. It was the sort of won-
dering, revolted look a very spiritual woman would give a fat man
gulping soup in a restaurant. The kind of look that makesa fel-
low feel heOdorty-six round the waist and has great rolls of
superfluous flesh pouring down over the back of his collar. And,
still speakingin the sameunpleasanttone, sheadded, Ol ought to
have told you, father, that Mr. Glossop always likes to have a
good meal three or four times during the night. It helpsto keep
him going till breakfast. He has the most amazing appetite. See,
he has practically finished a large steak-and-kidney pie already®.0

As he spoke these words, a feverish animation swept over
Tuppy. His eyesglittered with a strangelight, and he thumped the
bed violently with his fist, nearly catching me a juicy one on the
leg.

OThatwas what hurt, Bertie. That was what stung. | hadnOso
much as started on that pie. But thatOs a woman all over.O

OThe eternal feminine.O

OShecontinued her remarks. OYouOveo idea,Oshesaid, Ohow
Mr. Glossop lovesfood. He just lives for it. He always eatssix or
sevenmealsa day, and then starts in again after bedtime. | think
itOsrather wonderful.O Your aunt seemedinterested, and said it
reminded her of a boa constrictor. Angela said, didnOtshemeana
python? And then they argued as to which of the two it was.
Your uncle, meanwhile, poking about with that damned pistol of
his till human life wasnOtsafe in the vicinity. And the pie lying
there on the table, and me unable to touch it. You beginto under-
stand why | said | had been through hell.O

OQuite. CanOt have been at all pleasant.O

OPresentlyour aunt and Angela settled their discussion,decid-
ing that Angela was right and that it was a python that |
reminded them of. And shortly after that we all pushed back to
bed, Angela warning me in a motherly voice not to take the stairs
too quickly. After sevenor eight solid meals, she said, a man of
my build ought to be very careful, becauseof the danger of apo-
plectic fits. Shesaid it was the samewith dogs. When they became
very fat and overfed, you had to seethat they didnOthurry up-
stairs, asit made them puff and pant, and that was bad for their
hearts. She asked your aunt if she rememberedthe late spaniel,
Ambrose; and your aunt said, OPoorold Ambrose, you couldnOt
keep him away from the garbage pailO; and Angela said,
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OExactly, so do pleasebe careful, Mr. Glossop.OAnd you tell me
she loves me stilllO

| did my best to encourage.

OGirlish banter, what?0

OGirlish banter be dashed.SheOsght off me. Once her ideal, |
am now lessthan the dust beneathher chariot wheels. Shebecame
infatuated with this chap, whoever he was, at Cannes, and now
she canOt stand the sight of me.O

| raised my eyebrows.

OMy dear Tuppy, you are not showing your usual good sense
in this Angela-chap-at-Cannesmatter. If you will forgive me say-
ing so, you have got anidZe fixeO

OA what?0

OAnidZefixe. You know. One of those things fellows get. Like
Uncle TomOglelusion that everybody who is known evenslightly
to the police is lurking in the garden, waiting for a chanceto
break into the house.You keeptalking about this chap at Cannes,
and there neverwas a chap at Cannes,and 10lltell you why 10nso
sure about this. During those two months on the Riviera, it so
happensthat Angela and | were practically inseparable. If there
had beensomebodynosing round her, | should have spotted it in
a second.O

He started. | could see that this had impressed him.

OOh, she was with you all the time at Cannes, was she?0

Ol donOtsupposeshe said two words to anybody else, except,
of course,idle conv. at the crowded dinner table or a chancere-
mark in a throng at the Casino.O

Ol see.You mean that anything in the shapeof mixed bathing
and moonlight strolls she conducted solely in your company?0

OThatOs right. It was quite a joke in the hotel.O

OYou must have enjoyed that.O

OO, rather. IQve always been devoted to Angela.O

OOh, yes?0

OWhen we were kids, she used to call herself my little
sweetheart.O

OShe did?0

OAbsolutely.O

Ol see.0

He sat plunged in thought, while I, glad to have sethis mind at
rest, proceeded with my tea. And presently there came the
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banging of a gong from the hall below, and he started like a war
horse at the sound of the bugle.

OBreakfast!Che said, and was off to a flying start, leaving me
to brood and ponder. And the more | brooded and pondered, the
more did it seemto me that everything now looked pretty smooth.
Tuppy, | could see,despite that painful scenein the larder, still
loved Angela with all the old fervour.

This meant that | could rely on that plan to which | had re-
ferred to bring home the bacon. And as | had found the way to
straighten out the Gussie-Bassettifficulty, there seemednothing
more to worry about.

It was with an uplifted heart that | addressedleevesas he came
in to remove the tea tray.
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EVES,O | said.
0osSir?0

Ol1Ovgust been having a chat with young Tuppy, JeevesDid
you happen to notice that he wasnOtlooking very roguish this
morning?0

OYes,sir. It seemedto me that Mr. GlossopOface was sicklied
oOer with the pale cast of thought.O

OQuite. He met my cousin Angela in the larder last night, and
a rather painful interview ensued.O

Ol am sorry, sir.O

ONot half so sorry as he was. Shefound him closetedwith a
steak-and-kidney pie, and appears to have been a bit caustic
about fat men who lived for food alone.O

OMost disturbing, sir.O

OVery.In fact, many peoplewould saythat things had gone so
far betweenthesetwo nothing now could bridge the chasm.A girl
who could make cracks about human pythons who ate nine or ten
mealsa day and ought to be careful not to hurry upstairs because
of the danger of apoplectic fits is a girl, many people would say,
in whose heart love is dead. WouldnOt people say that, Jeeves?0

OUndeniably, sir.O

OThey would be wrong.O

OYou think so, sir?0

Ol am convinced of it. | know thesefemales.You canOgo by
what they say.O

OYoufeel that Miss AngelaQstrictures should not be taken too
much au pied de la lettrg sir?0

OEh?0

Oln English, we should say Oliterally0.0

OLiterally. ThatOsexactly what | mean. You know what girls
are. A tiff occurs, and they shoot their headsoff. But underneath
it all the old love still remains. Am | correct?0

OQuite correct, sir. The poet ScottNNO
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ORight ho, Jeeves.O

OVery good, sir.O

OANd in order to bring that old love whizzing to the surface
once more, all that is required is the proper treatment.O

OBy Oproper treatment,O sir, you meanNNO

OCleverhandling, JeevesA spot of the good old snaky work. |
seewhat must be done to jerk my Cousin Angela back to nor-
malcy. IOll tell you, shall 1?0

OlIf you would be so kind, sir.O

| lit a cigarette, and eyed him keenly through the smoke. He
waited respectfully for me to unleashthe words of wisdom. | must
sayfor JeeveghatNtill, asheis soapt to do, he starts shoving his
oar in and cavilling and obstructingNhe makesa very good audi-
ence.| donOtknow if he is actually agog, but he looks agog, and
thatOs the great thing.

OSupposeyou were strolling through the illimitable jungle,
Jeeves, and happened to meet a tiger cub.O

OThe contingency is a remote one, sir.O

ONever mind. Let us suppose it.O

OVery good, sir.O

OLetus now supposethat you sloshedthat tiger cub, and let us
suppose further that word reachedits mother that it was being
put upon. What would you expectthe attitude of that mother to
be? In what frame of mind do you consider that that tigress
would approach you?0

Ol should anticipate a certain show of annoyance, sir.O

OAnd rightly. Due to what is known as the maternal instinct,
what?0

OYes, sir.0

OVery good, JeevesWe will now supposethat there has re-
cently been some little coolnessbetween this tiger cub and this
tigress. For somedays, let us say, they have not beenon speaking
terms. Do you think that that would make any difference to the
vim with which the latter would leap to the formerOs aid?0

ONo, sir.0

OExactly.Here, then, in brief, is my plan, Jeevesl am going to
draw my Cousin Angela asideto a secludedspot and roast Tuppy
properly.O

ORoast, sir?0

OKnock. Slam. Tick-off. Abuse. Denounce.| shall be very terse
about Tuppy, giving it as my opinion that in all essentialshe is
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more like a wart hog than an ex-member of a fine old English
public school. What will ensue?Hearing him attacked, my Cousin
AngelaOsvomanly heart will be as sick as mud. The maternal
tigressin her will awake. No matter what differencesthey may
have had, she will rememberonly that he is the man she loves,
and will leapto his defence.And from that to falling into his arms
and burying the dead past will be but a step. How do you reactto
that?0

OThe idea is an ingenious one, sir.O

OWe Woosters are ingenious, Jeeves, exceedingly ingenious.O

OYes, sir.0

OAsa matter of fact, | am not speakingwithout a knowledge
of the form book. | have tested this theory.O

Olndeed, sir?0

Yes, in person. And it works. | was standing on the Edenrock
at Antibes last month, idly watching the bathers disport them-
selvesin the water, and a girl | knew slightly pointed at a male
diver and askedmeif | didnOtthink his legswere about the silliest-
looking pair of props everissuedto human being. | replied that |
did, indeed, and for the spaceof perhapstwo minutes was ex-
traordinarily witty and satirical about this birdOsunderpinning. At
the end of that period, | suddenlyfelt asif | had beencaughtup in
the tail of a cyclone.

OBeginningwith a critique of my own limbs, which she said,
justly enough, were nothing to write home about, this girl went
on to dissectmy manners, morals, intellect, generalphysique, and
method of eating asparaguswith such acerbity that by the time
she had finished the best you could say of Bertram was that, so
far aswas known, he had neveractually committed murder or set
fire to an orphan asylum. Subsequentinvestigation proved that
shewas engagedto the fellow with the legsand had had a slight
disagreement with him the evening before on the subject of
whether she should or should not have made an original call of
two spades,having seven,but without the ace.That night | saw
them dining together with every indication of relish, their differ-
encesmade up and the lovelight once more in their eyes. That
shows you, Jeeves.O

OYes, sir.0

Ol expect precisely similar results from my Cousin Angela
when | start roasting Tuppy. By lunchtime, | should imagine, the
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engagementwill be on again and the diamond-and-platinum ring
glittering as of yore on her third finger. Or is it the fourth?0

OScarcelyby luncheon time, sir. Miss AngelaOsnaid informs
me that Miss Angela drove off in her car early this morning with
the intention of spending the day with friends in the vicinity.O

OWell, within half an hour of whatever time she comesback,
then. These are mere straws, Jeeves. Do not let us chop them.O

ONo, sir.0

OThepoint is that, asfar as Tuppy and Angela are concerned,
we may say with confidencethat everything will shortly be hotsy-
totsy once more. And what an agreeable thought that is, Jeeves.O

OVery true, sir.O

Olf there is one thing that gives me the pip, it is two loving
hearts being estranged.O

Ol can readily appreciate the fact, sir.O

| placed the stub of my gasperin the ashtray and lit another,
to indicate that that completed Chap. I.

ORight ho, then. So much for the western front. We now turn
to the eastern.O

osir?0

Ol speakin parables,JeevesWhat | meanis, we now approach
the matter of Gussie and Miss Bassett.O

OYes, sir.0

OHere, Jeevesmore direct methods are required. In handling
the caseof Augustus Fink-Nottle, we must keep always in mind
the fact that we are dealing with a poop.O

OA sensitive plant would, perhaps, be a kinder expression, sir.O

ONo, Jeevesa poop. And with poops one has to employ the
strong, forceful, straightforward policy. Psychology doesnOiget
you anywhere. You, if | may remind you without wounding your
feelings, fell into the error of mucking about with psychology in
connection with this Fink-Nottle, and the result was a wash-out.
You attempted to push him over the line by rigging him out in a
Mephistopheles costume and sending him off to a fancy-dress
ball, your view being that scarlet tights would embolden him.
Futile.O

OThe matter was never actually put to the test, sir.O

ONo. Becausehe didnOtget to the ball. And that strengthens
my argument. A man who can setout in a cab for a fancy-dress
ball and not getthere is manifestly a poop of no common order. |
donOtthink | have ever known anybody else who was such a
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dashedsilly assthat he couldnOteven get to a fancy-dressball.
Have you, Jeeves?0

ONo, sir.0

OButdonOfforget this, becauseit is the point | wish, aboveall,
to make: Evenif Gussiehad got to that ball; evenif those scarlet
tights, taken in conjunction with his horn-rimmed spectacles,
hadnOtgiven the girl a fit of some kind; evenif she had rallied
from the shock and he had beenable to danceand generally hob-
nob with her; eventhen your efforts would have been fruitless,
because Mephistopheles costume or no Mephistopheles costume,
Augustus Fink-Nottle would never have beenable to summon up
the courage to ask her to be his. All that would have resulted
would have beenthat shewould have got that lecture on newts a
few days earlier. And why, Jeeves? Shall | tell you why?0O

OYes, sir.0

OBecausée would have been attempting the hopelesstask of
trying to do the thing on orange juice.O

osir?0

OGussie is an orange-juice addict. He drinks nothing else.O

Ol was not aware of that, sir.O

Ol have it from his own lips. Whether from some hereditary
taint, or becausehe promised his mother he wouldn®t,or simply
becausehe doesnOtike the taste of the stuff, Gussie Fink-Nottle
has neverin the whole courseof his careerpushedso much asthe
simplestgin and tonic over the larynx. And he expectsNthis poop
expects, JeevesNthiswabbling, shrinking, diffident rabbit in hu-
man shape expectsunder these conditions to propose to the girl
he loves. One hardly knows whether to smile or weep, what?0

OYouconsidertotal abstinencea handicap to a gentlemanwho
wishes to make a proposal of marriage, sir?0

The question amazed me.

OWhy, dashit,O | said, astounded, Oyou must know it is. Use
your intelligence, JeevesReflect what proposing means.It means
that a decent, self-respectingchap has got to listen to himself say-
ing things which, if spoken on the silver screen,would causehim
to dashto the box-office and demand his money back. Let him at-
tempt to do it on orange juice, and what ensues?’Shamesealshis
lips, or, if it doesnOtlo that, makeshim lose his morale and start
to babble. Gussie,for example, aswe have seen,babblesof synco-
pated newts.O

OPalmated newts, sir.O
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OPalmatedor syncopated,it doesnOmatter which. The point is
that he babblesand is going to babble again, if he hasanother try
at it. UnlessNand this is where | want you to follow me very
closely, JeevesNunlessstepsare taken at once through the proper
channels. Only active measures,promptly applied, can provide
this poor, pusillanimous poop with the proper pep. And that is
why, Jeeves] intend tomorrow to securea bottle of gin and lace
his luncheon orange juice with it liberally.O

osir?0

| clicked the tongue.

Ol have already had occasion, Jeeves,Q said rebukingly, Oto
commenton the way you say OWell, sirOand Olndeed sir?0I take
this opportunity of informing you that | object equally strongly to
your OSir?Gopure and simple. The word seemsto suggestthat in
your opinion | have made a statement or mooted a schemeso
bizarre that your brain reelsat it. In the presentinstance,there is
absolutely nothing to say OSir?Gabout. The plan | have put for-
ward is entirely reasonableand icily logical, and should excite no
sirring whatsoever. Or donOt you think s0?0

Owell, sirNNO

OJeeves!O

Ol beg your pardon, sir. The expressionescapedme inadvert-
ently. What | intended to say, since you pressme, was that the
action which you propose does seem to me somewhat
injudicious.O

Olnjudicious? | donOt follow you, Jeeves.O

OA certain amount of risk would enter into it, in my opinion,
sir. It is not always a simple matter to gaugethe effect of alcohol
on a subject unaccustomedto such stimulant. | have known it to
have distressing results in the case of parrots.O

OParrots?0

Ol was thinking of an incident of my earlier life, sir, before |
entered your employment. | was in the service of the late Lord
Brancasterat the time, a gentlemanwho owned a parrot to which
he was greatly devoted, and one day the bird chancedto be leth-
argic, and his lordship, with the kindly intention of restoring it to
its customary animation, offered it a portion of seedcake steeped
in the O84port. The bird acceptedthe morsel gratefully and con-
sumedit with everyindication of satisfaction. Aimost immediately
afterwards, however, its manner becamemarkedly feverish. Hav-
ing bitten his lordship in the thumb and sungpart of a sea-chanty,

108



RIGHT HO, JEEVES

it fell to the bottom of the cageand remainedthere for a consider-
able period of time with its legsin the air, unable to move. |
merely mention this, sir, in order toNNO

| put my finger on the flaw. | had spotted it all along.

OBut Gussie isnOt a parrot.O

ONo, sir, butNNO

Olt is high time, in my opinion, that this question of what
young Gussiereally is was threshedout and clearedup. He seems
to think heis a male newt, and you now appearto suggestthat he
is a parrot. The truth of the matter being that he is just a plain,
ordinary poop and needsa snootful asbadly as ever man did. So
no more discussion, JeevesMy mind is made up. There is only
one way of handling this difficult case,and that is the way | have
outlined.O

OVery good, sir.O

ORight ho, Jeeves.So much for that, then. Now hereOs
something else: You noticed that | said | was going to put this
project through tomorrow, and no doubt you wondered why |
said tomorrow. Why did |, Jeeves?0

OBecauseyou feel that if it were done when Otisdone, then
Otwere well it were done quickly, sir?0

OPartly, Jeevesput not altogether. My chief reasonfor fixing
the date as specifiedis that tomorrow, though you have doubtless
forgotten, is the day of the distribution of prizesat Market Snods-
bury Grammar School, at which, asyou know, Gussieis to be the
male star and master of the revels. So you seewe shall, by lacing
that juice, not only emboldenhim to proposeto Miss Bassett,but
also put him so into shapethat he will hold that Market Snods-
bury audience spellbound.O

Oln fact, you will be killing two birds with one stone, sir.O

OExactly. A very neat way of putting it. And now here is a
minor point. On secondthoughts, | think the bestplan will be for
you, not me, to lace the juice.O

osir?0

OJeeves!O

Ol beg your pardon, sir.O

OAnNd 10litell you why that will be the best plan. Becauseyou
are in a position to obtain ready accesgo the stuff. It is servedto
Gussie daily, | have noticed, in an individual jug. This jug will
presumably be lying about the kitchen or somewherebefore lunch
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tomorrow. It will be the simplestof tasksfor you to slip a few fin-
gers of gin in it.O0

ONo doubt, sir, butNNO

ODondt say Obut,0 Jeeves.O

Ol fear, sirNNO

OOl fear, sirO is just as bad.O

OWhat | am endeavouringto say, sir, is that | am sorry, but |
am afraid | must enter an unequivocalnolle prosequi.O

ODo what?0

OTheexpressionis a legal one, sir, signifying the resolvenot to
proceedwith a matter. In other words, eagerthough | amto carry
out your instructions, sir, as a general rule, on this occasion |
must respectfully decline to co-operate.O

OYou won®t do it, you mean?0

OPrecisely, sir.O0

| was stunned. | beganto understand how a generalmust feel
when he has ordered a regiment to chargeand has beentold that
it isnOt in the mood.

OJeeves,O | said, Ol had not expected this of you.O

ONo, sir?0

ONo, indeed. Naturally, | realize that lacing GussieOsrange
juice is not one of those regular duties for which you receivethe
monthly stipend, and if you careto stand on the strict letter of the
contract, | supposethere is nothing to be done about it. But you
will permit me to observe that this is scarcely the feudal spirit.O

Ol am sorry, sir.O

Oltis quite all right, Jeevesquite all right. | am not angry, only
a little hurt.O

OVery good, sir.O0

ORight ho, Jeeves.O
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NVESTIGATION proved that the friends Angela had gone to

spendthe day with were somestately-homeowners of the name
of Stretchley-Budd,hanging out in a joint called Kingham Manor,
about eight miles distant in the direction of Pershore.l didnOt
know thesebirds, but their fascination must have been consider-
able, for shetore herself away from them only just in time to get
back and dressfor dinner. It was, accordingly, not until coffee
had beenconsumedthat | was able to get matters moving. | found
her in the drawing-room and at once proceededto put things in
train.

It was with very different feelingsfrom those which had anim-
ated the bosom when approaching the Bassetttwenty-four hours
before in the same manner in this same drawing-room that |
headedfor where shesat. As | had told Tuppy, | have always been
devotedto Angela, and there is nothing | like better than a ramble
in her company.

And | could seeby the look of her now how sorely in needshe
was of my aid and comfort.

Frankly, | was shocked by the unfortunate young pruneOsap-
pearance.At Cannesshehad beena happy, smiling English girl of
the besttype, full of beansand buck. Her face now was pale and
drawn, like that of a hockey centre-forward at a girlsOschool
who, in addition to getting a fruity one on the shin, hasjust been
penalized for OsticksOIn any normal gathering, her demeanour
would have excited instant remark, but the standard of gloom at
Brinkley Court had become so high that it passedunnoticed.
Indeed, | shouldnOwonder if Uncle Tom, crouchedin his corner
waiting for the end, didnOtthink she was looking indecently
cheerful.

| got down to the agenda in my debonair way.

OWhat ho, Angela, old girl.O

OHullo, Bertie, darling.O

OGlad youOre back at last. | missed you.O
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ODid you, darling?O

Ol did, indeed. Care to come for a saunter?0

010d love it.O

OFine. | have much to say to you that is not for the public ear.O

| think at this moment poor old Tuppy must have got a sudden
touch of cramp. He had beensitting hard by, staring at the ceil-
ing, and he now gavea sharp leap like a gaffed salmon and upset
a small table containing a vase, a bowl of potpourri, two china
dogs, and a copy of Omar Khayytm bound in limp leather.

Aunt Dahlia uttered a startled hunting cry. Uncle Tom, who
probably imagined from the noise that this was civilization crash-
ing at last, helped things along by breaking a coffee-cup.

Tuppy said he was sorry. Aunt Dahlia, with a deathbedgroan,
said it didnOtmatter. And Angela, having stared haughtily for a
moment like a princessof the old rZgime confronted by somenot-
able example of gaucherieon the part of some particularly foul
member of the underworld, accompaniedme acrossthe threshold.
And presently | had deposited her and self on one of the rustic
benchesin the garden, and was ready to snapinto the businessof
the evening.

| consideredit best, however, before doing so, to easethings
along with a little informal chitchat. You donOtwant to rush a
delicate job like the one | had in hand. And so for a while we
spoke of neutral topics. Shesaid that what had kept her solong at
the Stretchley-Buddswas that Hilda Stretchley-Budd had made
her stop on and help with the arrangementsfor their servants®all
tomorrow night, a task which shecouldnOwery well decline, asall
the Brinkley Court domestic staff were to be present.| said that a
jolly nightOsrevelry might be just what was neededto cheer
Anatole up and take his mind off things. To which she replied
that Anatole wasnOgoing. On being urged to do so by Aunt Dah-
lia, she said, he had merely shaken his head sadly and gone on
talking of returning to Provence, where he was appreciated.

It was after the sombre silenceinduced by this statementthat
Angela said the grass was wet and she thought she would go in.

This, of course, was entirely foreign to my policy.

ONo, donOdo that. | havenOhad a chanceto talk to you since
you arrived.O

Ol shall ruin my shoes.O

OPut your feet up on my lap.O

OAIl right. And you can tickle my ankles.O
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OQuite.O

Matters were accordingly arranged on these lines, and for
some minutes we continued chatting in desultory fashion. Then
the conversation peteredout. | made a few observationsin re the
scenic effects, featuring the twilight hush, the peeping stars, and
the soft glimmer of the waters of the lake, and she said yes. So-
mething rustled in the bushesin front of us, and | advancedthe
theory that it was possibly a weasel,and shesaid it might be. But
it was plain that the girl was distraite, and | consideredit bestto
waste no more time.

OWell, old thing,O 1 said, OlOvéeard all about your little dust-
up So those wedding bells are not going to ring out, what?0O

ONo.0

ODefinitely over, is it?0

OYes.O

OWell,if you want my opinion, | think thatOsa bit of goosefor
you, Angela, old girl. | think youOreextremely well out of it. 1tOsa
mystery to me how you stood this Glossop so long. Take him for
all in all, he ranks very low down among the wines and spirits. A
washout, | should describehim as. A frightful oik, and a massof
side to boot. 1Qdpity the girl who was linked for life to a bargee
like Tuppy Glossop.O

And | emitted a hard laughNone of the sneering kind.

Ol always thought you were such friends,O said Angela.

| let go another hard one, with a bit more top spin on it than
the first time:

OFriends?Absolutely not. One was civil, of course, when one
met the fellow, but it would be absurd to say one was a friend of
his. A club acquaintance,and a mere one at that. And then one
was at school with the man.O

OAt Eton?0

OGood heavens,no. We wouldnOthave a fellow like that at
Eton. At a kidOsschool before | went there. A grubby little brute
he was, | recollect. Covered with ink and mire generally, washing
only on alternate Thursdays. In short, a notable outsider, shunned
by all.O

| paused.| was more than a bit perturbed. Apart from the
agony of having to talk in this fashion of one who, exceptwhen
he was looping back rings and causing me to plunge into swim-
ming baths in correct evening costume, had always been a very
dear and esteemedcrony, | didnOtseemto be getting anywhere.
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Businesswas not resulting. Staring into the busheswithout a yip,
she appearedto be bearing these slurs and innuendos of mine
with an easy calm.

| had another pop at it:

OOUncouthGbout sumsit up. | doubt if IOveever seenan un-
couther kid than this Glossop. Ask anyone who knew him in
those daysto describehim in a word, and the word they will use
is OuncouthO And heOgust the sametoday. [tOshe old story. The
boy is the father of the man.O

She appeared not to have heard.

OTheboy, Ol repeated,not wishing her to missthat one, Oisthe
father of the man.O

OWhat are you talking about?0

O10m talking about this Glossop.O

Ol thought you said something about somebodyOs father.O

Ol said the boy was the father of the man.O

OWhat boy?0

OThe boy Glossop.O

OHe hasnOt got a father.O

Ol never said he had. | said he was the father of the boyNor,
rather, of the man.O

OWhat man?0

| saw that the conversation had reacheda point where, unless
care was taken, we should be muddled.

OThepoint | am trying to make,Ol said, Oisthat the boy Glos-
sop is the father of the man Glossop. In other words, each
loathsome fault and blemish that led the boy Glossop to be
frowned upon by his fellows is presentin the man Glossop, and
causeshimNI am speaking now of the man GlossopNto be a
hissing and a byword at placeshike the Drones, where a certain
standard of decencyis demandedfrom the inmates. Ask anyoneat
the Drones, and they will tell you that it was a black day for the
dear old club when this chap Glossop somehow wriggled into the
list of members.Here you will find a man who dislikes his face;
there one who could stand his faceif it wasnOfor his habits. But
the universal consensusof opinion is that the fellow is a bounder
and a tick, and that the moment he showed signs of wanting to
get into the place he should have been met with a firm nolle
prosequiand heartily blackballed.O

| had to pauseagain here, partly in order to take in a spot of
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breath, and partly to wrestle with the almost physical torture of
saying these frightful things about poor old Tuppy.

OThereare some chaps,Ol resumed,forcing myself once more
to the nauseoustask, Owho, in spite of looking asif they had slept
in their clothes, can get by quite nicely becausethey are amiable
and suave. There are others who, for all that they excite adverse
comment by being fat and uncouth, find themselveson the credit
side of the ledger owing to their wit and sparkling humour. But
this Glossop, | regretto say, falls into neither class.In addition to
looking like one of those things that come out of hollow trees, he
is universally admitted to be a dumb brick of the first water. No
soul. No conversation. In short, any girl who, having beenrash
enoughto get engagedto him, has managedat the eleventh hour
to slide out is justly entitled to consider herself dashed lucky.O

| pausedonce more, and cocked an eye at Angela to seehow
the treatment was taking. All the while | had been speaking, she
had sat gazingsilently into the bushes,but it seemedo me incred-
ible that she should not now turn on me like a tigress, according
to specifications. It beat me why she hadnOtdone it already. It
seemedto me that a mere tithe of what | had said, if said to a
tigress about a tiger of which she was fond, would have made
herNthe tigress, | meanNhit the ceiling.

And the next moment you could have knocked me down with
a toothpick.

OYes,O she said, nodding thoughtfully, OyouQre quite right.O

OEh?0

OThatOs exactly what IOve been thinking myself.O

OWhat!O

OODumbbrick.O It just describeshim. One of the six silliest
asses in England, | should think he must be.O

| did not speak.| was endeavouring to adjust the faculties,
which were in urgent need of a bit of first-aid treatment.

| meanto say, all this had come as a complete surprise. In for-
mulating the well-laid plan which | had just been putting into
effect, the one contingency | had not budgeted for was that she
might adhere to the sentimentswhich | expressed.| had braced
myself for a gush of stormy emotion. | was expecting the tearful
ticking off, the girlish recriminations and all the rest of the bag of
tricks along those lines.

But this cordial agreementwith my remarks | had not foreseen,
and it gave me what you might call pause for thought.
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Sheproceededto develop her theme, speakingin ringing, en-
thusiastic tones, as if sheloved the topic. Jeevesould tell you the
word | want. | think itOsOecstaticOunlessthatOsthe sort of rash
you get on your face and have to use ointment for. But if that is
the right word, then thatOsvhat her manner was as she ventilated
the subject of poor old Tuppy. If you had beenable to go simply
by the sound of her voice, she might have beena court poet cut-
ting loose about an Oriental monarch, or Gussie Fink-Nottle
describing his last consignment of newts.

OItdso nice, Bertie, talking to somebody who really takes a
sensibleview about this man Glossop. Mother saysheOs good
chap, which is simply absurd. Anybody can seethat heOsabso-
lutely impossible. HeOsonceited and opinionative and arguesall
the time, even when he knows perfectly well that heOgalking
through his hat, and he smokestoo much and eatstoo much and
drinks too much, and | donOtiike the colour of his hair. Not that
heOllhave any hair in a year or two, becauseheOgpretty thin on
the top already, and before he knows where he is heOlbe as bald
asan egg,and heOshe last man who can afford to go bald. And |
think itOssimply disgusting, the way he gorgesall the time. Do
you know, | found him in the larder at one oOclockhis morning,
absolutely wallowing in a steak-and-kidneypie? There was hardly
any of it left. And you remember what an enormous dinner he
had. Quite disgusting, | call it. But | canOstop out here all night,
talking about men who arenOtworth wasting a word on and
havenOeven enough senseto tell sharks from flatfish. 10mgoing
in.O

And gathering about her slim shoulders the shawl which she
had put on as a protection against the evening dew, she buzzed
off, leaving me alone in the silent night.

Well, as a matter of fact, not absolutely alone, becausea few
moments later there was a sort of upheavalin the bushesin front
of me, and Tuppy emerged.
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GAVE him the eye.The eveninghad begunto draw in a bit by

now and the visibility, in consequence,was not so hot, but
there still remained ample light to enable me to seehim clearly.
And what | saw convinced me that | should be a lot easierin my
mind with a stout rustic bench between us. | rose, accordingly,
modelling my style on that of a rocketing pheasant, and pro-
ceeded to deposit myself on the other side of the object named.

My prompt agility was not without its effect. He seemedsome-
what taken aback. He cameto a halt, and, for about the spaceof
time required to allow a bead of persp.to trickle from the top of
the brow to the tip of the nose, stood gazing at me in silence.

OSo!Che said at length, and it came as a complete surprise to
me that fellows ever really do say OSo!Q had always thought it
was just a thing you read in books. Like OQuotha!Ol mean to
say, or OOdds bodikins!O or even OEh, ba goom!O

Still, there it was. Quaint or not quaint, bizarre or not bizarre,
he had said OSo!CGand it was up to me to cope with the situation
on those lines.

It would have beena duller man than Bertram Wooster who
had failed to note that the dear old chap was a bit steamedup.
Whether his eyeswere actually shooting forth flame, | couldnOt
tell you, but there appearedto me to be a distinct incandescence.
For the rest, his fists were clenched, his ears quivering, and the
musclesof his jaw rotating rhythmically, asif he were making an
early supper off something.

His hair was full of twigs, and there was a beetle hanging to
the side of his head which would have interested Gussie Fink-
Nottle. To this, however, | paid scant attention. There is a time
for studying beetles and a time for not studying beetles.

0S0!0 he said again.

Now, thosewho know Bertram Wooster bestwill tell you that
he is always at his shrewdestand most level-headedin moments
of peril. Who was it who, when gripped by the arm of the law on
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boat-race night not so many years ago and hauled off to Vine
Streetpolice station, assumedin a flash the identity of EustaceH.
Plimsoll, of The Laburnums, Alleyn Road, West Dulwich, thus
saving the grand old name of Wooster from being draggedin the
mire and avoiding wide publicity of the wrong sort? Who was it
E

But | need not labour the point. My record speaksfor itself.
Three times pinched, but never once sentencedunder the correct
label. Ask anyone at the Drones about this.

So now, in a situation threatening to become every moment
more scaly, | did not lose my head. | preservedthe old sang-froid.
Smiling a genial and affectionate smile, and hoping that it wasnOt
too dark for it to register, | spoke with a jolly cordiality:

OWhy, hallo, Tuppy. You here?0

He said, yes, he was here.

OBeen here long?0

Ol have.O

OFine. | wanted to see you.O

OWell, here | am. Come out from behind that bench.O

ONo, thanks, old man. | like leaning on it. It seemsto rest the
spine.O

Oln about two seconds,Gsaid Tuppy, OIOngoing to kick your
spine up through the top of your head.O

| raised the eyebrows.Not much good, of course,in that light,
but it seemed to help the general composition.

Ols this Hildebrand Glossop speaking?0 | said.

He replied that it was, adding that if | wanted to make sure |
might move a few feet over in his direction. He also called me an
opprobrious name.

| raised the eyebrows again.

OCome,come, Tuppy, donOfet us let this little chat becomeac-
rid. Is OacridO the word | want?0

Ol couldnOtsay,O he replied, beginning to sidle round the
bench.

| saw that anything | might wish to say must be said quickly.
Already he had sidled somessix feet. And though, by dint of sid-
ling, too, | had managedto keepthe benchbetweenus, who could
predict how long this happy state of affairs would last?

| came to the point, therefore.

Ol think | know whatOson your mind, Tuppy,O | said. Olf you
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were in those bushesduring my conversation with the recent An-
gela, | dare say you heard what | was saying about you.O

Ol did.0

Ol see.Well, we wonOtgo into the ethics of the thing. Eaves-
dropping, some people might call it, and | can imagine stern
critics drawing in the breath to some extent. Considering itNI
donOtwant to hurt your feelings, TuppyNbut considering it un-
English. A bit un-English, Tuppy, old man, you must admit.O

O10Om Scotch.O

OReally?d said. Ol never knew that before. Rummy how you
donOtsuspecta man of being Scotch unless heOdac-something
and saysOOch, ayeOand things like that. | wonder,O| went on,
feeling that an academicdiscussionon some neutral topic might
easethe tension, Oif you can tell me something that has puzzled
me a good deal. What exactly is it that they put into haggis?IOve
often wondered about that.O

From the fact that his only responseto the question was to
leap over the bench and make a grab at me, | gathered that his
mind was not on haggis.

OHowever, Ol said, leaping over the benchin my turn, Othatis
a side issue.If, to come back to it, you were in those bushesand
heard what | was saying about youNNO

He beganto move round the benchin a norQ-norO-eastertjir-
ection. | followed his example, setting a course souQ-soud-west.

ONo doubt you were surprised at the way | was talking.O

ONot a bit.O

OWhat? Did nothing strike you as odd in the tone of my
remarks?0

Oltwas just the sort of stuff | should have expecteda treacher-
ous, sneaking hound like you to say.O

OMy dear chap,0OI protested, Othisis not your usual form. A
bit slow in the uptake, surely? | should have thought you would
have spotted right away that it was all part of a well-laid plan.O

Ol0liget you in a jiffy,0 said Tuppy, recovering his balance
after a swift clutch at my neck. And so probable did this seem that
| delayed no longer, but hastened to place all the facts before him.

Speaking rapidly and keeping moving, | related my emotions
on receipt of Aunt DahliaDgelegram, my instant rush to the scene
of the disaster, my meditations in the car, and the eventual fram-
ing of this well-laid plan of mine. | spoke clearly and well, and it
was with considerable concern, consequently, that | heard him
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observeNbetween clenchedteeth, which made it worseNthat he
didnOt believe a damned word of it.

OBut, Tuppy,O | said, Owhy not? To me the thing rings true to
the last drop. What makes you sceptical? Confide in me, Tuppy.O

He halted and stood taking a breather. Tuppy, pungently
though Angela might have argued to the contrary, isnOteally fat.
During the winter months you will find him constantly booting
the football with merry shouts, and in the summer the tennis
racket is seldom out of his hand.

But at the recently concluded evening meal, feeling, no doubt,
that after that painful scenein the larder there was nothing to be
gained by further abstinence,he had rather let himself go and, as
it were, made up leeway;and after really immersing himself in one
of AnatoleOslinners, a man of his sturdy build tendsto lose elasti-
city a bit. During the exposition of my plans for his happinessa
certain animation had crept into this round-and-round-the
mulberry-bush jamboree of oursNso much so, indeed, that for the
last few minutes we might have been a rather oversized greyhound
and a somewhat slimmer electric hare doing their stuff on a circu-
lar track for the entertainment of the many-headed.

This, it appeared,had taken it out of him a bit, and | was not
displeased. | was feeling the strain myself, and welcomed a lull.

Olt absolutely beatsme why you donOtelieveit,O | said. OYou
know weOvéeenpals for years. You must be aware that, except
at the moment when you causedme to do a nose dive into the
DronesGwimming bath, an incident which | long sincedecidedto
put out of my mind and let the dead past bury its dead about, if
you follow what | meanNexcept on that one occasion,as| say, |
have always regarded you with the utmost esteem.Why, then, if
not for the motives | have outlined, should | knock you to An-
gela? Answer me that. Be very careful.O

OWhat do you mean, be very careful?0

Well, as a matter of fact, | didnOtquite know myself. It was
what the magistrate had said to me on the occasionwhen | stood
in the dock as EustacePlimsoll, of The Laburnums: and asit had
impressedme a good deal at the time, | just bungedit in now by
way of giving the conversation a tone.

OAIl right. Never mind about being careful, then. Just answer
me that question. Why, if | had not your interests sincerely at
heart, should | have ticked you off, as stated?0

A sharp spasm shook him from base to apex. The beetle,
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which, during the recentexchangeshad beenclinging to his head,
hoping for the best, gaveit up at this and resignedoffice. It shot
off and was swallowed in the night.

OAR!OI said. OYour beetle,Ol explained. ONo doubt you were
unaware of it, but all this while there has been a beetle of sorts
parked on the side of your head. You have now dislodged it.O

He snorted.

OBeetles!O

ONot beetles. One beetle only.O

Ollike your crust!Ocried Tuppy, vibrating like one of GussieOs
newts during the courting season.OTalking of beetles,when all
the time you know youOre a treacherous, sneaking hound.O

It was a debatable point, of course,why treacherous,sneaking
hounds should be consideredineligible to talk about beetles,and |
dare say a good cross-examiningcounselwould have made quite
a lot of it.

But I let it go.

OThatOshe secondtime youOvecalled me that. And,O | said
firmly, Olinsist on an explanation. | have told you that | acted
throughout from the bestand kindliest motives in roasting you to
Angela. It cut meto the quick to haveto speaklike that, and only
the recollection of our lifelong friendship would have made me do
it. And now you say you donOtbelieve me and call me namesfor
which | am not surel couldnOthaveyou up before a beak and jury
and mulct you in very substantial damages.l should haveto con-
sult my solicitor, of course,but it would surprise me very much if
an action did not lie. Be reasonable, Tuppy. Suggestanother
motive | could have had. Just one.O

Olwill. Do you think | donOknow? YouOren love with Angela
yourself.O

OWhat?0

OAndyou knocked me in order to poison her mind againstme
and finally remove me from your path.O

I had never heard anything so absolutely loopy in my life.
Why, dashit, IOve&known Angela sinceshewas so high. You donOt
fall in love with closerelations youOveknown sincethey were so
high. Besides,isnOtthere something in the book of rules about a
man may not marry his cousin? Or am | thinking of
grandmothers?

OTuppy, my dear old ass,Ol cried, Othisis pure banana oil!
YouOve come unscrewed.O
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OOh, yes?0

OMe in love with Angela? Ha-ha!O

OYou canOtget out of it with ha-haOs.She called you
Odarling0.0

Ol know. And | disapproved. This habit of the younger g. of
scattering OdarlingsGabout like birdseedis one that | deprecate.
Lax, is how | should describe it.O

OYou tickled her ankles.O

Olna purely cousinly spirit. It didnOtmean a thing. Why, dash
it, you must know that in the deeperand truer sensel wouldnOt
touch Angela with a barge pole.O

OO0h? And why not? Not good enough for you?O

OYou misunderstand me,O| hastenedto reply. OWhen| say |
wouldnOttouch Angela with a barge pole, | intend merely to con-
vey that my feelings towards her are those of distant, though
cordial, esteem. In other words, you may rest assured that
between this young prune and myself there never has been and
never could be any sentiment warmer and stronger than that of
ordinary friendship.O

Olbelieveit was you who tipped her off that | was in the larder
fast night, sothat shecould find me there with that pie, thus dam-
aging my prestige.O

OMy dear Tuppy! A Wooster?Ol was shocked. OYou think a
Wooster would do that?O

He breathed heavily.

OListen,Ohe said. OltOs10 good your standing there arguing.
You canOget away from the facts. Somebodystole her from me at
Cannes.You told me yourself that shewas with you all the time
at Cannes and hardly saw anybody else. You gloated over the
mixed bathing, and those moonlight walks you had togetherNNO

ONot gloated. Just mentioned them.O

OSonow you understandwhy, assoon as| can getyou clear of
this damned bench, | am going to tear you limb from limb. Why
they have thesebally benchesin gardens,Osaid Tuppy disconten-
tedly, Ois more than | can see. They only get in the way.O

He ceased, and, grabbing out, missed me by a hairOs breadth.

It was a moment for swift thinking, and it is at such moments,
as| have already indicated, that Bertram Wooster is at his best. |
suddenly rememberedthe recent misunderstanding with the Bas-
sett, and with a flash of clear vision saw that this was where it
was going to come in handy.
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OYouOveot it all wrong, Tuppy,O | said, moving to the left.
OTrue,| saw a lot of Angela, but my dealingswith her were on a
basis from start to finish of the purest and most wholesome ca-
maraderie. | can prove it. During that sojourn in Cannes my
affections were engaged elsewhere.O

OWhat?0

OEngaged elsewhere. My affections. During that sojourn.O

| had struck the right note. He stopped sidling. His clutching
hand fell to his side.

Ols that true?0

OQuite official.O

OWho was she?0

OMy dear Tuppy, does one bandy a womanOs name?0

OOne does if one doesnOt want oneOs ruddy head pulled off.O

| saw that it was a special case.

OMadeline Bassett,O | said.

OWho?0

OMadeline Bassett.O

He seemed stunned.

OYou stand there and tell me you were in love with that Bas-
sett disaster?0

Ol wouldn®t call her Othat Bassett disasterO, Tuppy. Not
respectful.O

ODashbeing respectful. | want the facts. You deliberately as-
sert that you loved that weird Gawd-help-us?0

Ol donOtseewhy you should call her a weird Gawd-help-us,
either. A very charming and beautiful girl. Odd in some of her
views perhapsNone doesnot quite seeeyeto eyewith her in the
matter of stars and rabbitsNbut not a weird Gawd-help-us.O

OAnyway, you stick to it that you were in love with her?0Q

Ol do.O

Olt sounds thin to me, Wooster, very thin.O

| saw that it would be necessary to apply the finishing touch.

Ol must ask you to treat this as entirely confidential, Glossop,
but | may aswell inform you that it is not twenty-four hours since
she turned me down.O

OTurned you down?0

OLike a bedspread. In this very garden.O

OTwenty-four hours?0

OcCallit twenty-five. Soyou will readily seethat | canObe the
chap, if any, who stole Angela from you at Cannes.O
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And | was on the brink of adding that | wouldnOttouch Angela
with a barge pole, when | remembered| had said it already and it
hadnOt gone frightfully well. | desisted, therefore.

My manly franknessseemedio be producing good results. The
homicidal glare was dying out of TuppyOsyes.He had the aspect
of a hired assassin who had paused to think things over.

Ol see,Ohe said, at length. OAIl right, then. Sorry you were
troubled.O

ODon®t mention it, old man,O | responded courteously.

For the first time since the busheshad begun to pour forth
Glossops,Bertram Wooster could be said to have breathed freely.
| donOtsay | actually came out from behind the bench, but | did
let go of it, and with something of the relief which those three
chapsin the Old Testament must have experiencedafter sliding
out of the burning fiery furnace, | evengroped tentatively for my
cigarette case.

The next moment a suddensnort made me take my fingers off
it asif it had bitten me. | was distressedto note in the old friend a
return of the recent frenzy.

OWhat the hell did you mean by telling her that | usedto be
covered with ink when | was a kid?0

OMy dear TuppyNNO

Olwas almost finickingly careful about my personal cleanliness
as a boy. You could have eaten your dinner off me.O

OQuite. ButNNO

OAnNd all that stuff about having no soul. IOmcrawling with
soul. And being looked on as an outsider at the DronesNNO

OBut,my dear old chap, | explained that. It was all part of my
ruse or scheme.O

Olt was, was it? Well, in future do me a favour and leave me
out of your foul ruses.O

OJust as you say, old boy.O

OAll right, then. ThatOs understood.O

He relapsedinto silence,standing with folded arms, staring be-
fore him rather like a strong, silent man in a novel when heOgust
beengiven the bird by the girl and is thinking of looking in at the
Rocky Mountains and bumping off a few bears. His manifest
pippedness excited my compash, and | ventured a kindly word.

Ol donOtsupposeyou know what au pied de la lettre means,
Tuppy, but thatOshow | donOtthink you ought to take all that
stuff Angela was saying just now too much.O
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He seemed interested.

OWhat the devil,0 he asked, Oare you talking about?O

| saw that | should have to make myself clearer.

ODonOtake all that guff of hers too literally, old man. You
know what girls are like.O

Ol do,Ohe said, with another snort that camestra|ght up from
his msteps OAnNd | wish 10d never met one.O

Olmeanto say, itOsobvious that she must have spotted you in
those bushesand was simply talking to score off you. There you
were, | mean, if you follow the psychology, and shesaw you, and
in that impulsive way girls have, sheseizedthe opportunity of rib-
bing you a bitNjust told you a few home truths, | mean to say.O

OHome truths?0

OThatOs right.O0

He snorted once more, causingme to feel rather like royalty re-
ceiving a twenty-one gun salute from the fleet. | canOremember
ever having met a better right-and-left-hand snorter.

OWhat do you mean, Ohome truthsO? 10m not fat.O

ONo, no.0

OAnd whatOs wrong with the colour of my hair?0

OQuite in order, Tuppy, old man. The hair, | mean.O

OAndIOmot a bit thin on the topE. What the dickensare you
grinning about?0

ONot grinning. Just smiling slightly. | was conjuring up a sort
of vision, if you know what | mean, of you as seenthrough An-
gelaOs eyes. Fat in the middle and thin on the top. Rather funny.O

OYou think it funny, do you?0

ONot a bit.O

OYouOd better not.O

OQuite.O

It seemedto me that the conversation was becoming difficult
again. | wished it could be terminated. And so it was. For at this
moment something came shimmering through the laurels in the
quiet evenfall, and | perceived that it was Angela.

Shewas looking sweet and saintlike, and she had a plate of
sandwiches in her hand. Ham, | was to discover later.

Olf you seeMr. Glossop anywhere, Bertie,Oshe said, her eyes
resting dreamily on TuppyOsacade, Ol wish you would give him
these.lOmso afraid he may be hungry, poor fellow. [tOsearly ten
oOclockand he hasnOeaten a morsel since dinner. 10lljust leave
them on this bench.O
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She pushed off, and it seemedto me that | might as well go
with her. Nothing to keep me here, | mean. We moved towards
the house, and presently from behind us there sounded in the
night the splintering crash of a well-kicked plate of ham sand-
wiches, accompaniedby the muffled oaths of a strong man in his
wrath.

OHow still and peaceful everything is,O said Angela.
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NSHINE was gilding the grounds of Brinkley Court and the

ar detecteda marked twittering of birds in the ivy outside the
window when | woke next morning to a new day. But there was
no corresponding sunshinein Bertram WoosterOsoul and no an-
swering twitter in his heart ashe sat up in bed, sipping his cup of
strengtheningtea. It could not be denied that to Bertram, review-
ing the happenings of the previous night, the Tuppy-Angela
situation seemedmore or lessto have slipped a cog. With every
desireto look for the silver lining, | could not but feel that the rift
betweenthesetwo haughty spirits had now reachedsuchimpress-
ive proportions that the task of bridging samewould be beyond
even my powers.

| am a shrewd observer, and there had been something in
TuppyOsmanner as he booted that plate of ham sandwichesthat
seemed to tell me that he would not lightly forgive.

In thesecircs., | deemedit bestto shelvetheir problem for the
nonce and turn the mind to the matter of Gussie,which presented
a brighter picture.

With regardto Gussie,everythingwas in train. Jeeves®sorbid
scruples about lacing the chapOsrange juice had put me to a
good deal of trouble, but | had surmounted every obstaclein the
old Wooster way. | had securedan abundance of the necessary
spirit, and it was now lying in its flask in the drawer of the
dressing-table. | had also ascertained that the jug, duly filled,
would be standing on a shelf in the butlerOspantry round about
the hour of one. To remove it from that shelf, sneakit up to my
room, and return it, laced, in good time for the midday meal
would be a task calling, no doubt, for address,but in no sensean
exacting one.

It was with something of the emotions of one preparing a treat
for a deservingchild that | finished my tea and rolled over for that
extra spot of sleepwhich just makesall the difference when there
is manOs work to be done and the brain must be kept clear for it.
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And when | came downstairs an hour or so later, | knew how
right | had beento formulate this schemefor GussieOBucking up.
| ran into him on the lawn, and | could seeat a glancethat if ever
there was a man who neededa snappy stimulant, it was he. All
nature, as | have indicated, was smiling, but not Augustus Fink-
Nottle. He was walking round in circles, muttering something
about not proposing to detain us long, but on this auspiciousoc-
casion feeling compelled to say a few words.

OAh, Gussie,Q said, arresting him as he was about to start an-
other lap. OA lovely morning, is it not?0

Evenif | had not beenaware of it already, | could have divined
from the abruptnesswith which he damned the lovely morning
that he was not in merry mood. | addressedmyself to the task of
bringing the roses back to his cheeks.

Ol1Ove got good news for you, Gussie.O

He looked at me with a sudden sharp interest.

OHas Market Snodsbury Grammar School burned down?0

ONot that | know of.O

OHave mumps broken out? Is the place closed on account of
measles?0

ONo, no.0

OThen what do you mean youOve got good news?0

| endeavoured to soothe.

OYou mustnOttake it so hard, Gussie. Why worry about a
laughably simple job like distributing prizes at a school?0

OLaughablysimple, eh? Do you realize IOvebeen sweating for
days and havenObeen able to think of a thing to say yet, except
that | wonOtdetain them long. You bet | wonOtdetain them long.
IOvebeen timing my speech,and it lasts five seconds.What the
devil am | to say, Bertie? What do you say when youOrdlistribut-
ing prizes?0

| considered.Once, at my private school, | had won a prize for
Scripture knowledge, so | supposel ought to have beenfull of in-
side stuff. But memory eluded me.

Then something emerged from the mists.

OYou say the race is not always to the swift.O

OWhy?0

OWell, itOs a good gag. It generally gets a hand.O

Ol mean, why isnOt it? Why isnOt the race to the swift?O

OAh, there you have me. But the nibs say it isnOt.O

OBut what does it mean?0
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Ol take it itOssupposedto consolethe chapswho havenOtvon
prizes.O

OWhatOthe good of that to me?1Omnot worrying about them.
ItOsthe onesthat have won prizes that IOmworrying about, the
little blighters who will come up on the platform. Supposethey
make faces at me.O

OThey won0t.0

OHow do you know they wonOt?ItOsprobably the first thing
theyOllthink of. And evenif they donOtNBertie, shall | tell you
something?0

OWhat?0

Ol1Ove a good mind to take that tip of yours and have a drink.O

| smiled. He little knew, about summed up what | was
thinking.

OOh, youOll be all right,O | said.

He became fevered again.

OHow do you know I0lIbe all right? IOmsureto blow up in my
lines.O

OTush!O

OOr drop a prize.O

OTut!O

OOr something. | can feel it in my bones.As sure as IOmstand-
ing here, something is going to happen this afternoon which will
make everybody laugh themselvessick at me. | can hear them
now. Like hyenask. Bertie!O

OHullo?0

ODo you remember that kidsO school we went to before Eton?0

OQuite. It was there | won my Scripture prize.O

ONevermind about your Scripture prize. IOmot talking about
your Scripture prize. Do you recollect the Bosher incident?O

| did, indeed. It was one of the high spots of my youth.

OMajor-General Sir Wilfred Bosher came to distribute the
prizes at that school,OproceededGussiein a dull, tonelessvoice.
OHe dropped a book. He stooped to pick it up. And, as he
stooped, his trousers split up the back.O

OHow we roared!O

GussieOs face twisted.

OWedid, little swine that we were. Instead of remaining silent
and exhibiting a decentsympathy for a gallant officer at a peculi-
arly embarrassingmoment, we howled and yelled with mirth. |
loudest of any. That is what will happento me this afternoon,
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Bertie. It will be a judgment on me for laughing like that at
Major-General Sir Wilfred Bosher.O

ONo, no, Gussie, old man. Your trousers wonOt split.O

OHow do you know they wonOt?Better men than | have split
their trousers. General Bosherwas a D.S.O., with a fine record of
service on the north-western frontier of India, and his trousers
split. | shall be a mockery and a scorn. | know it. And you, fully
cognizant of what | am in for, come babbling about good news.
What news could possibly be good to me at this moment except
the information that bubonic plague had broken out among the
scholars of Market Snodsbury Grammar School, and that they
were all confined to their beds with spots?0

The moment had comefor meto speak.| laid a hand gently on
his shoulder. He brushed it off. | laid it on again. He brushed it
off once more. | was endeavouringto lay it on for the third time,
when he moved aside and desired, with a certain petulance,to be
informed if | thought | was a ruddy osteopath.

| found his manner trying, but one hasto make allowances. |
was telling myself that | should be seeinga very different Gussie
after lunch.

OWhen | said | had good news, old man, | meant about
Madeline Bassett.O

The febrile gleamdied out of his eyes,to be replacedby a look
of infinite sadness.

OYou canOhave good news about her. IOvalished myself there
completely.O

ONot at all. | am convinced that if you take another whack at
her, all will be well.O

And, keepingit snappy, | related what had passedbetweenthe
Bassett and myself on the previous night.

OSoall you have to do is play a return date, and you cannot
fail to swing the voting. You are her dream man.O

He shook his head.

ONo.0

OWhat?0

ONo use.O

OWhat do you mean?0

ONot a bit of good trying.O

OBut | tell you she said in so many wordsNNO

Olt doesnOmake any difference. Shemay have loved me once.
Last night will have killed all that.O
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OOf course it wonOt.0

Olt will. She despises me now.O

ONot a bit of it. She knows you simply got cold feet.O

OAnd| should get cold feetif | tried again. ItOso good, Bertie.
IOmhopeless,and thereOsn end of it. Fate made me the sort of
chap who canOt say OboO to a goose.O

Olt isnOta question of saying OboOto a goose. The point
doesnOt arise at all. It is simply a matter of NNO

Ol know, | know. But itOsno good. | canOo it. The whole
thing is off. | am not going to risk a repetition of last nightOs
fiasco. You talk in a light way of taking another whack at her,
but you donOtknow what it means.You have not been through
the experienceof starting to ask the girl you love to marry you
and then suddenlyfinding yourself talking about the plumlike ex-
ternal gills of the newly-born newt. [tOsnot a thing you can do
twice. No, | acceptmy destiny. ItOsall over. And now, Bertie, like
a good chap, shove off. | want to compose my speech.| canOt
composemy speechwith you mucking around. If you are going to
continue to muck around, at leastgive me a couple of stories. The
little hell hounds are sure to expect a story or two.O

ODo you know the one aboutNNO

ONo good. | donOtwant any of your off-colour stuff from the
DronesOsmoking-room. | need something clean. Something that
will be a help to them in their after lives. Not that | care a damn
about their after lives, except that | hope theyOll all choke.O

Ol heard a story the other day. | canOtjuite rememberit, but it
was about a chap who snored and disturbed the neighbours, and
it ended, Olt was his adenoids that adenoid them.00

He made a weary gesture.

OYou expect me to work that in, do you, into a speechto be
delivered to an audienceof boys, every one of whom is probably
riddled with adenoids?Damn it, theyOdush the platform. Leave
me, Bertie. Pushoff. ThatOsll | ask you to do. PushoffE. Ladies
and gentlemen,Osaid Gussie,in a low, soliloquizing sort of way,
Ol do not propose to detain this auspicious occasion longNNO

It was a thoughtful Wooster who walked away and left him at
it. More than ever| was congratulating myself on having had the
sterling good senseto make all my arrangementsso that | could
press a button and set things moving at an instantOs notice.

Until now, you see,| had rather entertained a sort of hope that
when | had revealedto him the BassettOsiental attitude, Nature
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would have done the rest, bracing him up to such an extent that
artificial stimulants would not be required. Because naturally, a
chap doesnOivant to haveto sprint about country houseslugging
jugs of orange juice, unless it is absolutely essential.

But now | saw that | must carry on as planned. The total ab-
sence of pep, ginger, and the right spirit which the man had
displayed during these conversational exchangesconvinced me
that the strongest measureswould be necessary.Immediately
upon leaving him, therefore, | proceededto the pantry, waited till
the butler had removed himself elsewhere,and nipped in and se-
cured the vital jug. A few moments later, after a wary passageof
the stairs, | was in my room. And the first thing | saw there was
Jeeves, fooling about with trousers.

He gave the jug a look whichNwrongly, as it was to turn
outNI diagnosedas censorious.| drew myself up a bit. | intended
to have no rot from the fellow.

OYes, Jeeves?0

osir?0

OYou have the air of one about to make a remark, Jeeves.O

OOh, no, sir. | note that you are in possessionof Mr. Fink-
NottleOsorange juice. | was merely about to observethat in my
opinion it would be injudicious to add spirit to it.O

OThat is a remark, Jeeves, and it is preciselyNNO

OBecause | have already attended to the matter, sir.O

OWhat?0

OYes, sir. | decided, after all, to acquiesce in your wishes.O

| stared at the man, astounded. | was deeply moved. Well, |
mean, wouldnOtany chap who had beengoing about thinking that
the old feudal spirit was dead and then suddenly found it wasnOt
have been deeply moved?

OJeeves,O | said, Ol am touched.O

OThank you, sir.O

OTouched and gratified.O

OThank you very much, sir.O

OBut what caused this change of heart?0

Ol chancedto encounter Mr. Fink-Nottle in the garden, sir,
while you were still in bed, and we had a brief conversation.O

OAnNd you came away feeling that he needed a bracer?0

OVery much so, sir. His attitude struck me as defeatist.O

| nodded.
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Olfelt the same.ODefeatistGsumsit up to a nicety. Did you tell
him his attitude struck you as defeatist?0

OYes, sir.0

OBut it didnOt do any good?0

ONo, sir.0

OVerywell, then, JeevesWe must act. How much gin did you
put in the jug?0

OA liberal tumblerful, sir.O

OWould that be a normal dose for an adult defeatist, do you
think?0

Ol fancy it should prove adequate, sir.O

Ol wonder. We must not spoil the ship for a haOporthof tar. |
think 101l add just another fluid ounce or s0.0

Olwould not advocateit, sir. In the caseof Lord BrancasterOs
parrotNNO

OYou are falling into your old error, Jeevesof thinking that
Gussie is a parrot. Flght against this. | shall add the 0z.0

OVery good, sir.O

OAnNd, by the way, JeevesMr. Fink-Nottle is in the market for
bright, clean stories to use in his speech. Do you know any?0

Ol know a story about two Irishmen, sir.O

OPat and Mike?0

OYes, sir.0

OWho were walking along Broadway?O

OYes, sir.0

OJust what he wants. Any more?0

ONo, sir.0

OWell, every little helps. You had better go and tell it to him.O

OVery good, sir.O

He passedfrom the room, and | unscrewedthe flask and tilted
into the jug a generousmodicum of its contents. And scarcelyhad
| done so, when there came to my ears the sound of footsteps
without. | had only just time to shovethe jug behind the photo-
graph of Uncle Tom on the mantelpiece before the door opened
and in came Gussie, curveting like a circus horse.

OWhat-ho, Bertie,Ohe said. OWhat-ho, what-ho, what-ho, and
again what-ho. What a beautiful world this is, Bertie. One of the
nicest | ever met.O

| stared at him, speechlessWe Woosters are as quick as light-
ning, and | saw at once that something had happened.

| meanto say, | told you about him walking round in circles. |
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recorded what passedbetweenus on the lawn. And if | portrayed
the scenewith anything like adequate skill, the picture you will
have retained of this Fink-Nottle will have beenthat of a nervous
wreck, saggingat the knees,greenabout the gills, and picking fe-
verishly at the lapels of his coat in an ecstasyof cravenfear. In a
word, defeatist. Gussie,during that interview, had, in fine, exhib-
ited all the earmarks of one licked to a custard.

Vastly different was the Gussiewho stood before me now. Self-
confidence seemedto ooze from the fellowOsevery pore. His face
was flushed, there was a jovial light in his eyes,the lips were par-
ted in a swashbuckling smile. And when with a genial hand he
sloshedme on the back before | could sidestep,it was asif | had
been kicked by a mule.

OWell, Bertie,Ohe proceeded,as blithely as a linnet without a
thing on his mind, Oyouwill be glad to hear that you were right.
Your theory hasbeentestedand proved correct. | feel like a fight-
ing cock.O

My brain ceased to reel. | saw all.

OHave you been having a drink?0

Ol have. As you advised. Unpleasant stuff. Like medicine.
Burns your throat, too, and makesone as thirsty as the dickens.
How anyone can mop it up, as you do, for pleasure, beats me.
Still, | would be the last to deny that it tunes up the system. |
could bite a tiger.O

OWhat did you have?0

OWhisky. At least, that was the label on the decanter, and |
have no reasonto supposethat a woman like your auntNstaunch,
true-blue, BritishNwould deliberately deceivethe public. If shela-
bels her decantersWhisky, then | consider that we know where
we are.O

OA whisky and soda, eh? You couldnOt have done better.O

OSoda?0Osaid Gussie thoughtfully. Ol knew there was
something | had forgotten.O

ODidn®t you put any soda in it?0

Olt never occurred to me. | just nipped into the dining-room
and drank out of the decanter.O

OHow much?0

OOh, about ten swallows. Twelve, maybe. Or fourteen. Say
sixteen medium-sized gulps. Gosh, IOm thirsty.O

He moved over to the wash-standand drank deeply out of the
water bottle. | cast a covert glance at Uncle TomOsphotograph
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behind his back. For the first time sinceit had comeinto my life, |
was glad that it was so large. It hid its secretwell. If Gussiehad
caught sight of that jug of orange juice, he would unquestionably
have been on to it like a knife.

OWell, IOm glad youOre feeling braced,O | said.

He moved buoyantly from the wash-hand stand, and endeav-
oured to slosh me on the back again. Foiled by my nimble
footwork, he staggered to the bed and sat down upon it.

OBraced? Did | say | could bite a tiger?0

OYou did.O

OMake it two tigers. | could chew holesin a steeldoor. What
an assyou must have thought me out there in the garden. | see
now you were laughing in your sleeve.O

ONo, no.0

OYes,Onsisted Gussie. OThat very sleeve,Che said, pointing.
OAnd | donOtblame you. | canOimagine why | made all that fuss
about a potty job like distributing prizes at a rotten little country
grammar school. Can you imagine, Bertie?0

OExactly. Nor can | imagine. ThereOsimply nothing to it. |
just shin up on the platform, drop a few graciouswords, hand the
little blighters their prizes, and hop down again, admired by all.
Not a suggestionof split trousersfrom start to finish. | mean, why
should anybody split his trousers? | canOtimagine. Can you
imagine?0

ONo.0

ONor can | imagine. | shall be a riot. | know just the sort of
stuff thatOsneededNsimple, manly, optimistic stuff straight from
the shoulder. This shoulder,Osaid Gussie,tapping. OWhy | was so
nervous this morning | canOimagine. For anything simpler than
distributing a few footling books to a bunch of grimy-faced kids |
canOtmagine. Still, for somereason! canOtmagine, | was feeling
alittle nervous, but now | feel fine, BertieNfine, fine, fineNand |
say this to you as an old friend. BecausethatOsvhat you are, old
man, when all the smoke has clearedawayNan old friend. | donOt
think 1Oveever met an older friend. How long have you beenan
old friend of mine, Bertie?O

OOh, years and years.O

Olmagine! Though, of course, there must have been a time
when you were a new friendE. Hullo, the luncheon gong. Come
on, old friend.O
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And, rising from the bed like a performing flea, he made for
the door.

| followed rather pensively. What had occurred was, of course,
so much velvet, as you might say.| mean, | had wanted a braced
Fink-NottleN indeed, all my plans had had a braced Fink-Nottle
as their end and aim Nbut | found myself wondering a little
whether the Fink-Nottle now sliding down the banister wasnOt,
perhaps,a shadetoo braced. His demeanourseemedo me that of
a man who might quite easily throw bread about at lunch.

Fortunately, however, the settled gloom of those round him ex-
erciseda restraining effect upon him at the table. It would have
neededa far more plasteredman to have beenrollicking at sucha
gathering. | had told the Bassettthat there were aching hearts in
Brinkley Court, and it now looked probable that there would
shortly be aching tummies. Anatole, | learned, had retired to his
bed with a fit of the vapours, and the meal now before us had
been cooked by the kitchen maidNas C3 a performer as ever
wielded a skillet.

This, coming on top of their other troubles, induced in the
company a pretty unanimous silenceNa solemn stillness, as you
might sayNwhich even Gussiedid not seemprepared to break.
Except, therefore, for one short snatch of songon his part, noth-
ing untoward marked the occasion, and presently we rose, with
instructions from Aunt Dahlia to put on festal raiment and be at
Market Snodsbury not later than 3.30. This leaving me ample
time to smoke a gasperor two in a shady bower besidethe lake, |
did so, repairing to my room round about the hour of three.

Jeevesvas on the job, adding the final polish to the old topper,
and | was about to apprise him of the latest developmentsin the
matter of Gussie, when he forestalled me by observing that the
latter had only just concluded an agreeablevisit to the Wooster
bedchamber.

Olfound Mr. Fink-Nottle seatedherewhen | arrived to lay out
your clothes, sir.O

Olndeed, Jeeves? Gussie was in here, was he?0

OYes,sir. He left only a few moments ago. He is driving to the
school with Mr. and Mrs. Travers in the large car.O

ODid you give him your story of the two Irishmen?0

OYes, sir. He laughed heartily.O

OGood. Had you any other contributions for him?0

Ol ventured to suggestthat he might mention to the young

136



RIGHT HO, JEEVES

gentlementhat education is a drawing out, not a putting in. The
late Lord Brancasterwas much addicted to presenting prizes at
schools, and he invariably employed this dictum.O

OAnNd how did he react to that?0

OHe laughed heartily, sir.O

OThissurprised you, no doubt? This practically incessantmer-
riment, | mean.O

OYes, sir.0

OYouthought it odd in one who, when you last saw him, was
well up in Group A of the defeatists.O

OYes, sir.0

OThereis a ready explanation, JeevesSinceyou last saw him,
Gussie has been on a bender. HeOs as tight as an owl.O

Olndeed, sir?0

OAbsolutely. His nerve cracked under the strain, and he
sneakedinto the dining-room and started mopping the stuff up
like a vacuum cleaner. Whisky would seemto be what he filled
the radiator with. | gather that he used up most of the decanter.
Golly, JeevesjtOducky he didnOtget at that laced orange juice on
top of that, what?0

OExtremely, sir.O

| eyed the jug. Uncle TomOsphotograph had fallen into the
fender, and it was standing there right out in the open, where
Gussie couldnOthave helped seeingit. Mercifully, it was empty
now.

Oltwas a most prudent act on your part, if | may say so, sir, to
dispose of the orange juice.O

| stared at the man.

OWhat? DidnOt you?O

ONo, sir.0

OJeevedgt us get this clear. Was it not you who threw away
that 0.j.20

ONo, sir. | assumed,when | entered the room and found the
pitcher empty, that you had done s0.0

We looked at each other, awed. Two minds with but a single
thought.

Ol very much fear, sirNNO

OSo do I, Jeeves.O

Olt would seem almost certainNNO

OQuite certain. Weigh the facts. Sift the evidence.The jug was
standing on the mantelpiece, for all eyesto behold. Gussie had
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been complaining of thirst. You found him in here, laughing
heartily. | think that there can be little doubt, Jeevesthat the en-
tire contents of that jug are at this moment reposingon top of the
existing cargo in that already brilliantly lit manOsnterior. Dis-
turbing, Jeeves.O

OMost disturbing, sir.O

OLetus face the position, forcing ourselvesto be calm. You in-
serted in that jugNshall we say a tumblerful of the right stuff?0

OFully a tumblerful, sir.O

OANd | added of my plenty about the same amount.O

OYes, sir.0

OAnd in two shakesof a duckOdail Gussie,with all that lap-
ping about inside him, will be distributing the prizes at Market
Snodsbury Grammar School before an audience of all that is
fairest and most refined in the county.O

OYes, sir.0

Olt seemsto me, Jeevesthat the ceremonymay be one fraught
with considerable interest.O

OYes, sir.0

OWhat, in your opinion, will the harvest be?0

OOne finds it difficult to hazard a conjecture, sir.O

OYou mean imagination boggles?0

OYes, sir.0

| inspected my imagination. He was right. It boggled.
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ND YET, Jeeves,d said, twiddling a thoughtful steering
wheel, Othere is always the bright side.O

Sometwenty minutes had elapsed,and having picked the hon-
est fellow up outside the front door, | was driving in the two-
seaterto the picturesque town of Market Snodsbury. Since we
had partedNhe to go to his lair and fetch his hat, | to remain in
my room and complete the formal costumeNI had been doing
some close thinking.

The results of this | now proceeded to hand on to him.

OHoweverdark the prospect may be, Jeeveshowever murkily
the storm clouds may seemto gather, a keen eye can usually dis-
cern the blue bird. It is bad, no doubt, that Gussie should be
going, someten minutes from now, to distribute prizesin a state
of advanced intoxication, but we must never forget that these
things cut both ways.O

OYou imply, sirNNO

OPreciselyl am thinking of him in his capacity of wooer. All
this ought to have put him in rare shapefor offering his hand in
marriage. | shall be vastly surprisedif it wonOturn him into a sort
of caveman. Have you ever seen James Cagney in the movies?0

OYes, sir.0

OSomething on those lines.O

I heard him cough, and sniped him with a sidewaysglance.He
was wearing that informative look of his.

OThen you have not heard, sir?0

OEh?0

OYou are not aware that a marriage has been arranged and
will shortly take place between Mr. Fink-Nottle and Miss
Bassett?0

OWhat?0

OYes, sir.0

OWhen did this happen?0

OShortly after Mr. Fink-Nottle had left your room, sir.O
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OAR! In the post-orange-juice era?O

OYes, sir.0

OBut are you sure of your facts? How do you know?0

OMy informant was Mr. Fink-Nottle himself, sir. He appeared
anxious to confide in me. His story was somewhatincoherent, but
| had no difficulty in apprehendingits substance.Prefacinghis re-
marks with the statement that this was a beautiful world, he
laughed heartily and said that he had become formally engaged.O

ONo details?0

ONo, sir.0

OBut one can picture the scene.O

OYes, sir.0

Ol mean, imagination doesnOt boggle.O

ONo, sir.0

And it didnOt. could seeexactly what must have happened.In-
sert a liberal dose of mixed spirits in a normally abstemiousman,
and he becomesa force. He doesnot stand around, twiddling his
fingers and stammering. He acts.| had no doubt that Gussiemust
have reachedfor the Bassettand claspedher to him like a steve-
dore handling a sack of coals. And one could readily envisagethe
effect of that sort of thing on a girl of romantic mind.

OWwell, well, well, Jeeves.O

OYes, sir.0

OThis is splendid news.O

OYes, sir.0

OYou see now how right | was.O

OYes, sir.0

Olt must have beenrather an eye-openerfor you, watching me
handle this case.O

OYes, sir.0

OThe simple, direct method never fails.O

ONo, sir.0

OWhereas the elaborate does.O

OYes, sir.0

ORight ho, Jeeves.O

We had arrived at the main entrance of Market Snodsbury
Grammar School. | parked the car, and went in, well content.
True, the Tuppy-Angela problem still remained unsolved and
Aunt DahliaOdive hundred quid seemedas far off as ever, but it
was gratifying to feel that good old GussieOsoubles were over, at
any rate.
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The Grammar School at Market Snodsburyhad, | understood,
beenbuilt somewherein the year 1416, and, as with so many of
these ancient foundations, there still seemedto brood over its
Great Hall, where the afternoonOdestivities were to take place,
not a little of the fug of the centuries. It was the hottest day of the
summer, and though somebody had opened a tentative window
or two, the atmosphere remained distinctive and individual.

In this hall the youth of Market Snodsburyhad beeneating its
daily lunch for a matter of five hundred years, and the flavour
lingered. The air was sort of heavy and languorous, if you know
what | mean, with the scentof Young England and boiled beef
and carrots.

Aunt Dahlia, who was sitting with a bevy of the local nibs in
the secondrow, sighted me as| enteredand waved to me to join
her, but | was too smart for that. | wedged myself in among the
standeesat the back, leaning up against a chap who, from the
aroma, might have beena corn chandler or somethingon that or-
der. The essencef strategy on theseoccasionsis to be asnear the
door as possible.

The hall was gaily decorated with flags and coloured paper,
and the eye was further refreshed by the spectacleof a mixed
drove of boys, parents, and what not, the former running a good
deal to shiny facesand Eton collars, the latter stressingthe black-
satin note rather when female, and looking asif their coats were
too tight, if male. And presently there was some ap-
plauseNsporadic, Jeeveshas since told me it wasNand | saw
Gussiebeing steeredby a beardedbloke in a gown to a seatin the
middle of the platform.

And | confessthat as| beheld him and felt that there but for
the grace of God went Bertram Wooster, a shudder ran through
the frame. It all reminded me so vividly of the time | had ad-
dressed that girlsO school.

Of course, looking at it dispassionately,you may say that for
horror and peril there is no comparison between an almost hu-
man audience like the one before me and a mob of small girls
with pigtails down their backs, and this, | concede,is true. Never-
theless, the spectaclewas enough to make me feel like a fellow
watching a pal going over Niagara Falls in a barrel, and the
thought of what | had escapedcausedeverything for a moment to
go black and swim before my eyes.

When | was able to seeclearly once more, | perceived that
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Gussiewas now seated.He had his hands on his knees,with his

elbows out at right angles,like a nigger minstrel of the old school

about to ask Mr. Boneswhy a chicken crossesthe road, and he

was staring before him with a smile so fixed and pebble-beached
that | should have thought that anybody could have guessedhat

there sat one in whom the old familiar juice was plashing up

against the back of the front teeth.

In fact, | saw Aunt Dahlia, who, having assistedat so many
hunting dinners in her time, is secondto none as a judge of the
symptoms, give a start and gazelong and earnestly. And shewas
just saying somethingto Uncle Tom on her left when the bearded
bloke steppedto the footlights and started making a speech.From
the fact that he spoke as if he had a hot potato in his mouth
without getting the raspberry from the lads in the ringside seats,|
deduced that he must be the head master.

With his arrival in the spotlight, a sort of perspiring resigna-
tion seemedto settle on the audience. Personally, | snuggled up
againstthe chandler and let my attention wander. The speechwas
on the subject of the doings of the school during the past term,
and this part of a prize-giving is always apt rather to fail to grip
the visiting stranger.| mean, you know how it is. YouOreold that
J.B. Brewster has won an Exhibition for Classicsat CatOsCam-
bridge, and you feel that itOsone of those stories where you canOt
seehow funny it is unlessyou really know the fellow. And the
same applies to G. Bullett being awarded the Lady Jane Wix
Scholarship at the Birmingham College of Veterinary Science.

In fact, | and the corn chandler, who was looking a bit fagged|
thought, as if he had had a hard morning chandling the corn,
were beginning to doze lightly when things suddenly brisked up,
bringing Gussie into the picture for the first time.

OToday,Osaid the bearded bloke, Owe are all happy to wel-
come as the guest of the afternoon Mr. Fitz-WattleNNO

At the beginning of the address, Gussie had subsidedinto a
sort of daydream, with his mouth hanging open. About half-way
through, faint signs of life had begunto show. And for the last
few minutes he had beentrying to cross one leg over the other
and failing and having another shot and failing again. But only
now did he exhibit any real animation. He sat up with a jerk.

OFink-Nottle,O he said, opening his eyes.

OFitz-Nottle.O

OFink-Nottle.O
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Ol should say Fink-Nottle.O

OOf course you should, you silly ass,Osaid Gussie genially.
OAll right, get on with it.O

And closing his eyes, he began trying to cross his legs again.

| could seethat this little spot of friction had rattled the
bearded bloke a bit. He stood for a moment fumbling at the
fungus with a hesitating hand. But they make thesehead masters
of tough stuff. The weaknesspassed.He came back nicely and
carried on.

OWeare all happy, | say, to welcome as the guestof the after-
noon Mr. Fink-Nottle, who has kindly consentedto award the
prizes. This task, as you know, is one that should have devolved
upon that well-beloved and vigorous member of our board of
governors, the Rev. William Plomer, and we are all, | am sure,
very sorry that illness at the last moment should have prevented
him from being here today. But, if | may borrow a familiar meta-
phor from theNif | may employ a homely metaphor familiar to
you allNwhat we lose on the swings we gain on the
roundabouts.O

He paused, and beamedrather freely, to show that this was
comedy. | could have told the man it was no use. Not a ripple.
The corn chandler leaned against me and muttered
OWhoddidesay?0 but that was all.

ItOsalways a nasty jar to wait for the laugh and find that the
gag hasnOtgot across. The bearded bloke was visibly discom-
posed. At that, however, | think he would have got by, had he
not, at this juncture, unfortunately stirred Gussie up again.

Olnother words, though deprived of Mr. Plomer, we have with
us this afternoon Mr. Fink-Nottle. | am sure that Mr. Fink-
NottleOsname is one that needsno introduction to you. It is, |
venture to assert, a name that is familiar to us all.O

ONot to you,O said Gussie.And the next moment | saw what
Jeevediad meant when he had describedhim aslaughing heartily.
OHeartilyO was absolutely the mot juste. It sounded like a gas
explosion.

OYou didnOtseemto know it so dashed well, what, what?0
said Gussie.And, reminded apparently by the word OwhatQof the
word OWattle,Ohe repeatedthe latter some sixteen times with a
rising inflection.

OWattle, Wattle, Wattle,O he concluded. ORight-ho. Push on.O

But the beardedbloke had shot his bolt. He stood there, licked
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at last; and, watching him closely, | could seethat he was now at
the crossroads.| could spot what he was thinking as clearly as if
he had confided it to my personal ear. He wanted to sit down and
call it a day, | mean, but the thought that gave him pausewas
that, if he did, he must then either uncork Gussieor take the Fink-
Nottle speechas read and get straight on to the actual prize-
giving.

It was a dashedtricky thing, of course,to haveto decideon the
spur of the moment. | was reading in the paper the other day
about those birds who are trying to split the atom, the nub being
that they havenOthe foggiestasto what will happenif they do. It
may be all right. On the other hand, it may not be all right. And
pretty silly a chap would feel, no doubt, if, having split the atom,
he suddenly found the housegoing up in smoke and himself torn
limb from limb.

Sowith the beardedbloke. Whether he was abreast of the in-
side facts in GussieOsase,| donOtknow, but it was obvious to
him by this time that he had run into something pretty hot. Trial
gallops had shown that Gussiehad his own way of doing things.
Those interruptions had been enough to prove to the perspica-
cious that here, seatedon the platform at the big binge of the
season,was one who, if pushedforward to make a speech,might
let himself go in a rather epoch-making manner.

On the other hand, chain him up and put a green-baizecloth
over him, and where were you? The proceeding would be over
about half an hour too soon.

It was, as| say, a difficult problem to haveto solve,and, left to
himself, I donOtknow what conclusion he would have come to.
Personally, | think he would have played it safe.As it happened,
however, the thing was taken out of his hands, for at this mo-
ment, Gussie, having stretched his arms and yawned a bit,
switched on that pebble-beachedsmile again and tacked down to
the edge of the platform.

OSpeech,O he said affably.

He then stood with his thumbs in the armholes of his waist-
coat, waiting for the applause to die down.

It was sometime before this happened,for he had got a very
fine hand indeed. | supposeit wasnObften that the boys of Mar-
ket Snodsbury Grammar School came across a man public-
spirited enough to call their head master a silly ass, and they
showed their appreciation in no uncertain manner. Gussie may
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have been one over the eight, but as far as the majority of those
present were concerned he was sitting on top of the world.

OBoys,&said Gussie, Ol mean ladies and gentlemenand boys, |
do not detain you long, but | supposeon this occasionto feel
compelled to say a few auspicious words; LadiesNand boys and
gentlemenNwe have all listened with interest to the remarks of
our friend here who forgot to shavethis morningNI donOtknow
his name, but then he didnOtknow mineNFitz-Wattle, | mean, ab-
solutely absurdNwhich squaresthings up a bitNand we are all
sorry that the ReverendWhat-ever-he-was-calledshould be dying
of adenoids, but after all, here today, gone tomorrow, and all
flesh is as grass,and what not, but that wasnOwhat | wanted to
say. What | wanted to say was thisNand | say it confid-
entlyNwithout fear of contradictionNI say, in short, | am happy
to be here on this auspiciousoccasionand | take much pleasurein
kindly awarding the prizes, consisting of the handsomebooks you
seelaid out on that table. As Shakespearesays,there are sermons
in books, stonesin the running brooks, or, rather, the other way
about, and there you have it in a nutshell.O

It went well, and | wasnOtsurprised. | couldnOtquite follow
someof it, but anybody could seethat it was real ripe stuff, and |
was amazedthat eventhe course of treatment he had beentaking
could have rendered so normally tongue-tied a dumb brick as
Gussie capable of it.

It just shows, what any member of Parliament will tell you,
that if you want real oratory, the preliminary noggin is essential.
Unless pie-eyed, you cannot hope to grip.

OGentlemen,&aid Gussie, Ol mean ladies and gentlemenand,
of course,boys, what a beautiful world this is. A beautiful world,
full of happinesson everyside. Let me tell you a little story. Two
Irishmen, Pat and Mike, were walking along Broadway, and one
said to the other, OBegorrah,the raceis not always to the swift,0O
and the other replied, OFaith and begob, education is a drawing
out, not a putting in.00

| must sayit seemedto me the rottenest story | had everheard,
and | was surprised that Jeevesshould have consideredit worth
while shovinginto a speech.However, when | taxed him with this
later, he said that Gussiehad altered the plot a good deal, and |
dare say that accounts for it.

At any rate, that was the conte as Gussietold it, and when |
say that it got a very fair laugh, you will understand what a
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popular favourite he had becomewith the multitude. There might
be a bearded bloke or so on the platform and a small section in
the secondrow who were wishing the speakerwould conclude his
remarks and resumehis seat, but the audienceas a whole was for
him solidly.

There was applause, and a voice cried: OHear, hear!O

OYes,&aid Gussie,Oitis a beautiful world. The sky is blue, the
birds are singing, there is optimism everywhere. And why not,
boys and ladies and gentlemen?IOmhappy, youOrehappy, welre
all happy, eventhe meanestlrishman that walks along Broadway.
Though, as | say, there were two of themNPat and Mike, one
drawing out, the other putting in. | should like you boys, taking
the time from me, to give three cheersfor this beautiful world. All
together now.O

Presentlythe dust settled down and the plaster stopped falling
from the ceiling, and he went on.

OPeoplewho say it isnOta beautiful world donOtknow what
they are talking about. Driving herein the car today to award the
kind prizes, | was reluctantly compelledto tick off my host on this
very point. Old Tom Travers. You will seehim sitting there in the
second row next to the large lady in beige.O

He pointed helpfully, and the hundred or so Market Snods-
buryians who craned their necksin the direction indicated were
able to observe Uncle Tom blushing prettily.

Ol ticked him off properly, the poor fish. He expressedthe
opinion that the world was in a deplorable state. | said, ODonOt
talk rot, old Tom Travers.OOlam not accustomedto talk rot,O he
said. OThen,for a beginner,Ql said, Oyoudo it dashedwell.O And
| think you will admit, boys and ladies and gentlemen,that that
was telling him.O

The audience seemedto agreewith him. The point went big.
The voice that had said, OHear, hearOsaid OHear, hearOagain,
and my corn chandler hammered the floor vigorously with a
large-size walking stick.

OWell, boys,O resumed Gussie, having shot his cuffs and
smirked horribly, Othisis the end of the summerterm, and many
of you, no doubt, are leaving the school. And | donOtblame you,
becausethereOs froust in here you could cut with a knife. You
are going out into the great world. Soon many of you will be
walking along Broadway. And what | want to impressupon you
is that, however much you may suffer from adenoids, you must
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all useevery effort to prevent yourselvesbhecoming pessimistsand
talking rot like old Tom Travers. There in the secondrow. The
fellow with a face rather like a walnut.O

He pausedto allow those wishing to do so to refresh them-
selves with another look at Uncle Tom, and | found myself
musing in somelittle perplexity. Long associationwith the mem-
bers of the Drones has put me pretty well in touch with the
various ways in which an overdose of the blushful Hippocrene
can take the individual, but | had never seenanyonereact quite as
Gussie was doing.

There was a snap about his work which | had never witnessed
before, even in Barmy Fotheringay-Phipps on New YearOs Eve.

Jeeveswhen | discussedthe matter with him later, said it was
something to do with inhibitions, if | caught the word correctly,
and the suppressionof, | think he said, the ego. What he meant, |
gathered, was that, owing to the fact that Gussie had just com-
pleted a five yearsOstretch of blameless seclusion among the
newts, all the goofinesswhich ought to have beenspreadout thin
over those five yearsand had beenbottled up during that period
cameto the surfaceon this occasionin a lumpNor, if you prefer
to put it that way, like a tidal wave.

There may be something in this. Jeeves generally knows.

Anyway, be that asit may, | was dashedglad | had had the
shrewdnessto keep out of that secondrow. It might be unworthy
of the prestigeof a Wooster to squashin among the proletariat in
the standing-room-only section, but at least, | felt, | was out of the
danger zone. So thoroughly had Gussiegot it up his noseby now
that it seemedo me that had he sighted me he might have become
personal about even an old school friend.

OIf thereOone thing in the world | canOtstand,O proceeded
Gussie,OitOs pessimist.Be optimists, boys. You all know the dif-
ferencebetweenan optimist and a pessimist.An optimist is a man
whoNwell, take the caseof two Irishmen walking along Broad-
way. One is an optimist and one is a pessimist,just asoneOsame
is Pat and the otherOsMikeE. Why, hullo, Bertie; | didnOtknow
you were here.O

Too late, | endeavouredto go to earth behind the chandler,
only to discoverthat there was no chandler there. Someappoint-
ment, suddenly rememberedNpossibly a promise to his wife that
he would be hometo teaNhad causedhim to ooze away while my
attention was elsewhere, leaving me right out in the open.
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