CHAPTER
—ONE—

was woken in the middle of the night by what sounded

like a dozen metal dustbins being chucked down a flight
of steps. After a moment of floundering in the darkness I
put my hand on the source of the infernal noise: the twin
copper bells on top of a large alarm clock. There followed
a brief no-holds-barred wrestling bout before I was able
to shove the wretched thing beneath the mattress.

It was a panting and lightly perspiring B. Wooster
who then consulted his wristwatch to find that it was in
fact six o’clock — the appointed hour at which I was to
throw off the bonds of slumber and rise to tackle my

new duties.
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This was a dashed sight harder than it sounds. Easing
the person to an even semi-recumbent position caused
pains to shoot across the small of the back. Whoever had
designed the palliasse on which I had lain these seven hours
had clearly been of the opinion that nature’s sweet restorer,
as [ have heard Jeeves call it, can get the job done in five-
minute bursts. It required a steadying grip on the bedstead
before I could cross the bare boards and don the dressing
gown. It’s possible that a sharp-eared observer might have
heard a few groans as, sponge bag in hand, I headed down
the passageway towards the servants’ bathroom.

Mercifully, I seemed to be the first to the ablutions.
Hot water came from a geyser in a boiling trickle over
the bath, but in the basin the H and C taps might more
accurately have been labelled ‘Cold” and ‘Frozen’. It was
a haggard Bertram who stared back from the glass as he
plied the morning steel and sponged the outlying por-
tions. I dried off with a strip of material less like a towel
than a yard of well-used sandpaper.

It’s funny how quickly one gets used to certain things
in life. At school we had been compelled, on pain of
six of the juiciest, to keep a keen eye on our kit and

know at all times where the socks (grey, six pairs) and
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footer bags (navy blue, two pairs) were to be found.
The services of Tucker, my accommodating scout at
Oxford, however, and several years of Jeeves’s care
had left me rather vague in such matters. To say it was
something of a trial to dress myself in the uniform of
a gentleman’s personal gentleman would be an under-
statement. Eventually, after several attempts and some
pretty fruity language, the shirt, collar stud and tie
achieved some sort of coming-together, after which the
outer garments were a breeze. Pausing only to rub the
shoe on the back of the trouser, I went gingerly out on
to the landing and down the back staircase, which gave
off a powerful whiff of lime wood.

There was a lengthy passageway that led to the
kitchens. I pushed at the double doors and entered the
cook’s domain with as near as I could manage to a spring
in the step. To fill the kettle and bung it on the range
was the work of an instant; the problems began with an
attempt to locate pot, tea leaves, milk and so forth. I had
never previously paused to think just how many items
go into the making of the morning cupful. I opened a
hopeful-looking cupboard to be confronted by a variety
of what may have been fish kettles.
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I pushed off into the scullery, where I spied a bottle
of milk with a paper twist. A quick sniff established that
it was not of recent origin and I was beginning to feel
that [ was not cut out for this sort of thing when I heard
footsteps outside.

Fearing the cook, Mrs Padgett, would not take kindly
to an intruder, I made as if to exit towards the dining
room, but to my surprise it was the housekeeper, Mrs
Tilman.

‘Mr Wilberforce! Goodness, you are the early bird!’

“Yes, what ho! A lot of worms to catch, don’t you
know. I was just looking for the tea leaves.

‘Are you taking up tea for Lord Etringham? Isn’t it a
bit early?’

‘Seven o’clock was what he told me.

‘I think seven-thirty’s quite soon enough. Why don’t
you get on with some shoe-cleaning and let me make
the tea in a moment. Goodness me, you’ve put enough
water in the kettle for a regiment of soldiers. Off you go
down to the butler’s pantry. You’ll find polish in the cup-
board. And you brought down Lord Etringham’s shoes
last night, didn’t you?’

‘I did indeed. Two pairs of them.’
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[ left the tea-making in the hands of this excellent
woman and got down to some spit and polish work on
the black Oxfords and the brown brogues, size eight,
that I had scooped up the night before. In my experience,
the butler’s pantry, in addition to corkscrews, candles
and other odd bits of chandlery, often holds a bottle or
two of the right stuff, but it was too early in the morning
even for a constitution as strong as mine. The thought,
however, bucked me up a little. I wouldn’t say that a song
rose to the Wooster lips as I worked, but I went about the
buffing and shining with a certain gusto.

When I returned to the kitchen, I found that Mrs
Tilman had laid a tray with all the fixings.

‘Oh dear, look at you, Mr Wilberforce. You didn’t put
on your apron, did you?You’ve got polish on your shirt.
Here. Let me.

With a cloth, she removed most of a black smear
from the affected area; and, with the coat re-buttoned,
she seemed to think I was ready for action.

[ turned to the waiting tray and attempted to raise it
to a carrying position.

“You're all fingers and thumbs, aren’t you, dear?

Nothing to be nervous of. Come on now, this way.’
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So saying, the housekeeper waved me down the cor-
ridor towards the green baize door, which I was obliged
to open with an undignified nudge from the rear end.

Things stayed on a fairly even keel as I crossed the
main hall to the oak staircase and began my ascent.
There was a square half-landing before a shorter flight
to the first floor. My destination was a corner room of
dual aspect that overlooked the rose garden and the deer
park. Most of the tea was still in the pot when I lowered
the tray to the floor and knocked.

‘Come in, said a familiar voice.

I've seen the insides of a few country house bedrooms
in my time, but [ must say Lord Etringham had really
landed seat-first in the butter. I found him sitting up in
bed in a burgundy dressing gown with a light paisley
pattern that [ recognised as one of my own and reading a
book whose title, if [ remember right, was The Critique of
Pure Reason by one Immanuel Kant.

“Your tea, Lord Etringham,’ I said.

‘Thank you. Please be so good as to leave it by the
bed, replied Jeeves — for it was he and no bona fide
member of the aristocracy who reclined among the crisp

linens of the four-poster.
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‘['trust you slept well, I'said, with a fair bit of topspin.
‘Exceedingly well, thank you, sir.

But hold on a minute. I see I've done it again: set off like
the electric hare at the local dog track while the paying
customers have only the foggiest idea of what’s going on.
Steady on, Wooster, they're saying: no prize for finishing
first. What’s this buttling business, and why the assumed
names? Are we at some fancy-dress ball? Put us in the
picture, pray, murky though it be ...

Very well. Let me marshal my facts.

In the month of May, about four weeks before this
hard kitchen labour, I had taken a spring break in the
south of France. You know how it is. It seemed an age
since the ten days in January I had spent at the Grand
Hotel des Bains up in the Alps and the pace of life in the
old metrop had become a trifle wearing. So I instructed
Jeeves to book two rooms in a modest hotel or pension on
the Promenade des Anglais and off we went one Friday
night from Paris on the Train Bleu.

[ envisaged a spartan regime of walking in the hills,

a dip in the sea if warm enough, some good books
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and early nights with plenty of Vichy water for good
measure. And so it was for a couple of days, until a mis-
understanding of swing-door etiquette as I re-entered
my hotel early one evening caused a fellow guest to go
sprawling across the marble floor of the lobby. When
[ had helped her to reassemble her belongings, 1 found
myself staring into the eyes of perhaps the most beauti-
ful girl I had ever seen. It seemed only gallant to invite
her into the Bar Croisette for something to restore the
bruised tissues while I continued my apologising.

Georgiana Meadowes was the poor girl’s name. She
worked for a publisher in London and had come south
for a few days to labour away on the latest typescript
from their best-selling performer. I had only the faintest
idea of what this entailed, but held my end up with a few
‘indeed’s and ‘well I never’s.

‘Do you do a lot of this editing stuff on the Cote
d’Azur?’ I asked.

She laughed — and it made the sound of a frisky
brook going over the strings of a particularly well-
tuned harp. ‘No, no, not at all. I usually sit in the
corner of a small office in Bedford Square working by

electric light. But my boss is very understanding and
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he thought it would do me good — help clear my mind
or something.’

We Woosters are pretty quick on the uptake, and
from this short speech I deduced two things, viz.: one,
that this G. Meadowes had a dilemma of a personal
nature and, two, that her employer prized her services
pretty highly. But one doesn’t pry — at least not on first
acquaintance with a girl one has just sent an absolute
purler on a marble surface, so I moved the subject on to
that of dinner.

And so it was that a couple of hours later, bathed and
changed, we found ourselves in a seaside restaurant ten
minutes’ drive down the Croisette téte a téte over a pile
of crustacea. After two nights of Vichy water, I thought
it right to continue the restorative theme of the evening
with a cocktail followed by a bottle of something chilled
and white.

Those familiar with what I have heard Jeeves refer to
as my oeuvre will know that over the years I have been
fortunate enough to have hobnobbed with some prize
specimens of the opposite sex —and to have been engaged
to more of them than was probably wise. One does not

bandy a woman’s name, though since the facts are in the
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public domain I fear the bandying has been done and it
may therefore be permissible to mention Cora ‘Corky’
Pirbright and Zenobia ‘Nobby’ Hopwood as strong
contenders for the podium in the race for most attrac-
tive prospect ever to pitch over the Wooster horizon.
I should also mention Pauline Stoker, whose beauty so
maddened me that I proposed to her in the Oak Room of
the Plaza Hotel in New York. Even Madeline Bassett was
no slouch as far as looks were concerned, though her
admirers tended to dwindle in number pretty rapidly
once she gave voice.

I can honestly say that where these paragons of their
sex left off, Georgiana Meadowes began. One rather
wondered whether she should be allowed out at all, such
a hazard did she pose to male shipping. She was on the
tall side, slim, with darkish hair in waves and eyes about
as deep as the Bermuda Triangle. Her skin was pale,
though frequent laughter caused variations of colour to
play across it. The poor old wine waiter sloshed a good
glass and a half on to the tablecloth and I noticed other
fellows gathering and whispering behind their hands at
the door to the kitchen. The girl herself seemed quite

unaware of the havoc she was Wreaking.
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My task was to keep this vision entertained, and I
pushed on manfully, even when it became clear that I was
well out of my class — a selling-plater panting along
upsides a Guineas winner. But the odd thing was that,
although I hadn’t a clue what she was talking about half
the time, it didn’t seem to matter. Perhaps this is what
they mean by a light touch, but the long and short of it is
by the time the coffee came we were the firmest of
friends and had agreed to meet for luncheon the follow-
ing day in the garden of the hotel, where she could take
an hour off from her editing labours. It was a pretty
clated Bertram who, twenty minutes later, went for a
stroll on the seafront, looking up at a bucketful of stars
and hearing the natter of tree frogs in the pines.

Jeeves, once I had put him in the picture, made
himself scarce in the days that followed, taking off in the
hired car with rod, net and line, a picnic lunch packed
by the hotel and doubtless a bracing volume or two of
Kant. This left the coast clear, as it were, for the young
master, and | found myself reluctant to stray too far from
the vicinity of our hotel. There was hardly anyone to be
found in town, the French having, it seemed, very little

interest in the beach or in bathing or in lawn tennis — or
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in anything at all very much beyond the preparation of a
series of exquisite plats, beginning with the strong coffee
and fresh croissant at nine-ish and giving the system
small respite till roughly ten at night.

Once Jeeves had returned from his fishing, Georgiana
and I set off in the car. On the second evening, she
persuaded me to let her drive. ‘Go on, it can’t be that
difficult. Please, Bertie. I've driven hundreds of cars
before.’

To say she drove in the French fashion would be to
cast a slur on that fine people. The pedestrians leapt like
lemmings over the sea wall; the roadsters swerved into
the dust; the goods lorries blew their claxons. But in all
their evasive actions, you felt, there was a measure of
respect: they recognised one of their own. The fifteen-
minute journey was achieved in half that time, with only
a minor scrape along the passenger door as we swept
into the restaurant car park.

Despite being put together in the most streamlined
fashion, Georgiana took a keen interest in matters of
the table. ‘Perhaps we could just share a few langous-
tines, Bertie,’ she’d suggest after the main order had been

bunged in. The days and the evenings passed in a sort of

12



JEEVES AND THE WEDDING BELLS

rush, with the air blowing through the old open-top as we
drove home, Wooster now firmly at the wheel, and the
sound of Georgiana’s laughter playing over the drone of
six cylinders in top gear.

On the night before her departure, she confided in
me the nature of her problem. Meadowes pére had been
a surgeon of some repute, working in London but with a
base in the Vale of Evesham, where Georgiana had passed
a sunny childhood, mostly on the back of a pony or horse.
A German U-boat had deprived her of both parents at
the age of fourteen when it sank the RMS Lusitania, and
though they had left her considerable means, it was held
in a trust until she reached the age of thirty — a point still
some years distant. Her uncle-cum-guardian, who had
taken in the orphan girl and to whom she consequently
felt an enormous debt, was now so strapped for cash that
he was on the point of having to sell his family house,
complete with substantial acreage. The one daughter had
fallen for some handsome but penniless fellow, so the only
solution was for Georgiana to marry a man with readily
available means — and such a suitor had been found.

A proper tact had made her tell this story without

actually naming any of the dramatis personae.
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‘The problem is, Bertie, that I don’t love him," she
said, spooning up the last of a strawberry meringue.

She was looking deep into my eyes as she spoke,
which made it difficult for me to think of anything sen-
sible to say.

‘Rather, 1 said.

‘But I owe my uncle so much. It would seem so
ungrateful, so ... churlish not to help, when the house
means everything to him. And how many married
couples go on really loving one another anyway? Why
not start off on a low flame?’

There was a wistful silence as I gazed into those fath-
omless eyes, glinting now with moisture.

I coughed and pulled myself together. ‘Do you think
you could grow to love this fellow?’ I said.

‘I think so,’ she said, but with a sigh that came up from
the soles of her evening pumps.

I took a deepish breath. ‘I lost my parents at a fairly
young age, too, but happily the coffers were unlocked
when I was twenty-one and still at Oxford.

“You were at Oxford?’

I thought there was an edge of surprise in her voice,

but I let it pass.
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‘Absolutely, I said.

Another pall, if that’s the word I want, seemed to
descend. Then Georgiana stood up suddenly and said,
‘Come on, Bertie. Let’s not be gloomy. Let’s go to that
caf¢ with the gypsy trio.

[ felt her take my hand in hers and, pausing only to
bung a note on the bill, trotted off with her to the car.

Back at the hotel an hour or so later, we said good-
night, exchanged addresses and I wished her bon voyage.
She kissed me lightly on the cheek and made off across
the lobby, this time without being sent sprawling, and
from outside I watched her disappear into the lift. A faint
scent of lily of the valley hung in the air behind her.

Then I went across the road to the beach for a bedtime
gasper. It was another pleasant evening, but I had the
strangest feeling — something I had never known before,
viz.: that someone had gone to the lighting fuse-box,
found the one marked “Wooster, B." and yanked it from
the wall.

Unused as [ was to this sensation, I found it a relief
when life in the metropolis resumed its merry course.
May turned to June; Royal Ascot and Pongo Twistleton’s
birthday do at the Drones were both within hailing

Ly
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distance, and I had little time to think of Bedford Square.

I was in bed one morning, easing myself into the day
withablend of Indian teas and turning over a tricky choice
or two — Walton Heath or West Hill for the invigorating
nine holes; the lemon-coloured socks or the maroon —
when my eye fell on a notice in the Announcements page
of The Times, and it was only a finely tuned instinct for
self-preservation that prevented a cupful of boiling fluid
making its way into the Wooster bedding.

‘Jeeves!” I called — though I fancy ‘squawked’ may
have been more the mot juste.

‘Sir?” he said, materialising in the doorway.

‘Georgiana Meadowes is engaged.’

‘Indeed, sir?’

‘Yes, in-bally-deed, sir’

‘A notable development, sir, though perhaps not
entirely unforeseen.’

‘Come again.’

‘One feared the young lady might ultimately be unable
to resist the pressure exerted by a persistent suitor and
a forceful guardian.’

[ scratched the old bean with more than usual intent.

‘Sort of a pincer movement, you mean.’

16
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‘I fear the military metaphor is an apt one, sir.’

[ scratched again. ‘I'm not sure. [ think it’s ... What's
it called when you make someone feel a pill if they don’t
do what you want them to do even if you know it’s not
what they want to do?’

‘Moral blackmail, sir?’

‘That’s the chap. Moral blackmail. And this Venables.
His surname seems to ring a bell. What do you know
about him?’

‘He is an author of travel books, I believe, sir’

‘I thought Baedeker had pretty well cornered that
market.

‘Mr Venables’s books are by way of a personal narra-
tive, sir. The “By” series has enjoyed something of a succes
d’estime.

‘Did you say the “By” series, Jeeves?’

“Yes, sir. By Train to Timbuctoo and By Horse to the
Hellespont are among the more recent.’

‘And have you read these wretched tomes?’

‘I have not had occasion to do so, sir. Though I was

able to send a copy of By Sled to Siberia to my aunt for
her birthday.’
‘And did she like it?’

Ly
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‘She has yet to vouchsafe an opinion, sir’

I cast a moody eye back to the paper. A second reading
seemed to make the news, if possible, more final. “The
engagement is announced between Georgiana, only
daughter of the late Mr and Mrs Philip Meadowes of
Pershore, Worcestershire and Rupert, elder son of Mr
and Mrs Sidney Venables, of Burghclere, Hampshire, late
of Chanamasala, Uttar Pradesh.

‘Will there be anything else, sir? Shall I put out your
golfing clothes?’

The prospect of hacking through the Surrey heather
looking vainly for the stray white pill had suddenly lost
its allure.

“This is no time for the plus-fours.’

‘As you wish, sir. A gentleman called an hour ago to
see you, but I told him you were not to be disturbed. A
Mr Beeching, sir. He said he would return at eleven.’

‘Good God, not “Woody” Beeching?’

‘He did not confide his first name, sir.’

‘Tallish chap, eyes like a hawk?’

“There was a suggestion of the accipitrine, sir.

From infancy, Peregrine “Woody” Beeching and I had
been pretty much blood brothers — from the first day at

18
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private school to the last commem ball at Oxford. Our
parents had been the best of friends, and as a youthful
partnership Woody and I had seen more scrapes than a
barber’s strop. I have been lucky with my pals over the
years, but I doubt that any had been more like a brother
to me than this Beeching.

‘Good old Woody, I said. ‘Is he still a bundle of
nerves?’

‘The gentleman did appear a trifle agitated, sir.

[ laughed — a merry but a brief one, as I glanced back
to the tea-stained copy of the morning newspaper. ‘What
brought him here?’

‘He came to seek my advice, sir.

This struck me as odd, since Woody, while prone to
fretting, is not short of the grey matter. Since coming
down from university he had made himself a consider-
able living at the Chancery Bar and was not the sort of
man to be found short of an answer — and often more
than one, I gathered, when faced by their lordships’ fire
from the bench.

“You intrigue me, Jeeves.

‘I believe the issue is a sensitive one, sir. As you

know, Mr Beeching is engaged to be married to Miss

9
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Amelia Hackwood and one suspects that the path of
true love has encountered some anfractuosity. However,
Mr Beeching felt it improper to say more until he had
properly renewed his acquaintance with yourself, sir.”
‘Quite right, too.” I consulted the bedside clock. I
had time enough to wash, shave and ready myself for
the day before Woody returned. Pausing only to stipu-
late the eggs poached and the bacon well done, I sprang
from the place of slumber and headed sluicewards with

all speed.

It was a fragrant if pensive Bertram who at the appointed
hour opened the door to his old friend Peregrine “Woody’
Beeching.

‘Ah, good afternoon, Bertie. Bit of an adventure for
you being up at this hour,’ said Woody, sending his hat
with a carefree toss in Jeeves’s general direction.

‘T’ve been up for some time, I informed him coolly. ‘I
have something on my mind.’

Woody raised an eyebrow and made a visible effort
to bite something back — a witticism, no doubt, at my

expense.
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‘Good heavens, he said as we went into the drawing
room. ‘Are you wearing side-whiskers? Or are you going
to a costume ball as Billy the Kid?’

‘All the fellows on the Céte d’Azur had them this
spring, I said. ‘T'll wager you’ll be wearing a pair your-
self by August.

‘Not unless I want to look like Soapy Sid and lose my
entire practice at the Bar. What does Jeeves think of them?’

‘His view is of no consequence to me,’ I said airily. ‘I
have not sought it

After a bit more of this banter, Woody got down to
business. “The thing is, Bertie, the reason I needed to
consult you, or rather your excellent manservant is ...
Well, it’s a bit sensitive.’

I glanced up at Jeeves, who had slipped back into the
room after the old pals’ catching-up was done and now
stood like an attentive gun dog awaiting the command
to fetch.

‘Woody, I said. ‘Remember who you're confiding in.
Graves are garrulous, tombs talkative when compared to
me. s that not so, Jeeves?’

“Your discretion has frequently been remarked upon,

)

Sir.
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Woody heaved a big one. ‘It involves a woman.’

‘My lips are sealed.’

“Three women in fact.’

‘Even more sealed’

‘Her name ... Oh, dash it, I may as well make a clean
breast of it . .. is Amelia Hackwood.’

‘Woody, old chap, this is hardly news. Your engage-
ment was in the paper.

‘Well, it isn’t any more. I mean, Amelia’s broken it
off.

‘I'm sorry to hear that, Woody.’

‘I knew you would be, Bertie. The trouble is . .

‘Get it off your chest, old man’

‘Amelia is the sweetest girl who ever drew breath.
worship the grass beneath her plimsolls, the dance floor
beneath her evening slippers, the—’

“We catch your drift,’ I said.

“You should see her play tennis,” said Woody. “The way
she swoops across the court, the tanned limbs — good
heavens, she even has a backhand.’

[ tried not to catch Jeeves’s eye while Woody filled
us in on Amelia’s other qualities. These, to keep it brief,

included an outstanding knowledge of lepidoptery (or
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butterfly collecting, as I was able to establish later); a
dexterity on the violin that reminded him of Paganini;
and — weighing heavily with her swain — an ardent devo-
tion to Beeching, W.

Into the rich unguent, alas, there had entered a sub-
stantial fly: this Amelia, it appeared, was one of those
girls who, while themselves most liberally endowed with
what it takes, are uneasy if the loved one is in the company
of another female. At a weekend party in Dorsetshire, at
Melbury Hall, the Hackwood family seat in Kingston St
Giles, Woody had made insufficient efforts to discourage
attention from a couple of local maidens.

‘There was absolutely nothing to it, Bertie. A pair
of rosy-cheeked village girls were among those invited
to tea. I made myself pleasant, but no more. I thought
Amelia would like it if the occasion went off with a bang.
The next thing you know, I'm being read the Riot Act.
Amelia tells me she can’t bear the thought of fifty years
of me flirting with anything in a dress and that the whole
thing’s oft.’

‘That’s a bit rough,” I said. ‘But surely she’ll come
round.

‘You don’t know Amelia.

23
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‘No, I haven’t had the—’

‘She used some pretty ripe language, you know. She
accused me of “drooling” over one of them

‘I say, that’s a bit—’

‘One of them ran her hand up and down my sleeve a
couple of times. What was I meant to do? Biff her one?’
‘Perhaps get up and hand round the sandwiches?’

‘But they were nothing. Nice enough girls, of course,
but compared to Amelia, they were . .. they were ..’

For once the Chancery advocate seemed at a loss for
words, though I had a sense that Jeeves could provide. I
looked in his direction.

‘Less than the dust beneath her chariot wheel, sir?’

‘Exactly’

[ lit a meditative cigarette and sat back in the old
armchair. Although I knew that Woody was as honest
as the day is long, I wondered if he was giving us quite
the whole picture. As well as making F. E. Smith look
tongue-tied, Woody, I should have mentioned, is one of
those chaps who seems able to turn his hand to anything.
He was in the Oxford cricket eleven two years running,
played golf off a handicap of two and, as if that were not
enough, in his final year picked up a half-blue at boxing.
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His features might best be described as craggy, with
the old beak pretty prominent, the eyes on the hooded
side and the hair generally in need of ten minutes in
the barber’s chair, but the opposite sex were drawn
to his scrufty figure as moths to the last candle before
wax rationing. And being an obliging sort of fellow,
Woody enjoyed a bit of repartee with the fairer sex; he
didn’t like to see a girl’s face without a smile or a glass
without a drink in it. It took a man who had known
him since boyhood to see how little all this meant,
because the better part of Woody’s mind was always
turning over some finer point of jurisprudence or
wondering how he could slope off to the Oval to catch
Jack Hobbs in full flow. The gist of what 'm saying,
[ suppose, is that while never doubting the old bosom
friend, I was also wondering whether Amelia might
not have a point.

While the Wooster intellectual juices had been so dis-
tilling the data, as it were, Woody was coming to the end
of his tale.

‘So 'm to go down to Kingston St Giles at the
weekend again, but only because Sir Henry insists I play

for his confounded cricket team. Amelia said she won’t
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be seen in the same room as me, but Sir Henry’s dead set
on winning this match against the Dorset Gentlemen.’

There was an imperceptible rustle, neither cough nor
sneeze, but an indication that Jeeves was on the verge of
utterance, if invited. I invited away.

‘Might I inquire, sir, as to Sir Henry’s attitude in
general to the engagement of yourself to his daughter?’

‘Grudging,” said Woody. ‘And hedged about with
caveats and provisos.’

‘Indeed, sir?’

I think I may have missed the odd detail of Woody’s
story, but not the choice morsel with which he now
concluded.

‘Yes. Sir Henry needs a very large sum of money to
save Melbury Hall, where his family have lived for nine
generations. Otherwise it will be sold to a private school.
Either his daughter or his ward must provide the where-
withal through marriage.’

‘And if I might be so delicate as to inquire, sir,
whether—’

‘Tknow what you're trying to ask, Jeeves.The Beeching
fortune was lost some time ago. An unwise speculation

on the Canadian Pacific Railroad by my grandfather. ['ve
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no more than what I earn. Sir Henry told me he can’t
bless my union with Amelia unless his ward brings home
the bacon.

I don’t know if you'd spotted anything in the set-up
Woody was describing, but if I say a faint tinkling had
started in the Wooster brain a minute or so back, I now
felt like Quasimodo on New Year’s Day as sounded by a
bell-ringer with plenty to prove.

‘And is she?’ I inquired.

‘Is who what?’ said Woody, rather testily, I thought,
as though the two great brains had forgotten I was in the
room.

‘Is the ward bringing home the bacon?’ I glossed.

‘Up to a point,’ said Woody. ‘She’s engaged to a chap
who has the stuff in sackfuls, but her heart’s not in it.
She’s a dutiful girl, but she’s a romantic deep down, like
all girls. I'm not convinced she’ll get to the church door,
let alone the altar.

‘A most parlous state of affairs, sir, said Jeeves.

His eye met mine and his right hand rose a fraction of
an inch — a gesture that in Jeeves’s world was tantamount
to jumping up and down with a fistful of red flags. I took
the hint and kept the lips sealed.
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‘So what do you suggest I do, Jeeves?’ said Woody.

‘I regret to say that [ have no advice to offer, sir. The
situation is most delicate.

‘Is that it? Have you lost your touch, Jeeves?’

‘I feel sure, sir, that the problem will be susceptible
of a solution in due course. Meanwhile, I would strongly
advise a return to Kingston St Giles as soon as may
be convenient. An outstanding performance on the
cricket field could well go some way towards mollify-
ing Miss Hackwood. As a keen sportswoman herself,
she would be sure to appreciate a display of skill from
her fiance’

‘Ex-fiance,” said Woody gloomily.

‘And lay off the girls, Woody. Talk only to other chaps.’

‘Thank you, Bertie. I don’t know how you come up
with these things. I would never have thought of that by
myself.’

This having pretty much concluded the business part
of the interview, I suggested that Woody might like to
join me in a stroll before looking into the Drones for
a bite of lunch. Mondays generally saw a rather tooth-
some buffet, with cold fowl and lamb cutlets en gelée to

the fore.
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‘A zonker beforehand, do you think?’ said Woody.
‘Just to whet the appetite?’

This ‘zonker’ was a drink whose secrets Woody had
been taught by the barman at his Oxford college and
had in turn shared with old Upstairs Albert at the
Drones. It involved gin, bitters, a slice of orange, some
sweetish vermouth, a secret ingredient and then a fair
bit more gin, with ice. It tasted of little more than
sarsaparilla, but invariably made the world seem a
happier place.

‘Perhaps just one,’ I said.

‘No more,’ concurred Woody. “Then I'm going off to
do a stint on the Piccadilly Line.

“You’re doing what?’

‘Surely even you, Bertie, are aware that there’s been
a General Strike?’

‘I thought that had all been sorted out and that the
lads had gone back to work with a song on their lips.’

‘It’s officially over but there are one or two lines still
not back to normal. Some other chaps at the Bar have
roped me in. My shift starts at four. You should think
about doing it yourself. You might not get another chance

to drive a train.’
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‘I rule nothing out, Woody, I said. ‘So long as I don’t
get set on by the frenzied mob.’

What with one thing and another it was almost five by
the time I got home. After Woody had left for his public
transport duties, I picked up a game of snooker pool
with Oofy Prosser and Catsmeat Potter-Pirbright, who
was resting between dramatic roles, and this, as chance
would have it, went to a profitable third frame.

As I latchkeyed myself back into Wooster GHQ, I
was aware of the smell of fresh Darjeeling and, unless
I was mistaken, a spot of toast. Jeeves has an instinct for
the hour of my return and for the sort of fillip that’s
needed.

I was scanning the evening paper when he duly
shimmied in with the needful. Alongside the buttered
t. was an unopened telegram, and I didn’t like the look
of it.

‘Who the devil’s this from, Jeeves?’

‘I should not care to hazard a guess, sir.

[uttered a small cry as I saw the name of the sender.

It took a certain mental steel to read the contents in full.
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They were as follows: ‘WouLD BE GRATEFUL USE OF
YOUR SPARE ROOM WEDNESDAY FOR FIVE DAYS STOP
BUILDING WORK MAKES HOUSE UNINHABITABLE STOP
URGENT ERRANDS LONDON STOP WILL HAVE THOMAS

SUNDAY STOP HALE-TERM. STOP. AGATHA WORPLESDON .
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