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P G Wodehouse

'The ultimate in comfort reading because nothing bad ever happens
in P. G. Wodehouse land. Or even if it does, it's always sorted out
by the end of the book. For as long as I'm immersed in a P.G.
Wodehouse book, it's possible to keep the real world at bay and
live in a far, far nicer, funnier one where happy endings are the
order of the day' Marian Keyes

'You should read Wodehouse when you're well and when you're
poorly; when you're travelling, and when you're not; when
you're feeling clever, and when you're feeling utterly dim.
Wodehouse always lifts your spirits, no matter how high they
happen to be already' Lynne Truss

'P. G. Wodehouse remains the greatest chronicler of a certain kind
of Englishness, that no one else has ever captured quite so sharply,
or with quite as much wit and affection' Julian Fellowes

'Not only the funniest English novelist who ever wrote but one of
our finest stylists. His world is perfect, his stories are perfect, his
writing is perfect. What more is there to be said?' Susan Hill

'One of my (few) proud boasts is that I once spent a day interviewing
P.G. Wodehouse at his home in America. He was exactly as I'd
expected: a lovely, modest man. He could have walked out of one of
his own novels. It's dangerous to use the word genius to describe a
writer, but I'll risk it with him' John Humphrys

'The incomparable and timeless genius – perfect for readers of all
ages, shapes and sizes!' Kate Mosse

'A genius . . . Elusive, delicate but lasting. He created such a credible
world that, sadly, I suppose, never really existed but what a delight it
always is to enter it and the temptation to linger there is sometimes
almost overwhelming' Alan Ayckbourn

'Wodehouse was quite simply the Bee's Knees. And then some'
Joseph Connolly

'Compulsory reading for anyone who has a pig, an aunt – or a sense
of humour!' Lindsey Davis

'I constantly find myself drooling with admiration at the sublime
way Wodehouse plays with the English language' Simon Brett

'I've recorded all the Jeeves books, and I can tell you this: it's like
singing Mozart. The perfection of the phrasing is a physical
pleasure. I doubt if any writer in the English language has more
perfect music' Simon Callow

'Quite simply, the master of comic writing at work' Jane Moore

'To pick up a Wodehouse novel is to find oneself in the presence of
genius – no writer has ever given me so much pure enjoyment'
John Julius Norwich

'P.G. Wodehouse is the gold standard of English wit' Christopher
Hitchens

'Wodehouse is so utterly, properly, simply funny' Adele Parks

'To dive into a Wodehouse novel is to swim in some of the most
elegantly turned phrases in the English language' Ben Schott

'P.G. Wodehouse should be prescribed to treat depression.
Cheaper, more effective than valium and far, far more addictive'
Olivia Williams

'My only problem with Wodehouse is deciding which of his
enchanting books to take to my desert island' Ruth Dudley Edwards
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The author of almost a hundred books and the creator of
Jeeves, Blandings Castle, Psmith, Ukridge, Uncle Fred and
Mr Mulliner, P.G. Wodehouse was born in 1881 and educated
at Dulwich College. After two years with the Hong
Kong and Shanghai Bank he became a full-time writer,
contributing to a variety of periodicals including Punch
and the Globe. He married in 1914. As well as his novels
and short stories, he wrote lyrics for musical comedies
with Guy Bolton and Jerome Kern, and at one time had
five musicals running simultaneously on Broadway. His time in
Hollywood also provided much source material for fiction.

At the age of 93, in the New Year's Honours List of 1975,
he received a long-overdue knighthood, only to die
on St Valentine 's Day some 45 days later.
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CHAPTER ONE

1

The morning sun shone down on Blandings Castle, and the
various inmates of the ancestral home of Clarence, ninth
Earl of Emsworth, their breakfasts digested, were occupying
themselves in their various ways. One may as well run through
the roster just to keep the record straight.

Beach, the butler, was in his pantry reading an Agatha
Christie; Voules, the chauffeur, chewing gum in the car
outside the front door. The Duke of Dunstable, who had come
uninvited for a long visit and showed no signs of ever leaving,
sat spelling through The Times on the terrace outside the
amber drawing-room, while George, Lord Emsworth's grandson,
roamed the grounds with the camera which he had been
given on his twelfth birthday. He was photographing – not
that the fact is of more than mild general interest – a family of
rabbits down by the west wood.

Lord Emsworth's sister, Lady Constance, was in her boudoir
writing a letter to her American friend James Schoonmaker.
Lord Emsworth's secretary, Lavender Briggs, was out looking
for Lord Emsworth. And Lord Emsworth himself, accompanied
by Mr Schoonmaker's daughter Myra, was on his way to
the headquarters of Empress of Blandings, his pre-eminent sow,
three times silver medallist in the Fat Pigs class at the
Shropshire Agricultural Show. He had taken the girl with him
because it seemed to him that she was a trifle on the low-spirited
side these days, and he knew from his own experience that there
was nothing like an after-breakfast look at the Empress for
bracing one up and bringing the roses back to the cheeks.

'There is her sty,' he said, pointing a reverent finger as they
crossed the little meadow dappled with buttercups and daisies.
'And that is my pigman Wellbeloved standing by it.'

Myra Schoonmaker, who had been walking with bowed
head, as if pacing behind the coffin of a dear and valued friend,
glanced listlessly in the direction indicated. She was a pretty
girl of the small, slim, slender type, who would have been
prettier if she had been more cheerful. Her brow was furrowed,
her lips drawn, and the large brown eyes which rested on
George Cyril Wellbeloved had in them something of the
sadness one sees in those of a dachshund which, coming to the
dinner table to get its ten per cent, is refused a cut off the joint.

'Looks kind of a plug ugly,' she said, having weighed George
Cyril in the balance.

'Eh? What? What?' said Lord Emsworth, for the word was
new to him.

'I wouldn't trust a guy like that an inch.'

Enlightenment came to Lord Emsworth.

'Ah, you have heard, then, how he left me some time ago
and went to my neighbour, Sir Gregory Parsloe. Outrageous
and disloyal, of course, but these fellows will do these things.
You don't find the old feudal spirit nowadays. But all that is in
the past, and I consider myself very fortunate to have got him
back. A most capable man.'

'Well, I still say I wouldn't trust him as far as I can throw an
elephant.'

At any other moment it would have interested Lord
Emsworth to ascertain how far she could throw an elephant,
and he would have been all eager questioning. But with the
Empress awaiting him at journey's end he was too preoccupied
to go into the matter. As far as he was capable of hastening, he
hastened on, his mild eyes gleaming in anticipation of the treat
in store.

Propping his back against the rail of the sty, George Cyril
Wellbeloved watched him approach, a silent whistle of
surprise on his lips.

'Well, strike me pink!' he said to his immortal soul. 'Cor
chase my aunt Fanny up a gum tree!'

What had occasioned this astonishment was the fact that
his social superior, usually the sloppiest of dressers and
generally regarded as one of Shropshire's more prominent
eyesores, was now pure Savile Row from head to foot. Not
even the Tailor and Cutter's most acid critic could have found
a thing to cavil at in the quiet splendour of his appearance.
Enough to startle any beholder accustomed to seeing him in
baggy flannel trousers, an old shooting coat with holes in the
elbows, and a hat which would have been rejected disdainfully
by the least fastidious of tramps.

It was no sudden outbreak of foppishness that had wrought
this change in the ninth earl's outer crust, turning him into a
prismatic sight at which pigmen blinked amazed. As he had
explained to Myra Schoonmaker on encountering her
mooning about in the hall, he was wearing the beastly things
because he was going to London on the 10.35 train, because his
sister Connie had ordered him to attend the opening of
Parliament. Though why Parliament could not get itself
opened without his assistance he was at a loss to understand.

A backwoods peer to end all backwoods peers, Lord
Emsworth had a strong dislike for London. He could never see
what pleasure his friend Ickenham found in visiting that
frightful city. The latter's statement that London brought out
all the best in him and was the only place where his soul could
expand like a blossoming flower and his generous nature find
full expression bewildered him. Himself he wanted nothing
but Blandings Castle, even though his sister Constance, his
secretary Lavender Briggs and the Duke of Dunstable were
there and Connie, overriding his veto, had allowed the Church
Lads' Brigade to camp out by the lake. Many people are fond
of church lads, but he was not of their number, and he chafed
at Connie's highhandedness in letting loose on his grounds
and messuages what sometimes seemed to him about five
hundred of them, all squealing simultaneously.

But this morning there was no room in his mind for morbid
thoughts about these juvenile pugilism. He strongly
suspected that it was one of them who had knocked his top hat
off with a crusty roll at the recent school treat, but with a visit
to the Empress in view he had no leisure to brood of past
wrongs. One did not think of mundane things when about to
fraternize with that wonder-pig.

Arriving at her G.H.Q., he beamed on George Cyril
Wellbeloved as if on some spectacle in glorious technicolor.
And this was odd, for the O.C. Pigs, as Myra Schoonmaker
had hinted, was no feast for the eye, having a sinister squint, a
broken nose acquired during a political discussion at the
Goose and Gander in Market Blandings, and a good deal of
mud all over him. He also smelt rather strongly. But what
enchanted Lord Emsworth, gazing on this son of the soil, was
not his looks or the bouquet he diffused but his mere presence.
It thrilled him to feel that this prince of pigmen was back
again, tending the Empress once more. George Cyril might
rather closely resemble someone for whom the police were
spreading a drag-net in the expectation of making an arrest
shortly, but nobody could deny his great gifts. He knew his
pigs.

So Lord Emsworth beamed, and when he spoke did so with
what, when statesmen meet for conferences, is known as the
utmost cordiality.

'Morning, Wellbeloved.'

'Morning, m'lord.'

'Empress all right?'

'In the pink, m'lord.'

'Eating well?'

'Like a streak, m'lord.'

'Splendid. It is so important,' Lord Emsworth explained to
Myra Schoonmaker, who was regarding the noble animal with
a dull eye, 'that her appetite should remain good. You have of
course read your Wolff-Lehmann and will remember that,
according to the Wolff-Lehmann feeding standards, a pig, to
enjoy health, must consume daily nourishment amounting to
fifty-seven thousand eight hundred calories, these to consist of
proteids four pounds five ounces, carbohydrates twenty-five
pounds.'

'Oh?' said Myra.

'Linseed meal is the secret. That and potato peelings.'

'Oh?' said Myra.

'I knew you would be interested,' said Lord Emsworth.
'And of course skimmed milk. I've got to go to London for a
couple of nights, Wellbeloved. I leave the Empress in your
charge.'

'Her welfare shall be my constant concern, m'lord.'

'Capital, capital, capital,' said Lord Emsworth, and would
probably have gone on doing so for some little time, for he was
a man who, when he started saying 'Capital', found it hard to
stop, but at this moment a new arrival joined their little group,
a tall, haughty young woman who gazed on the world through
harlequin glasses of a peculiarly intimidating kind. She
regarded the ninth earl with the cold eye of a governess of strict
views who has found her young charge playing hooky.

'Pahdon me,' she said.

Her voice was as cold as her eye. Lavender Briggs
disapproved of Lord Emsworth, as she did of all those who
employed her, particularly Lord Tilbury of the Mammoth
Publishing Company, who had been Lord Emsworth's
predecessor. When holding a secretarial post, she performed
her duties faithfully, but it irked her to be a wage slave. What
she wanted was to go into business for herself as the
proprietress of a typewriting bureau. It was the seeming
impossibility of ever obtaining the capital for this venture that
interfered with her sleep at night and in the daytime made her
manner more than a little forbidding. Like George Cyril
Wellbeloved, whose views were strongly communistic, which
was how he got that broken nose, she eyed the more wealthy
of her circle askance. Idle rich, she sometimes called them.

Lord Emsworth, who had been scratching the Empress's
back with the ferrule of his stick, an attention greatly
appreciated by the silver medallist, turned with a start, much
as the Lady of Shalott must have turned when the curse came
upon her. There was always something about his secretary's
voice, when it addressed him unexpectedly, that gave him the
feeling that he was a small boy again and had been caught by
the authorities stealing jam.

'Eh, what? Oh, hullo, Miss Briggs. Lovely morning.'

'Quate. Lady Constance desiah-ed me to tell you that you
should be getting ready to start, Lord Emsworth.'

'What? What? I've plenty of time.'

'Lady Constance thinks othahwise.'

'I'm all packed, aren't I?'

'Quate.'

'Well, then.'

'The car is at the door, and Lady Constance desiah-ed me
to tell you –'

'Oh, all right, all right,' said Lord Emsworth peevishly,
adding a third 'All right' for good measure. 'Always something,
always something,' he muttered, and told himself once
again that, of all the secretarial assistants he had had, none, not
even the Efficient Baxter of evil memory, could compare in the
art of taking the joy out of life with this repellent female whom
Connie in her arbitrary way had insisted on engaging against
his strongly expressed wishes. Always after him, always
harrying him, always popping up out of a trap and wanting
him to do things. What with Lavender Briggs, Connie, the
Duke and those beastly boys screaming and yelling beside the
lake, life at Blandings Castle was becoming insupportable.

Gloomily he took one last, lingering look at the Empress
and pottered off, thinking, as so many others had thought
before him, that the ideal way of opening Parliament would be
to put a bomb under it and press the button.
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The Duke of Dunstable, having read all he wanted to read in
The Times and given up a half-hearted attempt to solve the
crossword puzzle, had left the terrace and was making his way
to Lady Constance's sitting-room. He was looking for
someone to talk to, and Connie, though in his opinion potty,
like all women, would be better than nothing.

He was a large, stout, bald-headed man with a jutting nose,
prominent eyes and a bushy white moustache of the type
favoured by regimental sergeant majors and walruses. In
Wiltshire, where he resided when not inviting himself for long
visits to the homes of others, he was far from popular, his
standing among his neighbours being roughly that of a shark
at a bathing resort – something, that is to say, to be avoided on
all occasions as nimbly as possible. A peremptory manner and
an autocratic disposition combined to prevent him winning
friends and influencing people.

He reached his destination, went in without knocking,
found Lady Constance busy at her desk, and shouted 'Hoy!'

The monosyllable, uttered in her immediate rear in a tone
of voice usually confined to the hog-calling industry of western
America, made Lady Constance leap like a rising trout. But
she was a hostess. Concealing her annoyance, not that that was
necessary, for her visitor since early boyhood had never noticed
when he was annoying anyone, she laid down her pen and
achieved a reasonably bright smile.

'Good morning, Alaric.'

'What do you mean, good morning, as if you hadn't seen me
before today?' said the Duke, his low opinion of the woman's
intelligence confirmed. 'We met at breakfast, didn't we? Potty
thing to say. No sense to it. What you doing?'

'Writing a letter.'

'Who to?' said the Duke, never one to allow the conventions
to interfere with his thirst for knowledge.

'James Schoonmaker.'

'Who?'

'Myra's father.'

'Oh, yes, the Yank I met with you in London one day,' said
the Duke, remembering a tête-à-tête luncheon at the Ritz
which he had joined uninvited. 'Fellow with a head like a
pumpkin.'

Lady Constance flushed warmly. She was a strikingly
handsome woman, and the flush became her. Anybody but the
Duke would have seen that she resented this loose talk of
pumpkins. James Schoonmaker was a very dear friend of hers,
and she had sometimes allowed herself to think that, had they
not been sundered by the seas, he might one day have become
something more. She spoke sharply.

'He has not got a head like a pumpkin!'

'More like a Spanish onion, you think?' said the Duke,
having weighed this. 'Perhaps you're right. Silly ass, anyway.'

Lady Constance's flush deepened. Not for the first time in
an association which had lasted some forty years, starting in
the days when she had worn pigtails and he had risked mob
violence by going about in a Little Lord Fauntleroy suit, she
was wishing that her breeding did not prohibit her from
bouncing something solid on this man's bald head. There was
a paper-weight at her elbow which would have fitted her needs
to a nicety. Debarred from physical self-expression by a careful
upbringing at the hands of a series of ladylike governesses, she
fell back on hauteur.

'Was there something you wanted, Alaric?' she asked in the
cold voice which had so often intimidated her brother
Clarence.

The Duke was less susceptible to chill than Lord
Emsworth. Coldness in other people's voices never bothered
him. Whatever else he had been called in the course of his long
life, no one had ever described him as a sensitive plant.

'Wanted someone to talk to. Seems impossible to find
anyone to talk to in this blasted place. Not at all sure I shall
come here again. I tried Emsworth just now, and he just
yawped at me like a half-wit.'

'He probably didn't hear you. You know how dreamy and
absent-minded Clarence is.'

'Dreamy and absent-minded be blowed! He's potty!'

'He is not!'

'Of course he is. Do you think I don't know pottiness when
I see it? My old father was potty. So was my brother Rupert.
So are both my nephews. Look at Ricky. Writes poetry and
sells onion soup. Look at Archie. An artist. And Emsworth's
worse than any of them. I tell you he just yawped at me
without uttering, and then he went off with that girl Clarissa
Stick-in-the-mud.'

'Myra Schoonmaker.'

'Same thing. She's potty, too.'

'You seem to think everybody potty.'

'So they are. Very rare to meet anyone these days with the
intelligence of a cockroach.'

Lady Constance sighed wearily.

'You may be right. I know so few cockroaches. What makes
you think that Myra is mentally deficient?'

'Can't get a word out of her. Just yawps.'

Lady Constance frowned. She had not intended to confide
her young guest's private affairs to a man who would probably
spread them far and near, but she felt that the girl's reputation
for sanity should be protected.

'Myra is rather depressed just now. She has had an
unfortunate love affair.'

This interested the Duke. He had always been as inquisitive
as a cat. He blew his moustache up against his nose and
allowed his eyes to protrude.

'What happened? Feller walk out on her?'

'No.'

'She walk out on him?'

'No.'

'Well, somebody must have walked out on someone.'

Lady Constance felt that having said so much she might as
well tell all. The alternative was to have the man stand there
asking questions for the rest of the morning, and she wanted
to finish her letter.

'I put a stop to the thing,' she said curtly.

The Duke gave his moustache a puff.

'You did? Why? None of your ruddy business, was it?'

'Of course it was. When James Schoonmaker went back to
America, he left her in my charge. I was responsible for her. So
when I found that she had become involved with this man,
there was only one thing to do, take her away to Blandings, out
of his reach. He has no money, no prospects, nothing. James
would never forgive me if she married him.'

'Ever seen the chap?'

'No. And I don't want to.'

'Probably a frightful bounder who drops his aitches and has
cocoa and bloaters for supper.'

'No, according to Myra, he was at Harrow and Oxford.'

'That damns him,' said the Duke, who had been at Eton
and Cambridge. 'All Harrovians are the scum of the earth, and
Oxonians are even worse. Very wise of you to remove her from
his clutches.'

'So I thought.'

'That's why she slinks about the place like a funeral mute, is
it? You ought to divert her mind from the fellow, get her
interested in somebody else.'

'The same idea occurred to me. I've invited Archie to the
castle.'

'Archie who?'

'Your nephew Archie.'

'Oh, my God! That poop?'

'He is not a poop at all. He's very good-looking and very
charming.'

'Who did he ever charm? Not me.'

'Well, I am hoping he will charm her. I'm a great believer in
propinquity.'

The Duke was not at his best with long words, but he
thought he saw what she was driving at.

'You mean if he digs in here, he may cut this bloater-eating
blighter out? Girl's father's a millionaire, isn't he?'

'Several times over, I believe.'

'Then tell young Archie to get after the wench with all
speed,' said the Duke enthusiastically. His nephew was
employed by the Mammoth Publishing Company, that vast
concern which supplies the more fatheaded of England's
millions with their daily, weekly and monthly reading matter,
but in so minor a capacity that he, the Duke, was still obliged
to supplement his salary with an allowance. And if there was
one thing that parsimonious man disliked, it was supplementing
people's salaries with allowances. The prospect of
getting the boy off his payroll was a glittering one, and his eyes
bulged brightly as he envisaged it. 'Tell him to spare no effort,'
he urged. 'Tell him to pull up his socks and leave no stone
unturned. Tell him – Oh, hell! Come in, curse you.'

There had been a knock at the door. Lavender Briggs
entered, all spectacles and efficiency.

'I found Lord Emsworth, Lady Constance, and told him
the car was in readiness.'

'Oh, thank you, Miss Briggs. Where was he?'

'Down at the sty. Would there be anything furthah?'

'No thank you, Miss Briggs.'

As the door closed, the Duke exploded with a loud report.

'Down at the sty!' he cried. 'Wouldn't you have known it!
Whenever you want him, he's down at the sty, gazing at that
pig of his, absorbed, like somebody watching a strip-tease act.
It's not wholesome for a man to worship a pig the way he does.
Isn't there something in the Bible about the Israelites
worshipping a pig? No, it was a golden calf, but the principle's
the same. I tell you . . .'

He broke off. The door had opened again. Lord Emsworth
stood on the threshold, his mild face agitated.

'Connie, I can't find my umbrella.'

'Oh, Clarence!' said Lady Constance with the exasperation
the head of the family so often aroused in her, and hustled him
out towards the cupboard in the hall where, as he should have
known perfectly well, his umbrella had its home.

Left alone, the Duke prowled about the room for some
moments, chewing his moustache and examining his
surroundings with popping eyes. He opened drawers, looked
at books, stared at pictures, fiddled with pens and paperknives.
He picked up a photograph of Mr Schoonmaker and
thought how right he had been in comparing his head to a
pumpkin. He read the letter Lady Constance had been
writing. Then, having exhausted all the entertainment the
room had to offer, he sat down at the desk and gave himself up
to thoughts of Lord Emsworth and the Empress.

Every day in every way, he was convinced, association with
that ghastly porker made the feller pottier and pottier. And, in
the Duke's opinion, he had been quite potty enough to start
with.
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As the car rolled away from the front door, Lord Emsworth
inside it clutching his umbrella, Lady Constance stood
drooping wearily with the air of one who has just launched a
battleship. Beach, the butler, who had been assisting at his
employer's departure, eyed her with respectful sympathy. He,
too, was feeling the strain that always resulted from getting
Lord Emsworth off on a journey.

Myra Schoonmaker appeared, looking, except that she was
not larded with sweet flowers, like Ophelia in Act Four, Scene
Five, of Shakespeare's well-known play Hamlet.

'Oh, hello,' she said in a hollow voice.

'Oh, there you are, my dear,' said Lady Constance, ceasing
to be the battered wreck and becoming the hostess. 'What are
you planning to do this morning?'

'I don't know. I might write a letter or two.'

'I have a letter I must finish. To your father. But wouldn't it
be nicer to be out in the open on such a lovely day?'

'Oh, I don't know.'

'Why not?'

'Oh, I don't know.'

Lady Constance sighed. But a hostess has to be bright, so
she proceeded brightly.

'I have been seeing Lord Emsworth off. He's going to
London.'

'Yes, he told me. He didn't seem very happy about it.'

'He wasn't,' said Lady Constance, a grim look coming into
her face. 'But he must do his duty occasionally as a member of
the House of Lords.'

'He'll miss his pig.'

'He can do without her society for a couple of days.'

'And he'll miss his flowers.'

'There are plenty of flowers in London. All he has to do . . .
Oh, Heavens!'

'What's the matter?'

'I forgot to tell Clarence to be sure not to pick the flowers in
Hyde Park. He will wander off there, and he will pick the
flowers. He nearly got arrested once for doing it. Beach!'

'M'lady –?'

'If Lord Emsworth rings up tomorrow and says he is in
prison and wants bail, tell him to get in touch immediately
with his solicitors. Shoesmith, Shoesmith, Shoesmith and
Shoesmith of Lincoln's Inn Fields.'

'Very good, m'lady.'

'I shan't be here.'

'No, m'lady. I quite understand.'

'He's sure to have forgotten their name.'

'I will refresh his lordship's memory.'

'Thank you, Beach.'

'Not at all, m'lady!'

Myra Schoonmaker was staring at her hostess. Her voice
trembled a little as she said:

'You won't be here, Lady Constance?'

'I have to go to my hairdresser's in Shrewsbury, and I am
lunching with some friends there. I shall be back for dinner, of
course. And now I really must be going and finishing that
letter to your father. I'll give him your love.'

'Yes, do,' said Myra, and sped off to Lord Emsworth's
study, where there was a telephone. The number of the man
she loved was graven on her heart. He was staying temporarily
with his old Oxford friend, Lord Ickenham's nephew, Pongo
Twistleton. But until now there had been no opportunity to
call it.

Seated at the instrument with a wary eye on the door, for
though Lord Emsworth had left, who knew that Lavender
Briggs might not pop in at any moment, she heard the bell
ringing in distant London, and presently a voice spoke.

'Darling!' said Myra. 'Is that you, darling? This is me,
darling.'

'Darling!' said the voice devoutly.

'Darling,' said Myra, 'the most wonderful thing has
happened, darling. Lady Constance is having her hair done
tomorrow.'

'Oh, yes?' said the voice, seeming a little puzzled, as if
wondering whether it would be in order to express a hope that
she would have a fine day for it.

'Don't you get it, dumb-bell? She has to go to Shrewsbury,
and she'll be away all day, so I can dash up to London and we
can get married.'

There was a momentary silence at the other end of the wire.

One would have gathered that the owner of the voice had had
his breath taken away. Recovering it, he said:

'I see.'

'Aren't you pleased?'

'Oh, rather!'

'Well, you don't sound as if you were. Listen, darling. When
I was in London, I did a good deal of looking around for
registry offices, just in case. I found one in Milton Street. Meet
me there tomorrow at two sharp. I must hang up now, darling.
Somebody may come in. Good-bye, darling.'

'Good-bye, darling.'

'Till tomorrow, darling.'

'Right ho, darling.'

'Good-bye, darling.'

And if they're listening in at the Market Blandings
exchange, thought Myra, as she replaced the receiver, that'll
give them something to chat about over their tea and
crumpets.






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OPS/images/Service_with_a_Smile_03.jpg





OPS/images/Service_with_a_Smile_02.jpg
A

arrow books





OPS/images/Service_with_a_Smile_04.jpg





OPS/images/Service_with_a_Smile_F1.jpg
RANDOM HOUSE @BOOKS

Service with a Smile
P G Wodehouse






OPS/images/Service_with_a_Smile_01.jpg





