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The Story Thus Far: 
CENATOR OPAL, sojourning in London 
'-' with his daughter Jane, is in trouble. 
The old (ire-eater lia« a million dry follow
ers in Aniei-ica: also, he has a bootlegger. 
And a letter he has written to the bootleg
ger is in the possession of Mrs. J . Welling
ton (Jedge, who is using it to blackmail him 
into making her husband ambassador to 
I'ranee ! 1 )esperate. tlie senator makes .Tane 
a rash promise : if she can retrieve that let
ter she (an marry any suitor slie may pick. 
Jane is delighted. -Vlrcady she is engaged 
(secretly) to an impecunious author—one 
Blair- Kggleston—who, acting on his be
loved's advice, has l)eeome tlie senat<u''s 
valet. She makes her |)lans accordingly. 

Mr.s. Gedge (ritlii is living with her hus
band (poor) at the Chateau Rlissac. in 
France. The Gedges are expecting visitors : 
the Opals, and the Vicomte de Blissac (a 
grand drinker, known to his intinuites as 
"V'eek"). Veek arrives. He does not, 
however, rush to the cli.ateau. Instead, he 
takes a hotel room, in order to enjoy a car-
iii\al, just starting. . . . "I'lu-ky" Franklyn 
—American, young, ricli. attractive—also 
arrives. Admiring Jane (while engaged to 
Lady Beatrice l iracken), lie hopes to help 
her get that letter. l ie and Veek are old 
frien<ls. They meet—celeljrate. At a l>ar, 
they encounter two interesting gentlemen : 
.Mr. J. AVellington (ledge iind Mr. "Soup" 
Slattery. Jlr . Slattery is a 
safe-cr.icker. "With the .aid 
of one "(lily" Carlisle, he is 
plotting (unknown to I\Ir. 
(;<'dge) to relieve JMrs. (Jedge 
of her jewels. . . . Drama 
ensues. I'acky saves Mr. 
Slattery from tli(> police. As 
evidence of his apiu'eciation, 
i\Ir. Slattery ofl'ers (o crack 
a .safe f<u- Mr. Franklyn any 
time J l r . Franklyn wishes a 
safe cracked. The episode 
gives I'acky an inspiration. 
lie rushes to tlie vicomte. 
"\'eek." he exclaims, "you 
were boiled last night, so 
you don't rememl)er—but 
you almost killed Mr. (ledge 
in a tight. The cops are 
after you. The (iedges don't 
know you. They don't know 
me. 'V'ou stay riglit here, in 
your room—safe. I'll go to 
the ch.ateau—o.v i/oti.'" The 
vicomte emits a loud groan. 
"Hop to it. I'acky," he whis
pers—and I'acky prepares to 
go into action. 
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Hot Water 
By R C.Wodehouse 

turned had been the 'Vicomte de Blissac 
the ba t t le r consequently mus t have 
been he. Mr. Gedge was not a t his 
most nimble-witted th is af ternoon, but 
he could reason out a simple th ing like 
t h a t . 

He was appalled. The vicomte was 
due to a r r ive a t the chateau today for 
an inde termina te visit, and the problem 
of w h a t is the correct a t t i tude for a 
host to adopt toward a guest of honor 
whom on the previous night he has ear
nest ly endeavored to th ro t t l e was more 
t h a n he could solve. 

He was still wres t l ing wi th it when 
the door opened and the but ler ' s voice, 
announcing the "Vicomte de Blissac, 
b rought him to his feet as if the sofa 
had exploded under him. 

A moment la ter , in walked Packy 
wi th outs t re tched hand. 

"Good afternoon, good afternoon, 
good a f te rnoon!" said Packy. " 'What a 

day, what a d a y ! The la rk ' s on the 
wing; the snail 's on the t h o r n ; God's in 
his heaven; all 's r i gh t wi th t he wor ld ; 
and how are yoii, Mr. Gedge?" 

lyTR. G E D G E regarded him wi th a 
•^'-'•cold, shudder ing hosti l i ty. To a m a n 
who disliked snails and was not any too 
sold on la rks , such jovial effusiveness a t 
such a moment, even if exhibited by a 
personal friend, mus t inevitably have 
proved dis tasteful . And Packy was not 
a personal friend. Mr. Gedge could not 
remember exact ly why, but he knew 
t h a t he objected to him strongly. 

And, in addition to rec i t ing poe t ry a t 
him a t a t ime when even the l ightest 
prose would scarcely have been endur
able, th is offensive young fellow was 
frivolously claiming to be the "Vicomte 
de Blissac. Foggy though Mr. Gedge 
migh t be about some of the minutiae of 
the proeee<lings of the previous n igh t . 

Gedge clutched feverishly 
"Don' t you 
he cried 

Mr. 
at Packy's coat, 

dream of going. 

M" 
V 

•R. G E D G E , as he 
lay on the sofa in 
the drawing-room 
of the Chateau 

Blissac a t two o'clock on 
the following af ternoon, 
was not a t the peak of his 
forin. He was conscious 
of a da rk sepia t a s t e in his 
mouth and a genera l dis
inclination for any kind 
of though t or action. Out
side, the b i rds were sing
ing merr i ly , and he wished 
they wouldn' t . 

His recollections of the 
previous night were hazy 
in the ext reme. He could 
remember broadly pass 
ing th rough an experience 
such as he had not had 
since the Shr ine r s met in 
Los Angeles, but as re 
g a r d s the detai ls he was 
shaky. His only outs tand
ing recollection was of 
hav ing had a fight with 
someone. 

And then suddenly the 
pic ture g r ew clearer , and 
he sa t up wi th an an
guished s t a r t . He had jus t 
remembered t h a t his ad
ve r sa ry in t h a t combat 
had been a young man 
br ight ly dressed as a l izard, 
and as the only celebrant 
a t t h e festivit ies so cos-

he did know who had been the 'Vicomte 
de Blissac and who hadn ' t . He decided 
to take a very short way with th is sort 
of t h ing . 

" W h a t the devil a re you doing h e r e ? " 
" I 've come to s tay . " 
Mr . Gedge gave him one look and 

moved to the bell. 
" I 'm going to r i n g for my but ler and 

have you t h rown out." 
" I wouldn ' t . " 
"You muscle in here, p re tending to be 

t h e Vicomte de Blissac. . . ." 
" I have a very good reason for pre

tend ing to be the late "Vicomte de Blis
sac. Ah, Gedge, Gedge," said Packy, 
"you don' t know your own s t r eng th . " 

Mr. Gedge s ta red . 
""What on e a r t h a r e you t a lk ing 

a b o u t ? " 
"Su re ly you have not forgotten the 

l ight you had wi th the v icomte?" 
Mr. Gedge seemed to be t r y ing to 

swallow his Adam's apple. He did not 
succeed, for it was still plainly to be 
seen bobbing up and down. 

" B u t I never touched the fellow." 
" T h a t is not the view 

the police t ake . They have 
p u t out a d r agne t and a re 
combing the countryside 
for a small bu t bur ly as
sassin last seen wea r ing a 
sort of Orienta l costume 
wi th a scarf t u r b a n round 
his head." 

Mr. Gedge quivered. 
" I mean, I hardly laid 

a hand on h im." 
"You a r e speaking now 

of the first encounter— 
what I migh t call the p re 
l iminary sk i rmi sh?" 

" F i r s t ? " 
"Then you have forgot

ten the second one?" 
"Holy mackere l ! " said 

Mr. Gedge. "You don' t 
mean we had another ba t 
t l e ? " 

"And h o w ! " 

" A ND you say th is bird 
• ^ ^ i s in bad shape?" 

"You could ha rd ly say 
he was in any shape . And 
I though t the only th ing 
to do was to come here in 
his place. Of course, look
ing a t it in a na r row, tech
nical way, I am not the 
Vicomte de Blissac. But 
I th ink you will be m a k i n g 
a g r e a t mis take if you 
don' t accept me as such. 
If Mrs . Gedge r e t u r n s and 
finds no vicomte a t the 
cha teau , don' t you th ink 
she will s t a r t mak ing in-
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Mr. Gedge had sunk into 
a cha i r and was kneading 
his forehead. To believe, 
or not to believe? 

One port ion of his mind 
was te l l ing him t h a t i t 
was simply absurd to sup
pose t h a t a man could have 
a despera te fight round 
about supper- t ime and not 
remember a n y t h i n g about 
it on the following af ter 
noon. And then, s teal ing 
back, the re came the un
n e r v i n g t h o u g h t t h a t 
Packy migh t be speaking 
the t r u t h . In which case, 
to expel him from the cha
teau would be disaster . 

""Well, it bea ts me ," he 
groaned. " I don't see how 
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I could have forgot ten. Why, tlio 
time the Shrinevs met at Los An-
geles I remembered everything 
the next day. I distinctly recalled 
having socked a fellow of the 
name of Weinstein. Red-haii'ed 
man in the real es ta te business. 
He made a crack about the Cali
fornia cl imate. I t all came back 
to me ." 

" I hadn ' t the p leasure of bcinjj,-
with you when the Shr iners met 
a t Los Angeles, but I don't think 
you could have been quite so boiled 
then as you were last n ight . I 
don't know when I've seen a man 
so boiled. I da re say you've for
got ten socking m e ? " 

Mv. Gedge's eyes bulged. 
"Did I ? " 
"You certainly did. -Inst i)ne 

dii'ty look and then—ziiifjo!" 

Ml: G E D G E was convinced at 
t. If he could have forgot

ten commit t ing assaul t and ba t t e ry 
(m a man of Packy ' s physique, he 
could have forgot ten, he argued, 
any th ing . 

"So where do we go from hei 'e?" 
aslvcd Packy. ".'Ml I am t ry ing to 
d:> is to save you unpleasantness , 
if you wish me to leave, of coui'se 
I'll leave a t once. But in tha t 
case how about Mrs . Ge<lgo? 
Won' t she wr i t e to the vicomtesse 
asking wha t has become of her 
son? Of course she will. The 
whole s tory will then come oat. 
and I don't see how the police can 
fail to t)'ack you down. And aftei' 
t ha t . . . Well, you can say what 
you like about the guil lotine—the 
only cure for dandruff and so on 
—but nobody's going to persuade 
me t h a t you will enjoy it. So how 
about it? Do I s tay or go?" 

I\Ir. Gcdge shot from his chair . 
He clutched feverishly a t Packy 's 
coat. 

"Don ' t you dream of going! ' ' he 
cried. 

"On reflection, you wisli me to 
r ema in?" 

"You ' re dern tooting I wish you 
to r e m a i n ! " 

" I think you ' re wise." 
Mr. Gedge mopiied his forehead. 

He looked a t Packy adoringly. It 
amazed him to th ink t h a t there 
could ever have been a t ime when 
he had not l iked—nay, worshipped 
—this s te r l ing young man. 

"I d(m't know how to thank you, 
honestly I don' t ." 

"Qui te all r ight . 
" I t ' s white of you 

it is. Whi te . " 
"No, no, really, 

t r i i le ." 
A belated memory of the ni 

befoi'e re turned to Mr. Gedge. 
"Sa>'. l isten, ' ' he said. "1 seem 

to I'ecal) saying sometliing a t (ha t festi
val about Yale couldn't play football." 

"Oh. never mind t l ia t ." 
"But I do mind t h a t . " said "Mv. Gedge 

earnes t ly . "I admire Yale football. I 
think it 's swell." He hesitated a mo
ment, then, as if feeling tha t tlie su-
jireme sacrifice must be made, went on: 
"Ask me, I should say Yale was belter 
than Univers i ty ot Southern California 
by around three touchdowns." 

"Not t h r e e ? " 
"Yessir . Three . " 
"One a t the most." 
"Well , call it two, 

making a concession. 

A ])leasure." 
Tha t ' s wha t 

The merest 

i'ht 
They Malked in silence, each a l i t t le pensive 

d Mr. Gedf 

T N E V E R Y chronicle of the ra lhei ' in-
-*- t r ica te nat \ i re of the one which is here 
being related, there occurs a point 
where the conscientious his tor ian finds 
it expedient to hold a sort of parade or 
inspection of the various actors in the 
d rama which he is unfolding. Ft serves 

to keep the records s t ra igh t , and is a 
convenience to a public to wliom lie 
wants to do the s(]uare thing—affording 
as it does a bird's-eye view of the I'Osi-
tion of a.'fairs to those of his r eaders 
who, t l irough no fault of their own. are 
not birds. 

Here, llien. is where everybody was 
at the moment of Packy F rank lyn ' s ar
rival at the Chateau Blissac. .And tliis 
is what, being there, tliey were doing: 

Mrs. Gedge was in the office of her 
lawyer in London. His operat ions on 
hei- behalf in the ma t t e r of evasion of 
the English income t ax had dissatisfied 
lie)-, and she was ta lking p re t ty s t ra igl i t 
(o him. 

Lady Beati ice Bracken was in the 
garden of hei' fa ther ' s seat . Worbles. 
in Dorsetshii-e. She was read ing for 
the third t ime Packy 's let ter announc
ing his depa r tu re for St. Rocque. Well 
know-ing that resor t to be a hotbed of 
gambling and full of the most undesir

able c!;aracters, notably the A'icomte do 
Blissac. she thoroughly disajiiiroved of 
his choice of dest inat ion. As she read, 
slic frowned. . \ s she frowned, she 
tajiped her foot. And as she tai)ped she 
said " I l ' n i ! ' ' .\n.d she meant it, too. 
. \ t lunch tha t (Uiy her Aunt Gwendolyn 
bad once more ex]iresscd tlie opinion 
tha t Packy was a flip|5crtygibbet, and 
Beatr ice found herself in complete 
agreement with the old fossil. 

"jX/TR. GORDON C A R L I S L E , looking 
-'•'-'• more gent lemanly than ever in a 
new ha t . new shoes, a new suit, and a 
gardenia , was s tanding on the deck of 
the steam-packet Antelojie. watching the 
red roofs of St. Rocque grow moi'e and 
more distinct as the vessel appioached 
them in the afternoon sunl ight . The 
new suitcase which lay beside him bore 
a label on which a keen-sighted by
s tander might have read the legend "M. 
le Due do Pont-Andcmer ." 

Soup Sla t te ry was at the casino. 
His overnight e.xperiences had 
made his head a l i t t le heavy first 
t h ing in the morning , but a pick-
me-up of his own invention had 
soon pu t t h a t r i gh t and he was 
now feeling fine. He was pun t ing 
cautiously a t one of the chemin-
de-fer tables and, if the ma t t e r 
is of any interest , was slightly 
ahead of the game. 

The Vicomte de Blissac was not 
in quite such good shape. As he 
lay in bed in his room at the Hotel 
des E t r a n g e r s , s t a r i ng a t the ceil
ing and s t a r t i n g convulsively 
whenever a footstep approached 
his door, he was suffering a good 
deal of discomfort t h r o u g h the 
activit ies of some unseen person 
who would pers is t in r u n n i n g 
white-hot skewers t h rough his 
eyeballs. This , t aken in conjunc
tion with the fact t h a t a t any mo
ment he was expect ing the door 
to burs t open and the A r m of the 
Law to reach in and haul him off 
to i)rison on a capi ta l charge , was 
having r a t h e r a depress ing effect 
on the unfo r tuna te young man. 

TV/TR. G E D G E had r e tu rned to 
•̂  -*• the drawing-room sofa. He 
was g roan ing a li t t le. 

Senator Opal was t ak ing a 
br isk walk in the grounds . 

Blair Eggleston was in the 
s e rvan t s ' q u a r t e r s of the chiiteau, 
broodingly bi 'ushing the spacious 
seat of the senator ' s dress t rou
sers. But he was not happy. Bu t 
then Sena tor Opal 's valets never 
were. The first th ing a valet in 
the employment of the senator 
had to learn was t h a t life is s tern 
and ea rnes t and t h a t we a re not 
sent into th i s world merely to en
joy ourselves. 

Miss P u t n a m , Mrs . Gedge's 
social secre tary , was in the l ib ra ry 
doing a cross-word puzzle, a form 
of menta l exercise to which she 
was much addicted. 

The cook was asleep. The but ler 
was wr i t ing to his mother . 

Medway, Mrs . Gedge's maid, 
was busy about her duties. When 
these were concluded, she pro
posed to go and re lax down by the 
lake with the mystery novel which 
she had begun reading' on t he 
previous evening. 

Packy was looking for J a n e . 
And J a n e was s tanding on the 

rust ic pa th which wound its way 
along the hillside on which the 
chateau was s i tuated, gazing' 
thoughtful ly down at the harbor . 

I t was not, as has a l ready been 
hinted, a big day for larks and 
snai ls . The fac t t h a t t he former 
were on the wing and the la t te r 
on the tho rn had brought l i t t le 

comfort to Mr. Gedge. Equal ly small was 
the solace it conveyed to J a n e Opal. As 
she stood scanning the view beneath her, 
her hea r t was troubled. Today, for the 
first t ime since sudden love had th rown 
them into each other ' s a r m s , she had 
found herself beginning to wonder if her 
Blair was quite the godlike superman 
she had stipposed. There even flashed 
th rough her mind a s inister speculation 
as to whether , when you came r igh t down 
to it, he wasn ' t something of a pill. 

The though t did no more than pop 
out of her stibeonsciousness and back 
again in an ins tan t , but it had been 
there and it left her vaguely uneasy. 

In these las t few days, Blair Eggles
ton had undoubtedly not been showing 
himself a t his best . Constant associa
tion with Senator Opal had induced in 
him a r a t h e r una t t r ac t ive peevishness. 
Querulousness and self-pity had marked 
him for the i r own. 

(Continued on par/e 40) 
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Classical sports clothes that have won their place in the sun: seersucker golf 
dress, normal-waisted swimming suit and tennis dress with striped blazer 

Summer Brightening 

A nlon J: :._-_i •' 

THE newest thing m 
fashion is the way 
women are feeling 
about it. The first 

big feel concerns Paris. 
The second centers on 
price. 

Women are wondering 
whether the French really 
have a corner on chic, 
especially the kind needed 
t h r e e t h o u s a n d mi les 
away for a different life, 
a different climate and different finan
cial arrangements. American designers 
are having a look-in. Some even 
prophesy a showdown. The market is 
full of crisp new things that pay no 
taxes abroad. 

The next big feel, the price affair, is 
even more important. When incomes 
were first reduced, we knew we'd have 
to buy for less, but we didn't know how 
much. We left our usual standards at 
home, forsook the stores that had served 
us before—and came back with armfuls 

The ladies are getting very literal. Clean-
able clothes must clean. Washable clothes 
must wash. A good golf dress has to be a 
good dress to play golf in. But they're be-

ing serious in a gay way 

ByAimeeLarkin 

of trash. The first week we boasted, and fads 
The next, we began to have doubts. The have mea 
cleaner, the laundress or a nice quick mer whei 
shower finished our gloating. We hadn't almost ( 
bought clothes but experience. clothes, e 

Today we know that the most extrava- wear for 
gant thing is to follow the lure of the Beginii 
price tag too far down. We're wary of doors—si 
"sales" and "events." We're back in the back. A 
shops where prices have dropped in the wool—tr;. 
only sane way, along with everything is alway 
else. not undc 

Cleanable clothes must clean. Wash- lazy can 

able clothes must wash. 
They must be fast to sun, 
rain and perspiration. 
T h e y s h o u l d n ' t be 
skimped in the cutting. 
They've got to be proper
ly seamed. A bias that 
isn't a bias, a straight 
that isn't true means 
somebody saved on the 
making—but passed no 
saving on. 

In a season of freaks 
good workmanship mightn't 
t so much. But this is a sum-

i the best clothes are simple, 
lassie—sports clothes, town 
ven the lovely filmy things we 
evening. 
;ng with life in the sun out-
'parate skirts and sweaters are 
couple of skirts in first-class 
making one yourself, for this 

-, easy when blouses go over, 
r. As many sweaters as the 
buy and the thrifty can knit. 

' Guimpe dresses in silk, linen, light 
wool, with a flock of blouses you can run 
up or buy for almost nothing, and little 
coats or capes to turn them into suits. 

For tennis, the sleeveless dress in 
cotton or washable silk, shoulder-tied 
or with shoulders built out, is more 
practical with a little jacket. For golf 
the ideal costume—convertible neck, 
pleat in the blouse at center back, 
pocketed skirt and pleats for a stance, 
seersucker leading the cottons, wool 
jersey and flannel, washable silk. For 
bathing, a one-piece swimming suit of 
the new wide-wale novelty knit or clas
sical jersey; or a suit with detachable 
skirt, adjustable at the waist for the 
older women, worn as a shoulder cape 
by the young and jaunty. Trouser pa
jamas, often cotton or flannel slacks, 
slipped over the suit or over the skin, 
worn with a white tailored mannish 
shirt or with a St. Tropez handkerchief 
split and tied for a bodice. Robes that 
have rubberized panels in back to save 
the car. 

The Clothes Calendar 

For general all-round country wear 
—cottons from morning till night, if you 
feel in tune with the new informality. 
Some look like wool or silk, but the rest 
are just themselves. Candy stripes are 
clean and giddy, checks and dots are 
seen, plain colors are good, to be picked 
at will—white and off-white in quantity, 
all shades of blue, red-white-and-blue 
schemes still in high favor, orange and 
purple as novelties. Lines slim but easy. 
Waist natural or high. White corduroy 
in the coat line-up, seven eighths a 
newer length than coverall. Linens, of 
course, are aristocratic and silks are al
ways smart. 

For all-day wear in town, the printed 
silk with the short jacket will start the 
season nobly, but watch out for capes 
to give the coats a run. "Shirred 
sheers," shirred from shoulder to knee, 
topped with shirred jackets, make sheer 
fabrics a contender, sometimes printed 
but more often plain. Cotton and linen 
tailored suits will also walk the avenue, 
lightening in color to the good men's 
wear crash as the season mounts. 

Afternoon cottons are fine printed 
lawns, fine crepes both printed and 
plain, but silk is a force to be reckoned 
with here, provided designs are neat. 

When dinner is over, cotton goes on— 
organdies, eyelet and plain, lacy sheers, 
cotton nets and laces, with the promised 
pique dance frock as the youngest of 
them all. Skirts hit the ankle-bone 
squarely or rise an inch or two above. 
White and pastels outnumber the rest, 
but dark sheers are new. Chiffons, of 
course, are always with us—we'd as 
soon stage an iceless summer. Velvet 
makes the tiny capes and jackets. 

If clothes are simple, hats are more 
so—fabric hats for sport and street, 
straws rough and smooth, the panama 
as ever but in lighter weight, ribbons or 
bands for informality, a flower here and 
there for dressed-up versions, a hint of 
width for fair-and-warmer. The beret 
is still with us. But the bulk of the 
fabric entries have 1V2- to 3-inch brims. 
All crowns are shallow. White is top
ping the rainbow. Hat, bag, shoes of 
white will go with anything. The per
forated unlined shoe is promising hot-
weather comfort we've never known 
before. 

Are we excited? Yes, we are. We're 
out to play in the sun when we can, and 
be pleased with ourselves when we can't. 
We aren't tied to colors that mayn't be 
becoming or lines that suggest the past. 
We're cool. We're gay. We're young. 
We're smart. We know what value-per-
dollar is and we're getting it, now if 
ever. If our men were half as clever 
with clothes . . . just give the poor dears 
time. 
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