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      INTRODUCTION


      Dorothy Leigh Sayers started work as a copywriter at S.H. Benson’s advertising agency, London, in 1922, shortly after she graduated with an MA from Somerville College in Oxford. She worked at the agency for almost ten years and was said to be remarkably good at her job. During her time there, Sayers was involved in both the Colman’s Mustard and Guinness advertising campaigns. The famous Guinness ‘Toucan’ jingle is hers. It may not be as well-known as ‘Go to work on an egg’ (Fay Weldon, another writer strongly associated with feminism, worked on that one) but it certainly has as much staying power.


      When Sayers began writing detective fiction with Whose Body? in 1923, it seemed only natural that she would one day get around to using her experience in the advertising world as the raw material for a crime story. Murder Must Advertise, published in 1933, begins with the mysterious Death Bredon (Lord Peter Wimsey incognito) asking questions about the suspicious death of Victor Dean, who fell headfirst down a spiral staircase at the centre of Pym’s advertising agency, clutching a copy of The Times Atlas. From then on Sayers has a great deal of fun rushing along with a cast of oddball characters – from the amoral Dian de Momerie to the lovesick Mr Willis – demonstrating her usual wit along the way. But this time the wit is laced with satire, for Murder Must Advertise is as much a satire on the advertising business and the consumer society as it is a detective novel. Of course, there are clues – the onyx scarab found by the staircase, for example, and a unique pencil found at a later crime scene – but they don’t detract too much from the social satire and general sense of madness and mayhem Sayers creates around Pym’s advertising agency. 


      If you have ever dismissed Sayers as a dry, stuffy and over-intellectual writer of Golden Age mysteries, and Lord Peter Wimsey as the silly upper class twit he appeared to be during some of the earlier stories, then Murder Must Advertise will certainly alter your opinion on both scores. You might even view it as a 1930s Mad Men without the angst. 


      As the story progresses, Sayers dissects the world of advertising with a sharp and steady pen. While Lord Peter admits that there is ‘some truth in advertising’, he also makes it clear that the general public might have a difficult time finding it. A disquisition on the difference between ‘with’ and ‘from’ follows Lord Peter’s observation, and it basically comes down to the fact that ‘if something is “made with pears”, you generally mean that you use a peck of pears to a ton of turnips, and the law cannot touch you.’ Caveat emptor. Sayers also has a great deal of fun playing around with advertising ideas: ‘Mother! Has your Child Learnt Regular Habits?’ ‘Are you Troubled with Fullness after Eating?’ ‘Are you satisfied about your Drains?’ and ‘Do you Suffer from Superfluous Hair?’ 


      Nor do her contemporaries escape her acid wit, especially detective and romance writers. Lord Peter gives a hilarious pastiche of a typical Sexton Blake adventure yarn and advises one character to use a mix of ‘Phillips Oppenheim, with a touch of Ethel M. Dell and Elinor Glyn’ in a note she is writing. There are also frequent digs at Edgar Wallace and a passing nod to Monsignor Ronald Knox’s ten rules for detective writers.


      Stylistically, too, Sayers is a lot more adventurous than many crime writers of her generation. She uses stream of consciousness when it suits her – in one memorable scene following the thoughts of three characters as they drift from one image to another in fragments joined by dots. 


      Nor is the occasional touch of surrealism beyond her grasp, as when Lord Peter  imagines London as one huge neon advertisement: ‘All over London the lights flickered in and out, calling on the public to save its body and purse: SOPO SAVES SCRUBBING – NUTRAX FOR NERVES – CRUNCHLETS ARE CRISPER – EAT PIPER PARRITCH – DRINK POMPAYNE – ONE WHOOSH AND IT’S CLEAN.’


      Finally, if the wit, satire and detection aren’t enough for you, and if you ever entertained the idea that Sayers was a prude, she includes an orgy scene at a fancy-dress country house party that makes the goings on at Cliveden during the Profumo affair thirty years later look like a vicar’s tea party. With drugs and all.


       


      Peter Robinson, May 2016


      

   





Author’s Note


I do not suppose that there is a more harmless and law-abiding set of people in the world than the Advertising Experts of Great Britain. The idea that any crime could possibly be perpetrated on Advertising premises is one that could only occur to the ill-regulated fancy of a detective novelist, trained to fasten the guilt upon the Most Unlikely Person. If, in the course of this fantasy, I have unintentionally used a name or slogan suggestive of any existing person, firm or commodity, it is by sheer accident, and is not intended to cast the slightest reflection upon any actual commodity, firm or person.










1


Death Comes to Pym’s Publicity


‘And by the way,’ said Mr Hankin, arresting Miss Rossiter as she rose to go, ‘there is a new copy-writer coming in today.’


     ‘Oh, yes, Mr Hankin?’


     ‘His name is Bredon. I can’t tell you much about him; Mr Pym engaged him himself; but you will see that he is looked after.’


     ‘Yes, Mr Hankin.’


     ‘He will have Mr Dean’s room.’


     ‘Yes, Mr Hankin.’


     ‘I should think Mr Ingleby could take him in hand and show him what to do. You might send Mr Ingleby along if he can spare me a moment.’


     ‘Yes, Mr Hankin.’


     ‘That’s all. And oh, yes! Ask Mr Smayle to let me have the Dairyfields guard-book.’


     ‘Yes, Mr Hankin.’


     Miss Rossiter tucked her note-book under her arm, closed the glass-panelled door noiselessly after her and tripped smartly down the corridor. Peeping through another glass-panelled door, she observed Mr Ingleby seated on a revolving chair with his feet on the cold radiator, and talking with great animation to a young woman in green, perched on the corner of the writing-table.


     ‘Excuse me,’ said Miss Rossiter, with perfunctory civility, ‘but Mr Hankin says can you spare him a moment, Mr Ingleby?’


     ‘If it’s TomBoy Toffee,’ replied Mr Ingleby defensively, ‘it’s being typed. Here! you’d better take these two bits along and make it so. That will lend an air of verisimilitude to an otherwise—’


     ‘It isn’t TomBoy. It’s a new copy-writer.’


     ‘What, already?’ exclaimed the young woman. ‘Before those shoes were old! Why, they only buried little Dean on Friday.’


     ‘Part of the modern system of push and go,’ said Mr Ingleby. ‘All very distressing in an old-fashioned, gentlemanly firm. Suppose I’ve got to put this blighter through his paces. Why am I always left with the baby?’


     ‘Oh, rot!’ said the young woman, ‘you’ve only got to warn him not to use the director’s lav., and not to tumble down the iron staircase.’


     ‘You are the most callous woman, Miss Meteyard. Well, as long as they don’t put the fellow in with me—’


     ‘It’s all right, Mr Ingleby. He’s having Mr Dean’s room.’


     ‘Oh! What’s he like?’


     ‘Mr Hankin said he didn’t know, Mr Pym took him on.’


     ‘Oh, gosh! friend of the management.’ Mr Ingleby groaned.


     ‘Then I think I’ve seen him,’ said Miss Meteyard. ‘Tow-coloured, supercilious-looking blighter. I ran into him coming out of Pymmie’s room yesterday. Horn-rims. Cross between Ralph Lynn and Bertie Wooster.’


     ‘Death, where is thy sting? Well, I suppose I’d better push off and see about it.’


     Mr Ingleby lowered his feet from the radiator, prised up his slow length from the revolving chair, and prowled unhappily away.


     ‘Oh, well, it makes a little excitement,’ said Miss Meteyard.


     ‘Oh, don’t you think we’ve had rather too much of that lately? By the way, could I have your subscription for the wreath? You told me to remind you.’


     ‘Yes, rather. What is it? A bob? Here’s half-a-crown, and you’d better take the sweep-money out of it as well.’


     ‘Thanks awfully, Miss Meteyard. I do hope you get a horse this time.’


     ‘High time I did. I’ve been five years in this beastly office and never even been placed. I believe you wangle the draw.’


     ‘Indeed we don’t, Miss Meteyard, or we shouldn’t let all the horses go to people in the Printing. Wouldn’t you like to come and draw for us this time? Miss Parton’s just typing out the names.’


     ‘All right.’ Miss Meteyard scrambled down leggily and followed Miss Rossiter to the typists’ room.


     This was a small, inconvenient cubicle, crowded at the moment to bursting-point. A plump girl in glasses, with head tilted back and brows twisted to keep the smoke of a cigarette out of her eyes, was rattling off the names of Derby runners on her typewriter, assisted by a bosom friend who dictated the list from the columns of the Morning Star. A languid youth in shirt-sleeves was cutting the names of sweep-subscribers from a typed sheet, and twisting the papers into secretive little screws. A thin, eager young man, squatting on an upturned waste-paper basket, was turning over the flimsies in Miss Rossiter’s tray and making sarcastic comments upon the copy to a bulky, dark youth in spectacles, immersed in a novel by P. G. Wodehouse and filching biscuits from a large tin. Draped against the door-posts and blocking the entrance to all comers, a girl and another young man, who seemed to be visitors from another department, were smoking gaspers and discussing lawn-tennis.


     ‘Hullo, angels!’ said Miss Rossiter, brightly. ‘Miss Meteyard’s going to draw for us. And there’s a new copy-writer coming.’


     The bulky young man glanced up to say ‘Poor devil!’ and retreated again into his book.


     ‘Bob for the wreath and sixpence for the sweep,’ went on Miss Rossiter, scrabbling in a tin cash-box. ‘Has anybody got two shillings for a florin? Where’s your list, Parton? Scratch Miss Meteyard off, will you? Have I had your money, Mr Garrett?’


     ‘No money till Saturday,’ said the Wodehouse-reader.


     ‘Hark at him!’ cried Miss Parton, indignantly. ‘You’d think we were millionaires, the way we have to finance this department.’


     ‘Pick me a winner,’ replied Mr Garrett, ‘and you can knock it off the prize-money. Hasn’t that coffee come yet?’


     ‘Have a look, Mr Jones,’ suggested Miss Parton, addressing the gentleman on the door-post, ‘and see if you can see the boy. Just check these runners over with me, duckie. Meteor Bright, Tooralooral, Pheidippides II, Roundabout—’


     ‘Roundabout’s scratched,’ said Mr Jones. ‘Here’s the boy just coming.’


     ‘Scratched? No, when? What a shame! I put him down in the Morning Star competition. Who says so?’


     ‘Evening Banner lunch special. Slip in the stable.’


     ‘Damn!’ said Miss Rossiter, briefly. ‘There goes my thousand quid! Oh, well, that’s life. Thank you, sonnie. Put it on the table. Did you remember the cucumber? Good boy. How much? One-and-five? Lend me a penny, Parton. There you are. Mind out a minute, Mr Willis, do you mind? I want a pencil and rubber for the new bloke.’


     ‘What’s his name?’


     ‘Bredon.’


     ‘Where’s he come from?’


     ‘Hankie doesn’t know. But Miss Meteyard’s seen him. She says he’s like Bertie Wooster in horn-rims.’


     ‘Older, though,’ said Miss Meteyard. ‘A well-preserved forty.’


     ‘Oh, gosh! When’s he coming?’


     ‘ ’Smorning. If I’d been him I’d have put it off till tomorrow and gone to the Derby. Oh, here’s Mr Ingleby. He’ll know. Coffee, Mr Ingleby? Have you heard anything?’


     ‘Star of Asia, Twinkletoes, Sainte-Nitouche, Duke Humphrey  . . .’


     ‘Forty-two,’ said Mr Ingleby. ‘No sugar, thanks. Never been in advertising before. Balliol.’


     ‘Golly!’ said Miss Meteyard.


     ‘As you say. If there is one thing more repulsive than another it is Balliolity,’ agreed Mr Ingleby, who was a Trinity man.


 


‘Bredon went to Balliol


And sat at the feet of Gamaliel!’


 


chanted Mr Garrett, closing his book.


 


‘And just as he ought


He cared for nought,’


 


added Miss Meteyard. ‘I defy you to find another rhyme for Balliol.’


     ‘Flittermouse, Tom Pinch, Fly-by-night  . . .’


 


‘And his language was sesquipedalial,’


 


     ‘It isn’t sesquipedalial, it’s sesquipedalian.’


     ‘Bother!’


     ‘Twist those papers up tight, duckie. Put them in the lid of the biscuit-tin. Damn! that’s Mr Armstrong’s buzzer. Stick a saucer over my coffee. Where’s my note-book?’


     ‘. . . two double-faults running, so I said  . . .’


     ‘. . . I can’t find the carbon of that Magnolia whole-treble  . . .’


     ‘. . . started at fifty to one  . . .’


     ‘Who’s bagged my scissors?’


     ‘Excuse me, Mr Armstrong wants his Nutrax carbons  . . .’


     ‘. . . and shake ’em up well  . . .’


     ‘. . . hail you all, impale you all, jail you all  . . .’


     ‘Mr Ingleby, can you spare me a moment?’


     At Mr Hankin’s mildly sarcastic accents, the scene dislimned as by magic. The door-post drapers and Miss Parton’s bosom-friend melted out into the passage. Mr Willis, rising hurriedly with the tray of carbons in his hand, picked a paper out at random and frowned furiously at it. Miss Parton’s cigarette dropped unostentatiously to the floor, Mr Garrett, unable to get rid of his coffee-cup, smiled vaguely and tried to look as though he had picked it up by accident and didn’t know it was there, Miss Meteyard, with great presence of mind, put the sweep counterfoils on a chair and sat on them. Miss Rossiter, clutching Mr Armstrong’s carbons in her hand, was able to look businesslike, and did so. Mr Ingleby alone, disdaining pretence, set down his cup with a slightly impudent smile and advanced to obey his chief’s command.


     ‘This,’ said Mr Hankin, tactfully blind to all evidences of disturbance, ‘is Mr Bredon. You will – er – show him what he has to do. I have had the Dairyfields guard-books sent along to his room. You might start him on margarine. Er – I don’t think Mr Ingleby was up in your time, Mr Bredon – he was at Trinity. Your Trinity, I mean, not ours.’ (Mr Hankin was a Cambridge man.)


     Mr Bredon extended a well-kept hand.


     ‘How do you do?’


     ‘How do you do?’ echoed Mr Ingleby. They gazed at one another with the faint resentment of two cats at their first meeting. Mr Hankin smiled at them both.


     ‘And when you’ve produced some ideas on margarine, Mr Bredon, bring them along to my room and we’ll go over them.’


     ‘Right-ho!’ said Mr Bredon, simply.


     Mr Hankin smiled again and padded gently away.


     ‘Well, you’d better know everybody,’ said Mr Ingleby, rapidly. ‘Miss Rossiter and Miss Parton are our guardian angels – type out copy, correct our grammar, provide us with pencils and paper and feed us on coffee and cake. Miss Parton is the blonde and Miss Rossiter the brunette. Gentlemen prefer blondes, but personally I find them both equally seraphic.’


     Mr Bredon bowed.


     ‘Miss Meteyard – of Somerville. One of the brighter ornaments of our department. She makes the vulgarest limericks ever recited within these chaste walls.’


     ‘Then we shall be friends,’ said Mr Bredon cordially.


     ‘Mr Willis on your right, Mr Garrett on your left – both comrades in affliction. That is the whole department, except Mr Hankin and Mr Armstrong who are directors, and Mr Copley, who is a man of weight and experience and does not come and frivol in the typists’ room. He goes out for his elevenses, and assumes seniority though he hath it not.’


     Mr Bredon grasped the hands extended to him and murmured politely.


     ‘Would you like to be in on the Derby sweep?’ inquired Miss Rossiter, with an eye to the cash-box. ‘You’re just in time for the draw.’


     ‘Oh, rather,’ said Mr Bredon. ‘How much?’


     ‘Sixpence.’


     ‘Oh, yes, rather. I mean, it’s jolly good of you. Of course, absolutely – must be in on the jolly sweep, what?’


     ‘That brings the first prize up to a pound precisely,’ said Miss Rossiter, with a grateful sigh. ‘I was afraid I should have to take two tickets myself. Type Mr Bredon’s for him, Parton. B,R,E,D,O,N – like summer-time on Bredon?’


     ‘That’s right.’


     Miss Parton obligingly typed the name and added another blank ticket to the collection in the biscuit-box.


     ‘Well, I suppose I’d better take you along to your dog-kennel,’ said Mr Ingleby, with gloom.


     ‘Right-ho!’ said Mr Bredon.‘Oh, rather. Yes.’


     ‘We’re all along this corridor,’ added Mr Ingleby, leading the way. ‘You’ll find your way about in time. That’s Garrett’s room and that’s Willis’s, and this is yours, between Miss Meteyard and me. That iron staircase opposite me goes down to the floor below; mostly group managers and conference rooms. Don’t fall down it, by the way. The man whose room you’ve got tumbled down it last week and killed himself.’


     ‘No, did he?’ said Mr Bredon, startled.


     ‘Bust his neck and cracked his skull,’ said Mr Ingleby. ‘On one of those knobs.’


     ‘Why do they put knobs on staircases?’ expostulated Mr Bredon. ‘Cracking fellows’ skulls for them? It’s not right.’


     ‘No, it isn’t,’ said Miss Rossiter, arriving with her hands full of scribbling-blocks and blotting-paper. ‘They’re supposed to prevent the boys from sliding down the hand-rail, but it’s the stairs themselves that are so – oh, I say, push on. There’s Mr Armstrong coming up. They don’t like too much being said about the iron staircase.’


     ‘Well, here you are,’ said Mr Ingleby, adopting this advice. ‘Much the same as the rest, except that the radiator doesn’t work very well. Still, that won’t worry you just at present. This was Dean’s room.’


     ‘Chap who fell downstairs?’


     ‘Yes.’


     Mr Bredon gazed round the small apartment, which contained a table, two chairs, a rickety desk and a bookshelf, and said:


     ‘Oh!’


     ‘It was awful,’ said Miss Rossiter.


     ‘It must have been,’ agreed Mr Bredon, fervently.


     ‘Mr Armstrong was just giving me dictation when we heard the most frightful crash. He said, “Good God, what’s that?” I thought it must be one of the boys, because one of them fell down last year carrying an Elliot-Fisher typewriter and it sounded exactly like it, only worse. And I said, “I think one of the boys must have fallen downstairs, Mr Armstrong,” and he said, “Careless little devils,” and went on dictating and my hand was so shaky I could hardly make my outlines and then Mr Ingleby ran past and Mr Daniels’ door opened and then we heard the most terrific shriek, and Mr Armstrong said, “Better go and see what’s happened,” so I went out and looked down and I couldn’t see anything because there was such a bunch of people standing around and then Mr Ingleby came tearing up, with such a look on his face – you were as white as a sheet, Mr Ingleby, you really were.’


     ‘Possibly,’ said Mr Ingleby, a little put out. ‘Three years in this soul-searing profession have not yet robbed me of all human feeling. But that will come in time.’


     ‘Mr Ingleby said, “He’s killed himself!” And I said, “Who?” and he said, “Mr Dean,” and I said, “You don’t mean that,” and he said, “I’m afraid so,” and I went back to Mr Armstrong and said, “Mr Dean’s killed himself,” and he said, “What do you mean, killed himself?” and then Mr Ingleby came in and Mr Armstrong gave one look at him and went out and I went down by the other staircase and saw them carrying Mr Dean along to the board-room and his head was all hanging sideways.’


     ‘Does this kind of thing happen often?’ inquired Mr Bredon.


     ‘Not with such catastrophic results,’ replied Mr Ingleby, ‘but that staircase is definitely a death trap.’


     ‘I fell down it myself one day,’ said Miss Rossiter, ‘and tore the heels off both my shoes. It was awfully awkward, because I hadn’t another pair in the place and—’


     ‘I’ve drawn a horse, darlings!’ announced Miss Meteyard, arriving without ceremony. ‘No luck for you, Mr Bredon, I’m afraid.’


     ‘I always was unlucky.’


     ‘You’ll feel unluckier still after a day with Dairyfields Margarine,’ said Mr Ingleby, gloomily. ‘Nothing for me, I suppose?’


     ‘Nothing, I’m afraid. Of course Miss Rawlings has drawn the favourite – she always does.’


     ‘I hope it breaks its beastly leg,’ said Mr Ingleby. ‘Come in, Tallboy, come in. Do you want me? Don’t mind butting in on Mr Bredon. He will soon become used to the idea that his room is a public place within the meaning of the act. This is Mr Tallboy, group-manager for Nutrax and a few other wearisome commodities. Mr Bredon, our new copy-writer.’


     ‘How do you do?’ said Mr Tallboy, briefly. ‘Look here, about this Nutrax 11-inch double. Can you possibly cut out about thirty words?’


     ‘No, I can’t,’ said Mr Ingleby. ‘I’ve cut it to the bone already.’


     ‘Well, I’m afraid you’ll have to. There isn’t room for all this guff with a two-line sub-head.’


     ‘There’s plenty of room for it.’


     ‘No, there isn’t. We’ve got to get in the panel about the Fifty-six Free Chiming Clocks.’


     ‘Damn the clocks and the panel! How do they expect to display all that in a half-double?’


     ‘Dunno, but they do. Look here, can’t we take out this bit about “When your nerves begin to play tricks on you,” and start off with “Nerves need Nutrax”?’


     ‘Armstrong liked that bit about playing tricks. Human appeal and all that. No, take out that rot about the patent spring-cap bottle.’


     ‘They won’t stand for dropping that,’ said Miss Meteyard. ‘That’s their pet invention.’


     ‘Do they think people buy nerve-food for the sake of the bottle? Oh, well! I can’t do it straight away. Hand it over.’


     ‘The printer wants it by two o’clock,’ said Mr Tallboy dubiously.


     Mr Ingleby damned the printer, seized the proof and began cutting the copy, uttering offensive ejaculations between his teeth.


     ‘Of all beastly days of the week,’ he observed, ‘Tuesday is the foulest. There’s no peace till we get this damned 11-inch double off our chests. There! I’ve cut out twenty-two words and you’ll have to make it do. You can take that “with” up into the line above and save a whole line, and that gives you the other eight words.’


     ‘All right, I’ll try,’ agreed Mr Tallboy. ‘Anything for a quiet life. It’ll look a bit tight, though.’


     ‘Wish I was tight,’ said Mr Ingleby. ‘Take it away, for God’s sake, before I murder anybody.’


     ‘I’m going, I’m going,’ said Mr Tallboy, and vanished hastily. Miss Rossiter had departed during the controversy, and Miss Meteyard now took herself out of the way, remarking, ‘If Pheidippides wins, you shall have a cake for tea.’


     ‘Now we’d better start you off,’ observed Ingleby. ‘Here’s the guard-book. You’d better have a look through it to see the kind of thing, and then think up some headlines. Your story is, of course, that Dairyfield’s “Green Pastures” Margarine is everything that the best butter ought to be and only costs ninepence a pound. And they like a cow in the picture.’


     ‘Why? Is it made of cow-fat?’


     ‘Well, I daresay it is, but you mustn’t say so. People wouldn’t like the idea. The picture of the cow suggests the taste of butter, that’s all. And the name – Green Pastures – suggests cows, you see.’


     ‘It suggests niggers to me,’ said Mr Bredon. ‘The play, you know.’


     ‘You mustn’t put niggers in the copy,’ retorted Mr Ingleby. ‘Nor of course, religion. Keep Psalm 23 out of it. Blasphemous.’


     ‘I see. Just something about “Better than Butter and half the price.” Simple appeal to the pocket.’


     ‘Yes, but you mustn’t knock butter. They sell butter as well.’


     ‘Oh!’


     ‘You can say it’s as good as butter.’


     ‘But in that case,’ objected Mr Bredon, ‘what does one find to say in favour of butter? I mean, if the other stuff’s as good and doesn’t cost so much, what’s the argument for buying butter?’


     ‘You don’t need an argument for buying butter. It’s a natural, human instinct.’


     ‘Oh, I see.’


     ‘Anyway, don’t bother about butter. Just concentrate on Green Pastures Margarine. When you’ve got a bit done, you take it along and get it typed, and then you buzz off to Mr Hankin with the result. See? Are you all right now?’


     ‘Yes, thanks,’ said Mr Bredon, looking thoroughly bewildered,


     ‘And I’ll push along about 1 o’clock and show you the decentest place for lunch.’


     ‘Thanks frightfully.’


     ‘Well, cheerio!’ Mr Ingleby returned to his own room.


     ‘He won’t stay the course,’ he said to himself. ‘Goes to a damned good tailor, though. I wonder—’


     He shrugged his shoulders and sat down to concoct a small, high-class folder about Slider’s Steel Office Tables.


     Mr Bredon, left alone, did not immediately attack the subject of margarine. Like a cat, which, in his soft-footed inquisitiveness, he rather resembled, he proceeded to make himself acquainted with his new home. There was not very much to see in it. He opened the drawer in his writing-table and found a notched and inky ruler, some bitten-looking pieces of indiarubber, a number of bright thoughts on tea and margarine scribbled on scraps of paper, and a broken fountain-pen. The book-case contained a dictionary, a repellent volume entitled Directory of Directors, a novel by Edgar Wallace, a pleasingly got-up booklet called All about Cocoa, Alice in Wonderland, Bartlett’s Familiar Quotations, the Globe edition of the Works of Wm. Shakespeare, and five odd numbers of the Children’s Encyclopedia. The interior of the sloping desk offered more scope for inquiry; it was filled with ancient and dusty papers, including a Government Report on the Preservatives in Food (Restrictions) Act of 1926, a quantity of rather (in every sense) rude sketches by an amateur hand, a bundle of pulls of advertisements for Dairyfields commodities, some private correspondence and some old bills. Mr Bredon, dusting fastidious fingers, turned from this receptacle, inventoried a hook and a coat-hanger on the wall and a battered paper-file in a corner, and sat down in the revolving-chair before the table. Here, after a brief glance at a paste-pot, a pair of scissors, a new pencil and a blotting-pad, two scribbling-blocks and a grubby cardboard box-lid full of oddments, he propped up the Dairyfields guard-book before him, and fell to studying his predecessor’s masterpieces on the subject of Green Pastures Margarine.


     An hour later, Mr Hankin pushed open the door and looked in upon him.


     ‘How are you getting on?’ he inquired kindly.


     Mr Bredon sprang to his feet.


     ‘Not frightfully well, I’m afraid. I don’t seem to get the atmosphere altogether, if you follow me.’


     ‘It will come,’ said Mr Hankin. He was a helpfully-minded man who believed that new copy-writers throve on encouragement. ‘Let me see what you are doing. You are starting with the headlines? Quite right. The headline is more than half the battle. If you were a cow – no, no, I’m afraid we mustn’t call the customer a cow. Besides, we had practically the same headline in – let me see – about 1923, I think. Mr Wardle put it up, you’ll find it in the last guard-book but three. It went “if you kept a cow in the kitchen you could get no better bread-spread than G. P. Margarine” – and so on. That was a good one. Caught the eye, made a good picture, and told the whole story in a sentence.’


     Mr Bredon bowed his head, as one who hears the Law and the Prophets. The copy-chief ran a thoughtful pencil over the scribbled list of headlines, and ticked one of them.


     ‘I like that.


 


BIGGER AND BUTTER


VALUE FOR MONEY


 


That has the right feel about it. You might write copy for that, and perhaps for this one,


 


YOU'D BE READY TO BET


IT WAS BUTTER—


 


though I’m not quite sure about it. These Dairyfields people are rather strait-laced about betting.’


     ‘Oh, are they? What a pity! I’d done several about that. “HAVE A BET ON—” Don’t you like that one?’


     Mr Hankin shook his head regretfully.


     ‘I’m afraid that’s too direct. Encouraging the working classes to waste their money.’


     ‘But they all do it – why, all these women like a little flutter.’


     ‘I know, I know. But I’m sure the client wouldn’t stand for it. You’ll soon find that the biggest obstacle to good advertising is the client. They all have their fads. That headline would do for Darling’s, but it won’t do for Dairyfields. We did very well with a sporting headline in ’26 – “PUT YOUR SHIRT ON  Darling’s Non-collapsible Towel-Horse” – sold 80,000 in Ascot week. Though that was partly accident, because we mentioned a real horse in the copy and it came in at 50 to 1, and all the women who’d won money on it rushed out and bought Non-collapsible Towel-Horses out of sheer gratitude. The public’s very odd.’


     ‘Yes,’ said Mr Bredon. ‘They must be. There seems to be more in advertising than, so to speak, meets the eye.’


     ‘There is,’ said Mr Hankin, a little grimly. ‘Well, get some copy written and bring it along to me. You know where to find my room?’


     ‘Oh, yes – at the end of the corridor, near the iron staircase.’


     ‘No, no, that’s Mr Armstrong. At the other end of the corridor near the other staircase – not the iron staircase. By the way—’


     ‘Yes?’


     ‘Oh, nothing,’ said Mr Hankin, vaguely. ‘That is to say – no, nothing.’


     Mr Bredon gazed after his retreating figure, and shook his fair head in a meditative manner. Then, applying himself to his task, he wrote out, rather quickly, a couple of paragraphs in praise of margarine and wandered out with them. Turning to the right, he paused opposite the door of Ingleby’s room and stared irresolutely at the iron staircase. As he stood there, the glass door of a room on the opposite side of the corridor opened and a middle-aged man shot out. Seeing Bredon, he paused in his rush for the stairhead and inquired:


     ‘Do you want to know how to get anywhere or anything?’


     ‘Oh! thanks, awfully. No – I mean, yes. I’m the new copywriter. I’m looking for the typists’ room.’


     ‘Other end of the passage.’


     ‘Oh, I see, thanks frightfully. This place is rather confusing. Where does this staircase go to?’


     ‘Down to a whole lot of departments – mostly group-managers’ rooms and board-rooms and Mr Pym’s room and several of the Directors’ rooms and the Printing.’


     ‘Oh, I see. Thanks ever so. Where does one wash?’


     ‘That’s downstairs too. I’ll show you if you like.’


     ‘Oh, thanks – thanks most awfully.’


     The other man plunged down the steep and rattling spiral as though released by a spring. Bredon followed more gingerly.


     ‘A bit precipitous, isn’t it?’


     ‘Yes, it is. You’d better be careful. One fellow out of your department mashed himself up here the other day.’


     ‘No, really?’


     ‘Broke his neck. Dead when we picked him up.’


     ‘No, did he? was he? How on earth did he come to do that? Couldn’t he see where he was going?’


     ‘Slipped, I expect. Must have been going too fast. There’s nothing really wrong with the staircase. I’ve never had an accident. It’s very well-lit.’


     ‘Well-lit?’ Mr Bredon gaped vaguely at the skylight and up and down the passage, surrounded, like the one on the floor above, with glass partitions. ‘Oh, yes, to be sure, it’s very well-lit. Of course he must have slipped. Dashed easy thing to slip on a staircase. Did he have nails in his shoes?’


     ‘I don’t know. I wasn’t noticing his shoes. I was thinking about picking up the pieces.’


     ‘Did you pick him up?’


     ‘Well, I heard the racket when he went down, and rushed out and got there one of the first. My name’s Daniels, by the way.’


     ‘Oh, is it? Daniels, oh, yes. But didn’t it come out at the inquest about his shoes?’


     ‘I don’t remember anything about it.’


     ‘Oh! then I suppose he didn’t have nails. I mean, if he had, somebody would have mentioned it. I mean, it would be a sort of excuse, wouldn’t it?’


     ‘Excuse for whom?’ demanded Daniels.


     ‘For the firm; I mean, when people put up staircases and other people come tumbling down them, the insurance people generally want to know why. At least, I’m told so. I’ve never fallen down any staircases myself – touch wood.’


     ‘You’d better not try,’ retorted Daniels, evading the question of insurance. ‘You’ll find the wash-place through that door and down the passage on the left.’


     ‘Oh, thanks frightfully.’


     ‘Not at all.’


     Mr Daniels darted away into a room full of desks, leaving Mr Bredon to entangle himself in a heavy swing door.


     In the lavatory, Bredon encountered Ingleby.


     ‘Oh!’ said the latter. ‘You’ve found your way. I was told off to show you, but I forgot.’


     ‘Mr Daniels showed me. Who’s he?’


     ‘Daniels? He’s a group-manager. Looks after a bunch of clients – Sliders and Harrogate Bros. and a few more. Sees to the lay-outs and sends the stereos down to the papers and all that. Not a bad chap.’


     ‘He seems a bit touchy about the iron staircase. I mean, he was quite matey till I suggested that the insurance people would want to look into that fellow’s accident – and then he kind of froze on me.’


     ‘He’s been a long time in the firm and doesn’t like any nasturtiums cast at it. Certainly not by a new bloke. As a matter of fact, it’s better not to throw one’s weight about here till one’s been ten years or so in the place. It’s not encouraged.’


     ‘Oh? Oh, thanks awfully for telling me.’


     ‘This place is run like a Government office,’ went on Ingleby. ‘Hustle’s not wanted and initiative and curiosity are politely shown the door.’


     ‘That’s right,’ put in a pugnacious-looking red-headed man who was scrubbing his fingers with pumice-stone as though he meant to take the skin off. ‘I asked them for £50 for a new lens – and what was the answer? Economy, please, in all departments – the Whitehall touch, eh? – and yet they pay you fellows to write more-you-spend-more-you-save copy! However, I shan’t be here long, that’s one comfort.’


     ‘This is Mr Prout, our photographer,’ said Mr Ingleby. ‘He has been on the point of leaving us for the last five years, but when it comes to the point he realises that we couldn’t do without him and yields to our tears and entreaties.’


     ‘Tcha!’ said Mr Prout.


     ‘The management think Mr Prout so precious,’ went on Ingleby, ‘that they have set his feet in a large room—’


     ‘That you couldn’t swing a kitten in,’ said Mr Prout, ‘and no ventilation. Murder, that’s what they do here. Black holes of Calcutta and staircases that break people’s heads open. What we want in this country is a Mussolini to organise trade conditions. But what’s the good of talking? All the same, one of these days, you’ll see.’


     ‘Mr Prout is our tame firebrand,’ observed Ingleby, indulgently. ‘You coming up, Bredon?’


     ‘Yes. I’ve got to take this stuff to be typed.’


     ‘Right-ho! Here you are. Round this way and up this staircase by the lift, through the Dispatching and here you are – right opposite the home of the British Beauty. Children, here’s Mr Bredon with a nice bit of copy for you.’


     ‘Hand it here,’ said Miss Rossiter, ‘and oh! Mr Bredon, do you mind putting down your full name and address on this card – they want it downstairs for the file.’


     Bredon took the card obediently.


     ‘Block letters please,’ added Miss Rossiter, glancing with some dismay at the sheets of copy she had just received.


     ‘Oh, do you think my handwriting’s awful? I always think it’s rather neat, myself. Neat, but not gaudy. However, if you say so—’


     ‘Block letters,’ repeated Miss Rossiter firmly. ‘Hullo! here’s Mr Tallboy. I expect he wants you, Mr Ingleby.’


     ‘What, again?’


     ‘Nutrax have cancelled that half-double,’ announced Mr Tallboy with gloomy triumph. ‘They’ve just sent up from the conference to say that they want something special to put up against the new Slumbermalt campaign, and Mr Hankin says will you get something out and let him have it in half an hour.’


     Ingleby uttered a loud yell, and Bredon, laying down the index-card, gazed at him open-mouthed.


     ‘Damn and blast Nutrax,’ said Ingleby. ‘May all its directors get elephantiasis, locomotor ataxy and ingrowing toe-nails!’


     ‘Oh, quite,’ said Tallboy. ‘You’ll let us have something, won’t you? If I can get it passed before 3 o’clock the printer – Hullo!’


     Mr Tallboy’s eyes, roving negligently round, had fallen on Bredon’s index-card. Miss Rossiter’s glance followed his. Neatly printed on the card stood one word


 


DEATH


 


     ‘Look at that!’ said Miss Rossiter.


     ‘Oh!’ said Ingleby, looking over his shoulder. ‘That’s who you are, is it, Bredon? Well, all I can say is, your stuff ought to come home to everybody. Universal appeal, and so forth.’


     Mr Bredon smiled apologetically.


     ‘You startled me so,’ he said. ‘Pooping off that howl in my ear.’ He took up the card and finished his inscription:


 


        DEATH BREDON,                                                  


        12a, Great Ormond Street,                    


        W.C.1.                                   
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Embarrassing Indiscretion of Two Typists


For the twentieth time, Mr Death Bredon was studying the report of the coroner’s inquest on Victor Dean.


     There was the evidence of Mr Prout, the photographer:


     ‘It would be about tea-time. Tea is served at 3.30, more or less. I was coming out of my room on the top floor, carrying my camera and tripod. Mr Dean passed me. He was coming quickly along the passage in the direction of the iron staircase. He was not running – he was walking at a good pace. He was carrying a large, heavy book under one arm. I know now that it was The Times Atlas. I turned to walk in the same direction that he was going. I saw him start down the iron staircase; it is rather a steep spiral. He had taken about half a dozen steps when he seemed to crumple together and disappear. There was a tremendous crash. You might call it a clatter – a prolonged crashing noise. I started to run, when Mr Daniels’ door opened and he came out and collided with the legs of my tripod. While we were mixed up together, Mr Ingleby ran past us down the corridor. I heard a shrill scream from below. I put the camera down and Mr Daniels and I went to the head of the staircase together. Some other people joined us – Miss Rossiter, I think, and some of the copy-writers and clerks. We could see Mr Dean lying huddled together at the foot of the staircase. I could not say whether he had fallen down the stairs or through the banisters. He was lying all in a heap. The staircase is a right-handed spiral, and makes one complete turn. The treads are composed of pierced ironwork. The hand-rail has a number of iron knobs on it, about the size of small walnuts. The stairs are apt to be slippery. The stair is well lit. There is a sky-light above, and it receives light through the glass panels of Mr Daniels’s room and also from the glass-panelled corridor on the floor below. I have here a photograph taken by myself at 3.30 p.m. yesterday – that is the day after the accident. It shows the head of the spiral staircase. It was taken by ordinary daylight. I used an Actinax Special Rapid plate with the H & D number 450. The exposure was 1 second with the lens stopped down to f.16. The light was then similar to what it was at the time of Mr Dean’s death. The sun was shining on both occasions. The corridor runs, roughly, north and south. As deceased went down the staircase, the light would be coming from above and behind him; it is not possible that he could have the sun in his eyes.’


     Then came Mr Daniels’s account.


     ‘I was standing at my desk consulting with Mr Freeman about an advertising lay-out. I heard the crash. I thought one of the boys must have fallen down again. A boy did fall down that staircase on a previous occasion. I do not consider it a dangerous structure. I consider that the boy was going too fast. I do not recollect hearing Mr Dean go along the passage. I did not see him. My back was to the door. People pass along that passage continuously; I should not be paying attention. I went quickly out when I heard the noise of the fall. I encountered Mr Prout and tripped over his tripod. I did not exactly fall down, but I stumbled and had to catch hold of him to steady myself. There was nobody in the corridor when I came out except Mr Prout. I will swear to that. Mr Ingleby came past us while we were recovering from the collision. He did not come from his own room, but from the south end of the passage. He went down the iron staircase and Mr Prout and I followed as quickly as we could. I heard somebody shriek downstairs. I think it was just before, or just after I ran into Mr Prout. I was rather confused at the time and cannot say for certain. We saw Mr Dean lying at the bottom of the staircase. There were a number of people standing round. Then Mr Ingleby came up the stairs very hastily and called out: “He’s dead!” or “He’s killed himself.” I cannot speak to the exact words. I did not believe him at first; I thought he was exaggerating. I went on down the staircase. Mr Dean was lying bundled together, head downwards. His legs were partly up the staircase. I think somebody had already tried to lift him before I got there. I have had some experience of death and accidents. I was a stretcher-bearer in the War. I examined him and gave it as my opinion that he was dead. I believe Mr Atkins had already expressed a similar opinion. I helped to lift the body and carry it into the Board-room. We laid him on the table and endeavoured to administer first-aid, but I never had any doubts that he was dead. It did not occur to us to leave him where he was till the police were summoned, because, of course, he might not have been dead, and we could not leave him head downwards on the staircase.’


     Then came Mr Atkins, who explained that he was a group-secretary working in one of the downstairs rooms.


     ‘I was just coming out of my room, the door of which commands a view of the iron staircase. It is not directly opposite the foot of the staircase, but it commands a view of the lower half of the staircase. Anyone coming down the staircase would have his back turned to me as he stepped off. I heard a loud crash, and saw the deceased falling all of a heap down the stairs. He did not appear to make any attempt to save himself. He was clutching a large book in his arms. He did not loose his grip on the book as he fell. He seemed to cannon from one side of the staircase to the other and fall like a sack of potatoes, so to speak. He pitched on his head at the bottom. I was carrying a large tray full of glass jars. I set this down and ran towards him. I endeavoured to lift him up, but the moment I touched him I felt sure that he was dead. I formed the opinion that he had broken his neck. Mrs Crump was in the passage at the time. Mrs Crump is the head charwoman. I said to her: “Good God! he’s broken his neck,” and she screamed loudly. A number of other people arrived almost immediately upon the scene. Somebody said, “Perhaps it’s only dislocated.” Mr Daniels said to me: “We can’t leave him here.” I think it was Mr Armstrong who suggested that he should be taken into the Board-room. I assisted to carry him there. The book was held by the deceased in such a tight grip that we had difficulty in getting it away from him. He made no movement of any kind after he fell, and no attempt at speech. I never had the least doubt that he was dead from the moment that he fell.’


     Mrs Crump confirmed this account to the best of her ability. She said: ‘I am head charwoman to the firm of Pym’s Publicity, Ltd. It is my duty to take the tea-waggon round the office building at about 3.30 each afternoon. That is, I start my round at about 3.15 and finish at about 3.45. I had nearly finished doing the first floor, and was returning on my way to the lift to take tea up to the top floor. That would make the time about 3.30. I was coming along the corridor and was facing the foot of the iron staircase. I saw Mr Dean fall. He fell all in a bunch-like. It was dreadful. He did not shout out or make any exclamation in falling. He fell like a dead thing. My heart seemed to stop. I was struck so I couldn’t move for a minute or two. Then Mr Atkins came running along to pick him up. He said: “He’s broke his neck,” and I let out a scream. I couldn’t help myself. I was that upset. I think that staircase is a wicked dangerous place. I am always warning the other women against it. If you was to slip you couldn’t hardly save yourself, not if you was carrying anything. People run up and downstairs on it all day, and the edges of the steps gets that polished you wouldn’t believe, and some of them is wore down at the edges.’


     The medical evidence was given by Dr Emerson. ‘I reside in Queen’s Square, Bloomsbury. It is about five minutes from my house to the offices of Pym’s Publicity in Southampton Row. I received a telephone message at 3.45 p.m. and went round immediately. Deceased was dead when I arrived. I concluded that he had then been dead about 15 minutes. His neck was broken at the fourth cervical vertebra. He also had a contused wound on the right temple which had cracked the skull. Either of these injuries were sufficient to cause death. I should say he had died instantly upon falling. He had also the tibia of the left leg broken, probably through catching in the banister of the staircase. There were also, of course, a quantity of minor scratches and contusions. The wound on the head is such as might be caused through pitching upon one of the knobs on the handrail in falling. I could not say whether this or the broken vertebra was the actual cause of death, but in either case, death would be instantaneous. I agree that it is not a matter of great importance. I found no trace of any heart disease or any other disease which might suggest that deceased was subject to vertigo or fainting-fits. I observed no traces of alcoholic tendency or of addiction to drugs. I have seen the staircase, and consider that it would be very easy to slip upon it. So far as I can tell, deceased’s eyesight would appear to have been normal.’


     Miss Pamela Dean, sister of deceased, gave evidence that her brother had been in good health at the time of the accident, and that he had never been subject to fits or fainting. He was not short-sighted. He occasionally suffered from liverish attacks. He was a good dancer and usually very neat and nimble on his feet. He had once sprained his ankle as a boy, but so far as she knew, no permanent weakness of the joint had resulted.


     Evidence was also called which showed that accidents had occurred on several previous occasions to persons descending the staircase; other witnesses expressed the opinion that the staircase was not dangerous to anybody exercising reasonable care. The jury returned a verdict of accidental death, with a rider to the effect that they thought the iron spiral should be replaced by a more solid structure.


     Mr Bredon shook his head. Then he drew a sheet of paper from the rack before him and wrote down:


     1. He seemed to crumple together.


     2. He did not make any attempt to save himself.


     3. He did not loose his grip of the book.


     4. He pitched on his head at the bottom.


     5. Neck broken, skull cracked; either injury fatal.


     6. Good health; good sight; good dancer.


     He filled himself a pipe and sat for some time staring at this list. Then he searched in a drawer and produced a piece of notepaper, which seemed to be an unfinished letter, or the abandoned draft of one.


 


     “Dear Mr Pym – I think it only right that you should know that there is something going on in the office which is very undesirable, and might lead to serious—’


 


     After a little more thought, he laid this document aside and began to scribble on another sheet, erasing and re-writing busily. Presently a slow smile twitched his lips.


     ‘I’ll swear there’s something in it,’ he muttered, ‘something pretty big. But the job is, to handle it. One’s got to go for the money – but where’s it coming from? Not from Pym, I fancy. It doesn’t seem to be his personal show, and you can’t blackmail a whole office. I wonder, though. After all, he’d probably pay a good bit to prevent—’


     He relapsed into silence and meditation.


 


‘And what,’ demanded Miss Parton, spearing another chocolate éclair, ‘do you think of our Mr Bredon?’


     ‘The Pimlico Pet?’ said Miss Rossiter. ‘You’ll put on pounds and pounds if you eat all that sweet stuff, duckie. Well, I think he’s rather a lamb, and his shirts are simply too marvellous. He won’t be able to keep that up on Pym’s salary, bonus or no bonus. Or the silk socks either.’


     ‘He’s been brought up silk-lined all right,’ agreed Miss Parton. ‘One of the new poor, I expect. Lost all his money in the slump or something.’


     ‘Either that, or his family have got tired of supporting him and pushed him out to scratch for himself,’ suggested Miss Rossiter. She slimmed more strenuously than her colleague, and was less inclined to sentiment. ‘I sort of asked him the other day what he did before he came here, and he said, all sorts of things, and mentioned that he’d had a good bit to do with motors. I expect he’s been one of these gilded johnnies who used to sell cars on commission, and the bottom’s dropped out of that and he’s got to do a job of work – if you call copy-writing work.’


     ‘I think he’s very clever,’ said Miss Parton. ‘Did you see that idiotic headline he put up for Margarine yesterday: “IT'S A FAR, FAR BUTTER THING”? Hankie nearly sniggered himself sick. I think the Pet was pulling his leg. But what I mean is, he wouldn’t think of a silly thing like that if he hadn’t got brains.’


     ‘He’ll make a copy-writer,’ declared Miss Rossiter, firmly. She had seen so many new copy-writers come and pass like ships in the night, that she was as well able to size them up as the copy-chiefs themselves. ‘He’s got the flair, if you know what I mean. He’ll stay all right.’


     ‘I hope he does,’ said Miss Parton. ‘He’s got beautiful manners. Doesn’t chuck the stuff at you as if you were dirt like young Willis. And he pays his tea-bill like a little gentleman.’


     ‘Early days,’ said Miss Rossiter. ‘He’s paid one tea-bill. Gives me the pip, the way some of them make a fuss about it. There’s Garrett. He was quite rude when I went to him on Saturday. Hinted that I made money out of the teas. I suppose he thinks it’s funny. I don’t.’


     ‘He means it for a joke.’


     ‘No, he doesn’t. Not altogether. And he’s always grumbling. Whether it’s Chelsea buns or jam roll, there’s always something wrong with it. I said to him, “Mr Garrett,” I said, “if you like to give up your lunch-time every day trying to find something that everybody will enjoy, you’re welcome to do it.” “Oh, no,” he said, “I’m not the office-boy.” “And who do you think I am,” I said, “the errand-girl?” So he told me not to lose my temper. It’s all very well, but you get very tired of it, especially this hot weather, fagging round.’


     Miss Parton nodded. The teas were a perennial grievance.


     ‘Anyhow,’ she said, ‘friend Bredon is no trouble. A plain biscuit and a cup of tea every day. That’s his order. And he said he was quite ready to pay the same subscription as everybody else, though he really ought to be let off with sixpence. I do like a man to be generous and speak to you nicely.’


     ‘Oh, the Pet’s tongue runs on ball-bearings,’ said Miss Rossiter. ‘And talk of being a nosey-parker!’


     ‘They all are,’ replied Miss Parton. ‘But I say, do you know what I did yesterday? It was dreadful. Bredon came in and asked for Mr Hankin’s carbons. I was in an awful rush with some of old Copley’s muck – he always wants everything done in five minutes – and I said, “Help yourself.” Well, what do you think? Ten minutes afterwards I went to look for something on the shelf and I found he’d gone off with Mr Hankin’s private letter-file. He must have been blind, because it’s marked private in red letters an inch high. Of course Hankie’d be in an awful bait if he knew. So I hared off to Bredon and there he was, calmly reading Hankie’s private letters, if you please! “You’ve got the wrong file, Mr Bredon,” I said. And he wasn’t a bit ashamed. He just handed it back with a grin and said, “I was beginning to think I might have. It’s very interesting to see what salary everybody gets.” And, my dear, he was reading Hankie’s departmental list. And I said, “Oh, Mr Bredon, you oughtn’t to be reading that. It’s frightfully confidential.” And he said, “Is it?” He seemed quite surprised.’


     ‘Silly ass!’ said Miss Rossiter. ‘I hope you told him to keep it to himself. They are all so sensitive about their salaries. I’m sure I don’t know why. But they’re all dying to find out what the others get and terrified to death anybody should find out what they get themselves. If Bredon goes round shooting his mouth off, he’ll stir up some awful trouble.’


     ‘I warned him,’ said Miss Parton, ‘and he seemed to think it was awfully funny and asked how long it would take him to reach Dean’s salary.’


     ‘Let’s see, how much was Dean getting?’


     ‘Six,’ replied Miss Parton, ‘and not worth much more in my opinion. The department will be better-tempered without him, I must say. He did rile ’em sometimes.’


     ‘If you ask me,’ said Miss Rossiter, ‘I don’t think this business of mixing the University people with the other sort works very well. With the Oxford and Cambridge lot it’s all give-and-take and bad language, but the others don’t seem to fit in with it. They always think they’re being sneered at.’


     ‘It’s Ingleby upsets them. He never takes anything seriously.’


     ‘None of them do,’ said Miss Rossiter, putting an unerring and experienced finger on the point of friction. ‘It’s all a game to them, and with Copley and Willis it’s all deadly serious. When Willis starts on metaphysics, Ingleby recites limericks. Personally, I’m broadminded. I rather like it. And I will say the ’varsity crowd don’t quarrel like the rest of them. If Dean hadn’t fallen downstairs, there’d have been a good old bust-up between him and Willis.’


     ‘I never could understand what that was all about,’ observed Miss Parton, thoughtfully stirring her coffee.


     ‘I believe there was a girl in it,’ said Miss Rossiter. ‘Willis used to go about with Dean quite a lot at the week-end, and then it all stopped suddenly. They had an awful row one day last March. Miss Meteyard heard them going at it hammer and tongs in Dean’s room.’


     ‘Did she hear what the fuss was?’


     ‘No. Being Miss Meteyard, she first pounded on the partition and then went in and told them to shut up. She’s no use for people’s private feelings. Funny woman. Well, I suppose we’d better push off home, or we shan’t be fit for anything in the morning. It was quite a good show, wasn’t it? Where’s the check? You had two cakes more than me. Yours is one-and-a-penny and mine ninepence. If I give you a bob and you give me twopence and the waitress twopence and settle up at the desk, we shall be all square.’


     The two girls left the Corner House by the Coventry Street entrance, and turned to the right and crossed the Piccadilly merry-go-round to the Tube entrance. As they regained the pavement, Miss Rossiter clutched Miss Parton by the arm:


     ‘Look! the Pet! got up regardless!’


     ‘Go on!’ retorted Miss Parton. ‘It isn’t the Pet. Yes it is! Look at the evening cloak and the gardenia, and, my dear, the monocle!’


     Unaware of this commentary, the gentleman in question was strolling negligently towards them, smoking a cigarette. As he came abreast of them, Miss Rossiter broke into a cheerful grin and said ‘Hullo!’


     The man raised his hat mechanically and shook his head. His face was a well-bred blank. Miss Rossiter’s cheeks became flooded with a fiery crimson.


     ‘It isn’t him. How awful!’


     ‘He took you for a tart,’ said Miss Parton, with some confusion and perhaps a little satisfaction.


     ‘It’s an extraordinary thing,’ muttered Miss Rossiter, vexed. ‘I could have sworn—’


     ‘He’s not a bit like him, really, when you see him close to,’ said Miss Parton, wise after the event. ‘I told you it wasn’t him’


     ‘You said it was him.’ Miss Rossiter glanced back over her shoulder, and was in time to see a curious little incident.


     A limousine car came rolling gently along from the direction of Leicester Square and drew up close to the kerb, opposite the entrance to the Criterion Bar. The man in dress-clothes stepped up to it and addressed a few words to the occupant, flinging away his cigarette as he did so, and laying one hand on the handle of the door, as though about to enter the car. Before he could do so, two men emerged suddenly and silently from a shop-entrance. One of them spoke to the chauffeur; the other put his hand on the gentleman’s elegant arm. A brief sentence or two were exchanged; then the one man got up beside the chauffeur while the second man opened the door of the car. The man in dress-clothes got in, the other man followed, and the whole party drove off. The whole thing was so quickly done that almost before Miss Parton could turn round in answer to Miss Rossiter’s exclamation, it was all over.


     ‘An arrest!’ breathed Miss Rossiter, her eyes shining. ‘Those two were detectives. I wonder what our friend in the monocle’s been doing.’


     Miss Parton was thrilled.


     ‘And we actually spoke to him and thought it was Bredon.’


     ‘I spoke to him,’ corrected Miss Rossiter. It was all very well for Miss Parton to claim the credit, but only a few minutes back she had rather pointedly dissociated herself from the indiscretion and she could not be allowed to have it both ways.


     ‘You did, then,’ agreed Miss Parton, ‘I’m surprised at you, Rossie, trying to get off with a smart crook. Anyhow, if Bredon doesn’t turn up tomorrow, we’ll know it was him after all.’


 


But it could hardly have been Mr Bredon, for he was in his place the next morning just as usual. Miss Rossiter asked him if he had a double.


     ‘Not that I know of,’ said Mr Bredon. ‘One of my cousins is a bit like me.’


     Miss Rossiter related the incident, with slight modifications. On consideration, she thought it better not to mention that she had been mistaken for a lady of easy virtue.


     ‘Oh, I don’t think that would be my cousin,’ replied Mr Bredon. ‘He’s a frightfully proper person. Well known at Buckingham Palace, and all that.’


     ‘Go on,’ said Miss Rossiter.


     ‘I’m the black sheep of the family,’ said Mr Bredon. ‘He never even sees me in the street. It must have been someone quite different.’


     ‘Is your cousin called Bredon, too?’


     ‘Oh, yes,’ said Mr Bredon.
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Inquisitive Interviews of a New Copy-Writer


Mr Bredon had been a week with Pym’s Publicity, and had learnt a number of things. He learned the average number of words that can be crammed into four inches of copy; that Mr Armstrong’s fancy could be caught by an elaborately-drawn layout, whereas Mr Hankin looked on art-work as waste of a copy-writer’s time; that the word ‘pure’ was dangerous, because, if lightly used, it laid the client open to prosecution by the Government inspectors, whereas the words ‘highest quality’, ‘finest ingredients’, ‘packed under the best conditions’ had no legal meaning, and were therefore safe; that the expression ‘giving work to umpteen thousand British employees in our model works at so-and-so’ was not by any means the same thing as ‘British made throughout’; that the north of England liked its butter and margarine salted, whereas the south preferred it fresh; that the Morning Star would not accept any advertisements containing the word ‘cure’, though there was no objection to such expressions as ‘relieve’ or ‘ameliorate’, and that, further, any commodity that professed to ‘cure’ anything might find itself compelled to register as a patent medicine and use an expensive stamp; that the most convincing copy was always written with the tongue in the cheek, a genuine conviction of the commodity’s worth producing – for some reason – poverty and flatness of style; that if, by the most farfetched stretch of ingenuity, an indecent meaning could be read into a headline, that was the meaning that the great British Public would infallibly read into it; that the great aim and object of the studio artist was to crowd the copy out of the advertisement and that, conversely, the copy-writer was a designing villain whose ambition was to cram the space with verbiage and leave no room for the sketch; that the layout man, a meek ass between two burdens, spent a miserable life trying to reconcile these opposing parties; and further, that all departments alike united in hatred of the client, who persisted in spoiling good layouts by cluttering them up with coupons, free-gifts offers, lists of local agents and realistic portraits of hideous and uninteresting cartons, to the detriment of his own interests and the annoyance of everybody concerned.
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