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Social Climbing





 





Upon Being Not to the Manner Born


When this unpleasant remark is made about you, stand up, making sure your flies are closed and announce in a firm voice.




‘To hell with that shit.’





You may add, with a hint of hurt modesty flavouring the voice.




‘I was born, wasn’t I, and that’s enough for me.’





Of course your opponent’s high pitched riposte will be.




‘But sir, that is not enough for us.’





Sit down and think. A valuable antique chair helps. Cross your legs and pull up your socks. Right away if your socks are white or otherwise bright you are in trouble unless you happen to be in yachting or tennis gear. In these latter equipages you can assume you are not entirely without hope.


Examine your background. If you really stare it straight in the status it’s surprising the amount of dignity which can be salvaged from the unvarnished truth. Even from the unmitigated wrong side of the tracks or floor of the apartment building, there’s bound to be something that will entitle you to make an effective reply to the lousy remark above. This is why everybody should research around a little in his lineage. Back far enough or out to the side, someone must have been something once.


For orphans who do not know who their parents were, this is sad but by no means socially fatal, and affords you a fresh start. If you have received a Red Cross Life Saving Certificate, riposte pronto with this information. After their first few ha ha ha’s, your temporarily superior opponents will cringe at your hopeless effort to give an accounting of yourself. And you will really feel rotten. Your crestfallen demeanour, however, will make them clear off. They will not be inviting you to their parties. But you are left with a marvellous incitement to social climb.


Useful Rules in Social Climbing


Sketch out and firmly keep in mind your own personal dreams of grandeur in which circumstances you figure you will be when you finally get there. Forthrightly behave as if you had already made it. This will require you to strike various seemingly affected poses and possibly expose you to ridicule, especially in the matter of pretending to descend a grand staircase. It is entirely essential to be indifferent to those who laugh, point and smirk.


Impose a limit upon the speed at which you socially rise. This makes your ascent more graceful. Plus you do not always find yourself surrounded by a bunch of total strangers which can happen when you’ve sped right by everybody. Also any calm casualness by which you can proceed will recommend you to the discerning eye of other dedicated climbers.


Until you are firmly socially established, under no circumstances give large parties with fountains of good champagne and chilled marble bowls of caviar nestled on orchid covered tables. Instead indulge yourself semi privately with these extravagant deliciousnesses. When you get a lot of your folk crammed in your house slamming back the goodies, a socially demeaning conspiracy could get going against you as well as firm friendships which depressingly exclude you.


The smile ranks only after money and ass kissing as the major tool in climbing. It is recommended to smile as often as you can without appearing like a nut. Should someone accost you to say they do not like your smile. Wait. Until you are both on safari. When a lot of suitable ripostes connected with camels will rapidly come to mind and the setting will lend a helpful hand to the thrust.


Be easily amused. This is a socially superior characteristic, only improved upon by being highly amused. But for your own safety it is as well to temper this latter quality by never explosively convulsing with laughter except in the presence of established intimates. If however you are temporarily not easily amused and someone who may be of social advantage has put much effort into the telling of a joke, make every effort possible to remark.




‘Hey that’s really rich.’





The greatest social strides forward are always made by unhesitatingly letting people know straight to their faces how wonderful they are, especially in the matter of their apparel.




‘Gee I like the roll on your lapels, I really do.’





The phrase ‘I really do’ offers reassurance to a guy who is not entirely certain his lapels are not for the birds and thinks you’re spoofing him. Also it provides an air of surprise that you couldn’t help blurting out your feelings. This is helpful when a member of the socially elite is suspicious of you. Small expletives such as ‘gee’, ‘hey’ and ‘boy o boy’ can always help make your remarks endearingly credible. When they might otherwise come dangerously close to gross insult. As happens when these small expletives are repeated more than once.


Don’t look back. The faces are not nice to see. Your ascent will cause those whom you have left behind, below and under, to suffer a personality corrosion which will etch upon them looks of deeply grieved resentment.





Finding a Social Circle Which Spirals Upwards


Seek out the spectacularly pukka. These chaps are found in the most likely places and are easily recognized, attired as they usually are at ten a.m. in horse riding kit. Making their acquaintance can be a long time ordeal, occasioning frequent disillusionment, as more than likely on first contact they want to avoid you. Steel yourself against this.


Areas well known for social upward velocities will also be rife with folk running out of their minds frisson hunting in every direction. You can get yourself entangled with the most god awful non entities. Seize it as an opportunity to practise not letting your jaw drop when encountering persons of no account. This is helpful when you finally happen upon the spectacular pukka who is temporarily amusing himself by pretending a much lower social status. Often his signet ring and footwear is a dead give away. Train yourself to recognise these as well as the tell tale old ducks and partly stained but clean tee shirt. He’ll be drinking a beer and relishing the opportunity of being away from household servants and estate workers. And remember, as he is taking time off from the corporation board room where he presides as chairman, the last thing he can stand is a stuffed shirt. But he will welcome the company of a real down to earth regular guy.


Except when spying on husbands or lovers, spectacular pukka ladies hardly ever pretend a lower social status. They prefer their gowns and leisure garments to be recently rushed from the reigning haute couturier. Featured in these creations and splendidly engemmed in their best diamonds they hit the top resorts, watering places, restaurants and hotel lobbies, knocking hell out of the opposition. Chauffeuring and undertaking is sometimes about the only entree to such women, except if you crack their country habitat.


These rural paradises are always made obvious by their great adjoining lawns, blue pebbled drives and palatial houses set with their elevations gleaming amid rare horticulture. Isolated on such estates, the spectacular pukka lady can be found reclining on down filled chaise longues, surrounded by her fashion magazines and often bored out of her brains. This however does not make the task of befriending her any less difficult. In fact, upon learning of your existence, there are some perverse enough to deliberately enjoy not meeting you. In such cases the only answer is brazen trespass.
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One third of the battle is succeeding in making it over the hedge, wall or battlement. The day chosen should be warmly sunny when your subject is on the terrace and late morning coffee has just been served. But remember you are an intruder. And prepare yourself. Because just as your more than likely elderly matron will be gasping in horror, you will be sighing with the promised sight of a person of real quality and not some half mummy anchored by gold bracelet charms and pumped up with transplant hormones.


Be sportily attired. Brazen trespass requires this. A paisley scarf at the neck is a nice touch. Obstacles must be bypassed without ripping the garments. A little reconnoitre will avoid your being accosted by outdoor servants, Doberman pinschers or, god forbid, Irish wolfhounds. Upon proceeding in an unhurried manner and reaching your quarry, the following opening remarks are recommended delivered at six yards with an educated accent while leaning forward upon your extended right foot in an impatiently enquiring manner.




‘Forgive me madam, I hope I’m not disturbing you, but this is, is it not, Zanadu.’


‘Who are you?’


‘I was about to ask you.’


‘This happens not to be Zanadu and, I think, is my terrace.’


‘Good lord, what a merry puddle, my man must have taken the wrong turning. Chauffeurs these days appear to regard one rural lane the same as another. Do please, forgive me.’





Bow and withdraw immediately. Under normal circumstances the matron, having heard your phrase ‘what a merry puddle’, will enquire after whom you are seeking. After first making sure your matron is not an intimate of theirs, provide a refined name of not too obvious social significance. You should be invited back that evening for drinks. If you are not, a further degree of haughtiness is required in your accent.


Accent Improvement


While accomplishing this it is essential to remove yourself from old pals, neighbourhood and hometown. By this, you may of course be doing yourself two favours instead of one. Nothing is more easily avoided than an unpleasant accent and the one you were born with, although keeping you at ease with your peers, may hinder your planned giant strides towards grandeur. Often folk’s normal voices can sound ugly, abusive and threatening. This is undesirable unless you are intending work as a debt collector. Your biggest drag will come from your immediate family and their no account friends. The latter invariably commenting.




‘Hey where did you get that accent from.’


‘I most certainly did not get it from you, sir. Nor, I should add, from any of your near relatives.’





Provided folk upon whom you wish to make a favourable impression are not present, accent practice may be got without fatal social risks from attendants in gentlemen’s conveniences. At the time of tipping, reach into a pocket to withdraw your change purse.




‘O dash, what a bore, not a single bronze centime, do please forgive me, old chum, I know it sounds awfully fake, but I haven’t a bean on me.’





Your accent has passed if the attendant replies.




‘That’s quite all right sir, another time will do.’





Your accent has failed if, upon the return of your purse to your pocket, the attendant growlingly and recklessly rips the stoppers out of the basins and then noisily slams down lavatory seats and kicks the waste basket skidding across the tiles. However, should he have the audacity while performing these tiresome antics to utter within your hearing.




‘You lousy rotten phoney, you.’





Presto another opportunity is presented for accent practice.




‘Sir, I refer you to your socks whose holes I am sure you will find useful in sieving out the larger of your teeth for museum exhibition after I have knocked them out of your tedious head.’





During and after accent improvement, accent slipping is a discouraging phenomenon but if properly manipulated it can be turned to some advantage in your upward velocity. In any event, having steered clear of future latrines where your practising might again be botched, it is quite permissible to indulge voluminous accent slipping in letting off steam publicly occasioned by social inferiors offering unpleasant lip.


Should the accent slip in polite company, it is of course a real triumph to have a different and better one underneath. This momentarily can hold ostracism at bay. However when a quite forward, no nonsense type of listener pricks up his ears and loudly announces.




‘Sir, your accent has slipped.’





Smile winningly and slowly bow the head to regard your shoe tips shyly and explain.




‘I’m awfully sorry about that but every time mother and father went on expedition and I was left with nannie I did prefer the excitement of below stairs.’





Your opponent will, if he is of any consequence, reply.




‘That explanation sir I regard as a dire and an abominable tissue of poppycock.’





Before hinting of your close relatives in government tax collecting circles to this type of difficult person, take a good deep breath, blink the eyes as if you did not hear correctly and then in an offhand manner riposte.




‘Well, as a matter of fact, I am of unobtrusive origins but I thought it would be skittish and amusing to presume upon your good breeding and a gentleman’s toleration by entertainingly presenting my best efforts of speech to you, sir.’





The likes of this stubborn individual will no doubt continue to answer you annoyingly. And to imbue him with a peaceful civility it may require your making no bones about being prepared to tingle his ears with a firm fluffing of your gloves about his cheeks.


In the isolated but special case of Australians, difficulty may arise when your opponent replies to your accent efforts,




‘Don’t hand me that shit, digger.’





Respond gallantly to the purity of the remark.




‘It is true that my present accent is acquired but my old one sounds fake and I should not like to do a chap such as yourself an injustice by using it.’





Upon Embellishing Your Background


Getting caught out in whopping falsehoods about your background can throw you off stride in making a big social step. People established in social status care bitterly about pedigree and position and care even more about the social status assumed by others as such representations are the very cherished ones upon which they themselves stand. It is prudent to wait a little till some vagueness has set in between your present status and your origins.


Having obscured yourself well from regrettable or unadvantageous background facts, present your strokes of embellishment in a light hearted manner and in a way that, should dangerous doubt arise, your polite listener will refer to you as ‘painting with a full brush.’ For security reasons distant historical figures are better than current dynastic names to attach to, although the latter if residing in a remote country may be mentioned in the relationship of first cousinhood. Second cousinhood may attach to fairly well established social figures. And third cousinhood to the society leader of the day. Descent from famous explorers, or heads of state can also nicely fit the bill.


However, when upon a gala evening you stand by the champagne punch, adorned in decorations and insignia to which you are not entitled, and this regrettable chap wearing tails, adjusting his monocle and rocking on his heels thrusts the following vowels at you.




‘You are rather decorated aren’t you.’


‘Yes, as a matter of fact, I am.’


‘And fully entitled I assume.’


‘Well I do feel, as a matter of modesty, that I cannot accept full credit for these distinctions as some of them are hereditary.’


‘Do you mean to say, sir, that a previous person is meriting and that you, sir, are posturing.’


‘That’s a rotten aspersion.’


‘I say there then, from whom are you descended.’


‘They got the files mixed up.’


‘That, sir, is further inadequate as a reply.’


‘Well, I’1l tell you, you see, my ancestor was head of state at the time and because they were out to get him, all the god damn family records were strewn about, lost or burned.’


‘Quite as I expected you to say sir.’


‘Well, let me also say, buster, that our family motto to which I adhere is two fold and is here presented in bold letters on this card I am shoving in front of your eyes.’





SELF IS THE EMBLEM ALL


In the moment or two that it takes your opponent to make head or especially tails of your family motto, refer to his own decorations and press an index finger firmly upon the smallest and state enthusiastically.







‘Ah I like that one, I really do.’





Most pomposities of his calibre will give you an endless song and dance as to how it was awarded, relieving you of further desperate necessity to appear unproved from what you are.


Upon Embellishing the Area in Which You Reside


Folk in the right arrondissement know this demarcation within a footstep and will rarely venture into questionable territory. In fact they will stop and shudder in their tracks, bless themselves and retreat backwards pronto. So while taking any big social stride, it’s kind of bad to be caught living in the wrong area. You’re better off in a good district without a pot to piss in than one where you have a receptacle of jade. Although if you have the latter use it plenty wherever you are.


However, if there is nothing for it and you are there lurking and sneaking around on the wrong side of the tracks, freeway, or river, always refer to it by its proper geographical map name or postal district and avoid euphemisms. Provided you are within polite shouting distance of the border it is permissible to pretend you are in the better of. two areas.


When no contemporary literary, artistic or show business association can be offered, you’ll usually find, after historically researching the area thoroughly, that someone has had some kind of noteworthy fight there. By describing the battle sites, number of Indians and strategies employed, it’s a nice touch, without stretching it too far, if the winner was an ancestor. If your bigoted listener is totally unimpressed and starts clearing his various throats, instantly hit him with your district’s geology which happens to shield from the harmful radiation he’s getting over on his side of town. It is disheartening if he is your usual obstinate son of a bitch and persists in keeping you in your place. Where of course, in fairness, it must be said you belong, but due to current widespread democracy you plan a change.




‘Sir you are living in an unprepossessing neighbourhood.’


‘Gee, I’m glad you noticed that.’


‘Why.’


‘Because I’m really deeply interested in self denial, although the architecture, in spite of being abused, is authentic, and much to my liking.’


‘Sir, I regard that as unmitigated nonsense.’


‘And you, sir, are hurting my feelings.’





Although this inflexible bugger will be temporarily nonplussed by your sudden anguish, only moving to his better district will unnerve him.


Upon Choosing Your Residence


Although in some cases this may be grossly unfair, you will be immediately classified by the approaches and front elevations. Or if an apartment house or block of flats by the lobby or stoop of your building. Every foot folk have to ambulate, motor, or limp over your property or your management’s to get to you is an invaluable social exaltation and safety precaution.


If you’re just making it out of lower middle or middle class, the mansion and walled private estate will in most cases have to be left for a later date in your life. However, go house hunting among the really swell places anyway. It is good practice to waltz through magnificently appointed spacious period residences of many exposed timbers, chimneypieces of character and other dignified touches, and which enjoy fine mature unspoilt views in the preferred directions with their additional landscape features. Then when you finally move into your overly boxy more modest residence and your neighbours stand around thinking you’re just like them you can let them know what you nearly bought. This will also drop the hint that they should be prepared for the moment of your future socially upward departure.


As much as a dump makes them steer clear, a really nice place makes folk like you better. A leafy suburban district among the lawn mowing class with a solid yeomanry is to be preferred. These areas are easily recognised by the chaps you see in the lighter shade of gabardine raincoat, catching the train at the local station and on Saturdays pressing into service their Bermuda shorts to dump their garbage, skiing outfits to shovel their snow, or old school sports attire in raking their leaves. However, in order not to be tricked by some imitator mowing his lawn in old school equipment from a no account school, some brief interrogation may be required. But be considerate when you glide up in your suitably nifty motor to an inhabitant you spot outside his house.




‘Hey, excuse me fella. Gee I don’t know how to preface this but what school did you go to.’


‘I beg your pardon.’


‘You know, your school, I’m thinking of buying a house and I want to be sure I don’t move in among a lot of phonies.’





Most folk, conscious in the extreme of their neighbourhood status, will take your forthright approach for what it is, a grossly presumptuous impertinence, and in case a deserving umbrage is taken, remain in your car for speedy departure.





Upon Choosing Your Neighbour


Right off the bat this could be fatal. You’ll always know, if, when you first clap eyes on him, you can’t sleep that night. His indelible boorish inelegance can really slam your social toes. And such unsatisfactory folk regrettably have implacable social confidence born of their monstrous ignorance and relieved only by a cowardly intelligence.




[image: ]





In addition to his merry bag of tricks, your loutish neighbour will exhibit astonishing reserves of energy and ingenuity in his unflagging resolve to cut you down to size. After adjoining your favourite flower bed with a pile of his worst garbage he invariably will hang his intimate laundry conspicuously in your view. The prominent depositing of unsavoury human wastes and derelict vehicles will be next on his list of diabolical liberties. Followed by hooting and jeering out his apertures especially on the occasion of one of your social master strokes convening a lot of formally dressed socially superior guests. Not even aged sheep urine squirted by water pistol helps. To beat this bastard you want to get out of there fast into a dwelling centrally situated in an extensive wall enclosed deer park where your Irish wolfhounds gambol freely. Or, as a last extreme and a cheaper method altogether, hire some imported dark complexioned muscle to play dice with his teeth or, in really unimpressionable cases, baseball with his head, Words, even the most embittered, rarely suffice,




‘You abominable wretched buffoon, you.’


‘Ha ha.’


‘You nauseous tiresome contemptible little pipsqueak, you.’


‘Ha ha ha. Social climber.’





Upon Your Residence’s Appurtenances


To be unerringly certain of setting your social sights straight right from the start, make sure of a butler’s pantry. Knock it out of walls, squeeze it from a closet, tear it out of a hall, but get one. You can really snow the opposition with this domestic office, especially in a half assed neighbourhood.


The number of your bathrooms next sets the tone. Under no circumstances, except one, does a four bathroom guy have to take lip from a two bathroom chap. The exception being mansions and castles providing the usual closet with china, pewter or jade pots to piss in. These respectively rate as half, three quarter, and full bathrooms.


Always be aware that your more sophisticated guests are on the lookout for something charming, A chamber with full panelling will instantly put them at their ease as well as signal your upward mobility. Balconies over sunken living rooms also give you a certain stylish zing, and add that precious touch of drama when ladies, done up to the nines, descend.


In all cases the old is better than the new except where the new is much better. An original design by an architect is a distinct plus where it isn’t a total minus. That is to say, when your architect is as naïve as you are.


A dwelling on a housing estate or large development needs a real enhancing boost, not only from your personal charm but by something folk can’t help seeing. Night illumination of some feature in your front elevations goes a long way towards letting folk know you are not content with just the ordinary. Should this cause sneering from passersby or hostile crowds to gather, concentrate on an interior embellishment. Providing plasterworks with deliberate elements of a playful but sculptural boldness in your ceiling cornices will attract your neighbour’s immediate attention when he pops in for a drink.




‘Hey what’s all that crap you’ve got up there on the ceiling.’


‘Well, as a matter of fact I had first planned these frontal rooms for parade rather than for a casual guest’s use.’


‘Well you could have fooled me.’


‘Until I succeed in having the gilt fringe form a sort of stylistic parallel with the rococo which can marry to the baroque pictorial devices I am planning, I prefer to treat the room informally.’


‘Hey gee whiz I’m just plain folk, are you kidding.’





Of course this chap’s ordinariness will test your mettle, but at least you become quickly advantaged in the realisation that he will do your social improvement little good. Kick him straight out of the house.





Upon Refining Your Taste




‘Sir I understand you have made an impudent snob’s choice of dwelling. Much ersatz outer upholstery. And would you believe it, hopeless architectural attempts at the bijou.’


‘I beg your pardon.’


‘And well you might sir. Because you stick out like a sore thumb in a neighbourhood whose only recommendation is, at best, its tiresome display of middle class presumptions.’





This is the new kind of lip you can expect to get just as you’re enjoying the relief of being shut of the little bastard flying his vile under garments on your garden horizons. But count yourself lucky to confront such a forthright gent. Most of your folk will make their sneaky nasty references to your appalling taste behind your back. Invite the chap in for a sherry. Direct his attention away from your pornographic prints and towards your interior furnishings. Ideally your fine art and antiques should awaken his discernment.




‘Well sir, not bad. No, not bad at all.’





Give him another sherry. While he notes the commercial value of your chattels. Especially your collectors’ pieces. But even the purchase of these requires taste. And yours should be improving fast with the ruthless hypocrites you’ve been moving among. However, if you’re having a devil of a time with clashing periods, stick with the medieval. It can look good anywhere. Even in your house.


As a general rule always furnish with the overtly spectacular. Should this cause doubt concerning your overall colour decoration go for sand. If you don’t know what this is, go for white. Or if this is no good try beige. Above all avoid looking as if all you’ve got is money. The colour that makes you do this is purple.


Throughout this crucial period of sharpening your aptitude for judging the beautiful, be careful of gifts of objets d’art from friends. They like to unload the passé on you that has been unloaded on them. A gentleman with some feminine sensibilities can always be called tip toeing in to advise. And never fail to openly admit that you do not know a Regency mahogany tea-poy on a well shaped pedestal from a small rare Charles II candle stand with the base in walnut and a marquetry top.


For moments of light relief, you will find it rather fun to mark your plaster imitations ‘Don’t Touch’. When no one is looking your guests will ignore your signs and surreptitiously scratch your hardware to test for genuineness. The plaster should be soft so that a liberal amount will be caught under your victim’s fingernail. This is a sure way to expose people like yourself.


As nothing is more socially disastrous than tipping off superior folk by your chattels, keep some rooms entirely bare or furnished with orange crates to throw them off the scent. But never say you like things natural looking. Or that a piece of furniture, unless it’s an orange crate, captures the spirit of the wood. Your general attitude should be entirely carefree. Kick an antique. Lightly of course. And for the pièce de résistance, awe your opponent out of his wits with one bare room the walls of which are hung with old masters and remark as you pass between the priceless collection.




‘I know what I like.’





But beware when your guest remarks.




‘I think it’s really you.’





And avoid the riposte.




‘What do you mean by that?’





Since he will say.




‘That you are a bogus brazen impostor.’





Upon Throwing Your First Large Party


This is ill advised as it gives folk a chance to conspire against your further social advancement. But if you are consumed by a relish to be seen and adored in your new dwelling among your furnishings, have one. Give your guests the best, unless you are living in an area of old established families. Where pedigree breeding allows, not to say requires, one to foist off left overs, wine past its peak or without any peak.


As they stand around on the parquet, a good mix is to be preferred for your social image at this stage. And one or two guests who are put off by the sight of each other helps enormously. A limited infiltration by a few poverty shaken and desperate social climbers like yourself will create an immense din by listening spellbound to the crap pontificated by the socially assured.


Inviting folk of importance to your party when no one of importance comes is disheartening. It may be avoided by telling prospective guests that an international name, the talk of the hemisphere and constantly headlined in the most revered gossip columns, has always wanted to meet them. To duck embarrassment occasioned by this deception your guests should be summoned out on the lawn with their drinks to witness your fountains giving a multicoloured illuminated display. As each jet of water and the height to which it is propulsed is an indication of your riches and power, be doubly careful that sewerage is not allowed to foul your pipes.


If your victims are the kind of uneasily pleased guys who flick their eyes over each other’s shoulders looking for the big nob, further distractions may be supplied in the manner of risqué female marching bands and orgasmic firework displays. Keep looking at your watch and away at the evening horizon for the big shot’s helicopter. This should all be happening in the summer. If it isn’t and it’s snowing or storming, it is only fair to allow your guests to get back into the house. That is if you can get them out in the first place. But should your folk persist to get further shifty and shirty over the failed appearance of the big timer, show your contempt. They are now social equals.


During the remainder of the evening, and the glass breakages, spillages, immersions in fountains, the liquor, silver ware and table lighter thefts, a guest may approach you not knowing you are the host.




‘Who is the nut throwing this thing.’


‘I believe he recently left an enclosed order of religious having endured the vows of chastity, silence and poverty for many years, and he is having a bust out. He found the vow of chastity particularly cruel. So perhaps you wouldn’t mind bending over.’





Upon Not Being Socially Registered


Youthful spirits will more than make up for the mouldy rankle, demoralizing wound, spiritual maim and personality disfigurement caused by omission.


But exclusion can also be an excellent spur to your social high jumping. The worst thing being that nobody can look you up. Although it is somewhat embittering that not being listed, nobody wants to look you up. A little fair minded fraud and forgery can make the best of this situation. If the ethnic implications of your surname haven’t already hopelessly compromised you, get yourself a copy of the register. At where your name should alphabetically appear you may find, if not your name, something resembling yours enough to withstand a superficial scrutiny when the volume, to momentarily fan a flame of confidence, is quickly shoved in another unlisted’s face and you smile.




‘That’s me.’





Beware that new listees sometimes find it an advantage to change the spelling of a surname to disassociate from ne’er do well relations. Make sure you’re not thought one of these.


Although this will not help you get invitations, if you’re really desperate there are often gaps between names occasioned by folk’s numerous club listings, and a little expert home made printing might do the trick in the space provided.


But as your son of a bitch, having actually just got listed himself, takes his brand new copy out of his faded denim yachting jacket pocket and is just about to open it, refer to it as ‘O that’. Your son of a bitch will, with a mannered coolness, hungrily page towards his name which he knows in his sleep is on page five hundred and something four names down from the top. Wait till he’s blowing his eyebrow hairs out from between the pages and then let him have it.




‘Granddad took us out. He was kind of a pioneer in moral principles and courage.’








Upon Being Excluded from Who’s Who


This is far more popular than being included. The dreadful thing about this is that it could be a permanent situation.


The excuse that there exists a conspiracy to keep you out usually provokes a widespread guttural clearing of everyone’s throat. And it really is awfully mortifying. Listees are a pretty assured lot who like to play their entries down, but who will not hesitate when an uppity old pal requires them to, to point out who they are according to Who’s Who and who the old pal is not. Most tomes of Who’s Who are large enough that few folk can avoid being conspicuous if not downright dangerous when taking their volumes out for an airing. So usually, when you are masquerading as enrolled, you can rely upon not being looked up on the spot. The tiresome exception is the bastard charging behind a small barrow rumoured recently invented for this purpose.


By fancy semantic fencing one may completely ignore or reverse enquiry as to whether you are listed. Your adversary will as usual ever so slightly rock back and forth on his polished soles attempting to blind you by flashing light from his monocle. The dangerous time is the early moments at the start of the cocktail party when folk are shopping round for the evening’s best investments in sensual and financial intercourse.




‘Sir who are you.’





Boyish innocence both playful and friendly is your man here.




‘Who’s who, you mean me.’


‘Yes, I rather think I do mean you, as no one else seems within eight feet of us, sir. And since you mention that volume, are you therein listed.’





This pontificator is showing instant signs of a military background somewhat below the rank of full colonel His dental work should, upon scrutiny, exhibit much further clues as to his presumptions.




‘Well if I am the meaning of the who of whom you enquire as to who I am, and since I was already, before you asked who are you, I would enquire as to who you are before you ask who I am.’


‘That is a riddle, sir, and why are you looking into my mouth.’


‘Well, as a matter of fact, fella, riddles and dental bridgework are given as my hobbies in my listing.’


‘Do not sir, refer to me as fella and I’ll thank you to stop further looking into my mouth.’


‘I was merely, in my own exercise of discovering who is who, attempting to assure myself that you are homo sapiens, you bombast, you.’





Military people get blusteringly hot and bothered when treated in this fashion and a sudden seizure of his person could occasion you physical risk if he were to fall directly forward like a tree. Without appearing to cringe cowardly, step back the usual two paces.


Upon the Sudden Reawakening of Your Sordid Background


Things are going along quite nicely now and always, in the very best of places when you’re basking in front of a nice bunch of big timers, some son of a bitch out of the blue will suddenly turn around and say.




‘Don’t I know you. From way back when.’





Don’t panic, test the guy’s incredibility using your improved accent at its most stilted.




‘I do not, sir, think so.’


‘Sure I do, I know you.’


‘I deny it.’


‘Hey, don’t hand me that. I mean you’re getting to be somebody these days. But I knew you when you weren’t worth knowing.’





Keep steady as your man reaches for his inside breast pocket.




‘I’ve got incontrovertible proof.’


‘I reject it.’


‘You mean right in front of the facts you stand there and reject it.’


‘Quite so.’


‘Well, here’s the god damn captioned picture right out of the newspaper showing you and me being arrested for lowdown lousy turpitude. Try and refute that.’


‘I do.’


‘For Pete’s sake, it isn’t enough you have to show somebody the naked truth these days, you even have to be there in history and catch them in the flesh with their faces and appendages hanging out. Can’t I reason with you.’


‘Certainly. Instantly get out of my sight and communicate by cablegram.’


‘Hey, what is it, have you got an inability to tolerate criticism.’


‘Yes.’


‘Holy cow, fella, isn’t god damn honour part of your makeup. What are you doing, deliberately kicking ideals in the teeth and knocking the magnetics out of your ethical compass. You could fall wobbly kneed into a moral abyss. With your parents standing on the brink humiliated and your kids shedding tears of shame.’





Of course this kind of rhetoric would try anybody’s patience and one sentence of strong feeling is permissible.




‘Shut up you asinine ape.’


‘What, are you calling me an ape.’


‘Yes, I’m calling you an ape. Plus a nonny noodled beetle brained half wit.’


‘What are you looking for, a fight.’





Make sure you are not too close to large jardinieres and that your pig skin gloves are pulled tightly over your fingers in order that slack does not lessen the impact when the fist contuses your man’s jaw. Your personal left hook rising from a hip position is best followed immediately by a low right cross under the heart. Under the proper administration of these punches, your man should go down in a nicely arched forward slump reaching for his brains. Lightly brush your gloves together and sniff twice through your nose. This signifies that you have only done the minimum required to deal with this tiresome effrontery. By picking up the newspaper report with a little smile and putting it in your pocket your accompanying friends will think you a man of mystery. Rather than a trumped up no account cad.


Name Changing


The world’s richest families often have the names best suited to you and, with imaginatively selected christian names, they will not only immediately make you sound better than you look, but make people think they like you.


Provided you have chosen your new cognomen well, it can produce some delightful marvelment in everyday life and also smooth the ethnic repugnancies to which you might be exposed by your body colour or contours. From being the faint object of attention as eyes swiftly flash over, through and away from you at introduction time, one can arrest your opponent’s gaze and watch with sheer joy his ears prick up at the sound of your resounding handle. He will, however, instantly ask if you are related to the best known holder of the name. This is sad. But following the recent large population increase, folk don’t trust anybody these days. And you could do worse than to answer.




‘Naturally.’





But it’s amazing how many niggardly hair splitters there are lurking over the glass rims of their martinis wanting to get accurate over your harmless joy giving little presumption.




‘Sir, what do you mean by naturally, are you related or not.’


‘Naturally.’





It should be immediately obvious that repetition weakens one’s position. But if your opponent continues his inquisition, it at least shows that he’s taking no god damn chances in missing a social opportunity of a lifetime. He will therefore somewhat hysterically attempt to couch his frame of references.




‘Without being pedantic, frantic or semantic, I want to know exactly what you mean sir. I just happen to be a stickler for pedigrees and that kind of thing. Are you of kindred to the family or are you not.’





While you stand soulful eyed, slowly digesting your man’s utterance, it is a favourable touch to slowly extract a length of gold chain from your waist pocket upon the end of which is a large gold timepiece which at this moment is chiming the quarter hour. Hopefully a severe tropical storm is beginning to tremble the windows with heaven shattering lightning and your opponent is dying to escape into the cellars.







‘Tut, tut, do you dare kid around with my veracities, hombre.’





This light perfume of jocularity with the latter foreign cognomen thrown in, serves a twofold purpose. Aside from making you sound like the life of the party with your carefree admixture of words, it appears that you are unconcerned as to the implications of your name. Anyway it’s the real you that most deeply matters. And as you now lean watching your perturbed opponent cowering under the table, take a charitable attitude towards his tearful plea for clarification.




‘Hey, look buster, who the hell are you.’


‘Do you, sir, refer to my descent, ascent, recent jungle explorations, polar expeditions, bird watching activities or my abilities to seduce reluctant ladies. And before you answer that, may I suggest for both our enjoyment’s sakes that we say to hell with the facts and let’s get on with the more ebullient fiction.’





In spite of his terror in the storm, his lesson to take folk as you find them should now be well learnt. At least it shows you deserve an E for effort. And if this tiresome chap does not relent, award him right then and there an F for fuckpig.


Ass Kissing and Other Types of Flattery


This should be done lightly as well as noiselessly and noselessly and one should not linger. It also relaxes folk in superior positions to start crapping all over you. And if this gets you somewhere, look around to make sure it isn’t up shit’s creek.




‘Gee I like the way your outfit drapes, sir. I really do.’


‘Well I don’t like the way yours does. I really don’t.’


‘Gee winikers what a lousy remark when I was only trying to be nice.’





That’s the really hard thing about ass kissing. You sometimes bring the ruthless worst instead of the benign best out in people, and some, jumping to a casual conclusion, even think you disgustingly abhorrent.


But these maddeningly rushed days when personal contact has been made less than pleasant with the wholesale number of folk blatantly ignoring the fine art of social climbing, an outrageous ass kisser is often a relief to meet. Instead of these aggressive individuals possessed of the crass assumption that they have something of value to offer, and therefore, with unbelievable effrontery, assume that they do not have to ass kiss their way to stardom and other tip top triumphs.




‘Are you an ass kisser.’


‘Yes I am, what are you.’





Provided punching doesn’t immediately begin, this opening with its forthright attendant riposte will incite spirited socially beneficial conversation. Instead of the usual glazed look interrupted only by ill disguised glances over your shoulder at the others.




‘Well as a matter of fact I’m an ass kisser too.’


‘Hey gee that makes two of us. Do you want to go first.’


‘O no, after you.’


‘Well thanks, and by the way I like the deep crimson of the carnation you’re wearing, I really do.’


‘Well thank you. I really like the way you said that.’





Although two ass kissers may only have ass kissing to offer each other and thereby establish an endless social plateau without further opportunities for social climbing, this should not be regarded as unrewarding in the face of today’s incessantly prevalent vituperations.







‘And gosh I’ll bet your mother and father are really proud of you.’


‘Yes, dad before he died did say that and ma stood right behind everything dad said. And had either of them lived they would have been sure glad I was frequenting people like you.’





If, however, you find that the ass kissing has become zealously over sweet, a request for a short term loan usually returns the relationship to a more tolerable level. Should this fail, some light finger stabbing upon your opponent’s chest gradually increased in severity generally does the trick. Although your opponent’s crestfallen cry from the heart may sadden you inconsolably.




‘Hey, what’s the matter, don’t you like me anymore.’


‘Sure I do, but can’t we detest each other for a change.’





On Rubbing Elbows with the Rich


Following the sincere and successful kissing of certain multi-mounded arses, elbow rubbing with the high, mighty and splendid is a most stimulating recreation.


As you motor down their long tree shaded drives over the undulating tastefully tonsured landscape, heading for their massive porticoes, the world always somehow seems a finer place. The slobbering ass kisser, smirking interrogator, smug sceptic, bumptious begrudger and other malapert odious who have been cramping your style can seem a universe away as one listens instead to the pale blue pebbles bouncing up under one’s motor’s mud guards.


Converging now on this citadel, the tower of which is distantly visible ahead above the trees. On this golden late afternoon. The evening awaiting with those radiant, fine accented, lofty demeanoured, elegantly clothed and bejewelled personages of the country house interlude. This spellbound moment that lives. Sunlight reflecting leaves on the polished limousine windows. The green velveted vistas cutting their way horizon-wards, each blue tipped spruce, oily leafed rhododendron, glowing copper beech, stunning the eye. With nary a sign of the gorpish or lout.


The fountains will of course be playing, the head groundsman having pushed the button precisely at four. The lawn marquees shimmering in a light breeze. Arrow leafed canna standing stiff, green stemmed, red flowered and rare. Pause. Pull in by the side of the drive even as other guests are zooming by. Take in the spectacle. Nourish the spirit. This could be the festive main chance of your life and you don’t want to shake all over with nervousness spilling drinks down the ladies’ bare backed gowns.


There they laughingly go now, mounting the series of granite steps, real quality people. So sure of themselves it almost makes one want to beg the honour of washing their under silks. But remember most of those bastards inherited on a silver platter almost every god damn thing they’ve got. When all you came into the world with was a pair of over large ears you had to have taped back. So make sure you have your engraved invitation and that it is really you they sent it to. Because no one of these folk will deign give you a glance of mercy if you get caught in that vestibule horror of footmen questioning your presence before you even get into the inner hall. That’s why you want to take in as much as you can of the scene first, before you might get kicked out.


Your prayers have all been answered. You penetrate unmolested or fatally snubbed as far as the inner hall. Stand your ground here. Don’t press forward to get into the formal reception rooms but choose a little spot near the wall and tarry awhile to regard the ceiling cornices of this gracious vestibule. Should you come to an outrageous forgery of an old master, don’t stamp, shout and scream with quite rightful annoyance but turn your attention towards the Meissen. If this is suspiciously ersatz, further rigidly control yourself and approach the tapestries. If these are imitations then you may allow yourself to administrate a little instant justice and take the bottom hem of same and pull gently till the offending tapestry collapses.


Do move away quickly. And, as a white tied waiter approaches with the champagne, which always flows freely in this kind of house, you may demonstrate your innocence of the tapestry pulling by tasting your wine with the proper admission of air between the lips. But do beware. With all the phony furniture in this house this vino could poison you.


As the long moments tick by and nobody talks to you, this is a time to laugh lightly for no reason at all. Or for the reason that you have dumped your champagne in a flower pot and the plant keeled over. Ignore any askance looks. Continue chuckling. Someone somehow, even among the most splendidly assured, is bound to look at you twice and think you are guffawing at them, and sidle over for chat. Or fight. If the latter, this could be a good time to engage enthusiastically in a tiresome subject broached by a nearby ass kisser.


But if the accumulated wounding, as the shoulder of person after person passes, keeps you from chuckling and also totally ignored, don’t give up. A deep sniff of a passing lady’s scent, followed by the whispering of its brand name in her ear, will sooner or later forthwith and resoundingly identify you to some female as a connoisseur of smells. And this should bring the moment of your being completely socially accepted quite close. Therefore, as this lady stops to regard you with admiring amazement, lean over and peer closely at the signature on the grand old master hanging near you on the wall. This is a time consuming gesture, but let others rush by breaking legs to make their shallow social splash. Your immersion will be profoundly far more meaningful by being carefully plunged.




‘My. You know the perfume I’m wearing.’


‘It happens to be my favourite, madam.’


‘Hmmn, I may come back and talk to you later.’





These are nice openers to your deepening your further acquaintance. However this is no time to let yourself get stranded on any kind of ass kisser’s plateau. You may never again see a night like tonight. Keep trying to buttonhole the other ladies and gents who are exiting away from you. But reserve your most poignant adoration for the really rich who are positively incandescent in their splendour. Cast compliments freely about. To the ladies unhesitatingly state as you look them up and down.




‘Gosh o me o my, you look ravishing tonight.’





To the gentlemen, even someone upon whom you have never clapped eyes before, state unequivocally.




‘Hey you look real great.’





If he stops in his tracks and gives you a chillingly obtuse look. Let him have an elegantly accented riposte right in the electronics.




‘Good lord, I certainly don’t mean you, you amorphous slob.’





Remember, as the evening progresses with your not insubstantial social victories, not everyone is going to be quite as assured as you are. And there will be a dwindling number left ready to goodnaturedly absorb, with equal aplomb, both insult and compliment. And up close some of your real big timers you have long held in awe are going to seem pretty small fish indeed with their very ordinary vulnerabilities sticking out on their tanned faces about two miles.


By now you should have got yourself from the inner hall into the ante chamber on your left which is, in the greater houses, called the ante chamber because they’ve got chambers and chambers all over the place. It is de rigueur to hold your water now. By a finger’s mere disturbance of the drape at your shoulder you can take in the tortoise shell pavilion verging the lily pond. Never mind what seems to be delighted animated groups utterly enthralled with one another and throwing their heads back with belly laughs.


Instead watch for the kill joy. He will be walking around with his champagne glass held like a steam ship funnel sailing through the little knots of guests trying to get their goats. This type is usually able to fluently insult people in about seven languages. And foreign ladies will be constantly slapping his face. Luckily this molar jarring routine sets a nice precedent for you as you patiently stand serenely there, a summer breeze from the nearby French window disturbing a lock of your tousled recently shampooed hair. You have already been through all the accent and name changing, and those tiresome days of choosing a neighbour and residence. Now you wait, devastatingly accoutred with that quietude which only comes of the highest haughtiness and particularity. And then, when you most expect it, your previous lady of the perfume returns, pointing at you between the palms and heads.




‘Ah, that’s that nice person there.’





Give her ample time to near you on her delicately moving feet. Note the way her left hand quietly suspends her gown anklewards. Her alabaster complexion will display her few freckles admirably and the small globules of saliva on her teeth will glint blue white. Then whisper.




‘It’s me.’





These two simple words must emit without a trace of desperation. Which, with your recent kinetics in haughtiness and particularity, should be no problem. Strike up a nice mutuality based on the questionable authenticity of the ormolu mounted marquetry side table nearby. This approach hints of much rather choice and waggish tomfoolery to follow. Provided you are not addressing your hostess.




‘Ah, madam, I regard this fake as a joy to behold.’


‘Do you.’





Now beware, for in those two words madam may be couching some rather hostile implication. This is your first real chance on this beguiling evening to make an impression upon an obviously established member of the thoroughbred celebrity elite, dressed as she is in the usual white Chantilly lace. She will also have the narrow racing waist and medium pear shaped bosom preferred by the speedier nobility. And will be of that marvellously indeterminate age for a woman of the extremely early thirties. Her breasts, although well covered, will be of course daringly obvious. Your next words should be chosen for their playful and carefree candour.




‘Well, as a matter of fact, madam, it does rather remind me of oneself putting on the dog as one does tonight. Woof woof.’


‘I beg your pardon.’


‘And I, madam, beg for the pleasure of your left breast for the platform of my right palm.’





This is the kind of risqué gab the celebrity élite adore, however it must be elegantly intoned and free of any foaming at the mouth. But should this unpredictable gem encrusted, slender boned lady take umbrage and lapse into pale faced trembling anger, it is incumbent upon you to snap her out of it with a strong purposed pronouncement.




‘Madam, you are behaving as if goosed by a big fingered farmer.’


‘How dare you suggest such a rural nudge.’





This last remark of madam’s may be taken as a pure indication of her blatant suburban superiority, and should be dealt with accordingly.




‘May I then offer madam an idyll in some citified but cloistered haven where random gentle organ thrusts of largo pianissimo would temper her presently gruff tune.’


‘No you may certainly not, since rather than endure your clapped out attempts in the orchestral manner you suggest, I would prefer, in the most moving style imaginable, some callow youth’s vivace crescendo.’





This demeaning retort is kind of tough to deal with especially when your musical agenda has been so twisted as to imply not only your lack of rhythm but of balls. This is a time you really want to set your wits to work. And the following soul stirring riposte will instil a touch of uncertainty in your adversary’s rapidly tumescing supremacy.




‘Madam, haven’t you ever on a still summer evening stopped solemnly in your dainty tracks and asked of the gods who, with such awe inspiring cultural integrity, was playing that saxophone.’


‘As a matter of fact I have.’


‘And didn’t you find it refreshing.’


‘As a matter of fact I did, but I find you an insufferable bore. And although you don’t deserve even my pique, I shall, as a simple acknowledgement of my own distaste, slap your face.’





This is a real tough broad and the next move is of course yours as you stand rigidly there seeing stars and your face smarting. The decision of whether or not to strike ladies back is a difficult one. Some spoilt bitches need their noses broken, never mind a clout across the chops. Sound spankings, on the other hand, should be reserved for ladies who are only temporarily bitchy. In this case, this was your first real big party after plentysome discouraging social climbing and you painfully arched over backwards to be a regular guy. And where you spotted a bit of her umbrage you immediately tried to placate it with a dash of friendly verbal high jinks. She should have made allowance for your recent upgrading of class and shown appreciation for your really original conversation starter you preciously saved for such an occasion. Although one doesn’t want to become too rancorous, her supercilious ball crushing conduct was unforgivable. So give her back right across her jaw one good almighty slap.


‘Splaaat.’


Somewhere, when you least want that there should be, will be gentlemen who, having overheard your raised voices and the recent pistol shot smack of your above given hand, will rush to intervene in feverish aid of this lady’s honour. Only those of the celebrity elite who are active polo players need really be physically taken seriously. A little threatening Kung fu and Karate waving about of your limbs will keep off nearly all types except maybe the monocle wearing exmilitary and most of these have taken too much past artillery concussion to be really dangerous.


As the fight begins and the first splashing of drinks are staining folk’s evening wear, the host and hostess will, this being a renowned stately home, start screaming at the tops of their lungs for the servants to protect the heirlooms. Large houses keep fire apparatus handy and, if the water pressure is good, this can really animate events. Even the cream splattering from the crystal bowls becomes pretty minor stuff when the writhing fire hose starts squirting and swinging the officious ‘I am in complete control’ kind of gent flat on his soaking ass. Jellies however are hard to beat for the comic touch when folk try to lick the tasty stuff missed by the water jet from their faces. If you happen to be the host, this is a time to display any whimsicality which may have been previously hidden by the awesomeness of your pedigree. From your centuries of descent take all the sense of humour you can firmly by the neck and wrench every last ounce of supreme toleration out of it. Because by god even the most sedate of your guests will be having a jamboree. After all, the upper class have a sense of fun just as strong as any lower class and they own far more stuff to break. In fact the best thing to cool things off now could be a fire.


Associating with the Bootless and Unhorsed


If you can be unmindful of the dismal lack of upward mobility it affords, it’s a nice change following unenchanted occasions of abrasively rubbing elbows with the thoroughbred celebrity elite. And besides, now that you’ve had a chance to ride high with your accent and income at full blast among the booted and horsed, slumming around down among the old foolish pals that gained you your ambition and verve to get the hell up and out in the first place, is a good way to choke down a sheepish guffaw and take your social temperature.


Be civil and tolerant when dismounting among this swarming caste who, already totally submerged by about two new generations of go getters, nevertheless still bravely play their isolated solitary roles in failure. When confronting them suddenly on the boulevard, do not immediately suggest a handout or job opportunity. Some of these fellows may still have their pride left. Let their ‘they haven’t beaten me yet’ spirit come to the fore. Other types of course will push their open palms out. And tell you to cough up with a giant elbow bending gratuity before they shout two miles all over the street what a big phony upstart you’ve now become. Guys like this might have made good top business executives.


But under no circumstances invite either gent back to the house. Where in your book lined den and leather upholstered armchair he invariably grabs a pipe from your pipe rack and puffs hell out of your aromatic tobacco while golloping down about five scotches and sodas. And all the while is deeply researching a plan for his future life like he was studying for a degree. Which is a thesis on how the hell he can get you out, and himself in, lolling around in your custom made comforts. Not to mention socks and shirts and even boots and other equine equipages.


But above all be prepared for the shock you’ll get on your morning departure for work one day. Which will leave you stunned witnessing. Having, as you’ve just done, rushed back after breakfast for a forgotten squash racket, and the ungrateful bare arsed son of a bitch is in your own Jermyn Street shirt tails indulging to the hilt his beggardly audacity of trying something funny with the wife. Which, on top of it, the wife, hardly with a stitch on at all, is squealingly enjoying. Insurmountably bored as she now briefly is with the furs, jewels, estates, dogs, limousine and transatlantic trips you have lavished on her, not to mention the ocean going motor launch she ran permanently aground last year. Although she could now be even more of a problem than the bootless and unhorsed, it is de rigueur to remain urbane and don’t let the whole god damn thing with its crushing vileness beat you to a frazzle. Because it’s quite natural for ladies to think, while getting their hair done, that really lower bracketed folk can supply high jinks she’s been missing with all the god damn luxury smothering her life.
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