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Freddiv Threepwood and his uncle are in difficulties
Freddie wants a thousand pounds to start a book-
maker’s business and to marrv Eve, while his uncle
wants to raise three thousand vounds, unbeknown to
his wife, to help a runaway daughter. Freddie per-
suades his uncle that his wife’s necklace ought to be
stolen and sees Psmith’s advertisement in & daily

paper.

Leave it to Psmith!

Do you want some one to manage your
affairs?

Some one to take the dog out for a run?

Some one to assassinate your aunt?

Psmith will do it!

Crime not objected to!

Leave it to Psmith!

Freddie enlists the services of Psmith to steal the
necklace. There are plots and counterplots. Psmith
finds it is not so easy to steal the necklace, but
succeeds in stealing the ajffections of Eve.
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LEAVE IT TO PSMITH

CHAPTER I

DARK PLOTTINGS AT BLANDINGS CASTLE

§1

T the open window of the great library of Blandings
Castle, drooping like a wet sock, as was his habit
when he had nothing to prop his spine against, the Earl of
Emsworth, that amiable and boneheaded peer, stood gaz-
ing out over his domain.
1t was a lovely morning, and the air was fragrant with
gentle summer scents. Yet in his lordship’s pale blue
eyes there was a look of melancholy. His brow was fur-
rowed, his mouth peevish. And this was all the more
strange in that he was normally as happy as only a fluffy-
nminded man with excellent health and a large income
can be. A writer, deseribing Blandings Castle in a maga-
zine article, had once said: “Tiny mosses have grown in
the cavities of the stones, until, viewed near at hand, the
place seems shaggy with vegetation.” It would not have
been a bad deseription of the proprietor. Fifty-odd years
of serene and unruffled placidity had given Lord Emsworth
a curiously moss-covered look. Very few things had the
power to disturb him. Even his younger son, the Hon.
Freddie Threepwood, could only do it occasionally.

Yet now he was sad. And—not to make a mystery of
11
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it any longer—the reason of his sorrow was the fact that
he had mislaid his glasses and without them was as blind,
to use his own neat simile, as a bat. He was keenly aware
of the sunshine that poured down on his gardens, and was
yearning to pop out and potter among the flowers he loved.
But no man, pop he never so wisely, can hope to potter
with any good result if the world is a mere blur.

The door behind him opened, and Beach the butler
entered, a dignified procession of one.

“Who’s that?’ inquired Lord Emsworth, spinning on
his axis.

“It is I, your lordship—DBeach.”

“Have you found them ?”

“Not yet, your lordship,” sighed the butler.

“You can’t have looked.”

“I have searched assiduously, your lordship, but with-
out avail. Thomas and Charles also announce non-success.
Stokes has not yet made his report.”

(‘Ah !’7

“I am re-despatching Thomas and Charles to your lord-
ship’s bedroom,” said the Master of the Hunt. “I trust
that their efforts will be rewarded.”

Beach withdrew, and Lord Kmsworth turned to the
window again. The scene that spread itself beneath him
—though he was unfortunately not able to see it—was a
singularly beautiful one, for the castle, which is one of
the oldest inhabited houses in England, stands upon a
knoll of rising ground at the southern end of the cele-
brated Vale of Blandings in the county of Shropshire.
Away in the blue distance wooded hills ran down to where
the Severn gleamed like an unsheathed sword; while up
from the river rolling park-land, mounting and dipping,



DARK PLOTTINGS AT BLANDINGS CASTLE 13

surged in a green wave almost to the castle walls, breaking
on the terraces in a many-coloured flurry of flowers as it
reached the spot where the province of Angus McAl-
lister, his lordship’s head gardener, began. The day being
June the thirtieth, which is the very high-tide time of
summer flowers, the immediate neighbourhood of the cas-
tle was ablaze with roses, pinks, pansies, carnations, holly-
hocks, columbines, larkspurs, London pride, Canterbury
bells, and a multitude of other choice blooms of which
only Angus could have told you the names. A conscien-
tious man was Angus; and in spite of being a good deal
hampered by Lord Emsworth’s amateur assistance, he
showed excellent results in his department. In his beds
there was much at which to point with pride, little to view
with concern.

Scarcely had Beach removed himself when Lord
Emsworth was called upon to turn again. The door had
opened for the second time, and a young man in a beau-
tifully-cut suit of grey flannel was standing in the door-
way. He had a long and vacant face topped by shining
hair brushed back and heavily brilliantined after the pre-
vailing mode, and he was standing on one leg. Ior
Freddie Threepwood was seldom completely at his ease
in his parent’s presence.

“IMallo, guv'nor.”

“Well, Frederick 2"

It would be paltering with the truth to say that Lord
Emsworth’s greeting was a warm one. It lacked the note
of true affection. A few weeks before he had had to pay
a matter of five hundred pounds to settle certain racing
debts for his offspring; and, while this had not actually
dealt an irretrievable blow at his bank account, it had



14 LEAVE IT TO PSMITH

undeniably tended to diminish Freddie’s charm in his
eyes.

“Hear you’ve lost your glasses, guv’nor.”

“That is so0.”

“Nuisance, what 2’

“Undeniably.”

“Ought to have a spare pair.”

“I have broken my spare pair.”

“Tough luck! And lost the other?”’

“And, as you say, lost the other.”

“Have you looked for the bally things?”

“I have.”

“Must be somewhere, T mean.”

“Quite possibly.”

“Where,” asked Freddie, warming to his work, “did
you see them last?”

“Go away!” said Lord Emsworth, on whom his
child’s conversation had begun to exercise an oppressive
effect.

“Eh ?)7

“Go away!”

“Go away ?”’

“Yes, go away!”

“Right ho!”

The door closed. His lordship returned to the window
once more.

He had been standing there some few minutes when
one of those miracles oceurred which happen in libraries.
Without sound or warning a section of books started to
move away from the parent body and, swinging out in
a solid chunk into the room, showed a glimpse of a small,
study-like apartment. A young man in spectacles came
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noiselessly through and the books returned to their place.

The contrast between Lord Emsworth and the new-
comer, as they stood there, was striking, almost dramatic.
Lord Emsworth was so acutely spectacle-less ; Rupert Bax-
ter, his secretary, so pronouncedly spectacled. It was his
spectacles that struck you first as you saw the man. They
gleamed efficiently at you. If you had a guilty conscience,
they pierced you through and through; and even if your
conscience was one hundred per cent. pure you could not
ignore them. “Here,” you said to yourself, “is an ef-
ficient young man in spectacles.”

In deseribing Rupert Baxter as efficient, you did not
over-estimate him. IHe was essentially that. Technically
but a salaried subordinate, he had become by degrees, ow-
ing to the limp amiability of his employer, the real master
of the house. He was the Brains of Blandings, the man
at the switch, the person in charge, and the pilot, so to
speak, who weathered the storm. Lord Emsworth left
everything to Baxter, only asking to be allowed to potter
in peace; and Baxter, more than equal to the task, shoul-
dered it without wineing.

Having got within range, Baxter coughed; and Lord
Emsworth, recognising the sound, wheeled round with a
faint flicker of hope. It might be that even this appar-
ently insoluble problem of the missing pince-nez would
yield before the other’s efficiency.

“Baxter, my dear fellow, I’ve lost my glasses. My
glasses. I have mislaid them. I cannot think where they
can have gone to. You haven’t seen them anywhere by
any chance ?”

“Yes, Lord Emsworth,” replied the secretary, quietly
equal to the crisis. “They are hanging down your back.”
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“Down my back? Why, bless my soul!” His lordship
tested the statement and found it—like all Baxter’s state-
ments—accurate. “Why, bless my soul, so they are! Do
you know, Baxter, I really believe I must be growing
absent-minded.” Ie hauled in the slack, secured the
pince-nez, adjusted them beamingly. His irritability had
vanished like the dew off one of his roses. “Thank you,
Baxter, thank you. You are invaluable.”

And with a radiant smile Lord Emsworth made buoy-
antly for the door, en route for God’s air and the society
of MecAllister. The movement drew from Baxter an-
other cough—a sharp, peremptory cough this time; and
his lordship paused, reluctantly, like a dog whistled back
from the chase. A cloud fell over the sunniness of his
mood. Admirable as Baxter was in so many respects, he
had a tendency to worry him at times; and something told
Lord Emsworth that he was going to worry him now.

“The car will be at the door,” said Baxter with quiet
firmness, “at two sharp.”

“Car? What car?”’

“The car to take you to the station.”

“Station? What station ?”

Rupert Baxter preserved his calm. There were times
when he found his employer a little trying, but he never
showed it.

“You have perhaps forgotten, Lord Emsworth, that you
arranged with Lady Constance to go to London this after-
noon.”

“Go to London!” gasped Lord Emsworth, appalled.
“In weather like this? With a thousand things to attend
to in the garden? What a perfectly preposterous notion !
Why should I go to London? I hate London.”



