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5 sugar ane spice referred toi n the title comes from the 

what a treat to get a good look at the servants’ eee 
We have only to turn the page. 

Won’t you join me? 



During the time when these pictures came into being, 
‘Above Stairs’ was the term used for the family with 
servants; ‘‘Society’, the masters and mistresses, the 
wealthy, the ones who lived above street level. ““Below 
Stairs’ (see following section) all burrowed about in the 

basement areas of the large Victorian terraced houses that 
graced and will, hopefully, continue to grace for many 
years to come, the principal cities of Britain. 

Of course, when they stopped building basements, 
they did not stop keeping servants — keeping them waiting, = 
keeping them wanting, keeping them guessing. Beh h 

The ladies in this section had a very comfortable / 5 } 
existence, and an indolent charm pervades their posture I <J | oS 
throughout these pictures. They had time to read, to write, / ae ‘io H 
and to hunt, and to have their portraits painted, while their 
maids attended to the chores. 

In fact, one Society lady, with a wealthy husband, 
who lived in Bristol at the end of the last century, used to 
boast that she had seven maidservants, and had 
absolutely everything done for her, with the exception of 
making love. 

oh I AIM 

\ 7 I /} A 
“ 

x // If WHA What her husband didn’t tell her was that two of the SITS. a 
Xe YU JPA = cnaids were helping her out with that as well. ri i ’ AAA a ae 
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GIRLS ABOVE STAIRS 
(continued) 

She: He was a chiropodist, and he married a 
manicurist. 

He: Really? 
She: M’yes. Now they wait on each other handand foot. 

WE = 

(EE 
a 

‘‘Miss Chesterton is so impressive — she comes 
in so well.” 
‘Comes in? I think it’s more a question of 
coming out.” 

She: Are you going to Mrs Grandbotham’s 
dinner? & 

— He: No, I have a subsequent engagement. ee © 
_ Said laughing Jean to “Uncle”, with a snort— She: Don’t you mean a previous engagement? & 4 
“You're balder than the Easter egg you ve He: No-—this oneI made assoonasI heard Mrs , 13) \-. 
brought! Grandbotham was giving a dinner. ‘ 
Our polished hero quickly answered ‘‘Fiddle! 

I wear my hair departed in the middle.” 
9 



GIRLS ABOVE STAIRS 
(continued) 

The Honourable Ursula Flynn 
Became so excessively thin, 
That when she essayed 
To drink lemonade, A | 
She slipped through the straw There was a young lady of Kent, 
And fell in. Whose nose was most awfully bent; 

One morning she chose, 
To follow her nose, 
— And no one knew which way she went. 

The girl who said when 
she was married, she 
would love her husband 
for all he was worth. 

She: That story about Lady Bumps is just 
between us two. 

Her: Oh well, between us two we should cover 
quite a wide area. 



GIRLS ABOVE STAIRS (continued) 

seater ‘So. You’re sending your wife away for a rest. 
iE AN y ; Does she need one?” 

- \\ “Ne No, but I do!”’ 

' “Do you like cod-fish balls, Mr 
Smith?” 

‘“T don’t know. I’ve never been to 
9 

one. 
The Maid: It’s ideal, Madam. Not only does it slim 

your waist, but it will stop you eating dinner. 

I'm a result of a mixed 
marriage. My father was a 

man and my mother was a 

‘eeeere It was Thursday, at eight, and they hadn’t come late, yet the housemaid seemed 

| 
: 

puzzled and surly, 
And their hosts were aghast, and untidy. Ah, yes. They'd turned up a week too early! 

11 



GIRLS ABOVE STAIRS (continued) 

_ She: Your nose looks painted 
~. «» He: Well it’s not water-colour! 

® 
: 

Old Boy: My wife treats me like a dog. 
Young Thing: Well, she had you on a string 

before you were married. 

She: I’m looking for an ideal husband. yy 
He: Oh really? Whose? 

“Tell me, Lord Elpus, do you believe in clubs SS —- ow 
for women?” _ ae (( ) 

“Oh yes — but only if all other means of persuasion fail.’’ eos. 

12 



GIRLS ABOVE STAIRS (continued) 
“Of course, there’s a lot to be said in her favour, 
but it’s not nearly as interesting.” 

He: I’ve half a mind to enter Parliament. 

She: Yes, that’s all you need. 

Young Ermintrude used all her 
wiles, to earn her pile of plenty — 

Not a man with a hundred 
thousand pounds, but five 
thousand men with twenty. 

_ She: Is he a well-informed man? 

He: I should think so. His wife tells him everything. 

13 



& GIRLS ABOVE STAIRS (continued) ce 

Their parties are so formal and stiff. She is so formal, 
and he gets so stiff. 

He: The doctor has given me just one month to live. 
She: Good grief! Is it your wounds? The former Viceroy of Calcutta 
He: No my chauffeur. He used to drive for my Was cursed with a terrible stutter — 

doctor. He screwed up his face 
When he tried to say grace, 
And he blew his false teeth in the butter. 

14 



GIRLS ABOVE STAIRS (continued) 

He: I’m not in very good voice tonight. 
She: Don’t worry — 
we've got no ear for music. 

fee aS a 
W . y — 

‘IY / 
\ M other: Whenever my daughter plays that French tune, you 

weep. Are you French? 
Man: No, I’m a musician. 

‘She really has an unusual 
voice. It’s like asthma set to 
music.” 

+ 
cS 

I’m told Wagner’s music is much 

better than it sounds. 

At a party, why is it 
always the lady who 
can’t sing who does? 

I can’t sing a note, but I 
get sent a lot of them. She: It’s lovely. Who wrote it? 

He: Mozart. 
She: And is he still composing? 
He: No — unfortunately, he is decomposing. 

15 



GIRLS ABOVE STAIRS (continued) 

And they all stood round, looking 
rather ineffectual 

Their feet close together and their 
bottoms to the wall. 

And some were dim, and others 
intellectual 

And some were fairly sexual, and 
others weren’t at all. 

There was Claire, there was Chris 
There was Connie and Clarissa 
And Cecilia and Charity and Caroline 

and Kate. 
There was shrinking little Violet 
Who doesn’t want to marry yet 
And bulging little Harriet 
Who can’t afford to wait. 

16 

PHYEEIS 
HOOTERS BALL 

(to the tune of “Phil the Fluter’s Ball’) 

Now you’ve heard of Phyllis Hooter 
Of Hooterbury Hall 
The day the darling came of age 
Her father gave a ball. 
The girls from all the county came 
They curtsied and they cooed, 
And we fellows sat and stared at all 
That female pulchritude. 

There was Jean, there was June, 
There was Janet there was Jennifer 
And Jane and Joyce and Jacqueline rai 
And Juliet and Joan. 
There was Lily who was silly 
There was Bessy who was messy 
There was Annie with her grannie 
And Fanny on her own. 



GIRLS ABOVE STAIRS (concluded) 

Now, Clarissa you could kiss her . 
You could meddle with Nerissa and 
Vanessa you could press her and 
Caress against the wall. 
You could have fun with Nicola 
But if you tried to tickle her 
You'd end up with Virginia 
Who wouldn’t do at all. 

There was Cora, Dora, Norah, Thora, 
Flora and Felicity 
Their sweetness and simplicity 
Enchanted one and all. _ 
Though I yearned for every one of ’em 
I finished up with none of ’em — 
I went home on my ownsome from 
Phyllis Hooter’s Ball! 
f 



SIRLS 
ELOW STAIRS 

‘‘Below Stairs’’, in contrast to the previous section, was a never-ending round of work and toil 
from considerably before sunrise until well after dark. 

Always at the wrong end of the bell-rope or speaking-tube, the poor girls were rushed off 
their feet by their mistresses, and often persuaded off them by their masters. 

The new maid: 
The Bible says man 
is made of dust. 
If that’s true, there 
would soon have 
been one under the 
carpet. 

He: How’s the new maid? 
She: Oh, she’s like a blotter. She soaks it all in, and 

Gets it all backwards. 



a 

| 
| 
The Master: That flour you bought last 

week was very tough, Janet. My wife 
made some biscuits and we couldn’t 
eat them. 

‘IT can lie in bed in the morning, and watch 
the sun rise.” 

‘That's nothing. I can sit in the scullery and 
see the kitchen sink.” 

‘‘That’s twice you’ve forgotten to add the lard.”’ 
“‘T know. It’s so greasy it slips my memory.” 

He: I’m not rich, I don’t own a chateau, or a big 

car, like Alphonse Leclerc, but | love you, 

Michelle, and want to marry you. 

She: I love you too, dear—but tell me more about 

pee ee oak 
Lady Hairdresser: Excuse 

me, you dropped your toupee. 

ee ____________§_—§— 19 



A MAID’S LAMENT (on a cold winter’s morning) 

WwW 

I'd love a Mediterranean cruise, and a sable coat, 
and some velvet shoes, 

I'd love a couple of million dollars, and some silk night-gowns with real lace collars, 

20 



But most of all, a convincing cough, that will get me Monday and Tuesday off. 

21 



GIRLS BELOW STAIRS (continued) 

Mistress: | thought I heard a young man’s voice in this 
bedroom earlier. Were you entertaining? 

Maid: That's for him to say, Madam. 

Some domestic legs — 
and the feet they are 
usually rushed off. 

} = wh 

= SS =e 

Barmaid: | used to be in service, but they 
didn’t keep a cat or a dog, so there was 
no one to blame for breakages. 

22 



Mistress: .. . and furthermore, Agnes, I would be 
obliged if you did not argue with me. 

Agnes: | didn’t say a word. 
Mistress: Well, you were listening in a very 

aggressive manner. i 

eh 

k 
WS 

a: Old One: They’re so highbrow! Every time they 
we have a row, they keep me running between the 

keyhole and the dictionary! 

YY 
| 4/8) yas. 
ea iu 

Mistress: Mr Jones and | are retiring now, Maud. 
Maud the Maid: Very well, Madam. When would you 

like to be woken up? 
Mistress: We'll ring when we want to be woken up, thank 

you. 
= 

The master started off 
by calling this girl 
‘Sugar’, and ended 
up by paying her a 
lump sum. 

Manservant 
(helpfully): My 
previous employer 
used to say that 
when your income 
is exceeded by 
your outgo, then 
‘your upkeep is 
your downfall, and 
the outcome of the 
income depends 
on the outgo for 
the upkeep, Sir. 

NIG 

eG 
SN 2 Bay cs 
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GIRLS BELOW STAIRS (continued) 

“I'd like to take out one of the children, Elsie. Bring 

me one that matches my dress, would you?’ “Don’t let the sun into the drawing-room, Clara, it 
might fade the goldfish.” 

SM a NU a ntti 

i Mi 4 igs sewantocds 

Maid: This lady says she has called about a 
contribution to the home for inebriates, Madam. 

Mistress: Oh, good. She can have my husband. Mistress: | saw the milkman kissing you this 
morning, Joan. In future, I*will take the milk in. 

Maid: It’s no use, Madam. He’s promised to kiss 
nobody but me. 94 



who has never posed before) 

ink of 
I think the express 

? (to maid Master 
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GIRLS BELOW STAIRS (continued) 

“ENJOYING My NEW POSITION” ... 
- ~~ 

A few of the kind of postcards sent between the 

girls below stairs in Edwardian days; and some of 

the girls who might have sent them. 



GIRLS BELOW STAIRS (continued) 

Che Leve tole of @ Marine 
(A Serious Peverce 

YOUNG LADY 
WANTED 

To Exhibit Our 

Oe ry CT i ET 
Se 

scsi aa 

FOR, WORK_3° 



GIRLS BELOW STAIRS (continued) 

Here, straight from the pages of La Vie Parisienne during the Naughty Nineties, are some joyfully stylish 

drawings of our early ancestors, above and below stairs. The French wordsare intact. Those of you who read 

French may have the added pleasure of the writers’ witty text.* I have not inserted subtitles; the pictures 

speak for themselves. 
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SULA 

avaient un seus religieux (7) 
de sa chevelure étaient trés com- Dés le milieu du moyen Empire, clle west 

plus tatonée, son scin n'est plus tailladé de 

eg laqne cisions, comme celui des reines 

Yoere, ou le lui frottait Whuile de Aiki ot des dcesses des bas-reliefs du temple ‘le 

Jean: on Ini teigaait aussi quelquefvis le ) Phyl € a un premier et unique Ve- 

avee cette pondre de Carthame, swbst- nce tement intime appelé 1i. Pas suggestif, 
fl 

SSCS te 

finite de petites tresses, ou roulée en spiriles. 

cn we succession W'étages avec adjonction de 

cheyeux d’emprunt. Les perruques étaient dun 

usage général, et les perruques bleues fris¢us 

furent le dernier cri. 
i goutte deau dev ent ce long fourreau coll 

vons eroire que t enne entretenait éga- 
sse de son corps par quelques .exeroices 

variés; wn historien nous dit : « Les femmes exdeutaient 
@| lex plus sinzulicres pirouettes, » 

pee a ise 
wy 

ISOS) - A 

re 

LA\ A\ 
fi DAN (TAO 
ia CS 

summent les fi "0 a iny . & ar acajou clai S S 2 

5 onus lene eN ee NG aera ou de broveries; ses sandales sont en fibres de papyrus; sa Canes eee a ees ee 
s et ses j avec i : la ficur de lotus, de bandelettes ou de uray , siel i ee ECoG 
Ne acce are i y “ ottes ‘aus sacré, si elle eet reine. ij aa 

profonyennt be: tratt accentue V'are de ses sourcils, uns font encore notre admiration, sont des bracelets de jambes et de Seabank dont queignts: 

avec un eollyre vert, ele de pierres gravées que relient des chitnettes de perles (l’or, de lapis, de ture colseattte ta . ae 
un pectoral dor ajouré, un scarabée Cmaillé de blea dans des cloisons. an a arhae © COE ee 

est un vautour déployant ses ailes ». Pour gagner le coeur et peut-atre i ae a haut, bras ans 
égyptienne, dire qu’slors, la promesse dun sareophage en basalte bleu ce ea @ nia ug 
blait ses plus chers (ésirs BOS Ne Re Sole 

g oclle en 

*(AUTHOR’S NOTE: AsI do not read French well enough to understand the captions, they may be terribly 
dull for all I know. I hope they’re not rude. | should really have got someone to interpret them for me 

Perhaps I had better see if. . . too late now. Oh dear. Stammer, mumble, stumble, crash. Exit.) 

—— 28 
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Jeur beaute et de leur corps, leurs 
seins ctaient lobjet d'attentions mul- 
tiples : ils ¢taient Instrés avee de la 
hacre reduite en poudre tres tine et 
assimilée a une huile odorante. Une 
bandelette de cuir souple, premier ves- 
tige du corset, les soutemit, posee 
4’ méme la peau. Enlattachant, pense 
sans doute « aux beaux jeunes gens 

qui mettront a sa porte, le matin, des 
vers avec des guirlandes de roses » 

Pe ce re re Pe 

GRECE ANTIQUE 
A fal = LATO! LETTE Sy 

ill Re =| 

Faisait ses ablutions 
trés complétes a l'eau 
froide, puis « une épone 
plongée dans une jarre 
@huile de senteur ve- 
nait oaresser son corps, | 
avant de le frotter avec 
une étoffe rugueuse’ qui 
fit rougir sa peau asson- 
plie », pour corriger la 
dureté que l’emploi de 
lean froide efit donnée a 
Pépiderme. Ecoute reli- | 
gieusement « l'esclave | 
qui depuis sept ans lui | 
enseigre jusqu'aux der- 
niers détails l'art com- | 
plexe et voluptueux des 
grandes courtisanes ». Sa toison de cheveux. blonds par.’ 

Yusage constant d'eau de chanx on de* 
teiatures déja savantes, était soignen- 
sement lavée et parfumée comme le 
reste du corps, et les fards jonaient un 
grand role dans la mise en yalenr ie 
sa beanté, Du noir aux ceils, sourcils, 
prupi¢res ; du rose aux ongles, aux 
coudes, aux pommettes: du bleu anx 
yeines, Avec un pinceau, une caclave 
dessinait & sa_ taille les trois plis de 
Vénus etsimulait deux fossettes dans 
su croupe arrondie, 

oxo oe Oxo) oye 0, = E 

4Vial yu 
—_— a 4 aS 

Assise dans un siége de marbre, si cheve- 
lyre est édifiée en coiffures varilvs, depuis le 
Corquibus, coiffure des dames VAthenes, ou 
Putnodima, Dandean orne, - pour soutenir les 
ehevenx et les trois bandelettes de sole, les ns 
épingles Vor qne la statuaire on immortali- [eam 
ses. Choisit les sandales nonées de laniéres 

{quwelle portera, les bracelets, les bagues, les | 
}colliers dont elle se parera, di pieee de lin | 
rose ou j:mne dont clles‘enveloppera, eb Veven- | 
tail de plumes, et les boucles Magate qui la 
rafraichiront, si son eaprice ne lui fait re- | 

= chercher le contact froid d'un petit serpent 
L$ sur sa blanche poitrine, 

} mm BF Portai se atement intime 
O le 

ortaitun seul vétement intime , a Kaan (+) ) Oxe OM° oxe y 9.9 Q.Y » petite chemise de toile tres fine, courte, ce Neda ‘ j etroite, sans manches, ne Jepassant pas 
f 2 ; fj Me gras de la cnisse. Revetait ensuite | ¢ = A VY , A Ag “re simple tunique retenuesurlépante | 
te baat par des camées, Lais et Phryné turent og s. Lats 3 POO Es 

wimées ainsi. 



~9€% GIRLS BELOW STAIRS (continued) SO" | 

On nous le dit, croyons-le, la femme assyrienne faisait 
ses ablutions trés complétes et s’oignuit ensuite le corps 
avec des huiles de senteur dans lesquelles s’employaient 
Ja canne odorante, l'aspic, le safran, avec la myrrhe, l’en- 
cens et l’aloés. Ne point s’oindre d’huile parfumée était 
pour la femme une manifestation de deuil. La Babylo- 
nienne était renommée trés voluptueuse, et dans son pays 
«les courtisanes furent nombreusesau bord des chaunins» . 

80 

I 

IAI NY 

ida —aage he JY 
W “i ‘ ce 

Au ‘emps heureux ov les filles de Liloh dansaient dans 
les vignes a’ayant d'autre gardien que leur innocence, od 
on payait au pére cinquante sicdes pour épouser ea fille 
aprés l’avoir séduite, l'israélite portait ses cheveux tressés 
a la mode @’Fgypte ou bonclés A la mode ’Assyrie, ou 
tenus par un bandeau recouvert d'or qui ceignait le front. 
Pas de linge, une robe de lin faite de deux pidces et re- 
tenne aux épaules par des agrafes de métal. Pas trace de 
monchnir, mais déja un charitim sac, poche, pendus A la 
ccinture, 
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ie 
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i 

tienne du Bas-Empire, aussi ]'Assyrienne se fardait-elle outra- 
geusement. Son seul vétement intime était un résean de corde- 
lettes de coton qui avait surtout pour but de préserver son épi- 

Les cosmétiques étaient aussi variés que ceux d’une Egyp- 

SagtoHet ve secomposait de deux robes superpo- 

sées; et d'une sorte de schall jeté d'une ¢paule & 

Pautre, ou d'une seule robe attachée sous les seins 
par we ceinture de métal ouvré, laissant & décou- 

HW vert toute la partie antérieure du corps. Elle portait 
des souliers sandales de pean, ordinairement de 
couleurhyacinthe. Bijoux, tiares, pendants @oreilles, 

} anneunx, bagues de seuteur, boucle de nez nezem 
eu mét.il d'or orné de pierres précienses. 

1 BSA 

bo cee oe oo 
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y a 
\ 

rar ca SL 

ie ey 
ome al 

rN ae ee 

Ne 

Lisraélite faisait des ablutions minutieuses plas encore 
par précaution que par coquetterie; l'horrible maladie de 
peau la guettait A la moindre négligence; les piscines 
publiques étaient tres fréquentées in nituralibus, ce n'est 
certes pas l'israélite qui a inventé la pudeur. 

sr je en ha Na 

2 ada : ——e 
la LaLa Lala La LaLa OTe la aaa laa \ a \ a aa aaa i 
»eu--Au temps de Cambyse et de Xerxes, les Persaneszprirent & leurs belles esclaves conquises les secrots de leur 
toilette intime, et elles soignérent et parcrent leur corps. La température drs plateaux de I’Iran les obligenit A 
se couvrir, par exemple ; Aussi encapuchonnaient-elles le sommet de leur téte avec une petite picce Wétotle 
légére qui retombait en voile sur Je bas de leur figure et qu’un bandean d'orfévrerie retenait sur Je front. Leurs 
robes, avec manches qui s'¢largissaient A partir du coude, étaient maintenues 4 Ia taille par une ceinture de 
inétal, et leurs chaussures, en peau trés fine, enfermaient leurs pieds jusqu’au-dessus de la cheville. Ne parnis— 

_ Salent sans voile que devant le souverain, et naturellement n’avaient qu'une idée: « attirer ses regards», obtenir 
§l’bonneur de son lit, d’od bijoux, vétements somptueux, etc. = , 
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This section could be said to be 
all-embracing, and although the same 
cannot necessarily be said of the girls 

included in it, nevertheless they are a much 
yf more social, even friendly, bunch. 
/ In the case of the ladies of the town, it is 

their job to be friendly — and the girls who adorn the following pages are 
certainly that. They do not wait to be approached. They approach you, 
offering their services as escorts, on the town. Some make a small charge; 
others move more slowly. 

Of course, the ladies in this section are not only girls of the streets; 
some are simply girls in the street, paying more attention to their umbrellas than 

| their skirts in the windy weather. But, whatever their occupations or 
preoccupations, the artists have given their creations a liveliness 

i, which is a joy to behold. 

se 
She: Can you see one good reason 

for short skirts? 
He: | can see two of them. 

The girl who’s been on more 
laps than a napkin. 



DINNER ON THE STAIRS 
(or seduction, 
step by step) 

< 
k 



WOMEN ON THE TOWN (continued) 

Women are like elephants — Married? No, my dear. 
to look at, but you wouldn’t want to own one. 

The Earl 
nice 
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WOMEN ON THE TOWN (continued) 

How daintily, how prettily, this 
sweet girl passes by, 

With the spike on that umbrella she 
is bound to catch your eye. 





WOMEN ON THE TOWN (continued) 

MY FAVOURITE GIRLS (by a man about town) 

There’s the pretty girl There’s the slender girl 
There’s the witty girl There’s the tender girl 
And the girl that curls her hair; And the girl who says her prayers; 
There’s the girl that’s a flirt There’s the haughty girl 
And the girl that is pert There’s the naughty girl 
And the girl with the baby stare. And the girl who puts on airs. 

There’s the dowdy girl There’s the well-bred girl 
And the rowdy girl There’s the well-read girl, 
And the girl that will never talk. There’s the girl with impeccable taste; 
There’s the girl with dogs There’s the girl who’s shy 
And the girl with clogs There’s the girl who’s fly 
And the girl with the wiggly walk. And the girl with the curvy waist. 
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MY FAVOURITE GIRLS (continued) 

So [’ll drink to the girl with a face that is fair 
To the girl with the figure that’s wavy; 
I'll drink with the girl with the delicate air 
Who drinks with the Army and Navy; 
I'll drink to the girl who has breeding and 

gold, 
I'll drink below stairs, with the slavey; 
ButI’ll marry the girl who is both rich and old — 
The girl with one foot in the gravy. 



WOMEN ON THE TOWN (continued) 

Ai Y | Z 

ae 
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He: Ican stay awake any length of time by just forcing myself to 

do it. 
She: | see —a triumph of mind over mattress; or is it mistress? 

Mary had a little lamb, 
Its fleece was white as snow, 
And everywhere that Mary went, 
The lamb was sure to go. 

ES 
Ce 

HK, 
s rh 

a Mary went to London town : 
\ And met some Soho waiters, 
Mary had a little lamb, 
Some peas, and some potatoes. 

She: The Rent? Oh, could you call again? As 
you see, I’m just going out. 

She wears the frills and 
fripperies 

Of a girl of the 
_ Demi-Monde, 
But wears black garters in 
memory 

Of those who’ve gone 
beyond. 

She: Whata terrible figure she 
has! I’ve seen better legs on 
a kitchen table. 

He: Would you live with a 
man who had a million 
pounds? 

She: Of course — I would be 
a fool not to. 

He: And would you live with 
the same man if he had 
five pounds? 

She: Of course I wouldn’t — 
what kind of woman do 
you think I am? 

He: We've just established 
She: He has his two feet planted firmly the kind of woman you 

on the ground. are. What we are doing 
Her: That’s very nice, but how does he now is haggling over the 

get his trousers off? price. 



WOMEN 

ON THE TOWN 

(continued) 

The Same Poem... : 

A ROMANTIC’S VIEW 

Gold is the colour of my true love’s hair 
As she raises up her glass 
And the candle shines through the wine’s red 

glow, 
And the evenings gently pass. 

from two points of view. 

A REALIST’S VIEW 

Red is the colour of a June-bloomed rose 
When plucked from its briar’s posy — 
But red is the colour of my true love’s nose 
When she’s been at the Rouge or the Rosé. 

Yellow is the colour of the dawning sun 
That creeps where the frost still lingers, 
But yellow is the colour of my true love’s 

thumb, 
And brown is the colour of her fingers. 

Green is the colour of my true love’s eyes, 
Eyes that I can’t resist, 
They glow through the smoke of her cigarette 
Like Jade through the morning mist. 
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WOMEN ON THE TOWN (continued) 

She: Ah, Mr Ponsonby, I’ve been expecting you — if 
it is you. 

How nice to see you, except that I can’t. 
Are you him, or isn’t it you? 

She: I’m too tall for you. I’m six foot two with my hat 
on. 

He: I’m seven fcot nine with my umbrella up. 

AS 

She: | never knew what real happiness was until | He: Too décolleté? I don’t think so. I went out to 
got married. dinner last night with a girl whose dress was cut so 

He: Yes, Madam, I know — but by then it’s too late. low that I had to look under the table to see what 
she was wearing. 
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She: Water attracts electricity. 
fae ni seemed very friendly with that woman. He: Have you tested that theory? 

ow do you know her? She: Y ; A 

He: Now, dear. I met her professionally. cies a aaa te 
She: Whose profession? Yours or hers? 

She: We met; it blossomed into friendship; it 
ripened into love; then it rotted into marriage. 

The romantic one: . . . and at the end of his letter 

he put two X’s. What does that mean? 

The cynic: It means he’s double-crossing you. WOMEN ON THE TOWN ( concluded) 
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The city gent’s dream: 

cooled and refreshed. 

44 

“Country girls are pretty, you ought to see them dance — they 
kick their legs above their heads, and show their Sunday 
pants’’ was what we used to chant, as children, in some 
skipping game or other. 

I don’t think they do. I think it’s a fantasy, as indeed are 
many of the characteristics and habits attributed to country 
Girls. 

A few pages only here, and, without doubt, all fantasy — 
from the golden and muscular god of summer sprinkling his 
largesse over the countryside, down to the city gent popping 
out from behind the scarecrow, and surprising the peasant 
girl by the river. 

I don’t think it really goes on, do you? But it is nice to — 
imagine it might do, somewhere... a 



WOMEN IN THE COUNTRY (continued) 

The Flowers 

of the Field 

She: I’m a wood-nymph. 
He: Oh — well I wood, if you wood. 

OZ. 
ZZ 

a gE 
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gL 
The flowers of field, when you see them picked and ; ty eo? Wank 

peeled 7 1 Nt 

Are so pretty that you can’t forget-me-not ‘em; 

There’s Lily and Fritillary, Geranium and Kose, : 

And dear little pink Apple-bottom. 
a 
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WOMEN IN THE COUNTRY (continued) 

People get tired of living in town 
They move to the country and all settle down 
They build themselves houses and roads, and then 
They all have to move to the country again. 

Scarecrow Gent: |’m sorry to trouble you, but 
according to my guide-book, there should bea 
public house near here. 

Water-Sprite: Ar, that’s what moi Dad be 
always saying. 

“It’s all right — take your clothes off. No one will see you.” 
“Hardly worth taking them off then, is it?” 
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He: Ave all the girls in ine wilace BS hel a0? He used to call for me every day but now he’s got that car, _ 
She: I don't know — I only look at the boys. Sometimes he comes, sometimes he don’t — I don’t know 

where | are. 
Now he’s gone all mechanical, my charms are not enough — 

a He whizzes round like a vacuum cleaner, picking up bits of 
fluff. 

Si f. 3 gm@ZFrs 

Farmer. Married, Sir? Of course you are. I knew that 
straight away — your missus be wearing the trousers! 

ee Ls 

The girl by the stile has been waiting awhile, for the boy with the dog to 

appear, 

“You say your father A f | . Each Sunday at eight she goes there to wait, and has done for over a year. 

makes his living by the pen?”’ ie ee = | Up to now he has always been there, never missed, and I don’t think I 

“Yessir — he keeps chickens.” blame him, do you? 
With a girl like that waiting, for you, to be kissed, on the stile she’s 

accustomed to? 
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TO/SAMPEES THE 
BRIGHT AND 

BREEZY 
DERIGHTS OF... 
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GIRLS AT THE SEASIDE (continued) 
ae) ee 

There is nowhere quite like the seaside for bringing out 
the most sugarful and spice-ridden in the ladies. They go 
there to get brown, they go there to relax; they go there 
for exercise, for romance. But chiefly, they go there to be 
looked at. 

And you won’t get many men looking the other way 
when a pair of bronzed cheeks go by — whicheve 
direction they are walking. 

Mary: Would you care if he le 
you? 

Mirabel: Not if he left me 
enough. 

ee 

She: Why is it that women learn to swim ——— 
easier than men? 

He: Simple. No one wants to teach men. 

ee 

He: My! Just think how she must look in a She: It can’t be much of a yacht — he says he 
bathing suit. keeps it in a basin. 
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“A girl’s face may be 
her fortune, but it’s 
the other parts that 
draw interest.”’ 

“A girl can either 
go to the lakes and 
see the scenery, or 
go to the seaside 
and be the : = 
scenery.” oe ee —— nae 

Young Jones took the Smythe twins (both beautif 
To the seashore, and then to a show; 

Then to supper as well, then a three-star hotel — 
Was it worth it? we ask. Yes and no. 

— A EASIER 

ul girls), 
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Bo 
He: Did you call for help? 
She: Yes — but you’re not the man. 

She: | don’t go out with strange men. 
He: You've known me all your life. 
She: | still think you’re strange. 

She: It seems there are no married men here this 
summer. 

Her: There must be. There are ten men at the hotel 
and I’ve only had nine proposals. 



“Imagination . . . that fills out ends of memory, 
Like sails upon the wind.”’ (Longfellow) 

Pearl fishing underwater. 
Pearls are delightful things to get hold of, as you can 

see. 
(The girl in the boat is her sister.) 

Seven surfing sisters, stayed out very 
late, 

One slipped up stupidly, and then 
there were eight. 55 



One girl (to the other): He told me 
his wife didn’t mind a scrap if he 
took our photograph. 

The other. No — in fact I think 
she’s enjoying it. 

Young Elsie was a timid child — but not so, now she’s 
older; 

There’s lots of pebbles on the beach, but she’s a little 
boulder. 

A girl who’s the picture 
of health, must look 
after her frame... 

Watch out for sunburn. 



— ¢_fantt cap 

I went for a'walk with Dulcie 
She went for a walk with me 
We went for a walk by the briny, 
Down by the shiny sea. 

As lively as could be, 
The wind blew both our hats off _ 
So we both went home to tea. EP 

‘“‘Two Scotsmen on the beach yesterday each bet the 
other a pound that they could stay under water longest.”’ 
“What happened?”’ 
“They both drowned.” 
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She: I have the body of a girl of twenty. 
He: You’d better give it back — you’re 

stretching it. 

“I want to be seen in all the best 
places.”’ 

“Why not join a nudist colony?” 

THE SIRE 
Hiding behind my parasol, my tell-tale tail unwound, 
Trying to lure a mortal man — I lie on the sandy ground. 
He’s been there for an hour or more; I wonder, would he be aro’ Ar 
If he knew my statistics were 38, 24 and 3 shillings a pound? 

Ot, 
# 

“So you told Charlie you loved him after all?” 
“I didn’t want to, but he squeezed it out of me.”’ 



“That reminds I, Martha, 
it be full moon tonight.” 



P'd caught nothing all day 
When I heard someone say 
“Dispense with your clothes, 

and be bold!”’ 

the girl of his dreams. 
Trouble is, he’s already married.” 

And to my surprise 
I caught several eyes 

Andawinkle or two, and acold. 

“This costume is so embarrassing, I daren’t 
show my face!’ 

He: Am | the first man you ever kissed? 
She: It’s possible. Were you in Eastbourne 
Six years ago? 
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Short-sighted gent: Look out, George, there’s 
some pretty hefty-looking rocks over there. 

ADVT: Girl, willing to take the plunge with the right 
He’s a perfect man, with no strings attached. 
gentleman, but (Cupids Weekly Messenger) 
I think it’s better than no 
boyfriend at all. 

61 



“Thad to dismiss the last laundry-maid, she 
stole two of my towels.” 

“Oh — were they valuable?” 
“Well, sentimental value. We got them 

from our honeymoon hotel.” 

Domestic 
Upholstery. 

“Pve found a 
very 
economical 

"way of making 
HF a sponge 

‘cake — 

. the butter from Mrs Smith, and the 
eggs from Mrs Robinson.” 

«1 sponge the flour from Mrs Jones, 

__Women— 

AT HOME 
Awoman’s place is in the home. But who originally said 

so? Certainly not a woman, from my experience. She 
usually can’t wait to get out of it. No, it must have beena 
married man — the same man who, before he married 
her, used to lie awake all night, thinking about 
something she had said — and who now falls asleep 
before she has finished saying it. 

Nevertheless, the home is where you'll find most 
women — while their husbands are out earning the daily 
bread, they are at home, cutting the crusts off it and 
making it into a bread-and-butter pudding. 

These next pages, then, are devoted to pictures of 
the ladies in their natural habitat. As pretty as ever, as 
comic as usual, as delightful as always. 

Women’s Liberation protestation, however, is 
kept to a minimum here. We hear, and have heard, 
sufficient elsewhere for the next hour or two. For 
although women have been misjudged and mistreated 
in a thousand ways, there is one way in which they have 
never suffered. They have never suffered in silence. 

Because, generally speaking, women are 
generally speaking. Mind you, a woman doesn’t always 
get the last word; sometimes she is speaking to another 
woman! 

ae ee One: They say marriage is like a warm 
a 

The Yellow One: Yes — once you get used to it, 
it’s not so hot. 



WOMEN AT HOME (continued) 

Freedom 
I buy all his shirts, I select all his ties, 
And I pick out his underpants, too; 
And he always remarks ‘‘What a lovely surprise! 
You clever old thing, they are just the right size.” 
And he tenderly smiles with those tired spaniel 

eyes, 
And I do wish he wouldn’t, I do, I do, 
I do wish he wouldn’t, I do. 

I wash all his shirts and I iron them all flat 
And Isee that they ’re aired through and through; 
When he leaves for the office I hand him his hat 
He says ‘‘See you at tea, and we’ll have a nice 

chat,” 
Gives my cheek a quick kiss, and my bottom a 

pat, 
And I do wish he didn’t, I do, I do, 
I do wish he didn’t, I do. 

For I long to be free of this prison called home 
And the road to the North calls my name — 
For my folk were all fishers, and followed the 

foam, 
And this city life’s turgid and tame. 

But I clean all the house and | dust and I shine 
And | talk it all over with Pru, 
With painted-on smiles we pretend life is gay, 
And of course married life is the only real way, 
And I think how he loves me so much, and I pray 
Oh I pray that he didn’t, I do, I do, 
Oh I pray that he didn’t, I do. 
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WOMEN AT HOME (continued) °° —=———$£_—__—_—___ 

She (wearing her new dress): But look at it this way, my 
me that he had made love to every woman in this dear — The dress was originally marked a hundred 
building, except one. Can you believe that? pounds — but it was reduced to fifty. So I saved fifty 

She: Yes. | bet it’s that stuck-up Mrs Johnson on the pounds — and that’s the fifty pounds I bought the dress 
ground floor. with, you see? 

aurea 

fee ae 

She: | was a silly goose when I married you. He: More money? Good gracious, where does all the - 
He: Well you were certainly no chicken. money I give you for food get to? 

She: Just stand sideways and look in the mirror! 



A few differences of Opinion . . . WOMEN AT HOME (continued) 

A woman who talks all day 
Deserves a husband who 

snores all night. 

She: I cook and bake for-you and wh 
Nothing! 

He: You’re lucky. I get indigestion. 

at do I get? 

Marriage was made in Heaven... but then, so were 
Thunder and 
Lightning... 
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WOMEN AT HOME (continued) 

= Housework for the 
Sporting Girl 

A practical way of 
combining training 

with her daily chores. 

GYMNAST 

The ~ “TENNIS PLAYER 

The 
BIG-GAME HUNTER 



—— My Favourite Room — 

The kitchen’s my favourite venue, ry My favourite’s room that y 
Especially when love’s on the i) Ver in — Se 1 

menu — Be nnod off or knit 
When the day’s at an end, And if boysdo get rough. 
It's so nice, with a friend, Vex) Ve The sofa’s quite*tough, \ | 
To share some warm tit-bits And the chairs yourcan do quite’a bits’ 

between you. ; — 

My favourite room is the loo, 
I think it’s so private, don’t you? 
It's the finest place known 
To sit on your own 

Bit re the \ cal on When you find you’ve got not 
y favourite’s y » a. . 

one with the bath, ~ Z Sa See Le pun = do 

Where I lie like acat / ‘ 
on a hearth, / 

Soaked in suds for 
an hour 

Then it’s into the 
shower 

To experience acold 
aftermath. 

My favourite’s the one with the bed in 

it, ws 

Oh, the dangerous words that are said 
in it! 

Oh, the promises made! 
Oh, the parts that are played! 

| (But I prefer sleeping instead in it.) 



WOMEN AT HOME (continued) 

WHAT THEY WEAR UNDERNEATH 

The corset advertisements of the twenties’ magazines were no 
different from all the others, before or since; that is, they all contain 
pictures of girls who would never need a corset in the first place. Or, in 
fact, in any place. These slim, willowy reeds waft around in glove-like 
garments which give the appearance of having been upholstered, or 
even, in some cases, soled and heeled (see opposite). 

How different from the comic-postcard reality of a creaking, 
straining, press-stud-popping thing of shiny pink, about to burst in all 
directions . . . GF 



WOMEN AT HOME (continued) 



) continued ( WOMEN AT HOME 

WHAT THEY WEAR UNDERNEATH 

are H -ivenida Ria Brenco-Rio de Jan 



WOMEN AT HOME (continued) 

WHAT THEY WEAR UNDERNEATH 

Nature gives women legs, to make men come running. 

a, 



— WOMEN AT HOME (continued) ———— 

THEY PAINT IT ALL ON... 
le ee on 

Youcan calla womana kitten, but not acat; a mouse, but nota rat, 
a vision, but not a sight. You can tell her time stands still when you 
gaze into her eyes — but you cannot tell her that her face would stop 
a clock. 

For to nearly every woman, her face is her fortune (with a few 
exceptions — see ‘‘Women of the Town”’ page 32) and ever since 
the Egyptians, and earlier, women have painted, upon their face, 
another face — the one they would have preferred. 

My hair was a mess, 
‘Till I talked to young Bess 
Who had prickly hair, like a pig; 
But I’ve noticed of late 
It’s full-bodied, and straight 
Since she washed it in 

THINGUMMY4JIG. 
ae ean Raa 

So I talked to young Di, So I bought some from Boots, and 
Whose hair was so dry I massaged my roots, 
That it crackled and cracked like a Just like they did, with 
twig; THINGUMMYJIG — 

Now it glows with a sheen Now just look at mine! See it 
That is almost obscene, sparkle and shine! 

Babvesronin clin deen and here Since she washed it in Don't you think it looks fine? It’s a 
beautiful skins. THINGUMMYJIG. wig. 



—— WOMEN AT HOME (continued) 

AND THEY SCRUB IT ALL OFF 

Cleanliness is next to Godliness, as the laundry-maid 
said when she put a crease in the Vicar’s underpants. 
If this be true, then the ladies are the more virtuous 
sex, because they are, without doubt, much cleaner 
than men. How often, for example, do you see 
pictures of men getting in and out of the bath? About 
as often as you see pictures of the Loch Ness Monster. 

Whereas the girls are to be seen leaping in and 
out of the water like dolphins, shoals of them: and I 
think I have provided a pretty good haul here. 

Some pretty slippery customers, some of them, 
too ao All my family have been scrubbers, 

and I’m a scrubber too. 



are some more ladies of the bath, from the 

pages of La Vie Parisienne. 





Someone called Woman 
the Thinking Rose — 
Ah! But what does she think | 
about, do you suppose? | 

% ey Ce a Ze = 

Diamonds 

One rose thinks only of the Dance, 
Another thinks only of Love and Romance — 
Another of Drama, of Thespia’s call, 
Another of Others, herself not at all — 

ee 

Another thinks constantly, only, of her, 
Another of Luxuries, Diamonds and Fur. 
But I’ve got a girl not like any of those — 
My non-thinking, sweet-smelling, beautiful Rose! 



The Dance 

Y Oo ¢ © = O Ce 
~~ 



WOMEN AT HOME (continued) 

_.. and some postcards of World War One days, to show what the 

girls were (or were not) wearing in the Boudoir 



Mirror, Mirror, in my hand, who is the fairest in the 
land? 

And if you say it’s Muriel Mason, I'll smash your 
stupid-looking face in! 

A stitch in time, they say, saves nine 
I don’t know if that’s true, 
By sewing up this dress of mine 
At least I’m saving two. 

Here three pretty girls you see, 
Faith and Hope and Charity. 
Faith first fell to Cupid’s bow 
At the Chelsea Flower Show. 

Hope was abandoned first, they 
say, 

| (|| On the sands at Whitley Bay. 
| i But while her parents were at 

M5 Frome, 
pp Charity began at home. 



BA Day tn the Life of (Nod 

Gin Grtist’s 

1 
A cold bath at 
Six in the morning, 
I'm off to the studio 

by eight... 

2 
I pose as a serf for the artist, 
And clean all his family plate. 

I pose with a handful of lilies 
I pose with a doll cavalier 
I’m shouted at, bullied and badgered 
’'m measured, and pinched in the rear — 



4 
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crouch, cavort, lounge and lie — 
’ 

Then when I get home to my boyfriend — 

I'm made to dress up like a soldier, 

I have to pretend to be shy! 

Made to crawl 



A Day in the 

} I awake with the maid, 
4 And my breakfast all laid, li 

i) And I’m soon on the line to the Earl; 

} 
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oi On my mid-morning stroll, 
i Meet Le Duc de Chambrol, i 

Who is dying to make me his Duchesse: 

Life of (Ne2) 
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vip Then after a tub, and a rub and a scrub, 
hak I emerge, a proud pink powdered girl. 

Then Sir Algernon Doyle, 
Who’s a painter in oil, 
With whom I’ve had several brushes. 



A Society Lady 

To my tailor, who’s French, Meet Lord Charlesworthy for ea i 
if With an eye fora wench, | With his hand on my knee, : 
; And designs on society girls; And his eye on my coconut whirls. 

Then I dine with the count, a 
Who drinks quite an amount, 
And is twenty-first heir to the throne — 

A theatre perhaps — 
Then I’ll dodge all the chaps, 
And with luck, get to bed on my own! 
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: flaming bow and arrow that 
Auntie Psyche bought him. 

8 A.M. Woke up, to find Diana already | 
out of bed, with the kids hanging round} 
her as usual. Feel a bit jaded. 

10 A.M. Went to the office, did a few letters. At coffee time 
that new typist started showing out a bit. Mustn’t get too a involved there, I might get to like it. Left about 12.30; 3 

2. 30 P.M. Went shopping with Diana, called in at the Antique 
Market they have ona Friday. Bought an ornament for the spare 
bedroom (see detail above). I’m sure it’s reproduction. 
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- P.M. Got home, decided to go to the beach. Diana went 
in, I didn’t bother. I keep slipping off the damn horses. Very 
crowded — couldn’t move for kids. 

eax 

8.30 P.M. Had a barbecue in the garden. Jason and Helen 
came round, and Juno. Also young Mercury, who got quite 
a lot of attention from Diana. I think she fancies him. 

11:30 P.M. Got to bed, and dreamed about those 
three barmaids down at the ‘‘Golden Fleece’’. I must 

- be getting old. 

i 
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6.30 P.M. Before dinner, Diana showed me the number she's doing in the Drama Club’s musical evening. She is 
certainly an all-round performer, Sings and dances well 
too. 
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11 P.M. As usual, finished up a bit worse for wear. 
Diana passed out across Mercury’s lap, but I was past 
caring. That new Beaujolais certainly takes you by 
surprise. : 



— WOMER Ir) LOVE — 
ould you ruffle the down of a butterfly? 
Or scatter the violet’s dew? 
Would you rub the soft cheek of the peach 

awry? 
Or rumple the roses? Would you? 

And the first loving kiss of an unkissed maid 
The fairest bloom ever that blew, 
As sweet and as frail as the flowers that fade 
Whoever would take it? Would you? 

Well, of course, many people would, like a 
shot. And who would blame them? (Beside 
the father, of course, and he can get pretty 
shirty if he wants to.) Because, to be honest, 
women are the best 

opposite sex we have, and all is fair in love and war, as the colonel said 
when he kissed his second lieutenant. 

If you detect a rather heady, not to say hysterical, tone in these 
garbled utterances, it is because love does tend to have this effect, be 
it on king or commoner, prince or pensioner, duke, dustman, 

debt-collector, or Deidre at the Post Office. All the world loves a lover 
— and some of these I know you're going to adore. 

Two of the oldest games in the world. 
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WOMEN IN LOVE (continued) 

BOWLED OVER 

Men, men, in rows of ten, 
They'll fall, who e’er they be 
Pll have them all, or none at all, 
They all will fall for me! He: Will you marry me? 

She: No, but I will always admire your taste. 

= Lm, 

She: This is my father, Willie - you remember, I told 
you he’s the one who takes things apart when they 
don’t go. 

He: Oh, y-ves! 
She: So you'd better go now, Willie. 

Outraged Husband: Saints alive — my own 
manservant! 

Wife: But he loves me terribly. 
Outraged Husband: Everything he does, he does 

87 terribly! 



V-_OVE-SICKNESS: (In Love, and sick of it) 

Mrs Newly-Wed: Do you have a good 

memory for faces? 
Mr Newly-Wed: Of course I have. 
Mrs Newly-Wed: Good. I just broke your 

shaving mirror. 

‘May I kiss you just once?’ 
“Certainly not!” 
“Oh, good — how many 

times, then?”’ 
\ sve 
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An apple, a snake, A lady’s hand a man dothe cccc 
and a peach. His fiery heart doth blaaaaa, 

He crouches near her on hisneeeee 
And poureth forth his ppaaaaa, 
He wooes her with a seemingeeeee, fen 
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He: | wonder if I could make you melt in my arms? 
She: No — I’m not that soft, and you’re not that hot. 
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Eve (to Adam): Are you sure I’m the first girl you’ ve ever 
loved? 
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“The Milkman? 
Not today, thank 

you!”’ One handsome man, two girls, two hearts 
Both pinned and pierced by Cupid’s darts, 
Should the wife be glad, and the lover sad? 
No, the wife is sad, for the man’s a cad 
And the lover’s the wife of another lad, 
And that’s where the trouble starts! 

She: Every time I’m kissed it upsets my nerves. If 
you were a doctor, what would you give me? 

He: A nervous breakdown. 
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‘NO, MINE WERE SILVER.” 

SHE KNEW WHAT SHE WAS DOING. 

If a man is too shy, then girlish mopes 
Is no way to raise up the poor fellow’s hopes, 
Cinderella certainly knew the ropes. 
You really couldn’t trip her. 
When the prince was slow to make advance 
And she fled in haste from the royal dance, 
You don’t really think it was by chance 
She lost the silver slipper? 

‘Late hours, they say, are bad for one, 
Most people know that’s true.”’ 
“Yes, darling, they are bad for one, 
But awfully nice for two.” 

He: Yes, my darling, I'd climb Mount Everest for you 
— | would walk on hot coals for you. I would 
endure any hardship for you. 

She: Oh, darling! When will I see you again? 
He: I'll pick you up on Saturday, if it doesn’t rain. 

He: Darling, you're the kind of girl I'd like to take home 
to Mother. 

She: Well, why don’t you? 
He: | can’t trust Father. 



The bride who said she would take 
her husband for better or worse — 

but not necessarily for good. 

She: Well, darling boy, 
now you've made two 
people very happy — 
me and Mother. 

He; Darling — tonight, will I be the first man 
ever to make love to you? 

She: Of course. Why do all you men ask the 
same silly question? 

ccs en RTS _SEee 
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1st Bridesmaid: Who’s giving the bride away? 
2nd Bridesmaid: | could, Angela, but I’ve 

promised to keep my mouth shut. 



WOMEN IN LOVE (continued) 

yx The Twopenny Dreadful 
After marriage, much of the original pre-nuptial romance was recaptured 

with the aid of these novelettes, avidly devoured by ladies of all classes. 
The story below could almost have come from one of them. 
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Born INTO RICHES 
She drew a deep breath, followed by another. “I 
think I’m being followed by another,” she said. 
They were standing in the sitting-rooom, near the 
big window that overlooked the lawn. She could 
see the distant figure of the gardener, who had also 
overlooked the lawn for several weeks now. She 
stared out, running her hands over her body 
nervously. It was in terrible shape. All lumps and — 
bumps, with little tufts of moss growing in the more 
inaccessible places. 
‘‘Followed? By a man?” 
He felt something stir in his breast. It was the 
tea-spoon in his waistcoat pocket, stolen from the 
tea-shoppe that very afternoon. 
“I think you’re imagining things, darling.”’ 
“No I’m not.” 
He felt her quiver. “I’ve asked you not to feel my 
quiver,’’ she said. Her eyes swept the ground. 
Then they dusted the mantelpiece, and cleaned 
out the grate. 
“You're overwrought, my dearest.” 
He felt for her, deep down. ‘Please, for the last 
time, will you take your hand away,” she said. 
He turned away, thrusting his hands deep into his 
trouser pockets and juggling with his conscience. A 
whole minute passed. oy 
‘“Have you got a grip on yourself?” she asked. 
He didn’t reply, but stared into the garden, his jaw 
set at a strange angle; the result of a skiing accident 
some years before. 
‘Tm sorry, Geoffrey,” she said. ff 
She leant back, and the colour rose in her cheeks. 
She realised she was leaning against a hot radiator. 
She sat down to cover her embarrassment; and 
the cooling stone of the old window-seat through as her thin silk dress reminded her of her childhood. It 

«oon 92 also reminded her that she had dressed 
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in a hurry, and had forgotten to put any on. 
The thought of sitting there, with him, in such a 
state of undress took her breath away. She took 
some brief pants before she dared speak, trying to 
slip them on without him noticing — but at the vital 
moment, he turned and caught her unawares — 
fortunately only with his elbow. He felt her quiver 
again as he took her in his arms; he couldn't resist 

it. . 
“Tlove you, Euphrosnia,”’ he said, and those three ~ 
simple words and one difficult one, sent a shiver 
arough her cold frame. So much so that two of the 
icumbers dropped off. He cupped her face in his 

hands, adding milk and sugar, before placing it to 
his lips, and planting a long hard kiss on her long 
hard nose. ‘“‘It’s been a long struggle to win you,” 
he said, looking long and hard at her... 

hey were in the library, drinking in the beauty of 

setting sun. “Have another,” he murmured, 

dicating his cocktail shaker. She nodded. 

Your hair is so beautiful,’ he said. Caught in the 

in, it was a mass of tiny lights. She had got them 
ff the Christmas tree last year. 
‘How do you keep it so radiant?” 

she guided his hand to where she hid the battery. 

He touched it gently, and his eyes lit up. He raised 

is glass, and drawing her nearer to the fire, 

sted her silently. She drained her glass at a 

ngle gulp. After a second, she spoke. After a 

fourth, she could hardly speak, and after a sixth, 

1e was absolutely pie-eyed. He picked her up, 

and carried her on to the lawn, where the evening 

iist lay in a wispy grey swirl, and the gardener lay 

1 a filthy blue shirt. 93 
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Geoffrey laid Euphrosnia on the lawn, watched by 
the old gardener. ‘‘That’s the way, Sir!’ he cried 
drunkenly. ‘‘All the best properties are mostly laid 
to lawn.”’ As Geoffrey stared at the bumpy uneven 
surface, he realised that Euphrosnia’s dress had 
ridden up, and so had a young lad on a bicycle. 
‘Doctor, your wife wants you. The old cow’s 
about to give birth.”’ The boy turned and cycled off 
again. 

‘Who'd be a vet?” thought Geoffrey, watching 
the boy getting smaller and smaller, until he was a 
tiny figure on the horizon. He eventually got so 
small he got a job in a circus, touring round as the 
Modern Tom Thumb. 
Geoffrey gave one last look round at the vast, 
imposing edifice that was Euphrosnia’s seat, and 
sighed. 
“All this could have been mine,” he said. 

eed Stamps. Se 
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She lay, face downward, on the damp grass. The 
gardener, feeling the seeds of a strange turbulence 
growing inside him, removed a packet of radishes 
from his back pocket. 
“Cheer up. Think how lucky you are. This is your 
seat,” he cried, slapping her roundly; or, at least, D, : 66 ’ : oe one of her roundlies. ‘““You’re in Burke’s Peerage. COMPLETE I've been looking up your particulars.” 

STORY. He, too, felt her quiver. ‘“You men are all the i = | ae am | same,” she murmured. She breathed several sighs a | a ae In (ove — first, a few small-size sighs, followed by several In Bu Y/TADS a) sighs of a much larger size. Finally, she drew him 
down on the ground beside her, witha felt-tip pen: 

Ni,” THE ADVENTURE
S OF HORATIO, 

ee eerree moot eo oye aut REN we the very pen that has since told this little story. 
slits Hamar ee OPENCE: Remember, of course, it isn’t a true story; and, No, 419% 

being only words, should not be taken literally. 



The WOMEN IN LOVE (concluded) 

‘Type-setters Stop-gap 
In these novelettes, it was customary always to include a 
“filler” story, or poem, which got pushed around from one 
page to another, throughout the magazine, wherever there 
was a space to fill. 

Here is such a poem... 

2 Oh Mary, Mary, hear my song 
6 Come walk the woods with me 

And Ill plant kisses all along 
(Continued on page 3) 

1 Oh Mary, meet me by the gate 
I swear my love be true 
And fain would tell you of my great 
(Continued on page 2) 

4 If only you will stay with me 
Beyond the beaten track 
I know our love-affair will be 
(Concluded on the back) 3 Oh Mary, Mary, say you'll be 

Within my arms once more 
And Ill again caress your warm 
(Continued on page 4) 
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The rich man’s lot — the poor man’s dream 
To warm his Christmas heart: 
A blazing fire, a good red wine, 
A turkey, and a tart. 

She: Yes, darling, but what else do you 
want for Christmas? 

Christmas — the time when a wife turns to her overweight _ 
husband and says, ‘““You won’t need a pillow this year to play 
Santa Claus’’; the time when she goes to cocktail parties and 
meets people who are so drunk she can’t remember their 
names. The time for eating, drinking, and being merry; the time 
for doing all the things you want to do before those dreadful 
New Year resolutions start. 3 

Time, too, for snow, slush, showers, sleet, slipping and 
sliding, and all the other inconveniences beginning with S. 

SNOW QUEEN x 
She bravely smiles as she flies the skies ee 
The skies which the snow lies under) = | 

_ But the North Wind blows, and she’ s got no clothes 
Snow Queen — 

Snow fun — 
Snow Wonder! 
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Christmas Games, as played 
in Victorian times: 

Co S$, 1 Postman’s Knock 
area (Through the letterbox) 

A 

maT 78 
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He: | hope that’s what I’m sure I think it is — is it? 
She: | think so. I’m not sure. 

(Through the porthole) 

3 Chinese Knock 
(Kissing sideways, knockers 
backwards) 

SESS ae = 

4 Show-Jumper’s Knock 
(Three faults for a refusal, and a 

97 jump-off to decide the winner) 



B#2XGIRLS AT CHRISTMAS (continued) @w 

The tall one: What is the most Christmassy bird, Jane? 

The small one: Dunno. 
The tall one: | think it’s the robin. It’s on all the cards. 
The small one: Yes. But turkey’s on all the plates. 

Look out, look out, Jack Frost’s about, he’s after 
your fingers and toes — 

Whoever you are, be you skinny or stout, you ll 
freeze in the winter snows; 

The snowman’s got his paintbrush out, and the girl’s 
got a cherry-red nose, 

But the coldest things, without a doubt, are her cold 
little these and those. 

God rest ye merry, gentlemen, I wish hadn’t come, 
My face is cold, my base is cold, my knees have just 

gone numb, 
If I stand here much longer I'll get frostbite in my 

thumb 
And it’s tidings of brandy and rum, brandy and rum, 
And it’s tidings of warmth inside my tum. 



The first little bud of tie new season. 

Wa GIRLS AT CHRISTMAS (continued) Gye 

The office party finished at ten, 
And I’ve managed to dodge all the drunken men, 
That new boy’s asked if I'll see him again, 
And he’s touched my heart, | swear. 
I suppose I should’ve been more aware, 
At the office party you try not to care, 
You expect to get touched almost everywhere — 
But why did he touch me there? 



G<Q2GIRLS AT CHRISTMAS (continued) GN 

GIRLS ONICE 
A couple of pages to melt the most 
frozen of hearts: the lady on the left 
would certainly be skating on very thin 

ice nowadays. . . 

A curious custom was Norma’s — 
She’d skate without bloomers or 

warmers. 
She kept frostbite at bay 
By brandy, they say, 
And slaps from the other 

performers. 

Here comes Myrtle, 
there goes Myrtle — 

See her hurry, watch 
her hurtle, 

I can guarantee her 
skirt’ll 

Trip her up, and she’ll 
turn turtle. 
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I find it warmer to 

Oh, to cut a graceful skate! 
Swishing and dashing a figure of eight 
Stopping and starting and turning at will 
Suddenly standing completely still; 
Smiling and bowing to ladies who stare, 
Breathing deep in the crisp winter air 
Or pausing to offer polite advice 
Then off again in a splutter of ice! 

I slip and stumble and crash and curse 
And my friend Brown is even worse; 
But I’m quite content, and so is Brown 
Sitting and watching the girls fall down. 
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2 Cold Comfort... 

| | 
read about it. 
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A novel idea if your pipes burst. 
Turn off the heating, open the 
windows, phone your friends, and 
make the most of the long winter 
evenings. 
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3 Three-point landing. 



POPULAR CHRISTMAS PRESENTS (No 1) 

A.PREEA 

Some men long for the soothing touch 
Of lavender, cream, or mauve, 
But the ties | wear must possess the 

glare 
Of a red-hot kitchen stove. 
The books I read, and the life I lead 
Are sensible, sane, and mild; 
I wear quiet gloves, I wear calm hats, 
But I want my neckties wild. 
Give me a wild tie, Dulcie, 
One with a cosmic urge, 
A tie that will swear, and rip and tear, 
When it sees my old blue serge. 

Some folks say that a man’s cravat 
Should only be seen, not heard; 
But! WANT a tie that will make men cry 
And render their vision blurred. 
I yearn, I long, for a tie so strong 
It will take two men to tie it, 
If such there be, show it to me — 
Whatever the price, I'll buy it. 
Give me ties of enormous size 
And a shire-horse team to pull ’em, 
Ties that will blaze in a hectic haze 
As the sun goes down over Fulham. 
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A WARNING 

Beware, beware of the Christmas tie 
That generous womankind love to buy, 
It grips the throat with a strangle-hold 
Its colours are crimson and green and 

gold, 
It shameth the wearer with shame 

untold 
Until he would wish to die. 

Beware, beware of the gift cigar 
Compounded of Cabbage-Leaf, Rope 

and Tar! 
It fumes with the odour of burning hair; 
It fills every bosom with Dark Despair; 
Its cost is the half of a Tramway Fare — 
And then it is over Par. 



POPULAR 

When you hanga fur coat on the Christmas tree 
The lady’s delighted to find it. 
For to her, it isn’t the gift that counts, 
It’s really the price behind it. 

She’s grateful, and she tells you so — 
You're broke, but you don’t mind it. 
For you know it isn’t the gift that counts 
But the wicked thought behind it. 



And now, 
before we rejoin the ladies. 
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FEW STORIES 
(to be told to the ladies later) 

A drunken voice had been phoning the switchboard 
operator for over an hour, at five-minute intervals, 
asking what time the bar opened in the hotel. 
She repeatedly told him “‘Eleven-thirty’’, but still he 
kept ringing. Eventually she told the manager, and 
he lay in wait for the next call. 
‘‘Hello — what time does the bar open?” came the 
drunken voice. 
The manager was curt. ‘“‘We keep telling you, 
eleven-thirty, Sir. But I warn you, | shall be there 
personally to see you don’t get in.”’ 
‘I don’t want to get in,” said the voice, “‘I want to get 
out.” 

Jock had had one over the eight one lunchtime, and 
was staggering home, when he passed a house that 
looked vaguely familiar. He stared at it, and realised, 
after a minute or two, that it was his own, or at least 
he thought it was. He knocked the doorbell, and 
rang the knocker, which seemed to have no effect 
whatsoever. So he lay down on the steps to think it 
out, and the next thing he knew a pair of female legs 
were standing beside him. These, too, he seemed to 
recognise. He addressed them. 
“Does Mr McCloud live here?”’ he mumbled. 
The maid, for such it was, said: ‘“You’re Mr 
McCloud, Sir.” 
McCloud nodded. “‘I know, but do I live here?” 
“Come inside Sir. I can see you’ re rather the worse 
for wear,” said she. 
‘‘You’re not supposed to be looking,” said he, 
adjusting his kilt, “‘and mind your own business, 
girl!”’ 
“Your old Uncle Willie has passed away while you 
were out, and the Undertaker has just been and laid 
him in his coffin. Shall I take you to see him, Sir?”’ 
“T think you'd better, girl — I'll no make it on my 
own.” 
A few minutes later, Jock lurched into the front 
parlour, where the baby grand piano stood silent. 
He stared at it, tears welling up in his eyes. 
“My, that’s a beautiful coffin,” he said. Peering even 
closer at the keyboard, he added, ‘“‘And I'll say this 
for old Uncle Willie. He certainly took good care of 
his teeth!”’ 
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The large comfortable-looking woman sat 
down heavily next to a small, mild-looking 
fellow on the bus. 
“Why, Johnny! After all these years!”’ 
Johnny, who was stone deaf, nodded, smiling 
vaguely at her. 
‘Don’t you remember me, Johnny? I used to 
nurse you, when you were a little ’un. And to 
think! Many’s the time I’ve had you across my 
knee and given you a spanking! And now 

. you’re a man!”’ 
Johnny thought he’d better pretend to have 
heard her. “‘Yes,”’ he nodded, ‘“‘you wouldn’t 
know the old place now.” 

Gages ——S 
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The company director was taking some annual 
leave, simply to get into his garden and sort it out 
while the September weather was still warm and 
inviting. Wearing his oldest sweater and Wellington 
boots, he stood clipping a yew hedge in his front 
garden, when an attractive middle-aged woman 
stopped her car, and beckoned him over. 
‘Tellme, my man, what do you get for working here 

_ —I might be able to offer you more.” 
‘I doubt it, Madam,” he said. ‘“The lady here doesn’t 
give me money — but she lets me sleep with her.” 3 

? 

a SU RAGE -—— 

A suffrage meeting was drawing to a close. The 
speeches had all been made and the meeting was 
thrown open to questions by the audience. 
Said the presiding officer: ““Now is there any woman 
here who would like to ask a question? Don’t hesitate 
to ask any question you'd like to: any question at all 
about any phase of the woman question.” 
For a few minutes there was silence. 
Then a woman arose and asked: “‘May I ask any 
question at all?” _ 
“Certainly,” said the speaker persuasively. 
‘“‘What question would you like to ask?” 
“Well,” said the woman, “I'd like to know how you 
got that smooth effect over your hips.” 
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The woman behind the man behind the wheel has long been 
the subject of music-hall jokes. ‘“‘Can you drive with one hand, 
Johnny?” “Of course, darling.” ‘I thought so — here’s an 
apple.”’ 
The other standard joke is the comparison of the parts of the 

motor-car with a girl’s anatomy. 
The words and pictures below are taken from 
advertisements of the twenties — presumably = |_ 

before the existence of such jokes, but they 
nevertheless make quite funny reading when 

applied to women... 

I/ j/ “Bonnet and 
¢/ + outer cladding 
YN easily removed 

for access to 
moving parts... 
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‘... concealed running 
boards, low hung doors, 
embossed panelling, and TR 

belled horizontal louvres...” 



WOMEN ON WHEELS (continued) 

“Quality... you can feel it. _ . 

‘‘Performance, plus 
a =| appearance, gives 
¢ ae satisfaction .. .”’ 
Ge 5 A : 

Os. Ze ‘Ask the man who 
y i‘ : OWNS ONE!” 

‘‘Seat-cushion and seat-back construction is the 
result of years of research. It is the most durable, 
and at the same time the most comfortable...” 

ue ‘You will particularly like the stream- 
PAG line effect of the body, the placing of 
Cok the gas tank, and the generous com- 
1 x partment under rear deck...” 



WOMEN ON WHEELS (continued) 
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Hire purchase firms with monthly terms 
Are awfully nice to start with 
But unless you pay, they take it away 
(And it’s dreadfully hard to part with). 

They took my car, they took my clothes, 
Which stops me going to parties 
Now all I’ve got ‘is a rather cold bot, 
One wheel and a bag of Smarties. 

‘‘“How’s my engine?” 
‘Looks all right to me, Miss.”’ 
‘‘What’s that knocking, then?”’ 
“My knees, Miss.” 
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WOMEN ON WHEELS (continued) 

He: Am | the first lieutenant 
you've been engaged to? 

She: Are you a first or a second 
lieutenant? 
He: I’m a first. 
She: Then you’re the second. 

She: Could you see me across the 
street? 

He: | could see you a mile away. 

He: | hear your husband is in hospital. Was it an 
accident? 

She: Sort of — 1 caught him with a blonde. “My motoring parties certainly bring people 
together, don’t they, Mr Perkins?” 



WOMEN 

ON WHEELS 

(continued) 

” 

‘Fourteen body types... two chassis 
lengths. . . air-cooled throughout.” 

‘‘Tough body, giving years of wear. . . adjustable 
pneumatic seat for a comfy ride...” 
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WOMEN ON WHEELS 
(continued) 

See Shain 

6 

She: If it has broken down, why don’t we take a taxi? 
He: I don’t like taxis. If] sit with my back to the driver 

I feel sick, and if I sit facing the meter I feel worse 

I brought them out 
for a spin today, "y 
Now, was I wise 

et to do it? 
i. 2)" “Whatever they get up to here, 

a They'll say I drove them to it! 
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WOMEN 
ON WHEELS 
(continued) 

At the turn of the 
century, women on bicycles 
were even more vulnerable 
to jokes and jibes — mainly 
because of the more revealing, and often 
comical costumes designed for the purpose. 

Here area few... 
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ean c . This way you don’t 
en the girls sat in fron Ns Ontie ae get saddle-sore. 

Men’s hands were completely 
At random; 
When their fingers got bold 
By the girls they were told 
To unhand ’em — 
(We quite understand ’em).”’ 

The proud 
One an 

And the fallen. 
112 



Kee tee, 
XK few more 

cycling oddities . . . 

“Did you ever see me before?” 
ING” 

“Then how do you know it’s me?” 

ihe. AA 
AS S 

er ea 

* Wood-nymph: ‘“‘T’ll make sure it’s a nice day 
Riding for a fall 

for it, anyway.” : 113 



sing. 
She: Why? 
He: You've got legs 

like a canary. 

“At the theatre last night, all of a sudden everybody 
got up and walked out.”’ 

“Good grief what happened?” 
the show had finished.’’ 

The fatal fascination of the 
painted hussies who parade 
their charms within the 
footlights’ glare is so universal it 
needs no words from me. 
Being, for want of a better term, 
a ‘‘theatrical’’ myself, I have 
worked with many, and have 
nothing but the most unstintng 
praise for every one of them. 
The girls of the chorus are a 
wonderful, lively bunch in a 
dreadful, dead-end job. I don’t 
know why they do it. But I 
thank the gods they do: and 
those up in the ‘“‘Gods’’ would 
be the first to agree with me. 

Voice from the ‘‘Gods’’: 
Drop dead!! 

Madame Brigita: I’m sorry, | 
don’t do requests. 

‘\ A/S 

CURE 

We Cr 

She: Last night! went out witha 
man who completely turned 
my head. 

He: Was he a gigolo? 
She: No, a wrestler. 

=a 
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The party last night was a 
bore, dahling! 

I go to so many of those; 
The reason I stayed so 

long, dahling? 
I couldn’t find my clothes! 

“-* 

He: “Do you like the dictionary I bought you?” 
She: “It’s very interesting. Only it’s hard to read, 

because it keeps changing the subject.”’ : F 

“You've heard of people getting 
pearls out of oysters? Well, I get 
diamonds out of old nuts.” 

Seine 

‘He: ’ ma doctor-—if you married me, you could be ill 
for nothing. 

She: No — I’m going to marry a vicar. Then I can be 

good for nothing. © 

1st Fiddle (to second fiddle): —She couldn’tcarrya 
tune if it had a handle. Last night she came on stage 
and sang ‘‘Goodbye, my love” and everybody went. 



GIRLS ON STAGE (continued) 

She 
Back Kow 

ef the Chorus 
The girls behind 
The girls behind 
I love to see 
The girls behind. 
The girls in front 
I do not mind 
The girls in front 
With arms entwined 
Their golden hair 
All washed and shined 
Their faces, fair 
Their eyes are kind eas 
Their dimples sweet, de fF 
I think you'll find; ae | 
Their figures neat 
Their skin unlined 
Their legs are long, 
But I’m inclined 
To much prefer 
The girls behind. 
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___—. Phe Girls in the Band 

nil, 
la 

Some ladies playing musical things 
Of every shape and size — 



GIRLS ON STAGE (continued) 

the way they play their instruments 
Is music to my eyes. 

ene 

eS 



She end Fage 
Once more these pictures remind us, rather 

graphically, that the end is in sight. It has to be faced, 

there is no getting around it, whichever way you look 

at it. 
I have very much enjoyed putting this picture 

book together, and I hope I have managed to reflect 

my pleasure, in its pages. I hope you have laughed a 

bit, and been charmed a lot. For charm is a very 

precious ingredient in life, and laughter a valuable 

medicament; Because 

No matter how grouchy you're feeling 
You'll find the smile soothing and healing, 

It grows in a wreath 
All round the front teeth 

Thus preserving the face from congealing. 

I have already started accumulating pictures for the 
next book — until then we CLOSE THE DOOR... 

R.B. 
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Another Jolly Volume from the Author of 
“SAUCE” and ‘‘“GENTLEMAN’s RELISH”’. 
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