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finally starting to see the light of day. In February
2013, the Wodehouse Estate approved a proposal
entitled The P. G. Wodehouse Globe Reclamation
Project, submitted by a group of collectors in
consultancy with Tony Ring and Norman Murphy. 

The principals of the group are Anita Avery,
Ananth Kaitharam, Ian Michaud, Neil Midkiff,
Arthur Robinson, Raja Srinivasan, and myself. To
date, the project has recovered more than 300 By The

Way columns, from the recesses of both the British
Library’s archive of microfilmed newspapers and,
thanks to Society member Karen Shotting, from a
repository at UCLA in California. 

For more on the Globe P. G. Wodehouse
Reclamation Project, including reports of our
findings and current and future plans for the ‘By The
Way’ columns, please visit our web page:
www.madameulalie.org/articles/Globe project.html.

Wooster Sauce – September 2013

My younger brother has never been as voracious
a reader as I am, but a couple of years ago I was

able to convert him into the faith – a copy of Much
Obliged, Jeeves did the trick, I think. 

So it was only natural that he should pull up his
chair in front of the goggle-box a few weeks before
Christmas 2011 to watch the illustrious Sir Terence’s
fine ‘Wogan On Wodehouse’. And some way into the
programme, the mention of Plum’s brother Armine
rang a bell. Not a deafening peal, you understand,
more of a quiet tinkle, but a bell for all that. Such a
name had figured in my brother’s past.

After the programme had finished– which he and
the spouse thoroughly enjoyed (the programme, not
the fact that it had finished) – the source of his
tinkle, in a manner of speaking devoid of any double
entendres, thrust itself to the front of his mind.
Harking back to a previous abode in their home town
of Andover, there had been an Armine and Louise
Wodehouse living in the house behind theirs in a
village outside the town called Goodworth Clatford.
My brother knew that Armine had sadly taken his
place in the celestial choir a few years ago, but his
widow was still in the same house. At this point he
decided to contact me on the old dog and bone.

My knowledge of Plum’s family tree is, I don’t
mind admitting to hundreds of readers, not as good as
perhaps it should be, so we agreed that there could not
be many people around with such an unusual name.
Perhaps we had even lit upon a hitherto unknown
branch of the Wodehouses, and I imagined relating it
to the font of all facts pertaining to PGW, Norman
Murphy, and carving my name in the annals of the
Society (and mixing a few metaphors along the way). 

Alas, dear reader, it was not to be.
I hightailed it to the old PC and promptly

despatched one of those email thingies to Norman,
but in the absence of anything remotely like salient
facts, he was understandably unable to confirm or
deny anything. I agreed to go back to the fraternal
relation and see if there was any way we could find

out more, and the upshot was that he said he would
go round and visit our Louise for this very purpose.

Life then got in his way for a few weeks, but,
knowing that I was scheduled to attend my first
Society evening on the 28th February 2012, and
being the dashed good egg that he is, he saw a chance
to heap large helpings of kudos upon his elder
sibling’s head by coming up with the goods on
Armine. So off he went on the morning of the
meeting to call upon his former neighbour. 

As he related to me later that forenoon, Mrs
Wodehouse graciously welcomed him in, listened to
his request, and then – to his surprise – hoofed out
her copy of Burke’s Peerage. (I asked why he hadn’t
taken his own copy with him, and he said that it was
somewhere in the van – he’s a builder – and probably
had a few mastic stains on the cover. I think he was
being sarcastic.) And it was then he discovered that
you and I may not come across too many Armines in
our daily lives, but if you are a descendant of the Earl
of Kimberley from the 17th century, the beginning of
the Wodehouse family, the forest floor beneath your
family tree is littered with them. 

I passed all this and various other facts back to
Norman via email, and by that evening, at the
meeting, he had, naturally, produced chapter and verse.

This Armine was John Armine, born in 1936. He
had been a Captain in the Royal Welch Fusiliers, and
he and Louise had had four children. His line went
back four generations to the third son of the fifth
Baronet Wodehouse, whereas PGW’s family
descended from the second son. Plum was the great-
great-grandson of the fifth baronet, of whom
‘Andover Armine’ (as he will henceforth be known)
was a great-great-great-grandson. All of which means
that AA and PGW were probably third cousins, once
removed. 

Ah, well, we reflected later – if everything had
not turned out quite as oojah-cum-spiff as we had
hoped, it had nonetheless been an interesting little
departure from life’s daily routine.

Armines, Armines Everywhere . . .
Mike Swaddling recounts a crawl along 
a branch of the Wodehouse family tree
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This is an abbreviated version of the talk Curtis gave at
The Wodehouse Society convention in October 2011.

P G Wodehouse has been called many things, but
mysterious isn’t one of them. He was a simple

man whose life centered around his work. One
mystery, though, according to some, is how he
managed to write through two world wars, the Great
Depression, internment by the Nazis, the Cold War,
and the Atomic Age and yet consistently create
characters who remain apparently untouched by what
is happening in the world. 

But Wodehouse’s characters did not pass through
these tempests completely unscathed. People assume
that the only disruptions in the serene flow of Bertie’s
life is when he’s forbidden access to Anatole’s dinners,
or with his engagements to Madeline Bassett. But
there is off-stage thunder rumbling on the first page of
The Inimitable Jeeves.

“How is the weather, Jeeves?”
“Exceptiona y c ement, sir”
“Anything in the papers?”
“Some s ight friction threatening in the Ba kans,

sir. Otherwise, nothing.”

Bertie doesn’t express much in the way of concern
about friction in the Balkans After all, he lives in a
world without 24-hour news. There is no television at
the Drones Club, and if there were it would be tuned to
Test matches rather than CNN. But this doesn’t mean
the stories are devoid of political events. Political
meetings descend into vulgar brawling, as do prize-
giving ceremonies and the occasional clean, bright
entertainment. Politics tend to be avoided except in aid
of a joke, which is not a bad idea. If Conservative
politicians tend to predominate, it’s because they seem
funnier when they are trapped on the roofs of
summerhouses after being chivvied by swans. People
like that have more to lose; A. B. Filmer, the Cabinet
Minister, is a great example. So is Sir Raymond
Bastable from Cocktail Time. The examples are legion.
Class-bound people in Wodehouse who don’t drink,
don’t smoke, don’t gamble, have a lot of money and
power and no sense of humor are just asking for it.
They are always putting up barricades in the path of
true love. But they’re also the ones who worry about
their youthful indiscretions coming to light. Men
resembling a cartoon of Capital exist not to make
political points, but to deny their nephews money to
open Onion Soup Bars or marry a chorus girl. 

Jeeves’s awareness of friction threatening in the
Balkans is just one example of the real world intruding
into Wodehouse’s fiction. But politicians, like
headmasters, aunts, and bishops, are stock characters
in Wodehouse and can be taken as read. So I will focus
on the political movements that touched the lives of
Wodehouse’s characters: socialism and fascism. 

The human (or nearly human) face of British
fascism was Roderick Spode. Spode shows how
Wodehouse’s treatment of comic right-wing extremism
differs from his depiction of left-wing extremism.
Spode is the only memorable fascist in the stories.
While we hear of the Black Shorts, we never see them,
and by the time Spode inherits his title, he has
disbanded his followers. Wodehouse’s socialists are
certainly memorable but have no national figurehead
like Spode. The other difference is that Spode never
talks of his politics, while the socialists seem to do
little else. 

Spode looms large in Bertie’s world, but his
reputation as a charismatic fascist chief is
unwarranted. Spode is a thug. You can dress him up,
but you can’t take him anywhere. It is easier to
imagine him laying into striking picketers with a club
than as the mastermind of a political movement. And it
is Bertie who sees Spode clearly and sees him whole:

“The troub e with you, Spode, is that just because
you have succeeded in inducing a handfu  of ha f-
wits to disfigure the London scene by going about
in b ack shorts, you think you’re someone. You
hear them shouting ‘Hei , Spode’ and you imagine
it’s the voice of the peop e. That is where you
make your b oomer. What the voice of the peop e is
saying is, ‘Look at that frightfu  ass Spode
swanking about in footer bags. Did you ever in
your puff see such a perfect perisher?’”

(The Code of the Woosters)

It could almost be Victor Laszlo in Casablanca.
Spode’s fear of exposure as a designer of ladies’

undergarments is only one of his problems. This
amateur dictator has been knocked unconscious by
Aunt Dahlia, a cook, and a curate. In The Code of the
Woosters, Gussie Fink-Nottle wallops him over the
head with an oil painting; Bertie wraps him in a sheet,
breaks a china vase over his head, and puts a cigarette
out on his hand. By themselves, these could be
overlooked, but together they spell a public relations
disaster. When word gets out that you can’t get the
upper hand of a freak like Gussie Fink Nottle, your
days as a Man of Destiny are numbered.

Despite this, Spode is such an overwhelming
personality that it’s easy to forget that fascism is
addressed elsewhere in Wodehouse’s writings – for
example, in the Mulliner story ‘Buried Treasure’:

The situation in Germany had come up for
discussion in the bar par our of the Ang er’s Rest,
and it was genera y agreed that Hit er was
standing at the cross-roads and wou d soon be
compe ed to do something definite. His present
po icy, said a Whisky and Sp ash, was mere shi y-
sha ying.

“He’  have to et it grow or shave it off,” said the
Whisky and Sp ash. “He can’t go on sitting on the
fence ike this. Either a man has a moustache or he
has not. There can be no midd e course.”

Wodehouse in a Changing World
by Curtis Armstrong
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Last year at a gathering of the Friends (and friends of
Friends) of the Great Hall at Bart’s Hospital in

London, I was pleasantly surprised to meet a young man
called Jeeves Wijesuriya. 

More of Jeeves later, but first a word about the Friends,
a charitable group who valiantly raise funds for two his-
toric treasures in the custodianship of Bart’s. The first is
the Great Hall itself, a Queen Anne masterpiece by James
Gibbs where for over 300 years medical students have
taken their exams, governors have convened on hospital
business, and the social life of an ancient London
medical institution (founded in 1123) has been carried on.

The second gem can be seen on the staircase leading
up to the Great Hall and comprises two magnificent
mural paintings by William Hogarth. Hogarth may be
thought of as a biting satirist whose depictions of
decadence in series such as Marriage à-la-Mode gave
18th-century sex lives a going-over. But as well as being
a social critic, Hogarth was also a governor of St.
Bartholomew’s Hospital (to give it its proper name). And
there in 1736–37 he painted the murals of Biblical scenes
appropriate to a charitable foundation: Christ healing the
sick at the Pool of Bethesda, and the Good Samaritan.

Financial pressures oblige those who run Bart’s to
channel their funds into patient care, and the Friends
have stepped in to try to conserve the Great Hall and the
Hogarth murals. Hence the fund-raising gathering to hear
a lecture by a leading authority on Hogarth.

But where does Jeeves Wijesuriya come in, I hear
you ask. Easily answered: when I met him, he was the
Bart’s medical students’ representative on the Friends
committee. 

And your second question? Well, it’s all the fault of a
former Chief of Police in Sri Lanka. 

“He’s my grandfather Zerney Wijesuriya,” Jeeves
explained. “When I was six or seven he thought I was a
bit of a smart-aleck who knew all the answers. So being a
great Wodehouse fan he changed my real name, Rajiv, to
Jeeves, which sounds quite similar. Then later, when I
became a keen computer buff, I would help other
members of the family with technical problems and they
adopted the name as well.

“Eventually it spread to school – my parents had
moved to England when I was quite young – and now
everybody’s followed suit. I’ve even ended up having to
use it in most of my correspondence or no one will know
who I am.”

At 26 Jeeves is a keen Wodehouse fan (how could he
not be?). Since I met him he has qualified and is now a
junior doctor at Northampton General Hospital. How
reassuring for his patients to know there’s a Jeeves in
charge of their case! 

A Jeeves at Bart’s
by James Hogg

The Word Around the Clubs
Truth, They Say, Is Stranger Than Fiction
When the novelist Iain Banks died in early June, at
least two obituaries mentioned an incident from his
career that must surely tickle the fancy of Wodehouse
lovers.

It seems that Banks had liked to use the middle
name ‘Menzies’, even though it had not been recorded
at his birth. He wanted to  publish his first book, The
Wasp Factory, under the name Iain M. Banks, but an
editor at his publishing house nixed this idea. Not
only was it too ‘fussy’ to have a middle initial, but the
feeling was – you guessed it – that he might be
confused with the fictional Rosie M. Banks!

Banks did eventually use the ‘M.’ for his science
fiction books, but there is no word as to whether he
ever essayed romantic novels.

A Record Price
MARCO FARRUGIA has alerted us to an auction at
Bloomsbury in May at which a first edition of The
Globe By The Way Bookwas put under the hammer. The
catalogue described the book as “A legendarily scarce
piece of Wodehouseiana” [sic] and the price achieved

reflected this. Though estimated at £2,500–3,500, it
sold for a whopping £22,000. Marco says: “That must
surely be a record for a Wodehouse book.” He’s quite
right – it is.

Remembering Richard Usborne
CAROLINE FRANKLYN writes: Having read Norman
Murphy’s piece about his meeting Richard Usborne in
1973 (Wooster Sauce, June 2013), I thought you might
like to know that I also met him. This was in the late
70s and possibly early 80s, when I took part in several
concerts at Fenton House, Hampstead, which housed
a unique collection of harpsichords and early
keyboard instruments. Richard Usborne was the
Custodian, and I believe he lived there in a flat,
provided by the National Trust. I remember him well,
a calm, relaxed man, very helpful and kind, and
popping his head round the door now and then when
we were rehearsing. I also knew, at the time, that he
was a PGW authority, and I was by then an avid PGW
reader – but I was too young and shy, and too much in
awe to ask him about that!
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I arrived in Montserrat in June 2010, my first
overseas posting as a member of the Diplomatic

Service. Montserrat had had a troubling time in
recent years – at one time, it was the place to be in
the Caribbean, with Paul McCartney, Eric Clapton,
and Sting regular visitors to Sir George Martin’s Air
Studios. But nature shocked tiny, beautiful
Montserrat twice. In 1989 Hurricane Hugo damaged
90% of the buildings in Montserrat, and in 1995 the
island’s very dormant volcano became very active. As
a result, the capital city was destroyed and 75% of its
residents left.

But, slowly and resolutely, Montserrat rebuilt in
the subsequent years; a new airport was built, a ferry
was introduced, and a new capital is in the process of
being built. But for all that, Montserrat was lacking
in one thing – a P G Wodehouse society. I resigned
myself that I’d spend the next three years regaling my
fiancée with tales of Stinker Pinker and Aunt Dahlia.
But I was in luck – an English scientist based at the
Volcano Observatory nodded conspiratorially when a
conversation turned with inevitability to Wodehouse.
However, his interest in Wodehouse came with
conditions: he roped me into organising the annual
Volcano Half Marathon, a gruelling slog around
Montserrat’s mountainous terrain.

Organising a half marathon is not as much fun as
running one (and running one is not fun). After
weeks of trying to persuade local businesses to give
me some money, we’d scraped together enough
money to organise the event. But my enthusiasm was
waning. I found myself heading to the studio to raise
publicity, prepared to regurgitate the same lines I’d
used during countless radio interviews – “We’d like
to thank x, we couldn’t have done it without y.” 

I felt jaded. To stave off my own boredom, I knew
there was one place to retreat – Wodehouse. I decided
to try and slip a couple of references into the
interview without drawing attention to them. My
plan was set.

Halfway through the interview, I spot my chance
to sneak Wodehouse in.

“. . . the race. Although we couldn’t have the Half
Marathon if it wasn’t for the support of our generous
sponsors – The Governor, Montserrat Tourist Board,
Sports Department, Gussie Fink-Nottle, Cable &
Wireless, and United Insurance. I’d . . .”

Rose, breakfast show host, seasoned radio
interviewer, and all-round good egg, isn’t going to let
that one slip.

“Sorry, Tom – who was that before Cable &
Wireless?”

“Oh . . . um, Gussie Fink-Nottle.”
“Could you spell that for me?”
“G-U-S-S-I-E F-I-N-K N-O-T-T-L-E”
“Wow – what an amazing name. Is that a local

sponsor?
In a heartbeat, I have to decide whether to

compound my untruth with another untruth. But in
my desperate hour (and for the first time in
Montserrat’s broadcasting history), the studio phone
rings during our interview. I pray to whoever will
listen that a random caller has given me a reprieve.
Suitably more relaxed, I shift comfortably towards
the back of my swivel chair. Rose answers the phone.

“You’re through to the Breakfast show, you’re
live on air, caller.”

“Hello, Rose. This is Maureen from St Peters. I
am a fan of P G Wodehouse—”

Blast. My senses prickle, and I suppress a desire
to leap from the chair and run from the studio. My
heart is beating loud and fast. I am about to be
stitched up, betrayed by a fellow Wodehousian. The
caller continues:

“—and Gussie Fink-Nottle is the name of Bertie
Wooster’s friend. So I wanted to know how a
fictional character has donated money to the
Running Club?”

It is a fair question. It is a fair question, for which
I do not have an answer. I realise that we have now
entered a period of dead air. Rose looks across to me,
and reiterates the question:

“Tom – interesting – can you answer the caller’s
question?”

“Well . . . yes . . . yes, I can. I am a fan of P G
Wodehouse and one of my friends donated money to
the Montserrat Running Club but used a pseudonym
because they know that fundraising is sometimes not
much fun, and so they used Gussie Fink-Nottle
(curse that man!) in order to keep my pecker up.”

I am safe. The lie is believable. I believe it as I say
it. And then—

“Keep your what up?”
Excellent. I have retreated from the relative

safety of financial impropriety and embezzlement
and am now on the more familiar territory of using
euphemisms for a male member live on a national
radio station in a moderately conservative country.

“Oh . . .” (cheeks blushing) “. . . keep your, um . . .
spirits up.”

Gussie Fink-Nottle comes back 
to jape our man in Montserrat

Writes Tom Regan
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Weekend Breakfast (ABC Classic FM), June 23
(from Barry Chapman)
On this Australian radio programme, host Colin Fox
spoke of PGW’s collaboration with Jerome Kern and
played recordings of ‘Bill’ and ‘Spring Time’.

The Spectator, June 29 (from Christopher Bellew)
Martin Vander Weyer, the paper’s business editor,
recommended Ukridge for summer reading.

The Mail on Sunday, June 30 (from Pauline Grant)
The TV Guide section had two tributes to PGW: one from
Rachel Johnson, who wrote that she always takes
Wodehouse on holiday, but she was banned from
reading him in bed “as I laugh out loud several times a
page”; and the other from Alexander Armstrong, who
described his “first true love” as The Inimitable Jeeves and
specifically ‘The Great Sermon Handicap’. “I took it
everywhere from the age of 11 and still have my battered
Penguin edition.”

India Today, July 1 (from Dilip Joshi)
Writing on the Indian postal department’s decision to do
away with the telegraph after 160 years, Jug Suraiya
wrote: “E.M. Forster had a character in ‘Howard’s End’
deplore the world of ‘telegraph and anger’. Bertie
Wooster, on the other hand, throwing thrift to the winds,
always ended his telegraphic communication with a
prodigal ‘Toodle-oo and pip-pip’. After all, noblesse
oblige and all that.”

The Daily Telegraph, July 3 (from Carolyn De La Plain)
A review by Jane Shilling of singer-songwriter Rufus
Wainwright’s appearance on Radio 4’s Private Passions
suggested that it was like PGW’s immortal line about
“aunt calling to aunt like mastodons bellowing across
primeval swamps”, only with music . . .

The Daily Mail, July 10 (from Terry Taylor)
An article on the 50th anniversary of the strip cartoon
Fred Bassett noted that it had been syndicated to 200
newspapers around the world and that when, in 1968,
the strip was dropped from The Long Island Press, P. G.
Wodehouse successfully campaigned to have it
reinstated.

The Times, July 15 
In Simon Barnes’s description of the tense last day of the
first match in the Ashes series, when the Australians
were making a valiant effort to achieve an improbable
victory, he referred to the England captain, Alastair
Cook, as looking like “Bertie Wooster, deprived of Jeeves,
determined to sort out the muddle himself but knowing
he was only going to make things worse”.

The Times, July 18 
A letter from Charles Hennessey followed up Patrick
Kidd’s report (July 16) on the origin of PGW’s ‘Jeeves’ by
mentioning Wooster Street, near the hotel Wodehouse
stayed at in Washington Square during his early visits to
New York, as the source of his employer’s name.

An Open Book, Radio 4, July 25
Mariella Frostrup’s programme on Summer in Literature

opened with the fourth sentence of Summer Lightning: “It
was that gracious hour of a summer afternoon, midway
between luncheon and tea, when Nature seems to
unbutton its waistcoat and put its feet up.” Later the
programme contained the classic reference to a laurel
bush, which had not previously spoken, saying “Psst!” to
Beach.

The Times, July 29 
An article by Jack Malvern started with the words:
“Apart from providing relief to Jeeves as a holiday
destination in P G Wodehouse’s Jeeves and Wooster
novels, the seaside resort of Herne Bay has modest claims
to be a cultural crucible.”

The Times, July 30 (from Keith Alsop, June Arnold, and
Christopher Bellew)
Several members drew attention to the clue for 26 Across
in the Cryptic Crossword: “A biblical city seen by a
Wodehouse aunt (6).” The answer is Agatha, Gath
having been the home town of Goliath.

The Times, August 3 
Caitlin Moran wrote an entertaining article defending
‘Hipsters’, whom she described as one of the most
reviled sub-species in the Western world. At the end of
the article, she concluded by asking: “How can we – P G
Wodehouse fans – love Bertie Wooster, but not a
hipster?”

The Sunday Times, August 4
In an article about the failings of hotel rooms worldwide,
Roland White seems to have taken mistaken objection to
the Corby trouser-press, and, rather than express Jeeves’s
views on the trouser-crease, claims that “P G Wodehouse
suggested that any man who has his trousers pressed is a
‘social gangster’.”

With Great Pleasure, BBC Radio 4, August 5 
(from Alexander Dainty)
Barry Cryer concluded his selection of favourite writings
which gave him great pleasure by a reading from
Wodehouse, and chose a page or so from the first chapter
of Right Ho, Jeeves, with Barry reading the Bertie Wooster
part and Bernard Cribbens the Jeeves. 

The Times, August 6 
The daily back-page quiz in the second part of the paper,
which is set by Olav Bjortomt, had the question: “Who
introduced Ukridge in his first adult novel Love Among the
Chickens (1906)?”

BBC News Magazine (online), August 7 
(from Jeremy Neville)
A video report on the Cabmen’s Shelters in London
opens with a quotation from The Intrusion of Jimmy. To
view the report, go to http://bbc.in/11M19x2.

Mumbai Mirror (online), August 8
Eunice de Souza wrote of a book of essays she had come
across, including one in which the writer wondered
whether Jeeves, Wooster, and other Wodehouse
characters were really British; she concluded that they were
not real at all (a point of view with which we disagree!).

Aberdeen terriers, possibly owing to their heavy eyebrows, always seem to look at you as if they were in
the pulpit of the church of some particularly strict Scottish sect and you were a parishioner of dubious
reputation in the front row of the stalls.

(From Stiff Upper Lip, Jeeves, 1963)
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Future Events for Your Diary

CONTENTS

September 21-22, 2013  
Royal County of Berkshire Show
On Sunday the 22nd, Chairman Hilary Bruce will
again face the challenge of draping the Society’s sash
across the greased back of the Berkshire Champion of
Champions. 

October 5, 2013  Wodehouse Events at the
Cheltenham Literature Festival
There will be two events of interest to Wodehouseans
on this day at the Festival. At 2 p.m., there will be a
discussion entitled ‘P G Wodehouse: In Words and
Music’, with Sebastian Faulks, Sir Terry Wogan, and
Hal Cazalet participating and Hugo Rifkind in the
chair. Then, from 8.30 to 10 p.m., Martin Jarvis will
read two Jeeves short stories. 

October 11–19, 2013  
P G Wodehouse Festival in Emsworth
The Brookfield Hotel in Emsworth is putting on this
festival, featuring performances of Anything Goes,
readings from Thank You, Jeeves, and a talk by local
historian Linda Newell. 

October 18–20, 2013  TWS Convention in Chicago
The Wodehouse Society’s 17th biennial convention
will be held at the Union League Club of Chicago,
Illinois. 

October 27, 2013  
Sebastian Faulks at the Guildford Book Festival
There will be a preview of the new book Jeeves and the
Wedding Bellswith a talk by its author, Sebastian Faulks.
See also page 12.

October 29, 2013  Society AGM
In addition to the ever-popular AGM, we will enjoy
having Murray Hedgcock reprise the talk he gave at
the Cheltenham Cricket Festival in July. We gather
from 6 p.m. onwards in the upper room of The
George, London.

From October 30, 2013  
Perfect Nonsense at the Duke of York Theatre
The new Jeeves & Wooster play begins previews on
this date. For more information, see page 4.

February 18, 2014  Winter Meeting at The George
July 15, 2014  Summer Meeting at The George
November 18, 2014  Autumn Meeting at The George
These are the tentative dates for our 2014 meetings, all
to be confirmed in the next issue of Wooster Sauce.

April 14, 2014  Poet in the City Readings, Kings Hall
A special treat for Wodehouse poetry lovers as the
Society teams up with Poet in the City for an evening
of Wodehouse verse. See page 13.

October 16, 2014  Dinner at Gray’s Inn
The date of our biennial dinner has now been fixed.
Details will be provided in a future issue, but do mark
your calendar now!




