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INTRODUCTION

by Jane Smiley

IN A famous essay that attempted to define the nature of Modernism, Virginia Woolf declared that the new world had begun in the year 1910. Writers of the old world, such as Arnold Bennett and H. G. Wells, were content to draw character by piling on details of appearance and sociological circumstances. Writers of the new world, meaning herself, E. M. Forster, James Joyce, and others, desired to look more deeply, to express a character's inner uniqueness, and the result was the breakup of old forms, and, especially, of old prose styles, “the crashing and smashing” that show what “strength is spent on finding a way of telling the truth” (“Mr. Bennett and Mrs. Brown,” in The Captain's Death Bed and Other Essays, pp. 114, 117).

W. Somerset Maugham, only seven years older than Woolf, was, by virtue of his subject matter, his approach, and his style, a writer of the superseded order, and yet he outlived Woolf by twenty-five years. He outlived Modernism, too. The world's last images of him are not quaint images of the nineteen twenties or austere images of the nineteen thirties, but familiar images of our own era—Maugham also outlived John F. Kennedy.

Somerset Maugham wrote steadily for almost sixty-five years, producing nineteen novels, six volumes of short stories, thirty-one plays, eight volumes of nonfiction, and four autobiographical works. Maugham was the most successful literary writer of his day, and for the latter half of his life he lived among the wealthy leisured class on the French Riviera. Even after he stopped writing, his works were so popular all over the world that royalties from them continued to support his patrician tastes. Hollywood studios found ample inspiration in his stories and novels, and millions who had never read a word of Maugham's writing know Bette Davis as Mildred Rogers in Of Human Bondage, or as Leslie Crosbie in The Letter. In fact, a remake of The Letter ran on American television as recently as the mid-1980s. Nevertheless, later critical estimation of Maugham and his fellow “Edwardians,” as Woolf called them, has by and large supported Woolf's distinctions. If Of Human Bondage is still considered a classic, it is in spite of its Edwardian roots, not because of them.

Maugham did not perceive his art as Virginia Woolf perceived hers; his view was rather more simple. He liked to say that he was a storyteller, and in the introduction he wrote to his collected short stories, published in 1934, he remarks, “My prepossessions in the arts are on the side of law and order. I like the story that fits” (p. xx). In the same introduction, he contrasts the work of Guy de Maupassant, a famous nineteenth-century French writer of stories, with that of Anton Chekov, an equally famous Russian writer who died in 1902 at the age of thirty-eight. While allowing for de Maupassant's defects (“those keen eyes of his saw keenly, but they did not see profoundly. . . .” [p. viii]), Maugham admires his “astonishing capacity for creating living people. He can afford little space, but in a few pages can set before you half a dozen persons so sharply seen and vividly described that you know about them all you need. Their outline is clear; they are distinguishable from one another; and they breathe of life” (ibid.). By contrast, while protesting how much he admires Chekov, he suggests, “On the face of it, it is easier to write stories like Chekov's than stories like de Maupassant's. To invent a story interesting in itself apart from the telling is a difficult thing, the power to do it is a gift of nature, it cannot be acquired by taking thought, and it is a gift that very few people have” (ibid., p. ix). He urges further that Chekov's professed desire to explore everyday life is not an intrinsic merit of his work: “The fact that something happens everyday [sic] does not make it more important. The pleasure of recognition, which is the pleasure thus aimed at, is the lowest of aesthetic pleasures” (ibid., p. x).

For Maugham, the distinction was an important one, because it is de Maupassant who, he felt, influenced him, not Chekov. In fact, in the same introduction, Maugham tells a revealing anecdote: “From the age of fifteen whenever I went to Paris I spent most of my afternoons poring over the books in the galleries of the Odeon. I have never passed more enchanted hours. The attendants in their long smocks were indifferent to the people who sauntered about looking at the books, and they would let you read for hours without bothering. There was a shelf filled with the works of Guy de Maupassant, but they cost three francs fifty a volume, and that was not a sum I was prepared to spend. I had to read as best I could standing up and peering between the uncut pages. Sometimes when no attendant was looking I would hastily cut a page and thus read more conveniently . . . In this manner, before I was eighteen, I had read all the best stories” (p. vii).

“A story interesting in itself, apart from the telling” was always what attracted Maugham, and he spent a significant portion of his writing life seeking such stories in France, Spain, Germany, Russia, and the South Pacific.

         

One story, however, was given him as a boy, and that is the story that became Of Human Bondage.

William Somerset Maugham was born in France in 1874. He was the fourth son of Robert Ormond Maugham and Edith Mary Snell Maugham. He was born within the grounds of the British Embassy in Paris because of the impending passage of a French law giving every child born on French soil French citizenship, thereby allowing future conscription into the French army. His older brothers were all at boarding school in England by the time he was three, and so “Willie,” as he was known throughout his life, gained the sole benefit of his mother's attention and affection. Such attention did not last long. Afflicted with tuberculosis and advised by her doctors that the best cure for it was pregnancy, Edith Maugham gave birth to two more sons. The first was stillborn. The second died the day after he was born, on Willie's eighth birthday. Six days later, Edith died as well, at the age of forty-one. Robert Maugham, fifty-nine and ailing, became Willie's only parent. He died two and a half years later, leaving far less than expected in his estate. Willie went to live with his father's brother, the Vicar of Whitstable, near Canterbury, in Kent, England. He spoke French far better than he spoke English. With details and names somewhat rearranged, Maugham's subsequent adolescence and young manhood formed the story line of Of Human Bondage, written after Maugham had established his reputation as a popular playwright.

Maugham himself admitted that literary invention was not his forte. Of his first novel, Liza of Lambeth, he remarked, “I was forced to stick to the truth by the miserable paucity of my imagination” (quoted in Morgan, p. 53). His technique was to
observe carefully, take notes, and reproduce scenes that he had witnessed, even in works not openly autobiographical. Of 
Human Bondage was openly autobiographical. In his own preface to the novel, written many years after it had found success, Maugham wrote, “Fact and fiction are inextricably mingled: the emotions are my own, but not all the incidents are related as they happened, and some of them are transferred to my hero not from my own life but from that of persons with whom I was intimate” (Penguin, p. 7). The effect of writing Of Human Bondage was as Maugham had hoped. Early demons were exorcised, and Maugham's work turned into new and more exotic channels.

Published in the summer of 1915, Of Human Bondage did not at first look like a success. Some British reviews were admiring but bemused. One reviewer, unable to actually form a wholehearted judgment of the book, wrote, “I am not sure he has not written a highly original book. I am not even sure he has not written almost a great one.” Other reviewers were put off. An unsigned review in Atheneum asserted, “The values accorded by the hero to love, realism, and religion are so distorted as to have no interest beyond that which belongs to an essentially morbid personality” (both reviews reprinted in Curtis and Whitehead, Maugham: The Critical Heritage). But Of Human Bondage got a second chance for commercial success in the United States, with a long and enthusiastic review in The New Republic, written by the American realist novelist, Theodore Dreiser. Dreiser could hardly contain his delight: “One feels as though one were sitting before a splendid Shiraz or Daghestan of priceless texture and intricate weave, admiring, feeling, responding sensually to its colors and tones. Or better yet, it is as though a symphony of great beauty by a master, Strauss or Beethoven, has just been completed, and the bud note and flower tones were filling the air with their elusive message, fluttering and dying” (reprinted in Curtis and Whitehead). By 1925, according to the New York Times, Of Human Bondage was “in permanent demand” (Curtis and Whitehead, p. 136). It has never been out of print.

Maugham's autobiographical novel was followed by many other successes, most particularly Cakes and Ale, which satirized the literary world, and The Moon and Sixpence, based on the life of Paul Gauguin, but Of Human Bondage remained his best-loved novel. The critic Malcolm Cowley asked, “Why did he write one book that was full of candor and human warmth?” Maugham's answer, as reported by his friend, the screenwriter Garson Kanin, was “Because I've only lived one life. It took me thirty years of living to possess the material for that one book” (quoted in Morgan, p. 198). Although Maugham wrote two autobiographical works, The Summing Up (1938) and Looking Back (1962), he was inclined, in them, to defend his work against critics and settle old scores, many of them personal ones; the form of the autobiographical novel demanded that in Of Human Bondage he pay attention first and foremost to the literary virtues of character drawing and storytelling. Of his three autobiographical works, only the novel has survived into our time with more than historical interest.

Maugham's middle age (Of Human Bondage was published the year he turned forty) and old age (he died at ninety-one) were remarkably active and productive. He traveled widely, and often encountered surprising adventures. He served as a British secret agent in Russia at the time of the Russian Revolution (he later wrote spy stories based on these experiences), he contracted and recovered from tuberculosis, he visited headhunters by paddle boat and pole boat in British North Borneo, and there survived a dangerous shipwreck when he was thrown from the boat he was riding in by a ten-foot tidal wave. He contracted malaria in Bangkok and, once recovered, toured the rest of Southeast Asia. He visited China, and sought stories in Mexico. At the beginning of the Second World War, when Maugham was sixty-six, he survived an arduous and frightening evacuation from the French Riviera to England aboard an English coal barge threatened by Italian submarines. He returned to his home five years later to discover that it had been looted and severely damaged. The carefully landscaped and tended grounds were largely destroyed. At seventy-one, Maugham rebuilt everything, and lived there for another twenty years. Maugham died in 1965.

Of Human Bondage is a Bildungsroman, a novel of a young man's education similar to David Copperfield, by Charles Dickens, The Way of All Flesh, by Samuel Butler, and, the original example of the form, Wilhelm Meister's Lehrjahre, by Johann von Goethe. The subject of the Bildungsroman is the formation of a young man's character through education, travels, and early love experiences. Many examples of the form have roots in the lives of their authors. As in Of Human Bondage, a young boy is often set apart from his peers by some misfortune, and must undergo a humiliating experience that later proves strengthening. Also, as in Of Human Bondage, the young man's first experience with love is an unsuccessful or problematic one that nevertheless paves the way to a happy marriage with a suitable mate. These peripatetic heroes additionally afford the author ample opportunity for exploring, and satirizing, social institutions such as schools, churches, and class divisions. The highly popular form of the Bildungsroman reached its fullest development before the theories of Sigmund Freud became widely known, theories that challenged the idea of character as a product of travel, education, and social circumstances and instead proposed that character is fixed, through the inborn process of Oedipal conflict, by the time a boy is six years old.

To the modern reader, therefore, the fact that Philip Carey's fictional life begins when he is nine years old seems dated and a bit odd. In fact, Philip seems considerably younger than nine as the novel opens—he is carried to his dying mother's bed, nestles with her without waking up, and then is carried away. After her death, the games he is playing seem more suitable to a younger child. It is only when Philip arrives at the home of his uncle, the Vicar of Blackstable, that he seems like a recognizable nine-year-old, a child of developed habits, with a mind of his own and a sharp faculty of observation.

Philip's club foot represents the stammer that Maugham suffered from all his life, and that possibly grew out of the combined traumas of losing his mother and having to change his first language from French to English. He certainly felt that the stammer shaped him profoundly by attracting the teasing of other boys in school, by turning his mind toward the solitary pleasures of books and reading, and by preventing him from taking up the traditional family profession of law. Just as the hallmark of Philip's character is prickly sensitivity to any reference to his deformity, the hallmark of Maugham's character was unsociability and later bitterness that stemmed from his anxiety about speaking. Maugham, like Philip, found his experiences at school almost uniformly unpleasant, and, like Philip, chose not to take a degree at a British university even though all of his male relatives had done so.

For all its length, Of Human Bondage moves at a smart pace, covering many incidents over many years. While this episodic quality is a characteristic of the Bildungsroman, it seems at times exaggerated in Maugham's novel. His style is rarely evocative. There are long passages of plain, almost expository prose, relating rather than demonstrating what Philip felt. Paradoxically, since these expository passages relieve the author of the necessity of selecting the most representative or telling incidents of Philip's life, they lengthen rather than quicken the passage of time in the novel. Much seems to be told “because it happened” rather than because it has meaning. Maugham, intent upon exorcising his childhood, often seems more interested in getting everything in than in shaping his material.

And yet, the novel possesses undeniable power. While some of this power is rooted in the passion Maugham brought to the work (the “warmth” Cowley remarked upon), much of it comes from the accumulation of incident and the reader's long and intimate acquaintance with Philip. Loneliness, isolation, and feeling combine with Philip's faculty of observation to re-create his experiences straightforwardly and vividly. He is not, at first, an appealing hero—touchy and demanding, without the wit of David Copperfield or the emotional generosity of other heroes of such novels, he improves with acquaintance. He is honest. He sees clearly and clings to decency in the face of various sorts of humiliation. His intentions are honorable and he works hard to fulfill them. Were the prose style that expresses his being less plain, more artful, Philip's substantial virtues might be less fully explored, and less believable.

In addition, the long preamble to Philip's affair with the shopgirl Mildred Rogers readies the reader for the remarkable frankness Maugham brings to his depiction of their mutual degradation.

If in form and style Of Human Bondage owes a great deal to Virginia Woolf's outmoded Edwardian writers, in the working out of the central relationship between Philip and Mildred, Maugham displays an interest in and a candor about sexuality that was much ahead of its time.

For one thing, Philip's affair with Mildred is not his first sexual experience. His sojourn at the university in Heidelberg, Germany, at the age of eighteen, has exposed him to a world somewhat less sexually repressed than the English society where he has spent his adolescence, and this new knowledge, in turn, has rendered him vulnerable to the advances of a woman friend of his uncle and aunt, Miss Wilkinson, herself experienced in the ways of the Continent. Though thirty-seven, Miss Wilkinson looks younger, and at first fascinates and attracts Philip, who would like to think that she can't be more than twenty-six, only six or seven years older than he is. As she becomes more importunate, though, Philip begins to feel discomfort and physical revulsion in her presence, and he is only too glad when she departs for a governess position in Berlin.

Later, in Paris, he is subject to the attentions of a fellow art student, Miss Price, for whom he also feels remarkable physical revulsion: “the way in which Miss Price ate took his appetite away. She ate noisily and greedily, a little like a wild beast in a menagerie, and after she had finished each course rubbed the plate with pieces of bread till it was white and shining, as if she did not wish to lose a single drop of gravy” (p. 202). While he recognizes the beauty of another woman art student, Miss Chalice, rumors of her promiscuity alienate and disgust him. Perhaps the roots of Philip's revulsion are to be found in his creator's discreet but lifelong homosexuality.

It is only Mildred who draws him, and the attraction is immediate. Once she snubs him, he has to elicit some response from her. Maugham writes, “He could not get her out of his mind. He laughed angrily at his own foolishness: it was absurd to care what an anaemic little waitress said to him, but he was strangely humiliated” (p. 275). From there he moves quickly to obsession. This is not to say that he finds her physically attractive: “He did not think her pretty; he hated the thinness of her, only that evening he had noticed how the bones of her chest stood out in evening dress . . . ; he did not like her mouth, and the unhealthiness of her color vaguely repelled him” (p. 283). Through greedy, scheming indifference, Mildred draws Philip from humiliation to humiliation. Even after she has left him and he has gotten over her (with another young woman whom he likes very much but does not find pretty), he cannot resist her reentrance into his life.

Philip's affair with Mildred is full of incident. His obsession manifests itself now as sexual attraction, now as paternal interest, now as fondness for her baby daughter. It seems to thrive on the inappropriateness of the connection, on the way that the connection impoverishes and isolates Philip, on the way that Mildred serves up ever-new versions of humiliation and betrayal. Philip repeatedly asks himself why he has fallen in love with Mildred, of all people. Everything about her directly contradicts his lifelong fantasy of first love. He can never answer his own question and, overtly, Maugham never does, either. Perhaps, the author seems to imply, there is some link to the death of Philip's mother. But the mother herself, a sacrosanct figure, offers no clue to Philip's choice of object.

The reader must notice, though, that Mildred's most salient quality is shamelessness, which is combined with selfish energy that stands in strong contrast to Philip's sensitive self-consciousness. With Mildred's every entrance into the narrative, the novel perks up. Not only is she powerful in herself, she has the power to engage Philip, to prevent him from taking refuge in his customary supercilious detachment. She draws him kicking and screaming into a world of passionate feeling and profound contradictions. Symbolically, after he has spent all of his money on her, no inherited income insulates him from the workaday world any longer, and he is forced to draw on his strength and his skills, as he never has before, simply to survive.

Although Maugham may not have understood the psychological roots of Philip's obsession and Mildred's indifference, his genius for observation and his relentless belief in literary truth enabled him to portray one of the most compelling and chilling sexual relationships in twentieth-century British literature.

By contrast, his portrayal of the marital refuge Philip takes in Sally Athelney, the daughter of his best friend, strikes the reader as bloodless and static, rather as the contrast between David Copperfield's first marriage to Dora and his second to Agnes does. Sally is young, large, blond, earthy, and silent. Though Philip knows Sally as Athelney's daughter, he doesn't realize he is in love with her until he joins the annual family hop picking, in Mrs. Athelney's native village of Ferne, in Kent. On the evening of the first day, Philip is struck anew by Sally's excellent qualities: “She was like some rural goddess, and you thought of those fresh, strong girls whom old Herrick had praised in exquisite numbers” (p. 605). They do not hesitate to initiate a sexual relationship, but Philip's plans are unrestrained by it—he is readying himself to see the world as a medical officer on a tramp steamer—until Sally discovers she is pregnant. This news reveals to Philip the depth of his love for her, and so, even when she tells him that the pregnancy has been a false alarm, he decides to claim her anyway and take up the life of a small-town English doctor in the Kentish countryside.

It isn't very convincing, not nearly as convincing as the obsession with Mildred. And Sally slows the narrative with every entrance rather than quickening it. Perhaps the answer is that it is here that Philip's fate diverges decidedly from the fate of his creator and model. Whereas Philip gives up his travels when his youthful adventures are done, at the same juncture, Maugham embarked upon his, knowing that his inspiration lay far afield from the English countryside. In some sense, Sally is England, an ideal, beautiful, innocent, and laconic figure that Philip embraces so that Maugham can give her up.

Maugham was much more interested in literary greatness, and compiled more than one version of his list of the world's greatest novels into books with titles like Books and You. He grew increasingly preoccupied, as he aged, with his own reputation. Vast commercial success did not satisfy him, and he knew he was being overlooked while others, such as John Galsworthy, were recipients of awards and honors. Since Maugham's death, his reputation has, as he feared it would, much declined, both as a playwright and as a novelist. His plays and short stories, and most of his novels, too earnestly bear the stamp of their times and their social milieu. Maugham's habit of writing from life without assimilating and pondering what he saw, without giving his stories “interesting in themselves” the depth that comes from an intimately felt and idiosyncratic “telling” did not, it appears now, serve him well. But his unsentimental candor and his willingness to explore the far reaches of sexual obsession infused Maugham's most personal novel with lasting grandeur.




                                             I
                                             


THE DAY broke grey and dull. The clouds hung heavily, and there was a rawness in the air that suggested snow. A woman servant came into a room in which a child was sleeping and drew the curtains. She glanced mechanically at the house opposite, a stucco house with a portico, and went to the child's bed.

‘Wake up, Philip,' she said.

She pulled down the bed-clothes, took him in her arms, and carried him downstairs. He was only half awake.

‘Your mother wants you,' she said.

She opened the door of a room on the floor below and took the child over to a bed in which a woman was lying. It was his mother. She stretched out her arms, and the child nestled by her side. He did not ask why he had been awakened. The woman kissed his eyes, and with thin, small hands felt the warm body through his white flannel nightgown. She pressed him closer to herself.

‘Are you sleepy, darling?' she said.

Her voice was so weak that it seemed to come already from a great distance. The child did not answer, but smiled comfortably. He was very happy in the large, warm bed, with those soft arms about him. He tried to make himself smaller still as he cuddled against his mother, and he kissed her sleepily. In a moment he closed his eyes and was fast asleep. The doctor came forward and stood by the bedside.

‘Oh, don't take him away yet,' she moaned.

The doctor, without answering, looked at her gravely. Knowing she would not be allowed to keep the child much longer, the woman kissed him again; and she passed her hand down his body till she came to his feet; she held the right foot in her hand and felt the five small toes; and then slowly passed her hand over the left one. She gave a sob.

‘What's the matter?' said the doctor. ‘You're tired.'

She shook her head, unable to speak, and the tears rolled down her cheeks. The doctor bent down.

‘Let me take him.'

She was too weak to resist his wish, and she gave the child up. The doctor handed him back to his nurse.

‘You'd better put him back in his own bed.'

‘Very well, sir.'

The little boy, still sleeping, was taken away. His mother sobbed now broken-heartedly.

‘What will happen to him, poor child?'

The monthly nurse tried to quiet her, and presently, from exhaustion, the crying ceased. The doctor walked to a table on the other side of the room, upon which, under a towel, lay the body of a still-born child. He lifted the towel and looked. He was hidden from the bed by a screen, but the woman guessed what he was doing.

‘Was it a girl or a boy?' she whispered to the nurse.

‘Another boy.'

The woman did not answer. In a moment the child's nurse came back. She approached the bed.

‘Master Philip never woke up,' she said.

There was a pause. Then the doctor felt his patient's pulse once more.

‘I don't think there's anything I can do just now,' he said. ‘I'll call again after breakfast.'

‘I'll show you out, sir,' said the child's nurse.

They walked downstairs in silence. In the hall the doctor stopped.

‘You've sent for Mrs Carey's brother-in-law, haven't you?'

‘Yes, sir.'

‘D'you know at what time he'll be here?'

‘No, sir, I'm expecting a telegram.'

‘What about the little boy? I should think he'd be better out of the way.'

‘Miss Watkin said she'd take him, sir.'

‘Who's she?'

‘She's his godmother, sir. D'you think Mrs Carey will get over it, sir?'

The doctor shook his head.




                                             II
                                             


IT WAS a week later. Philip was sitting on the floor in the drawing-room at Miss Watkin's house in Onslow Gardens. He was an only child and used to amusing himself. The room was filled with massive furniture, and on each of the sofas were three big cushions. There was a cushion too in each armchair. All these he had taken and, with the help of the gilt rout chairs, light and easy to move, had made an elaborate cave in which he could hide himself from the Red Indians who were lurking behind the curtains. He put his ear to the floor and listened to the herd of buffaloes that raced across the prairie. Presently, hearing the door open, he held his breath so that he might not be discovered; but a violent hand pulled away a chair and the cushions fell down.

‘You naughty boy, Miss Watkin will be cross with you.'

‘Hulloa, Emma!' he said.

The nurse bent down and kissed him, then began to shake out the cushions, and put them back in their places.

‘Am I to come home?' he asked.

‘Yes, I've come to fetch you.'

‘You've got a new dress on.'

It was in 1885, and she wore a bustle. Her gown was of black velvet, with tight sleeves and sloping shoulders, and the skirt had three large flounces. She wore a black bonnet with velvet strings. She hesitated. The question she had expected did not come, and so she could not give the answer she had prepared.

‘Aren't you going to ask how your mamma is?' she said at length.

‘Oh, I forgot. How is mamma?'

Now she was ready.

‘Your mamma is quite well and happy.'

‘Oh, I am glad.'

‘Your mamma's gone away. You won't ever see her any more.'

Philip did not know what she meant.

‘Why not?'

‘Your mamma's in heaven.'

She began to cry, and Philip, though he did not quite understand, cried too. Emma was a tall, big-boned woman, with fair hair and large features. She came from Devonshire and, notwithstanding her many years of service in London, had never lost the breadth of her accent. Her tears increased her emotion, and she pressed the little boy to her heart. She felt vaguely the pity of that child deprived of the only love in the world that is quite unselfish. It seemed dreadful that he must be handed over to strangers. But in a little while she pulled herself together.

‘Your Uncle William is waiting in to see you,' she said. ‘Go and say good-bye to Miss Watkin, and we'll go home.'

‘I don't want to say good-bye,' he answered, instinctively anxious to hide his tears.

‘Very well, run upstairs and get your hat.'

He fetched it, and when he came down Emma was waiting for him in the hall. He heard the sound of voices in the study behind the dining-room. He paused. He knew that Miss Watkin and her sister were talking to friends, and it seemed to him—he was nine years old—that if he went in they would be sorry for him.

‘I think I'll go and say good-bye to Miss Watkin.'

‘I think you'd better,' said Emma.

‘Go in and tell them I'm coming,' he said.

He wished to make the most of his opportunity. Emma knocked at the door and walked in. He heard her speak.

‘Master Philip wants to say good-bye to you, miss.'

There was a sudden hush of the conversation, and Philip limped in. Henrietta Watkin was a stout woman, with a red face and dyed hair. In those days to dye the hair excited comment, and Philip had heard much gossip at home when his godmother's changed colour. She lived with an elder sister, who had resigned herself contentedly to old age. Two ladies, whom Philip did not know, were calling, and they looked at him curiously.

‘My poor child,' said Miss Watkin, opening her arms.

She began to cry. Philip understood now why she had not been in to luncheon and why she wore a black dress. She could not speak.

‘I've got to go home,' said Philip, at last.

He disengaged himself from Miss Watkin's arms, and she kissed him again. Then he went to her sister and bade her good-bye too. One of the strange ladies asked if she might kiss him, and he gravely gave her permission. Though crying, he keenly enjoyed the sensation he was causing; he would have been glad to stay a little longer to be made so much of, but felt they expected him to go, so he said that Emma was waiting for him. He went out of the room. Emma had gone downstairs to speak with a friend in the basement, and he waited for her on the landing. He heard Henrietta Watkin's voice.

‘His mother was my greatest friend. I can't bear to think that she's dead.'

‘You oughtn't to have gone to the funeral, Henrietta,' said her sister. ‘I knew it would upset you.'

Then one of the strangers spoke.

‘Poor little boy, it's dreadful to think of him quite alone in the world. I see he limps.'

‘Yes, he's got a club-foot. It was such a grief to his mother.'

Then Emma came back. They called a hansom, and she told the driver where to go.




                                             III                                             

WHEN THEY reached the house Mrs Carey had died init was in a dreary, respectable street between Notting Hill Gate and High Street, KensingtonEmma led
Philip into the drawing-room. His uncle was writing letters of
thanks for the wreaths which had been sent. One of them,
which had arrived too late for the funeral, lay in its cardboard
box on the hall-table.

‘Here's Master Philip,' said Emma.

Mr Carey stood up slowly and shook hands with the little
boy. Then on second thoughts he bent down and kissed his
forehead. He was a man of somewhat less than average height,
inclined to corpulence, with his hair, worn long, arranged over
the scalp so as to conceal his baldness. He was clean-shaven.
His features were regular, and it was possible to imagine that in
his youth he had been good-looking. On his watch-chain he
wore a gold cross.

‘You're going to live with me now, Philip,' said Mr Carey.
‘Shall you like that?'

Two years before Philip had been sent down to stay at the
vicarage after an attack of chicken-pox; but there remained
with him a recollection of an attic and a large garden rather
than of his uncle and aunt.

‘Yes.'

‘You must look upon me and your Aunt Louisa as your father
and mother.'

The child's mouth trembled a little, he reddened, but did not
answer.

‘Your dear mother left you in my charge.'

Mr Carey had no great ease in expressing himself. When the
news came that his sister-in-law was dying, he set off at once
for London, but on the way thought of nothing but the disturbance
in his life that would be caused if her death forced him to
undertake the care of her son. He was well over fifty, and his
wife, to whom he had been married for thirty years, was childless;
he did not look forward with any pleasure to the presence
of a small boy who might be noisy and rough. He had never
much liked his sister-in-law.

‘I'm going to take you down to Blackstable tomorrow,' he
said.

‘With Emma?'

The child put his hand in hers, and she pressed it.

‘I'm afraid Emma must go away,' said Mr Carey.

‘But I want Emma to come with me.'

Philip began to cry, and the nurse could not help crying too.
Mr Carey looked at them helplessly.

‘I think you'd better leave me alone with Master Philip for a
moment.'

‘Very good, sir.'

Though Philip clung to her, she released herself gently. Mr
Carey took the boy on his knee and put his arm round him.

‘You mustn't cry,' he said. ‘You're too old to have a nurse
now. We must see about sending you to school.'

‘I want Emma to come with me,' the child repeated.

‘It costs too much money, Philip. Your father didn't leave
very much, and I don't know what's become of it. You must
look at every penny you spend.'

Mr Carey had called the day before on the family solicitor.
Philip's father was a surgeon in good practice, and his hospital
appointments suggested an established position; so that it was a
surprise on his sudden death from blood-poisoning to find that
he had left his widow little more than his life insurance and
what could be got from the lease of their house in Bruton Street.
This was six months ago; and Mrs Carey, already in delicate
health, finding herself with child, had lost her head and accepted
for the lease the first offer that was made. She stored her
furniture, and, at a rent which the parson thought outrageous,
took a furnished house for a year, so that she might suffer from
no inconvenience till her child was born. But she had never
been used to the management of money, and was unable to
adapt her expenditure to her altered circumstances. The little
she had slipped through her fingers in one way and another, so
that now, when all expenses were paid, not much more than two
thousand pounds remained to support the boy till he was able to
earn his own living. It was impossible to explain all this to
Philip and he was sobbing still.

‘You'd better go to Emma,' Mr Carey said, feeling that she
could console the child better than anyone.

Without a word Philip slipped off his uncle's knee, but Mr
Carey stopped him.

‘We must go tomorrow, because on Saturday I've got to prepare
my sermon, and you must tell Emma to get your things
ready today. You can bring all your toys. And if you want anything
to remember your father and mother by you can take one
thing for each of them. Everything else is going to be sold.'

The boy slipped out of the room. Mr Carey was unused to
work, and he turned to his correspondence with resentment.
On one side of the desk was a bundle of bills, and these filled
him with irritation. One especially seemed preposterous.
Immediately after Mrs Carey's death Emma had ordered from
the florist masses of white flowers for the room in which the
dead woman lay. It was sheer waste of money. Emma took far
too much upon herself. Even if there had been no financial necessity,
he would have dismissed her.

But Philip went to her, and hid his face in her bosom, and
wept as though his heart would break. And she, feeling that he
was almost her own sonshe had taken him when he was a
month oldconsoled him with soft words. She promised that
she would come and see him sometimes, and that she would
never forget him; and she told him about the country he was
going to and about her own home in Devonshireher father
kept a turnpike on the high-road that led to Exeter, and there
were pigs in the sty, and there was a cow, and the cow had just
had a calftill Philip forgot his tears and grew excited at the
thought of his approaching journey. Presently she put him
down, for there was much to be done, and he helped her to lay
out his clothes on the bed. She sent him into the nursery to
gather up his toys, and in a little while he was playing happily.

But at last he grew tired of being alone and went back to the
bedroom, in which Emma was now putting his things into a big
tin box; he remembered then that his uncle had said that he
might take something to remember his father and mother by.
He told Emma and asked her what he should take.

‘You'd better go into the drawing-room and see what you
fancy.'

‘Uncle William's there.'

‘Never mind that. They're your own things now.'

Philip went downstairs slowly and found the door open. Mr
Carey had left the room. Philip walked slowly round. They had
been in the house so short a time that there was little in it that
had a particular interest to him. It was a stranger's room, and
Philip saw nothing that struck his fancy. But he knew which
were his mother's things and which belonged to the landlord,
and presently fixed on a little clock that he had once heard his
mother say she liked. With this he walked again rather disconsolately
upstairs. Outside the door of his mother's bedroom he
stopped and listened. Though no one had told him not to go in,
he had a feeling that it would be wrong to do so; he was a little
frightened, and his heart beat uncomfortably; but at the same
time something impelled him to turn the handle. He turned it
very gently, as if to prevent anyone within from hearing, and
then slowly pushed the door open. He stood on the threshold
for a moment before he had the courage to enter. He was not
frightened now, but it seemed strange. He closed the door behind
him. The blinds were drawn, and the room, in the cold
light of a January afternoon, was dark. On the dressing-table
were Mrs Carey's brushes and the hand mirror. In a little tray
were hairpins. There was a photograph of himself on the
chimney-piece and one of his father. He had often been in the
room when his mother was not in it, but now it seemed different.
There was something curious in the look of the chairs. The
bed was made as though someone were going to sleep in it that
night, and in a case on the pillow was a night-dress.

Philip opened a large cupboard filled with dresses and, stepping
in, took as many of them as he could in his arms and
buried his face in them. They smelt of the scent his mother
used. Then he pulled open the drawers, filled with his mother's
things, and looked at them: there were lavender bags among
the linen; and their scent was fresh and pleasant. The strangeness
of the room left it, and it seemed to him that his mother
had just gone out for a walk. She would be in presently and
would come upstairs to have nursery tea with him. And he
seemed to feel her kiss on his lips.

It was not true that he would never see her again. It was not
true simply because it was impossible. He climbed up on the
bed and put his head on the pillow. He lay there quite still.




                                             IV
                                             


PHILIP PARTED from Emma with tears, but the journey to Blackstable amused him, and, when they arrived, he was resigned and cheerful. Blackstable was sixty miles from London. Giving their luggage to a porter, Mr Carey set out to walk with Philip to the vicarage; it took them little more than five minutes, and, when they reached it, Philip suddenly remembered the gate. It was red and five-barred; it swung both ways on easy hinges; and it was possible, though forbidden, to swing backwards and forwards on it. They walked through the garden to the front door. This was only used by visitors and on Sundays, and on special occasions, as when the Vicar went up to London or came back. The traffic of the house took place through a side door, and there was a back door as well for the gardener and for beggars and tramps. It was a fairly large house of yellow brick, with a red roof, built about five-and-twenty years before in an ecclesiastical style. The front door was like a church porch, and the drawing-room windows were Gothic.

Mrs Carey, knowing by what train they were coming, waited in the drawing-room and listened for the click of the gate. When she heard it she went to the door.

‘There's Aunt Louisa,' said Mr Carey, when he saw her. ‘Run and give her a kiss.'

Philip started to run, awkwardly, trailing his club-foot, and then stopped. Mrs Carey was a little, shrivelled woman of the same age as her husband, with a face extraordinarily filled with deep wrinkles, and pale blue eyes. Her grey hair was arranged in ringlets according to the fashion of her youth. She wore a black dress, and her only ornament was a gold chain, from which hung a cross. She had a shy manner and a gentle voice.

‘Did you walk, William?' she said, almost reproachfully, as she kissed her husband.

‘I didn't think of it,' he answered, with a glance at his nephew.

‘It didn't hurt you to walk, Philip, did it?' she asked the child.

‘No. I always walk.'

He was a little surprised at their conversation. Aunt Louisa told him to come in, and they entered the hall. It was paved with red and yellow tiles, on which alternately were a Greek Cross and the Lamb of God. An imposing staircase led out of the hall. It was of polished pine, with a peculiar smell, and had been put in because fortunately, when the church was reseated, enough wood remained over. The balusters were decorated with emblems of the Four Evangelists.

‘I've had the stove lighted as I thought you'd be cold after your journey,' said Mrs Carey.

It was a large black stove that stood in the hall and was only lighted if the weather was very bad and the Vicar had a cold. It was not lighted if Mrs Carey had a cold. Coal was expensive. Besides, Mary Ann, the maid, didn't like fires all over the place. If they wanted all them fires they must keep a second girl. In the winter Mr and Mrs Carey lived in the dining-room so that one fire should do, and in the summer they could not get out of the habit, so the drawing-room was used only by Mr Carey on Sunday afternoons for his nap. But every Saturday he had a fire in the study so that he could write his sermon.

Aunt Louisa took Philip upstairs and showed him into a tiny bedroom that looked out on the drive. Immediately in front of the window was a large tree, which Philip remembered now because the branches were so low that it was possible to climb quite high up it.

‘A small room for a small boy,' said Mrs Carey. ‘You won't be frightened at sleeping alone?'

‘Oh, no.'

On his first visit to the vicarage he had come with his nurse, and Mrs Carey had had little to do with him. She looked at him now with some uncertainty.

‘Can you wash your own hands, or shall I wash them for you?'

‘I can wash myself,' he answered firmly.

‘Well, I shall look at them when you come down to tea,' said Mrs Carey.

She knew nothing about children. After it was settled that Philip should come down to Blackstable, Mrs Carey had thought much how she should treat him; she was anxious to do her duty; but now he was there she found herself just as shy of him as he was of her. She hoped he would not be noisy and rough, because her husband did not like rough and noisy boys. Mrs Carey made an excuse to leave Philip alone, but in a moment came back and knocked at the door; she asked him, without coming in, if he could pour out the water himself. Then she went downstairs and rang the bell for tea.

The dining-room, large and well proportioned, had windows on two sides of it, with heavy curtains of red rep; there was a big table in the middle; and at one end an imposing mahogany sideboard with a looking-glass in it. In one corner stood a harmonium. On each side of the fireplace were chairs covered in stamped leather, each with an antimacassar; one had arms and was called the husband, and the other had none and was called the wife. Mrs Carey never sat in the arm-chair; she said she preferred a chair that was not too comfortable; there was always a lot to do, and if her chair had had arms she might not be so ready to leave it.

Mr Carey was making up the fire when Philip came in, and he pointed out to his nephew that there were two pokers. One was large and bright and polished and unused, and was called the Vicar; and the other, which was much smaller and had evidently passed through many fires, was called the Curate.

‘What are we waiting for?' said Mr Carey.

‘I told Mary Ann to make you an egg. I thought you'd be hungry after your journey.'

Mrs Carey thought the journey from London to Blackstable very tiring. She seldom travelled herself, for the living was only three hundred a year, and, when her husband wanted a holiday, since there was not money for two, he went by himself. He was very fond of Church Congresses and usually managed to go up to London once a year; and once he had been to Paris for the exhibition, and two or three times to Switzerland. Mary Ann brought in the egg, and they sat down. The chair was much too low for Philip, and for a moment neither Mr Carey nor his wife knew what to do.

‘I'll put some books under him,' said Mary Ann.

She took from the top of the harmonium the large Bible and the prayer-book from which the Vicar was accustomed to read prayers, and put them on Philip's chair.

‘Oh, William, he can't sit on the Bible,' said Mrs Carey, in a shocked tone. ‘Couldn't you get him some books out of the study?'

Mr Carey considered the question for an instant.

‘I don't think it matters this once if you put the prayer-book on the top, Mary Ann,' he said. ‘The book of Common Prayer is the composition of men like ourselves. It has no claim to divine authorship.'

‘I hadn't thought of that, William,' said Aunt Louisa.

Philip perched himself on the books, and the Vicar, having said grace, cut the top off his egg.

‘There,' he said, handing it to Philip, ‘you can eat my top if you like.'

Philip would have liked an egg to himself, but he was not offered one, so took what he could.

‘How have the chickens been laying since I went away?' asked the Vicar.

‘Oh, they've been dreadful, only one or two a day.'

‘How did you like that top, Philip?' asked his uncle.

‘Very much, thank you.'

‘You shall have another one on Sunday afternoon.'

Mr Carey always had a boiled egg at tea on Sunday, so that he might be fortified for the evening service.




                                             V
                                             


PHILIP CAME gradually to know the people he was to live with, and by fragments of conversation, some of it not meant for his ears, learned a good deal both about himself and about his dead parents. Philip's father had been much younger than the Vicar of Blackstable. After a brilliant career at St Luke's Hospital he was put on the staff, and presently began to earn money in considerable sums. He spent it freely. When the parson set about restoring his church and asked his brother for a subscription, he was surprised by receiving a couple of hundred pounds: Mr Carey, thrifty by inclination and economical by necessity, accepted it with mingled feelings; he was envious of his brother because he could afford to give so much, pleased for the sake of his church, and vaguely irritated by a generosity which seemed almost ostentatious. Then Henry Carey married a patient, a beautiful girl but penniless, an orphan with no near relations, but of good family; and there was an array of fine friends at the wedding. The parson, on his visits to her when he came to London, held himself with reserve. He felt shy with her and in his heart he resented her great beauty: she dressed more magnificently than became the wife of a hardworking surgeon; and the charming furniture of her house, the flowers among which she lived even in winter, suggested an extravagance which he deplored. He heard her talk of entertainments she was going to; and, as he told his wife on getting home again, it was impossible to accept hospitality without making some return. He had seen grapes in the dining-room that must have cost at least eight shillings a pound; and at luncheon he had been given asparagus two months before it was ready in the vicarage garden. Now all he had anticipated was come to pass; the Vicar felt the satisfaction of the prophet who saw fire and brimstone consume the city which would not mend its way to his warning. Poor Philip was practically penniless, and what was the good of his mother's fine friends now? He heard that his father's extravagance was really criminal, and it was a mercy that Providence had seen fit to take his dear mother to itself: she had no more idea of money than a child.

When Philip had been a week at Blackstable an incident happened which seemed to irritate his uncle very much. One morning he found on the breakfast table a small packet which had been sent on by post from the late Mrs Carey's house in London. It was addressed to her. When the parson opened it he found a dozen photographs of Mrs Carey. They showed the head and shoulders only, and her hair was more plainly done than usual, low on the forehead, which gave her an unusual look; the face was thin and worn, but no illness could impair the beauty of her features. There was in the large dark eyes a sadness which Philip did not remember. The first sight of the dead woman gave Mr Carey a little shock, but this was quickly followed by perplexity. The photographs seemed quite recent, and he could not imagine who had ordered them.

‘D'you know anything about these, Philip?' he asked.

‘I remember mamma said she'd been taken,' he answered. ‘Miss Watkin scolded her. . . . She said: I wanted the boy to have something to remember me by when he grows up.'

Mr Carey looked at Philip for an instant. The child spoke in a clear treble. He recalled the words, but they meant nothing to him.

‘You'd better take one of the photographs and keep it in your room,' said Mr Carey. ‘I'll put the others away.'

He sent one to Miss Watkin, and she wrote and explained how they came to be taken.

One day Mrs Carey was lying in bed, but she was feeling a little better than usual, and the doctor in the morning had seemed hopeful; Emma had taken the child out, and the maids were downstairs in the basement; suddenly Mrs Carey felt desperately alone in the world. A great fear seized her that she would not recover from the confinement which she was expecting in a fortnight. Her son was nine years old. How could he be expected to remember her? She could not bear to think that he would grow up and forget, forget her utterly; and she had loved him so passionately, because he was weakly and deformed, and because he was her child. She had no photographs of herself taken since her marriage, and that was ten years before. She wanted her son to know what she looked like at the end. He could not forget her then, not forget utterly. She knew that if she called her maid and told her she wanted to get up, the maid would prevent her, and perhaps send for the doctor, and she had not the strength now to struggle or argue. She got out of bed and began to dress herself. She had been on her back so long that her legs gave way beneath her, and then the soles of her feet tingled so that she could hardly bear to put them to the ground. But she went on. She was unused to doing her own hair and, when she raised her arms and began to brush it, she felt faint. She could never do it as her maid did. It was beautiful hair, very fine, and of a deep rich gold. Her eyebrows were straight and dark. She put on a black skirt, but chose the bodice of the evening dress which she liked best: it was of white damask which was fashionable in those days. She looked at herself in the glass. Her face was very pale, but her skin was clear: she had never had much colour, and this had always made the redness of her beautiful mouth emphatic. She could not restrain a sob. But she could not afford to be sorry for herself; she was feeling already desperately tired; and she put on the furs which Henry had given her the Christmas before—she had been so proud of them and so happy then—and slipped downstairs with beating heart. She got safely out of the house and drove to a photographer. She paid for a dozen photographs. She was obliged to ask for a glass of water in the middle of the sitting; and the assistant, seeing she was ill, suggested that she should come another day, but she insisted on staying till the end. At last it was finished, and she drove back again to the dingy little house in Kensington which she hated with all her heart. It was a horrible house to die in.

She found the front door open, and when she drove up the maid and Emma ran down the steps to help her. They had been frightened when they found her room empty. At first they thought she must have gone to Miss Watkin, and the cook was sent round. Miss Watkin came back with her and was waiting anxiously in the drawing-room. She came downstairs now full of anxiety and reproaches; but the exertion had been more than Mrs Carey was fit for, and when the occasion for firmness no longer existed she gave way. She fell heavily into Emma's arms and was carried upstairs. She remained unconscious for a time that seemed incredibly long to those that watched her, and the doctor, hurriedly sent for, did not come. It was next day, when she was a little better, that Miss Watkin got some explanation out of her. Philip was playing on the floor of his mother's bedroom, and neither of the ladies paid attention to him. He only understood vaguely what they were talking about, and he could not have said why those words remained in his memory.

‘I wanted the boy to have something to remember me by when he grows up.'

‘I can't make out why she ordered a dozen,' said Mr Carey. ‘Two would have done.'




                                             VI
                                             


ONE DAY was very like another at the vicarage. 
Soon after breakfast Mary Ann brought in The Times. Mr Carey shared it with two neighbours. He had it from ten till one, when the gardener took it over to Mr Ellis at the Limes, with whom it remained till seven; then it was taken to Miss Brooks at the Manor House, who, since she got it late, had the advantage of keeping it. In summer Mrs Carey, when she was making jam, often asked her for a copy to cover the pots with. When the Vicar settled down to his paper his wife put on her bonnet and went out to do the shopping. Philip accompanied her. Blackstable was a fishing village. It consisted of a high street in which were the shops, the bank, the doctor's house, and the houses of two or three coalship owners; round the little harbour were shabby streets in which lived fishermen and poor people; but since they went to chapel they were of no account. When Mrs Carey passed the dissenting ministers in the street she stepped over to the other side to avoid meeting them, but if there was not time for this fixed her eyes on the pavement. It was a scandal to which the Vicar had never resigned himself that there were three chapels in the High Street: he could not help feeling that the law should have stepped in to prevent their erection. Shopping in Blackstable was not a simple matter; for dissent, helped by the fact that the parish church was two miles from the town, was very common; and it was necessary to deal only with churchgoers; Mrs Carey knew perfectly that the vicarage custom might make all the difference to a tradesman's faith. There were two butchers who went to church, and they would not understand that the Vicar could not deal with both of them at once; nor were they satisfied with his simple plan of going for six months to one and for six months to the other. The butcher who was not sending meat to the vicarage constantly threatened not to come to church, and the Vicar was sometimes obliged to make a threat: it was very wrong of him not to come to church, but if he carried iniquity further and actually went to chapel, then of course, excellent as his meat was, Mr Carey would be forced to leave him for ever. Mrs Carey often stopped at the bank to deliver a message to Josiah Graves, the manager, who was choir-master, treasurer, and churchwarden. He was a tall, thin man with a sallow face and a long nose; his hair was very white, and to Philip he seemed extremely old. He kept the parish accounts, arranged the treats for the choir and the schools; though there was no organ in the parish church, it was generally considered (in Blackstable) that the choir he led was the best in Kent; and when there was any ceremony, such as a visit from the Bishop for confirmation or from the Rural Dean to preach at the Harvest Thanksgiving, he made the necessary preparations. But he had no hesitation in doing all manner of things without more than a perfunctory consultation with the Vicar, and the Vicar, though always ready to be saved trouble, much resented the churchwarden's managing ways. He really seemed to look upon himself as the most important person in the parish. Mr Carey constantly told his wife that if Josiah Graves did not take care he would give him a good rap over the knuckles one day; but Mrs Carey advised him to bear with Josiah Graves: he meant well, and it was not his fault if he was not quite a gentleman. The Vicar, finding his comfort in the practice of a Christian virtue, exercised forbearance; but he revenged himself by calling the churchwarden Bismarck behind his back.

Once there had been a serious quarrel between the pair, and Mrs Carey still thought of that anxious time with dismay. The Conservative candidate had announced his intention of addressing a meeting at Blackstable; and Josiah Graves, having arranged that it should take place in the Mission Hall, went to Mr Carey and told him that he hoped he would say a few words. It appeared that the candidate had asked Josiah Graves to take the chair. This was more than Mr Carey could put up with. He had firm views upon the respect which was due to the cloth, and it was ridiculous for a churchwarden to take the chair at a meeting when the Vicar was there. He reminded Josiah Graves that parson meant person, that is, the vicar was the person of the parish. Josiah Graves answered that he was the first to recognize the dignity of the church, but this was a matter of politics, and in his turn he reminded the Vicar that their Blessed Saviour had enjoined upon them to render unto Caesar the things that were Caesar's. To this Mr Carey replied that the devil could quote scripture to his purpose, himself had sole authority over the Mission Hall, and if he were not asked to be chairman he would refuse the use of it for a political meeting. Josiah Graves told Mr Carey that he might do as he chose, and for his part he thought the Wesleyan Chapel would be an equally suitable place. Then Mr Carey said that if Josiah Graves set foot in what was little better than a heathen temple he was not fit to be churchwarden in a Christian parish. Josiah Graves thereupon resigned all his offices, and that very evening sent to the church for his cassock and surplice. His sister, Miss Graves, who kept house for him, gave up her secretaryship of the Maternity Club, which provided the pregnant poor with flannel, baby linen, coals, and five shillings. Mr Carey said he was at last master in his own house. But soon he found that he was obliged to see to all sorts of things that he knew nothing about; and Josiah Graves, after the first moment of irritation, discovered that he had lost his chief interest in life. Mrs Carey and Miss Graves were much distressed by the quarrel; they met after a discreet exchange of letters, and made up their minds to put the matter right: they talked, one to her husband, the other to her brother, from morning till night; and since they were persuading these gentlemen to do what in their hearts they wanted, after three weeks of anxiety a reconciliation was effected. It was to both their interests, but they ascribed it to a common love for their Redeemer. The meeting was held at the Mission Hall, and the doctor was asked to be chairman. Mr Carey and Josiah Graves both made speeches.

When Mrs Carey had finished her business with the banker, she generally went upstairs to have a little chat with his sister; and while the ladies talked of parish matters, the curate, or the new bonnet of Mrs Wilson—Mr Wilson was the richest man in Blackstable, he was thought to have at least five hundred a year, and he had married his cook—Philip sat demurely in the stiff parlour, used only to receive visitors, and busied himself with the restless movements of goldfish in a bowl. The windows were never opened except to air the room for a few minutes in the morning, and it had a stuffy smell which seemed to Philip to have a mysterious connexion with banking.

Then Mrs Carey remembered that she had to go to the grocer, and they continued on their way. When the shopping was done they often went down a side street of little houses, mostly of wood, in which fishermen dwelt (and here and there a fisherman sat on his doorstep mending his nets, and nets hung to dry upon the doors), till they came to a small beach, shut in on each side by warehouses, but with a view of the sea. Mrs Carey stood for a few minutes and looked at it, it was turbid and yellow (and who knows what thoughts passed through her mind?), while Philip searched for flat stones to play ducks and drakes. Then they walked slowly back. They looked into the post office to get the right time, nodded to Mrs Wigram the doctor's wife, who sat at her window sewing, and so got home.

Dinner was at one o'clock; and on Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday it consisted of beef, roast, hashed, and minced, and on Thursday, Friday, and Saturday of mutton. On Sunday they ate one of their own chickens. In the afternoon Philip did his lessons. He was taught Latin and mathematics by his uncle who knew neither, and French and the piano by his aunt. Of French she was ignorant, but she knew the piano well enough to accompany the old-fashioned songs she had sung for thirty years. Uncle William used to tell Philip that when he was a curate his wife had known twelve songs by heart, which she could sing at a moment's notice whenever she was asked. She often sang still when there was a tea-party at the vicarage. There were few people whom the Careys cared to ask there, and their parties consisted always of the curate, Josiah Graves with his sister, Dr Wigram and his wife. After tea Miss Graves played one or two of Mendelssohn's Songs without Words, and Mrs Carey sang When the Swallows Homeward Fly, or Trot, Trot, My Pony.

But the Careys did not give tea-parties often; the preparations upset them, and when their guests were gone they felt themselves exhausted. They preferred to have tea by themselves, and after tea they played backgammon. Mrs Carey arranged that her husband should win, because he did not like losing. They had cold supper at eight. It was a scrappy meal because Mary Ann resented getting anything ready after tea, and Mrs Carey helped to clear away. Mrs Carey seldom ate more than bread and butter, with a little stewed fruit to follow, but the Vicar had a slice of cold meat. Immediately after supper Mrs Carey rang the bell for prayers, and then Philip went to bed. He rebelled against being undressed by Mary Ann and after a while succeeded in establishing his right to dress and undress himself
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