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On thinking it over, | date the extraordinary affairs which
so thrilled England and brought me such undeserved good
fortune from the day on which | tried to enlist.

The position was this. My father was an engineer with a
small, but apparently thriving, foundry at Derby. My mother
died and my father sent me to Oxford, my younger brother,
Bernard Carey, being an officer in the Navy. At Oxford, | was
one of that perennial tribe of young asses who play what
used to be called the "Giddy Goat[1]" in those days with the
greatest aplomb and satisfaction to themselves. | was at a
good college—Exeter[2]—for originally we were west-
country people, and all sons of Devon and Cornwall go to
Exeter.

| was immensely strong and healthy[1q]. | did not row,
but played Rugby football, being chosen to play in the
Freshmen's match, and subsequently got my "Blue[3]." | did
no reading whatever. My father gave me a more than
sufficient allowance, and in my second year, having
sprained myself badly, | bought a motor car—an expensive
Rolls-Royce[4]—on credit, and became a "blood." | could not
play games any more, though | was healthy enough, so |
used to go constantly to London "to see my dentist," which,



of course, meant dinner at the Café Royal, too many
cocktails at the Empire, and a wild rush home in the car to
get to College before twelve o'clock at night.

When any musical comedy company visited Oxford, I, in
company with my friends, used to invite the ladies of the
chorus to tea. | did all the silly things possible, got sent
down for a term, and eventually only just managed to
scrape through a pass degree, after being ploughed several
times in this or that "Group."

Then my father died, and it was found that he had
nothing whatever to leave us. His works were in the hands
of his creditors—it seems that things had been going wrong
for years—and there was |, with a game leg, an excellent
taste in such dubious vintages as the Oxford wine
merchants provide, a somewhat exact knowledge of ties,
waist-coats, and socks, a smattering of engineering which |
had picked up from my father purely from a liking of the
subject, and, when my bills were paid, exactly £14, 7s. 3d.

Knowing nothing whatever of the slightest value to
anybody, myself included, | naturally decided to devote my
attention to the education of youth. My "Blue," short as the
time was that | enjoyed it, would be an asset, | imagined,;
and, for the rest, to teach urchins their Latin grammar for a
few hours a day could not be a very arduous occupation.

Accordingly, | went to see a suave gentleman in the
Strand, who received me courteously, but without
enthusiasm. This gentleman was one of the mediums by
which those who would instruct the young find a field for
their activities. | paid him a guinea, | think it was, and he
then took down my qualifications.



When | mentioned my "Blue" with pride, he shook his
head.

"My dear sir, 'Blues' are now a drug in the market," he
said. "Surely you read the daily papers, especially the Daily
Wire"?

"No," | replied, "I am no bookworm."

He coughed rather nastily and | began to get irritated
with the fellow.

"Then | must explain," he continued, "that there has been
a great outcry against over-athleticism in the public schools,
in all schools, in fact, and | fear your 'Blue' is not worth ..."

"Quite so," | broke in; "'not worth a damn,' you were
going to say."

"l was going to say no such thing, Mr. Carey," he replied
stiffly. "At any rate, we will do our best for you. You cannot
hope for more than a private school at first, and your
success in the profession you have—er—chosen, will depend
entirely upon your success in a comparatively humble
sphere."

A week afterwards, | received two or three little forms
telling me to apply to various headmasters.

Prospects were not cheering, and the salaries offered
would about have kept me in cigarettes at Oxford. To cut a
long story short, | eventually became third master—there
were only three of us—in Morstone House School in Norfolk,
at a salary of eighty pounds a year and all found—except
washing.

Morstone House School was a sort of discreet modern
edition of Dotheboys Hall[5]. | do not mean to say, of
course, in these enlightened days, that the boys were



starved or ill-treated. But everything was cut down to the
very margin—to the margarine, as my colleague Lockhart,
who was a cripple, and a wit—the Head got him cheap for
that—would occasionally remark.

For two years | remained at Morstone, a miserable
enough life for an ex-blood, you will say—only there were
consolations. One of them, and to me it was a very great
one indeed, was that Morstone was situated in a remote
village on the east coast, on the edge of vast saltings or sea
marshes intersected by great creeks of sullen, tidal water. It
was five miles to the nearest little town, Blankington-on-
Sea, and as lonely a place as well could be conceived.
Nevertheless, these vast marshes stretching for many miles
on either side formed one of the finest wild-fowl districts in
the whole of England. | was, and always had been,
passionately fond of shooting[2q]. | had saved my guns
from the wreck, and the whole of my leisure time in winter
was taken up with perhaps the most fascinating of all
sports.

The wild geese would fly at night over the lonely mud-
flats with a noise like a pack of hounds in the sky. Duck of all
sorts abounded, teal, widgeon, mallard, and the rarer pintail
and even the crested grebe. There were plenty of snipe,
stint, golden plover and shank—in short, it was a paradise
for the sportsman. | kept fit and well from the first day of
August to the last day of February. My work at the school
was easy enough, and | had an absolutely absorbing pursuit
to take me out of myself and make me forget what a very
sorry part | was playing in the battle of life—for | think it
only due to myself to remark that | was a young ass without



being a fool. This is a nice distinction, but there are those
who will understand my meaning.

The second consolation—I do not put it second because it
was the lesser of the two, but from a somewhat natural
reluctance to speak of it until the last necessary moment—
was Doris.

This brings me to that extraordinary man, my chief. | am
not going to discount the interest of this narrative by saying
too much of this gentleman at the outset. His name is
familiar enough to England now. | will merely describe him
and his surroundings.

The Headmaster of Morstone House School was Doctor
Upjelly. His qualifications for the position he held were, to
say the least of it, peculiar. He was "Doctor" by virtue of a
German degree obtained during what must have been a
singularly misspent youth—they are coarse brutes at these
German universities, or | should be the last to refer to early
indiscretions!—at Heidelberg[6]. Love of teaching he had
none. Love of money seemed to be his predominating
characteristic, though he was as keen on wild-fowling as |
was myself. This was the only thing that made me regard
him as human—that is to say, at the beginning.

What Doctor Upjelly's early life had been, nobody knew.
He had travelled much abroad, at any rate, and spoke
French, German, and Italian fluently. He had been in England
for a great many years, the last six of which he had spent at
Morstone House. He had purchased the school from the
decayed clergyman who ran it before him, and seemed to
be perfectly contented with his life, though he often made
visits to London and occasionally entertained visitors at



Morstone. He had married an Englishwoman in Germany, we
always understood, a lady with two daughters by a former
marriage, Doris and Marjorie Joyce. Doris was twenty-two
and Marjorie twenty-one[4q]. They lived at Morstone and
kept house for their stepfather, supervised the school
accounts, and generally did work which ought to have been
done by the matron, a sinister old hag called Mrs. Gaunt,
and apparently the only person in whom Doctor Upjelly ever
confided.

To say that Doris and Marjorie hated their stepfather
would be to put it with extreme mildness. They were both
young and high-spirited girls, and they would have left him
like a shot had it not been for some promise extorted from
them by their dying mother, which they felt bound to
observe. This was Mrs. Joyce's only bequest to her
daughters, and, like most promises given to a semi-
conscious person probably quite unaware of what she is
saying, about as cruel and immoral a thing as ever bound
quixotic inexperience.

Old Upjelly was a tyrant[3ql. He did not interfere in the
affairs of the school much—that was to his daughters' and
the masters' gain, to say nothing of the wretched boys. But
the girls were forced to lead a semi-monastic life. They were
not allowed to accept invitations to tennis parties at local
rectories, or even to play duets at the nasty little
schoolroom concerts which were always being got up by
fussy parsons' wives. And most of all, they were not allowed
to have anything to do with the assistant masters.

Now, as both Doris and Marjorie, of whom | naturally saw
a great deal, confided to me, they had never wished to have



anything to do with the assistant masters until my arrival.
This did not make me vain, in view of my two other
colleagues and of some who had preceded me and of whom
| had heard.

The first master, who lived in a cottage in the village with
a wife as senile and decrepit as himself, was the Reverend
Albert Pugmire. In dim and distant days, he had held various
curacies, from which he had been politely requested to
retire owing to a somewhat excessive fondness for Old Tom
Gin. | understand there had never been any actual inhibition
on the part of a justly outraged bishop, but Mr. Pugmire, at
any rate, had become chief drudge to Doctor Upjelly.

Pugmire was about sixty-two. In appearance he was
exactly like one of those tapers with which one lights the
gas, thin, white, ghostly, except for one vivid splash of
colour, a nose resembling nothing so much as a piece of
coral, which he averred was the result of indigestion. He
really was a classical scholar of remarkable attainments. He
would even teach a boy who wanted to learn, and once,
when the son of a local clergyman with a taste for the
classics wormed his way into the horrid old man's
confidence, | remember with what a thunderclap of
amazement it came upon us all when this young Philips
gained an open scholarship at Magdalen. The event was so
unprecedented that | saw Doctor Upjelly at a loss for the
first time in his life. He did not know what to say, and that
night old Pugmire had to be carried home. The affair,
however, soon sank into oblivion and was never mentioned.

The second master, who taught such mathematics as
each imp condescended to learn, was poor little Lockhart, a



