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CHAPTER V

SIR ROBERT GOODEVE

‘* A covert place
\Where you might think to find a din
Of doubtful talk, and a live flame
Wandering, and many a shape whose name
Not itself knoweth, and old dew,
And your own footsteps meeting you,
And all things going as they came.”’

D. G. Rossertt, The Porirait.



V. SIR ROBERT GOODEVE

I

For five months after that Whitsuntide at
Flambard I saw and heard nothing of Good-
eve. But I could not get him out of my mind,
for of all the party he had struck me as the one
to whom the experience meant the most, the
one who had been the most tense and ex-
pectant. Whatever he had seen on the phan-
tasmal Times page of a year ahead he would
take with the utmost seriousness. I liked him
so much that I was a little anxious about him.
He was finer clay than the others.

My own attitude towards Moe’s experiment
varied during these months. Sometimes I was
inclined to consider the whole thing the vagary
of a genius gone mad. But there were moments
when I remembered his brooding pits of eyes
and the strange compulsion of his talk, and
came again under his spell. I made an oppor-
tunity to see Landor—the man I had tele-
phoned to from Flambard before my first con-
versation with Moe—and tried to discover what
substance a trained scientist might find in Moe’s
general theory. But Landor was not very
helpful. The usual reaction had begun, and I
gathered that at the moment the dead man had
more critics than followers. Landor declared
that he did not profess to understand him, but
that the common view was that the specula-

227



228 THE GAP IN THE CURTAIN

tions of his last years had been a sad declension
from his earlier achievements in physics and
mathematics. “1It is the old story,” he said.
“Age means a breaking down of partition
walls, and the imagination muddies the reason.
Moe should have ended as a poet or a preacher.
He had got a little beyond science.” 1 tried
to put limpingly Moe’s theory of Time, and
Landor wrinkled his brows. “I know that
there are people working on that line,” he said,
“but I don’t think they have made much of it.
It's rather outside my beat. More psychology
than physics.”

This conversation did little to reassure me.
So far as Goodeve was concerned, it was not
the actual validity of Moe’s doctrine that mat-
tered, but his own reactions to the experience.
And an incident in the last week of October
rather shook the scepticism which I had been
trying to cultivate. For I opened the news-
paper one morning to learn that young Molsom
had been appointed a Lord of Appeal straight
from the Bar, a most unexpected choice. Yet
I had expected it, for in my efforts to throw
my mind a year forward under Moe’s direction
1 had had a vision of the future House of Lords
tribunal. The figure on the Woolsack had been
blurred, but Molsom had been perfectly clear,
with his big nose and his habit of folded
arms.

In. the beginning of November Sir Thomas
Twiston died, and Goodeve, the prospective
candidate, had to face a by-election. The
Marton division of Dorset was reckoned one of
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tne safest Tory seats in the land, but this con-
test had not the dullness of the usual political
certainty. Goodeve was opposed, and though
the opposition was futile, the election gave an
opportunity for some interesting propaganda.
It fell just after Geraldine had concluded his
tour in the North, where he had made a feature
of unemployment and his new emigration
policy—a policy which, as I have already men-
tioned, was strongly disliked by many of his
own party. Goodeve, who had always been
an eager Imperialist, saw his chance. He
expounded his leader’s views with equal
eloquence and far greater knowledge. The
press reported him at length, for his speeches
were excellent copy ; he dealt wittily and faith-
fully with both Waldemar and the Liberals
and the “ big business "’ group in his own party.
Before the contest was over he had become a
considerable personality in politics.

In fulfilment of an old promise I went down
to speak for him on the eve of the poll. We
had three joint meetings, and I was much
impressed by his performance. Here was a
new voice and a new mind, a man who could
make platitudes seem novelties, and convince
his hearers that the most startling novelties
were platitudes. He looked vigorous and fit,
and his gusto seemed to dispose of my former
anxieties.

But at the hotel on the evening of the election
day I realised that he had been trying himself
high. His fine, dark face was too sharp for
health, and his wholesome colour had gone.
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He was so tired that he could scarcely eal a
mouthful of supper, but when I wanted him to
go to bed he declared that it was no good, since
he could not sleep. He kept me up till the small
hours, but he did not talk much—not a word
about the election and its chances. Next day
he looked better, but I was glad when the
declaration of the poll was over. He was in
by an immense majority, nearly fourteen thou-
sand, and there was the usual row in the streets
and a tour of committee rooms. I had meant
to get back to town for luncheon, but something
in his face made me change my plans. “ Won't
you spare me one night? ” he begged. “Come
back with me to Goodeve. I implore you,
Leithen. You do me more good than anybody
else on earth, and I need you to help me to
recover my balance.” I could not resist the
appeal in his eyes, so I sent off a few telegrams,
and in the late afternoon escaped with him
from Marton.

It was a drive of about forty miles through a
misty November twilight. He scarcely uttered
a word, and I respected his mood and also kept
silence. The man was clearly dog-tired. His
house received us with blazing fires and the
mellow shadows of the loveliest hall in Eng-
jand. He went straight upstairs, announcing
that he would have a bath and lie down till
dinner.

At . dinner his manner was brisker. He
seemed to feel the comfort of release from the
sickening grind of an election, and I realised
that the thing had been for him a heavy piece
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o collar work. Goodeve was not the man to
enjoy the debauch of half-truths inevitable in
platform speeches. I expected him to talk
about politics, which at the time were in a
considerable mess. I told him that he was
entering Parliament at a dramatic moment with
a reputation already made, and said the sort of
encouraging things which the ordinary new
member would have welcomed. But he did
not seem much interested in the gossip which
I retailed. When I speculated on Geraldine’s
next move he yawned.

He was far more inclined to talk about his
house. I had never stayed at Goodeve before,
and had fallen at once under the spell of its
cloudy magnificence. I think I used that very
phrase, for such was my main impression. It
had an air of spaciousness far greater than its
actual dimensions warranted, for all its per-
spectives seemed to end in shadows, to fade
away into a world where our measurements
no longer held. . . . When I had first talked
with him at Flambard he had been in revolt
against the dominance of the old house which
was always trying to drag him back into the
past, and had spoken of resisting the pull of his
ancestors. Now he seemed to welcome it. He
had been making researches in its history, and
was full of curious knowledge about his for-
bears. After dinner he had the long gallery on
the first floor lit up, and we made a tour of
inspection of the family portraits.

1 was struck, I remember, by the enduring
physical characteristics of his race. Most of
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his ancestors were dark men with long faccs,
and that odd delicacy about mouth and chin
which one sees in the busts of Julius Ceasar.
Not a strong stock, perhaps, but a fine one.
Goodeve himself, -with his straight brows, had
a more masierful air than the pictures, but
when I looked at him again I thought I saw
the same slight over-refinement, something too
mobile in the lips, too anxious in the eyes.
“ Tremulous, impressional,” Emerson says that
the hero must be, and these were the qualities
of the old Goodeves which leaped -at once
from their portraits. Many had been heroes—
notably the Sir Robert who fell at Naseby
and the Sir Geoffrey who died with Moore at
Corunna—but it was a heroism for death rather
than for life. I wondered how the race had
managed to survive so long.

Oddly enough it was their deaths that seemed
chiefly to interest Goodeve. He had all the
details of them—this one had died in his bed
at sixty-three, that in the hunting-field at
forty, another in a drinking bout in the early
twenties. They appeared for the most part to
?avg been a short-lived race and tragically

ated. . . .

By and by this mortuary tale began to irri-
tate me. 1 preferred to think of the cuirassed,
periwigged or cravated gentlemen, the hooped
and flounced ladies, as in the vigour of life in
which the artist had drawn them. And then
I saw that in Goodeve’s face which set me
wondering. On his own account he was trying
to puzzle out some urgent thing—urgent for
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hunself. He was digging into his family his-
tory and interrogating the painted faces on his
walls to find an answer to some vital problem
of his own.

What it might be I could not guess, but it
disquieted me, and I lent an inattentive ear to
his catalogue. And then I suddenly got en-
lightenment.

We had left the gallery and were making our
way to the library through a chain of little
drawing-rooms. All had been lit up, and all
were full of pictures, mostly Italian, collected
by various Goodeves during the Grand Tour.
They were cheerful rooms, papered not pan-
elled, with a pleasant Victorian complacency
about them. But in the last the walls were
dark oak, and above the fireplace was a picture
which arrested me. Goodeve seemed to wish
to hurry me on, but when he saw my interest
he too halted.

It was a Spanish piece, painted I should
think by someone who had come under El
Greco’s influence, and had also studied the
Dutch school. I am no authority on art, but
if it be its purpose to make an instant and
profound impression on a beholder, then this
was a masterpiece. It represented a hall in
some great house, paved with black and white
marble. There was a big fire burning in an
antique fireplace, and the walls blazed with
candles. But the hangings were a curious
dusky crimson, so that in spite of the brilliant
lighting the place was sombre, suggesting more
a church than a dwelling. The upper walls and
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the corners were in deep shadow. On the flcot
some ten couples were dancing, an oruered
dance in which there was no gaiety, and the
dancers’ faces were all set and white. Other
people were sitting round the walls, rigidly
composed as if they were curbing some strong
passion. At the great doors at the far end men
at arms stood on guard, so that none should
pass. On every face, in every movement
was fear—fear, and an awful expectation of .
something which was outside in the night.
You felt that at any moment the composure
might crack, that the faces would become
contorted with terror and the air filled with
shrieks.

The picture was lettered “La Peste,” but I
did not need the words to tell me the subject.
It was a house in a city where the plague was
raging. These people were trying to forget the
horror. They had secluded themselves in a
palace, set guards at the door, and tried to
shut out the world. But they had failed, for
the spectre rubbed shoulders with each. They
might already have the poison in their blood,
and in an hour be blue and swollen. One
heard the rumble of the dead-cart on the outer
cobbles making a dreadful bass to the fiddles.

I have never received a stronger impression
from any picture. I think I must have cried
out, for Goodeve came close to me.

“My God, what a thing!” I said. “The
man who painted that was a devil! ”

“ He understood the meaning of fear,” was
the answer.
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¢ Not honest human fear,” I said. “ That is
the panic of hell.”

Goodeve shook his head.

“Only fear. Everybody there has still a
hope that they may escape. They are still only
fearful and anxious. Panic will come when the
first yellow pustules show on the skin. For
panic you must have a certainty.”

Something in his tone made me turn my
eyes from the picture to his face. He had be-
come like all his ancestors; the firm modern
moulding had slackened into something
puzzled and uncertain, as of a man groping in
a dim world. And in his eyes and around his
lips was the grey shadow of a creeping dread.

My mind flew back to Flambard. I knew
now that on that June morning Goodeve had
received some fateful message. 1 thought I
could guess what the message had been.

II

We drifted to the library, and dropped into
chairs on each side of the hearth. It was a
chilly night, so the fire had been kept high, and
the room was so arranged that the light was
concentrated around where we sat, and the rest
left in shadow. So I had a good view of
Goodeve’s face against a dusky background.
He had lit a pipe, and was staring at the logs,
his whole body relaxed like a tired man’s. But
I caught him casting furtive glances in my
direction. He wanted to tell me something;
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perhaps he saw that I had guessed, and warted
me to ask a question, but I felt oddly erabar-
rassed and waited.

He spoke first.

‘“ Moe is dead,” he said simply, and I nodded.

“It is a pity,” he went on. “I should have
liked another talk with him. Did you under-
stand his theories? ”

I shook my head.

“No more did 1,” he said. “1 don’t think I
ever could. I have been reading Paston and
Crevalli and all round the subject, but I can’t
get the hang of it. My mind hasn’t been trained
that way.”

“ Nor mine,” I replied. “Nor, as far as I
can gather, that of anybody living. Moe seems
to have got into a world of his own where no
one could keep up with him.”

“1It is a pity,” he said again. “If one could
have followed his reasoning and been able to
judge for one’s self its value, it would have
made a difference . . . perhaps.”

“ I ought to tell you,” I said, “ that I've been
making enquiries, and I find that our best
people are not inclined to take Moe as
gospel.”

“So I gather. But I'm not sure that that
helps. Even if his theories were all wrong, the
fact would still remain that he could draw back
the curtain a little. It may have been an illu-
sion, of course, but we can’t tell . . . yet.”

He stared into the fire, and then said very
gently, “ You see—I got a glimpse inside.”

“T know,” I said.
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“Yes,” he went on, “and I believe you have
guesced what I saw.”

I nodded.

“ Let me tell you everything. It’'s a comfort
to me to be able to tell you.... You're the only

man I could ever confide in. . . . You were
there yourself and saw enough to take it
seriously. . . . I read, for about a quarter

of a second, my own obituary. One takes
in a good deal in a flash of time if the mind
is expectant. It was a paragraph about two
inches long far down on the right-hand side of
The Times page opposite the leaders—the usual
summary of what is given at length in the
proper obituary pages. It regretted to an-
nounce the death of Sir Robert Goodeve,
Baronet, of Goodeve, M.P. for the Marton divi-
sion of Dorset. There was no doubt about the
man it meant.... Then it said something about
a growing political reputation and a maiden
speech which would not be soon forgotten. I
have the exact words written down.”
“ Nothing more? ”

“No...yes. There was another dead man
in the paragraph, a Colonel Dugald Chatto, of
Glasgow. ... That was all.”

Goodeve knocked out his pipe and got to his
feet. He stretched himself, as if his legs had
cramped, and I remember thinking how fine a
figure of a man he was as he stood tensely in
the firelight. He was staring away from me
into a dim corner of the room. He seemed to
be endeavouring by a bodily effort to shake
himself free of a burden.
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I tried to help.

“I'm in the confidence of only one cf the
others,” I said. ‘“ Reggie Daker. He read the
announcement of his departure for Yucatan on
a scientific expedition. Reggie knows nothing
about science and hates foreign parts, and he
declares that nothing will make him budge
from England. He says that forewarned is
forearmed, and that he is going to see that The
Times next June is put in the cart. He has
already forgotten all about the thing. ... There
seems to me to be some sense in that point of
view. If youknow what’s coming you can take
steps to avoid it. .. . For example, supposing
you had given up your parliamentary candida-
ture, you could have made The Times wrong
on that point, so why shouldn’t you be able to
make it wrong on others? ” :

- He turned and bent his strong dark brows
on me.

“I thought of that. I can’t quite explain
why, but it seemed to me scarcely to be playing
the game. Rather like funking. No. I'm not
going to alter my plan of life out of fear. That
would be giving in like a coward.”

But there was none of the boisterousness of
defiance in his voice. He spoke heavily, as if
putfing into words an inevitable but rather
hopeless resolution.

“Look here, Goodeve,” I said. “You and
I are rational men of the world and we can’t
allow ourselves to be the sport of whimsies.
There are two ways of looking at this Flambard
business. It may have been pureillusion caused
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by the hypnotic powers of a tremendous per-
sonaity like Moe, with no substance of reality
behind it. It may have been only a kind of
dream. If you dreamed you were being buried
in Westminster Abbey next week you wouldn’t
pay the slightest attention.”

“That is a possible view,” he said. But I
could see that it was not the view he took him-
self. Moe’s influence upon him had been so
profound, that, though he could not justify his
faith on scientific grounds, he was a convinced
believer.

I had a sudden idea.

“Listen tome. I can prove that itis illusion.
Moe told us that our minds could get a larger
field of observation, which would include part
of the future. Yes, but the observing thing was
still our mind, and that presupposes a hving
man. Therefore for a man to see the report of
his death is a contradiction in terms.”

He turned his unquiet eyes on me.

“ Curious that you should say that, for I
raised the very point with Moe. His answer
was that the body of the observer might be
dead, but that the mind did not die.... I was
bound to admit his argument, for, you see, I,
too, believe in the immortality of the soul.”

There was such complete conviction in his
tone that I had to give up my point, though I
was not convinced, even on Goodeve's hypo-
thesis.

“Very well. The other view is that, by
some unknown legerdemain, you actually
saw what will be printed in The Times on the
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next 1oth of June. But it may be a hoax or
some journalistic blunder. False news: of a
man’s death has often been published.” You
remember Billy Devereux seven years ago.
Reggie Daker isn't going to Yucatan, and
there’s no more reason why you should bedead.”

He smiled, and his voice was a little more
cheerful.

“1 would point out,” he said, “ that there is
a considerable difference between the cases.
Going to Yucatan is a voluntary act which re-
quires the actor’s co-operation, while dying is
usually an involuntary affair.”

“Never mind,” I cried. “ We are bound to
believe in free will up to a point. It’s the con-
dition on which life is conducted. What you
must try to do is to banish the whole thing
from your mind. Defy that damned oracle.
You've begun right by getting into Parliament.
Go on and make the best maiden speech of the
day. Fate will always yield if you stand up
to it.”

“Thank you, Leithen,” he said. “I think
that is sound advice. I'm ashamed to have let
you see that the thing worried me. Nobody
else in the world has the slightest notion. .
But you’re an understanding fellow. If you're
willing, you can be a wonderful stand-by to
me, for I'm a lonely bird and apt to brood. . ..
I've another comfort, for there’s that second
man in the same case. I told you that I read
the name of Colonel Dugald Chatto. I've made
enquiries about him. He’s a_Glasgow wine
merchant, who was a keen Territorial, and
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commanded a battalion in the War. Man about
forty-seven, the hard, spare, scratch-man-at-
golf type that never was ill in its life. Health
1s important, for The Times would have said
‘killed,” if it had been death by accident. I've
noticed that that’s its custom.”

“ There’s nothing much wrong with your
health,” I put in.

“No. I'm pretty fit.” ,

Again he stretched his arms, as if pushing an
incubus away from him. He looked down at
me with an embarrassed smile. But the next
moment his eyes were abstracted and back in
the shadowy corners.

III

Goodeve took his seat in the House, and then
for a fortnight sat stolidly on the back Opposi-
tion benches. Everybody was curious about
him, and our younger people were prepared to
take him to their hearts. They elected him
straight off a member of a group of Left-wing
Tories, who dined together once a week and
showed signs of becoming a Fourth Party.
But he seemed to be shy of company. He
never went near the smoking-room, he never
wrote letters in the library, one never saw him
gossiping in the lobbies. He was polite and
friendly, but as aloof as the planet Mars. There
he sat among the shadows of the back benches,
listening attentively to the debates, with a queer
secret smile on his face. One might have

16
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thought that he was contemptuous of it all, but
for his interested eyes. He was wafching
closely how the game was played, but at the
same time a big part of his mind was sojourn-
ing in another country.

There was general interest in his maiden
speech, and it was expected that it would come
soon. You see, what was agitating the country
at the moment was Geraldine’s new crusade,
and Goodeve had fought his election on that,
and had indeed proved himself as good an ex-
ponent of the new Imperialism as his leader.
Some of his sentences had already passed into the
stock stuff of the press and the platform. He got
the usual well-meant advice from the old hands.
Members who did not know him would take
him aside, and advise him to get the atmosphere
of the place before he spoke. “It won't do,”
they told him, “ to go off at half-cock. You've
come here with a good deal of prestige, and you
mustn’t throw it away.” Others thought that
he should begin modestly and not wait for a
full-dress occasion with red carpets down.
“Slip into the debate quietly some dinner-
hour,” they counselled, ““and try out your voice.
The great thing is to get the ice broken. You'll
have plenty of chances later for the bigger
thing”” Goodeve’s smiling reticence, you see,
made many people think that he would be
nervous. 1 asked him about his plans, and he
shook his head. “Haven't got any. I shall
take my chance when it comes. I'm in no
hurry.”” And then he added what I did not like.
“T¢’s a long time till the Toth of June.”
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I asked our Whips, and was told that he had
never spoken to them about the best moment
to lift up his voice. They seemed to find him an
enigma. John Fortingall, who ran the dining
group I have mentioned, confessed himself
puzzled. “I thought we had got an absolute
winner,” he declared, “but now I'm not so
sure. There’s no doubt about the brains, and
they tell me he can put the stuff across. Every-
body who knows him says he’s a good fellow
too. But all I can say 1s, he’s a darned bad
mixer. He looks at you as if you were his
oldest friend, and then shoves you gently away
as if you were going to pinch his tie-pin. Too
frosty a lad for my taste.”

Goodeve told nobody about his plans, and he
succeeded most successfully in surprising the
House. He chose the most critical debate of
the early session, which took place less than
three weeks after he entered Parliament. It
was a resolution of no confidence moved by
Geraldine, and was meant to be a demonstra-
tion in force against the Government, and also
a defiance to the stand-patters on our own side.

There was no hope of success, for Waldemar
and the Liberals would vote against it, and we
could not count on polling our full strength, but
it was believed that it might drive a wedge into
Labour and have considerable effect in the
country. Goodeve must have had some private
arrangement with the Speaker, but he said
nothing to his Front Bench. The Leader of the
Opposition was as much taken by surprise as
anybody.
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Geraldine moved the resolution in one of the
best speeches I ever heard from him—concilia-
tory and persuasive, extraordinarily interest-
ing, and salted with his engaging humour. He
deliberately kept the key low, and attempted
none of the flights of eloquence which had
marked his campaign in the North. Mayot
replied—the Prime Minister was to wind up the
debate—and Mayot also was good. His line
was the sagacious enthusiast, welcoming Geral-
dine’s ideals, approving his general purpose,
but damping down his ardours with whole-
some common sense—the kind of speech which
never fails of appeal to Englishmen. Then
came Waldemar in a different mood. It was
a first-class debating performance, and he
searched out the joints in Geraldine’s harness
and probed them cunningly. He was giving
no quarter, and there was vitriol on his sword’s
point. He concluded with a really fine defence
of the traditional high-road of policy, and a
warning against showy by-paths, superbly
delivered and couched in pure, resounding,
eighteenth-century prose. When he sat down
there was nearly a minute of that whole-hearted
applause which the House gives, irrespective of
party, to a fine parliamentary achievement.

Then Goodeve was called, and not, as was
expected, the ex-Foreign Secretary. He had
a wonderful audience, for the House was
packed, and keyed up, too, by Waldemar, but
it was the kind of audience which should have
made the knees of a novice give under him.
There had been three speeches by old parlia-
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mentary hands, each excellent of its kind, and
any maiden effort must be an anti-climax. But
Goodeve seemed to be unconscious of the peril.
He was sitting at the corner of the second bench
above the gangway, and had been taking notes
unconcernedly while the others were speaking.
He had a few slips of paper in his hand, and
that hand did not shake. He looked around
his audience, and his eye was composed. He
began to speak, and his voice was full and
steady. . . .

The House expects a new member to show a
becoming modesty. A little diffidence, an
occasional hesitation, are good tactics in a
maiden speech, whether or not there be any
reason for them. But there was no halting, no
deprecatory air with Goodeve, and after the
first minute nobody expected it. It would
have been absurd, for this was clearly a master,
every bit as much a master of the spoken
word as Waldemar or Geraldine. ... I under-
stood the reason for this composure. Goodeve
knew that success was predestined.

He began quietly and a little dully, but the
House was held by its interest in his first
appearance and by his pleasant voice. First
he dealt with Mayot, and his courtesy could
not prevent his contempt from peeping out.
Mayot and his kind, he said, were mongers of
opinion, specialists in airy buildings, but incap-
able of laying one solid brick on another on
solid earth—a view received with enthusiasm
by Collinson and some of the Labour Left
Wing. Mayot, who was very ingenious at
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digging out awkward sentences from past Tory
speeches, had quoted something from Arthur
Balfour. Goodeve retorted with a most appo-
site quotation from Canning: “It is singular
to remark how ready some people are to admire
in a great man the exception rather than the
rule of his conduct. Such perverse worship is
like the idolatry of barbarous nations, who can
see the noonday splendour of the sun without
emotion, but who, when he is in eclipse, come
flqrward with hymns and cymbals to adore

im.”

But on the whole he dealt lightly with Mayot ;
it was when he turned to the more formidable
Waldemar that he released his heavy batteries.
He tore his speech to pieces with a fierce, but
icy, gusto. There was no strained or rhetorical
word, no excited gesture, no raising of the even,
soothing voice, but every sentence was a lash
flicking off its piece of skin. It was less an ex-
posure of a speech than of a habit of mind and
a school of thought. Waldemar, he said, was
one of those to whom experience meant
nothing, whose souls existed in a state of sacred
torpidity prostrated before cold altars and
departed gods. His appeal to common sense
was only an appeal to the spiritual sluggish-
ness which was England’s besetting sin, and
which in the present crisis was her deadliest
peril. Waldemar’s peroration had really moved
the House, but Goodeve managed to strip the
glamour from it and make it seem tinsel. He
repeated some of the best sentences, and the

" connection in which he quoted them and the
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delicate irony of his tone made them comic.
Members tittered, and the Liberal Front Bench
had savage faces. It was one of the cleverest
and cruellest feats I have ever seen performed
in debate.

Then he turned on the “ big business ” section
of his own party, who were hostile to Geraldine,
and had begun to coquet with Waldemar. Here
he fairly let himself go. He addressed the
Speaker, but every now and then wheeled
slowly round and looked the wrathful, high-
coloured magnates in the face. The extra-
ordinary thing was that they made no audible
protest; the tension of the House was too great
for that. In Mayot he had trounced the timid
visionary, in Waldemar the arid dogmatist, and
in these gentry he dealt with the strong, silent,
practical man. He defined him, in Disraeli’s
words, as “ one who practises the blunders of his
predecessors.” They were always talking about
being consistent, about sticking to their prin-
ciples, about taking a strong line. What were
their principles, he asked urbanely? Not those
of the Tory Party, which had always looked
squarely at realities, and had never been hide-
bound 1n its methods. Was it not possible that
they mistook stupidity for consistency, blind
eyes for balanced minds? As for their vaunted
strength, it was that of cast-iron and not of
steel, and their courage was the timidity of men
who lived in terror of being called weak. In
the grim world we lived in there was no room
for such fifth-form heroics.

All this was polished and deadly satire which
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delighted everyone but its vicims. And then
he suddenly changed his mood. After a warm
expression of loyalty to Geraldine, he gave his
own version of the road to a happier country.
It was a dangerous thing for a man who had
been making game of Waldemar’s eloquence to
be eloquent on his own account, but Goodeve
attempted it, and he brilliantly succeeded. His
voice fell to a quiet reflective note. He seemed
to be soliloquising, like a weary man who,
having been in the dust of the lists, now soothes
himself with his secret dreams. The last part
of his speech was almost poetry, and I do not
think that in my long parliamentary experience
I ever heard anything like it. Certainly
nothing that so completely captured its hearers.
Very gently he seemed to be opening windows
beyond which lay a pleasant landscape.

He spoke for a few minutes under the hour,
an extravagant measure for a maiden speech.
There was very little applause, for members
seemed to be spell-bound. I have never seen
the House hushed for so long. Then an extra-
ordinary thing happened. The Prime Minister
thought it necessary to rise at once, but he had
a poor audience. The House emptied, as if
members felt it necessary to go elsewhere to
get their bearings again and to talk over this
portent.

Goodeve kept his place till Trant finished,
and then he followed me out of the House. We
went down to the terrace, which was empty,
for it was a grey November afternoon with a
slight drizzle. After a big oratorical effort,
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especially a trinmphant effort, a man generally
relaxes, and becomes cheerful and confidential.
Not so Goodeve. He scarcely listened to my
heartfelt congratulations. I remember how he
leaned over the parapet, watching the upstream
flow of the leaden tide, and spoke to the water
and not to me.

“Itis no credit to me,” he said. “I was com-
pletely confident. . . . You know why. . . .
That made me able to put out every ounce 1
had in me, for I knew it would be all right. If
you were in for a race and knew positively that
you would win, you would be bound to run
better than you ever ran before.”

I have a vivid recollection of that moment,
for I felt somehow that it was immensely
critical. Here was a man who by his first
speech had turned politics topsy-turvy. Inside
the Palace of Westminster every corridor was
humming with his name; in the newspaper
offices journalists were writing columns of im-
pressions, and editors preparing leaders on the
subject; already London tea-tables would be
toothing it, and that night it would be the chief
topic at dinner. And here was the man respon-
sible for it all as cold as a tombstone, negligent
of the fame he had won, and thinking only of
its relation to a few lines of type that would
not be set up for half a year.

My problem was his psychology, not facts,
but the way he looked at them, and I gave him
what I considered sound advice. I told him
that he had done a thing which was new in the
history of Parliament. By one speech he had
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advanced to front-bench status. Party politics
were all at sixes and sevens, and he had now
the ear of the House as much as Trant and
Geraldine. If he cared he could have a chief
hand in the making of contemporary history
He must care, and for this reason—that it was
the best way to falsify the Times paragraph.
If he went on as he had begun, in six months
anything that might happen to him would
not get half a dozen lines but a column and
half-inch headings. He had it in his own
power to make that disquieting glimpse at
Flambard an illusion. ... You see, I was
treating the Flambard affair seriously. I had
decided that that was the best plan, since it
had so eaten into Goodeve’s soul.

I remember that he sighed and nodded his
head, as if he agreed with me. He refused an
invitation to dine, and left without going back
to the Chamber. Nor did he return for the
division—an excited scene, for Geraldine’s
motion was only lost by seventeen votes, owing
to many Labour members abstaining.

v

Next week old Folliot asked me to luncheon.
It was about the time when, under Mayot’s
influence, he was beginning to sidle back into
politics. I had known him so long that I had
acquired a kind of liking for him as a milestone
—he made me feel the distance I had travelled,
and I often found his tattle restful.
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We lunched at his club in St. James’s Street.
The old fellow had not changed his habits, for
he still had his pint of champagne in a silver
mug, and his eye was always lifting to note
people whose acquaintance he liked to claim.
But I found that what he wanted was not to
impart the latest gossip but to question me. He
was acutely interested in Goodeve, and wished
to know everything about him.

“It is the sorrow of my life,” he told me,
“that I missed his speech. I had a card for
the Distinguished Strangers’ Gallery, as it hap-
pened, and I meant to go there for the opening
of the debate. But I had some American
friends lunching with me, and we stayed on
talking and I gave up the idea. You heard it,
of course? Did it sound as well as it read? 1
confess it seemed to me a most refreshing return
to the grand manner. I remember Randolph
Churchill . . .” Folliot strayed into reminis-
cences of past giants, but he always pulled
himself up and came back to the point, for he
seemed deeply curious about Goodeve. * His
assurance now—astonishing in a young man,
but I understand that it did not offend the
House. . . . Of course the speech must have
been carefully prepared, and yet it had real
debating qualities. That quip about Walde-
mar’s reference to Mr G., for example—he
could not have anticipated that Waldemar
would give him such a chance. ... With the
close, I confess, I was less impressed. Excellent
English, but many people can speak good
English. Ah, no doubt! Better to hear than
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to 'rea,(,i. They tell me he has a most seductive
voice.

I could tell him little, for I had only khown
Goodeve for six months, but I expanded in
praise of the speech. Folliot cross-examined
me closely about his manner. Was there a
proper urbanity in his satire? Did he con-
vince the House that he was in earnest? Was
there no pedantry?—too many quotations,
possibly? The House did not relish the
academic. Above all, was there the accent of
authority? Could he keep the field together
as well as show it sport?

“ He may be the man we have all been look-
ing for,” he said. ““On paper he certainly fills
the bill. Young enough, good-looking, well-
born, rich, educated, fine War record, consider-
able business knowledge. He sounds almost
too good to be true. My one doubt is whether
he will stay the course. You see, I know some-
thing about the Goodeves. I knew his uncle,
old Sir Adolphus.”

I pricked up my ears. Folliot was beginning
to interest me.

“ A singular family, the Goodeves,” he went
on. “ Always just about to disappear from the
earth, and always saved by a miracle. This
young man was the son of the parson, Adol-
phus’s brother, who was cut off with a hundred
pounds because he took up with the High
Church lot, while his father was a crazy Evan-
gelical. Adolphus avenged him, for he wasn’t
any sort of Christian at all. I remember the
old man well. He was a militant Agnostic, a
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worshipper at the Huxley and Tyndall shrines
—dear me, how all that has gone out to-day!
He used to come to town to address meetings
in the Essex Hall, to which he invited a selec-
tion of the London clergy. They never went,
but some of us young men used to go, and we
were always rewarded. The old fellow had
quite a Disraeli touch in vituperation. He was
a shocking scarecrow to look at, though he had
a fine high-nosed face. Not always washed and
shaven, I fear. His clothes were a disgrace—
his trousers were half-way up his legs, and his
hat and coat were green with age. He never
spent a penny he could avoid, always travelled
third class and had only one club, because it
did not charge for bread and cheese and beer,
and so he could lunch free. He had a dread
that he might die in beggary—scattered his
money in youth, and then got scared and re-
lapsed into a miser. He died worth a quarter
of a million, but all the cash they found in the
house was ninepence. Hence the comfortable
fortune of your young friend. That was so
like the Goodeves—they were always having
notions—panics, you might call them—which
perverted their lives.”

Folliot had more to say about Sir Adolphus.
He had been a distinguished marine biologist
in his youth, and had made an expedition to
the Great Barrier Reef and written a notable
book about it. Then he had suddenly cut adrift
from the whole business. Something gave him
a distaste for it—the handling of an octopus,
Folliot suggested, or too close an acquaintance
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with a man-eating shark. “ Terribly high-
strung people,” said Folliot. ‘“They didn’t
acquire dislikes, so much as horrors. People
used to say that Adolphus’s aversion to Chris-
tianity was due to his having been once
engaged to Priscilla Aberley. She was very
devout in those days, and was by way of saving
his soul, so, when she jilted him for Aberley,
Adolphus had no more use for souls in the
parson’s sense.” _

“ He died only a year or two ago,” I put in.
“Did you see anything of him in his last
days?”

Folliot smiled. “Not I. Nobody did, ex-
cept the doctor. I understand that he wouldn’t
have this young man near the place. He shut
himself up, and nursed his health as he nursed
his money. He must have launched out at last,
for he had a scientific valet to see that his rooms
were kept at an even temperature, and he had
a big consultant down from London if he had
as much as a cold in his head. . . . A little
mad, perhaps. Itlooked as if he were in terror
of death. Odd in a man who did not believe
in any kind of after-life. I fancy that was one
of the family traits.”

“I can’t agree,” I said. “ They were a most
gallant race. I've poked a little way into the
family history, and there was hardly a British
war in which a Goodeve did not distinguish
himself and get knocked on the head. Un-
lucky, if you like, but not a trace of the white
feather.” ‘

Then Folliot said a thing which gave me
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some respect for his intelligence. “No doubt
that is true. They could face death comfort-
ably if it came to them in hot blood. But they
could not wait for it with equanimity. They
had spirit, if you like, but not fortitnde.”

I was so struck by this remark that I missed
what Folliot said next. Apparently he was
talking about 2 Goodeve woman, a great-aunt
of my friend. She had been some sort of
peeress, but I did not catch the title, and her
Christian name had been Portia.

“Qld Lady Manorwater knew her well, and
used to speak much of her. She had been a
raging beauty in her youth, and no better than
she should be, people said. Lawrence painted
her as Circe—they have the picture at Wirles-
don in the green drawing-room—you must
remember it. When she married she ranged
herself and gave no further occasion for
scandal, but she was still the despair of other
wives, for their husbands hung round her like
flies round honey. The Duke of Wellington
was said to write to her every day, and his
brougham stopped at her door twice a week.
Melbourne dangled about her skirts, and the
young Disraeli wrote her infamous poetry. . . .
And then something snapped. She began to
get crises of religious terror, and would have
parsons to pray with her half the night. Gay
as a bird in between, you understand, but when
the cloud descended she was virtually a mad-
woman. It heightened her beauty and made it
more spiritual, for there was a haunted, other-
world look in her face. There’s a passage about
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her in one of Carlyle’s letters. He met her
somewhere, and wrote that he could not get her
out of his head, for she had eyes like a stricken
deer’s. ‘God pity the man or woman’—I
think these are his words—' on whom the fear
of Jehovah has fallen. They must break the
world, or be themselves broken.””

Folliot saw my interest and was flattered, for
he omitted to fuss about the club port.

“ Well, she broke,” he continued. “ She died
... quite young. They called it a decline, but
old Lady Manorwater said it was fear—naked
fear. There was nothing the matter with her
body. . . . Yes, there were children. Rupert
Trensham is her grandson, but the Trensham
stock is prosaic enough to steady the Good-
eve blood.”

I had to hurry back to chambers, and left
Folliot ordering a liqueur.

“A queer race,” were his parting words.
“ That is why I wonder if this young man will
last the course. They have spirit without
fortitude.”

My appreciation of that phrase had pleased
the old fellow. I knew that for the next
fortnight he would be repeating it all over
London.

v
During the next three months I had the

miserable job of looking on at what was
nothing less than a parliamentary tragedy.
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For I watched Goodeve labouring to follow
my advice and dismally failing.

He began with every chance. The impres-
sion made by his maiden speech was a living
memory ; he was usually called by the Speaker
when he got up, and the House filled when the
word went round that he was on his feet.
Geraldine’s new policy was still the chief issue,
and, after its author, Goodeve was its chief
exponent. Moreover, he had established a
reputation for wit, and for dealing faithfully
with opponents, and the House loves a gladi-
atorial show.

Having started with fireworks, he attempted
in the orthodox way to get a name for solid
sense and practical knowledge. His next effort,
a week later, was on some supplementary
estimates, a rather long and quite prosaic
analysis of a batch of figures. I heard much of
it, and was on the whole disappointed. It was
all too laboured; he did not make his points
cleanly enough ; indeed, it was just the kind of
thing which your city man fires off once every
session to a small and inattentive House. It
had none of the art of his first speech and,
though he got a good press, it had no real effect
upon the debate.

Then he took to intervening briefly in every
kind of discussion. He was always more or
less relevant, but what he said was generally
platitudinous. On the occasions I heard him
I missed any note of distinction. He was the
ordinary, fairly intelligent member putting up
ordinary, fairly intelligent debating points.

17
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Our Whips loved him, for he was always ready
to keep a debate going when called upon, and
I think members approved his modesty in not
reserving himself for full-dress occasions. But
I could not disguise from myself the fact that
his reputation was declining. He, who had got
well ahead of other people, had now decorously
fallen back into the ranks.

All this time he mixed little with his fellows.
He only once attended a dinner of his group,
and then scarcely uttered a word. Sally Flam-
bard attempted in vain to get him to her
political luncheons. So far as I knew, he never
talked politics with anybody. But he rarely
missed a division, and would sit solidly to the
close of the dreariest debate. He had taken
his seat near the end of the third bench below
the gangway, so I had no chance of watching
his face. But one evening I made an oppor-
tunity by going up into the opposite gallery.
He sat very still and composed, I remember,
with his eyes narrowed and his head a little
bent forward. But the impression I got was
of a terrific effort at self-restraint. He was
schooling himself to something which he hated
and dreaded, bracing himself to an effort on
which fateful things depended, and the school-
ing had brought his nerves to cracking-
point. _

I did not see him during the Christmas
vacation. Then in February came the crisis
which I have already recorded, when the
nation suddenly woke up to the meaning of
the unemployment figures, and Chuff began
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his extra-mural campaign, and parties split
themselves up into Activists and Passivists.
You would have said that it was the ideal occa-
sion for Goodeve to take the lead. It was the
situation which his maiden speech had forecast,
and it was the spirit of that maiden speech
which was needed. Waldemar and Mayot were
the leading Passivists, and, Heaven knows, they
gave openings enough for a critic. Judging
by his early form, Goodeve could have turned
them inside out and made them the laughing-
stock of the country, and he could have made
magnificent play with the Prime Minister’s
shuffling. He could have toned down Collin-
son’s violence, and steadied some of the
younger Tories who were beginning to talk
wildly. Above all, he could have produced an
Activist policy based on common sense, which
was the crying need. Geraldine could not do
it; he was always the parliamentarian rather
than the statesman.

Goodeve tried and most comprehensively
failed. He simply could not hold the House—
could hold it far less than Lanyard, who had a
voice like a pea-hen, or John Fortingall, who
stuttered and hesitated and rarely got a verb
into his sentences. At his first appearance he
had shown an amazing gift of catching the
atmosphere of the assembly and gripping its
attention in a vice. His air had had authority
in it, his voice had been compelling, his con-
fidence had impressed without offending. But
now . .. great God! he seemed a different man.
I heard him try to tackle Mayot, but Mayot,
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who had looked nervous when he rose, beamed
happily as he continued and laughed aloud
when he sat down. There was no grip in*him,
no word spoken out of strong belief, no blow
launched with the weight of the body behind
it. He seemed to be repeating—hesitatingly—
a-lesson which he had impertfectly learned by
heart. His personality, once so clean-cut and
potent, had dissolved into a vapour.

I missed none of his speeches, and with each
my heart grew heavier. For I realised the
cause of his fiasco. ... Goodeve was a haunted
man, haunted by a dreadful foreknowledge of
fate. In his maiden speech fate had been on
his side, since he had a definite assurance that
he must succeed. But now he was fighting
against fate. The same source, which gave
him the certainty of his initial triumph, had
denied him the hope of further success. As 1
had advised, he was striving now to coerce fate,
to alter what he believed to be his destiny, to
stultify what had been decreed. . . . He could
not do it. That very knowledge which had
once given him confidence was now keeping
it from him. He had no real hope. He was
battling against what he believed to be fore-
ordained. How could a man succeed when he
understood in his heart that the Eternal Powers
had predestined failure?

Yet most gallantly he persevered, for it was
a matter of life and death. I alone knew the
tragedy of it. To other people he was only a
politician who was not living up to his promise,
the “ Single-speech Hamilton " of our day. But
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behind the epigrams which did not sting, the
appeals which rang feebly, the arguments
which lacked bite, the perorations which did
not glow, I saw a condemned man struggling
desperately for a reprieve.

His last speech was on the Ministry of
Labour estimates, when John Fortingall’'s
motion nearly brought the Government down.
He rose late in the debate, when the House
was packed and the air was electric, since a
close division was certain. Waldemar had
made one of his sagacious, polysyllabic, old-
world orations, and Collinson from the Labour
benches had replied with a fiery appeal to the
House to give up ancestor-worship and face
realities. For one moment I thought that
Goodeve was going to come off at last. He
began briskly, almost with spirit, and he looked
the Treasury bench squarely in the face. His
voice, too, had a better ring in it. Clearly he
had braced himself for a great effort. . . .
iThen he got into a mesh of figures, and the
attention of members slackened. He managed
them badly, losing his way in his notes, and,
when one item was questioned, he gave a lame
explanation. He never finished that section of
his case, for He seemed to feel that he was losing
the House, so he hurried on to what he must
have prepared most carefully, a final appeal
somewhat on the lines of his maiden speech.
But ah! the difference! To be eloquent and
moving one must have either complete self-
confidence or complete forgetfulness of self,
and Goodeve had neither. He seemed once
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again to be repeating a lesson badly learned ;
his voice broke in a rotund sentence so that it
sounded falsetto; in an appeal which should
have rung like a trumpet he forgot his piece,
and it ended limply. Never have I listened to
anything more painful. Members grew restless
and began to talk. Goodeve’s voice became
shrill, he dropped it to a whisper, and then

raised it to an unmeaning shout. . . . He
paused—and someone tittered. . . . He sat
down.

When Trant rose an hour later to wind up
the debate Goodeve hurried from the House.
To the best of my belief he never entered it
again. .

VI

Towards the end of March I had to speak
in Glasgow, and since my meeting was in the
afternoon I travelled up by the night train. I
was breakfasting in the hotel, when to my
surprise I saw Goodeve at an adjacent table.
Somehow Glasgow was not the kind of place
where one expected to find him.

He joined me, and I had a good look at him.
The man was lamentably thin, but at first sight
I thought that he looked well. His dusky com-
plexion was a very fair imitation of sunburn,
and that and his lean cheeks suggested a man
in hard training. But the next moment I
revised my view. He moved listlessly and
wearily, and his eyes were sick. It was some
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fever of spirit, not health, that gave him his
robust colouring.

I liad to hurry off to do some business, so
I suggested that we should lunch together. . He
agreed, but mentioned that he had invited a
man to luncheon—that very Colonel Dugald
Chatto whose name he had read in the same
obituary paragraph as his own. I said that I
should like to meet him, and asked how Good-
eve had managed to achieve the acquaintance.
Quite simply, he said. He had got a friend to
take him to golf at Prestwick, where Colonel
Chatto played regularly, had been introduced
to him in the club-house, and had on sub-
sequent occasions played several rounds with
him. . .. “Not a bad fellow,” he said, and
then, when he saw my wondering eyes, he
laughed. “I must keep close to him, for, you
see, we are more intimately linked than any
other two people in the world. We are like
the pairs tied up by Carrier in his #noyades in
the Loire—you remember, in the French Revo-
lution. We sink or swim together.”

You could not have found a starker opposite
to Goodeve than Chatto if you had ransacked
the globe. He was a little stocky man, with a
scraggy neck, sandy hair and a high-coloured
face, who looked as if he took a good deal
of both exercise and whisky. He said he
was pleased to meet me, and he thumped
Goodeve on the back. He was a cheerful
soul.

He ate a hearty luncheon and he was full
of chat in the juiciest of accents. He had
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grievances against the War Office because of
their treatment of the Territorial division in
which he had served, and he had some scathing
things to say about politicians. His sympathies
were with the Right Wing of our party, which
Goodeve disliked. “I'm not blaming you, Sir
Edward,” he told me. “You're a lawyer, and
mostly talk sense, if you don’t mind my saying
so. But Goodeve here used to splash about
something awful. I remember reading his
speeches, and wishing I could get five minutes
with him in a quiet place. 1 tell you, I've
done a good job for the country in keeping
him out of Parliament, for he hasn’t been
near it since him and me foregathered. I'm
making quite a decent golfer of him, too. A
wee bit weak in his short game still, but that’ll
improve.”

He was a vulgar, jolly little man with nothing
in his head, and no conversation except war
reminiscences, golf shop, and a fund of rather
broad Scots stories. Also he was a bit of an
angler, the kind that enters for competitions on
Loch Leven. When I listened to him I won-
dered how the fastidious Goodeve could endure
him for half an hour. But Goodeve did more
than endure him, for a real friendship seemed
to have sprung up between them. There was
interest, almost affection, in his eyes. Chatto,
no doubt, thought it a tribute to his charms,
and being a simple soul, he returned it. He did
not know of the uncanuny chain which linked
the two incompatiblee. I can imagine, if
Goodeve had told him, the stalwart incredulity
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with which he would have received the con-
fession.

The hotel boasted some old brandy which
Chatto insisted on our sampling. “Supplied
by my own firm, gentlemen, long before 1 was
born.” After that he took to calling Goodeve
“Bob.” “Bob here is coming with me to
Ngacrihanish, and we're going to make a week
of it.”

“Don’t forget that you're coming to me for
the May-fly,” Goodeve reminded him.

“Not likely I'll forget. That’ll be a new kind

of ploy for me. I'm not sure I'll be much good
at it, but I'm young enough to learn.... Man,
I get younger every day. I gota new lease of
life out of that bloody war. Talk about shell-
shock! I'm the opposite! I'm shell-stimulated,
if you see what I mean.”
- He expanded in recollections, comments,
anticipations, variegated by high-flavoured
anecdotes. He had become perhaps a little
drunk. One could not help liking the fellow,
and I began to feel grateful to him, when I
saw how Goodeve seemed to absorb confidence
from his company. The man was so vital and
vigorous that the other drew comfort from the
sight of him. Almost all the sickness went out
of Goodeve’s eyes. His comrade in the noyades
was not likely to drown, and his buoyancy
might sustain them both.

Goodeve saw me off by the night train.
I said something complimentary about
Chatto.

“ There’s more in him than you realise at
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first,” he said, “ and he’s the kindliest little chap
alive. What does it matter that he doesn’t
talk our talk? T'm sick of all that old werld
of mine.”

1 said something about Chatto’s health.

“ Pretty nearly perfect. Now and then he
does himself a little too well, as at luncheon
to-day, but that was the excitement of meeting
a swell like you. Usually he is very careful.
I've made enquiries among his friends, and
have got to know his doctor. The doctor says
he has a constitution of steel and teak.”

“ And you yourself? ” I asked. “You're a
little fine-drawn, aren’t you? ”

For a moment there was alarm in his eyes.

“Not a bit of it. I'm very well. I've been
vetted by the same doctor. He gave me the
cleanest bill of health, but advised me not to
worry. That’s why I have cut out Parliament
and come up here. Being with Chatto takes
me out of myself. He’s as good for me as
oxygen.”

When I asked about his plans he said he
had none. He meant to be a good deal in the
North, and see as much of Chatto as possible.
Chatto was a bachelor with a country-house
in Dumbartonshire, and Goodeve was in treaty
for a shooting near-by. I could see the motive
of that: it was vital for him to pretend to
himself that the coming roth of June meant
nothing, and to arrange for shooting grouse
two months later.

1 entered my sleeping-verth fairly well satis-
fied. It was right that Goodeve should keep
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in close touch with the man whom destiny had
joined to him, and it was the mercy of Provi-
dence that this man should be an embodiment
of careless, exuberant life.

VII

May was of course occupied with the General
Election, and for the better part of it I had no
time to think of anything beyond the small
change of political controversy. I saw that
Goodeve was not standing again for the Marton
division, and I wondered casually if the florid
Chatto had spent the May-fly season on the
limpid and intricate waters which I knew so
well. 1 pigeon-holed a resolution to hunt up
Goodeve as soon as I got a moment to turn
round.

Oddly enough, the first news I got of him
was from Chatto, whom I met at a Scottish
junction.

“Ugh, ay! ” said that worthy. “I've been
sojourning in the stately homes of England.
Did you ever see such a place as yon? I hadn’t
a notion that Bob was such a big man in his
own countryside? Ay, I caught some trout,
but I worked hard for them. Yon’s too expert
a job for me, but, by God, Bob’s the fine hand
at it.”

I asked him about Goodeve’s health and
whereabouts. ,

“He’s in London,” was the answer. “I had
a line from him yesterday. He was thinking



268 THE GAP IN THE CURTAIN

of going on a wee cruise in a week or two. One
of those yachting trips that the big steamship
companies run—to Norway or some place like
that. His health, you say? ’Deed, I don’t
quite know how to answer that. He wants
toning up, I think. Him and me had a week
at Macrihanish and, instead of coming on, his
game went back every day. There were times
when he seemed to have no pith in him. Down
at Goodeve he was much the same. There’s
not much exertion in dry-fly fishing, but every
now and then he would lie on his back and
appear as tired as if he had been wrestling with
a sixteen-foot salmon rod on the Awe. And
yet he looks as healthy as a deep-sea sailor.
As 1 say, he wants toning up, and maybe the
sea-air is the thing for him.”

The consequence of this talk was that I wired
to Goodeve, and found that he was still in
London on some matter of business. Next day
~—1I think it was May 31st—we dined together
at his club. [This time I was genuinely scared
by his looks, for in the past five or six weeks
he had gone rapidly downhill. His colour was
still high, but now it was definitely unwhole-
some, and his thinness had become emaciation.
His clothes hung on him loosely, and there
were ugly hollows at his temples. Also—and
this was what alarmed me—his eyes had the
gaunt, hungry, foreboding look that I remem-
bered in Moe’s.

Of course I said notling about his health,
but his first enquiry was about Chatto’s, when
he heard that I had seen him. I told him that
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I had never seen such an example of bodily
well-being, and he murmured something which
sounded like “ Thank God! ”

It was no good beating about the bush, for
the Ul’dne for any pretence between us had long
passed.

“In another fortnight,” T said, “ you will be
rid of this nightmare. Now, what is the best
way of putting in the time? T'm thinking of
your comfort, for, as you know, I don’t believe
there is the slightest substance in all that non-
sense. But itis real to you, and we must make
our book for that.”

“T agree,” he said. “1I thought of going for
a cruise in the North Sea. The boat’s called
the Runeberg, 1 think—a Norwegian steamer
chartered by a British firm. I fancy it's the
kind of thing for me, for these cruises are
always crowded—a sort of floating Blackpool.
There’s certain to be nobody I know on board,
and the discomfort of a rackety company will
keep me from brooding. 1f we get bad weather
so much the better, for I'm a rotten sailor. I've
booked my cabin, and we sail from Leith on
the 6th.” .

I told him that I warmly approved. “ That’s
the common sense of the thing,” I said. “You
must bluff your confounded premonitions. On
June 10th you’ll be sitting on deck inside the
Skerrygard, forgetting that there’s such a
thing as a newspaper. What's Chatto do-
ing?”

“ Going on as usua.. Business four days a
week and golf the rest. He has no foreboding
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to worry him. I get frequent news of his
health, you know. I have a friend in a Glas-
gow lawyer’s office, who knows both him and
his doctor, and he sends me reports. I wonder
what he thinks of it all. A David and Jonathan
friendship, I hope; but these Glasgow law-
yers never let you see what is inside their
mind.”

On the whole I was better pleased with the
situation. Goodeve was facing it bravely and
philosophically, and Chatto was a sheet-
anchor. In a fortnight it would be all over,
and he could laugh at his tremors. He was
due back in town from the cruise on the 2oth,
and we arranged to dine together. I could see
that he was playing up well to his plan, and
filling up his time with engagements beyond
the 1oth.

I asked him what he proposed to do before
he sailed. There was a week-end with Chatto,
he said, and then he must go back to Goodeve
for a day or two on estate business. I had to
return to the House for a division, and, being
suddenly struck afresh by Goodeve’s air of
fragility, I urged him, as we parted, to go
straight to bed.

He shook his head. “I'm going for a long
walk,” he said. “I walk half the night, for I
sleep badly. My only chance is to tire out my
body.”

“You can’t stand much more of that,” I told
him. “What does you doctor say?”

“I don’t know. It isn’t a case for doctors.
I'm. fighting, you see, and it’s taking a lot out
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of me. The fight is not with the arm of flesh,
but the flesh must pay.”

“You're as certain to win as that the sun will
rise to-morrow.” These were my last words
to him, and I put my hand on his shoulder.
He started at the touch, but his eyes looked me
steadily in the face. God knows what was in
them—suffering in the extreme, fear to the
uttermost, courage, too, of the starkest. But
one thing I realised—they were like Moe's
1e]yes ; and I left the club with a pain at my

eart.

VIII

I never saw Goodeve again. But the follow-
ing are the facts which I learned afterwards.

He went to Prestwick with Chatto and played
vile golf. Chatto, who was on the top of his
game and in high spirits, lost his temper with
his pupil, and then began in his kindly way
to fuss about his health. He asked a doctor
friend in the club-house to have a look at him,
but Goodeve refused his attentions, declaring
that he was perfectly fit. Then, after arrang-
ing to lunch with Chatto in Glasgow on the
6th before sailing from Leith, Goodeve went
south.

It was miserable weather in that first week
of June, wet and raw, with a searching east
wind. Chatto went t¢) Loch Leven to fish, and
got soaked to the skin. He came home with
a feverish cold which developed into pleurisy,
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and on the 5th was taken into a nursing-home.
Early on the 6th he developed pneumonia, and
before noon on that day Goodeve’s Glasgow
lawyer friend had sent him this news.

Goodeve should have been in Glasgow that
morning, since he was to sail in the Runeberg
in the late afternoon. But he had already can-
celled his passage I think on the 5th. Why he
did that I do not know. It could have had
nothing to do with Chatto’s illness, of which
he had not yet heard. He may have felt
that a sea-voyage was giving an unnecessary
hostage to destiny. Or he may have felt that
his own bodily strength was unequal to the
effort. Or some overpowering sense of fatality
may have come down like a shutter on his
mind. I do not know, and I shall never
know.

What is clear is that at Goodeve before the
6th his health had gravely worsened. He could
not lie in bed, and he refused to have a doctor,
so he sat in a dressing-gown in his shadowy
library, or pottered weakly about the ground-
floor rooms. His old butler grew very anxious,
for his meals were left almost untasted. Several
times he tried to rally his spirits, and he drank
a little champagne, and once he had up a bottle
of the famous port. He had a book always
with him, the collected works of Sir Thomas
Browne, but according to the butler, it was
generally lying unread on his knee. )

When he got the tel>gram about Chatto’s
illness, his valet told me, he read it several
times, let it drop on the floor, and sat for a
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minute or two looking fixedly before him.
Then he seemed to make an effort to pull him-
self together. He ordered fires to be lit in the
long gallery upstairs, and said that henceforth
that should be his sitting-room.

For three days Goodeve lived in that cloudy
chamber under the portraits of his ancestors
with their tremulous, anxious eyes. There was
a little powdering-closet next door, where he
had a bed made up. Fires were kept blazing
night and day on all the four hearths, for he
seemed to feel the cold. 1 believe that he had
made up his mind that Chatto must die, and
that he must follow. He had several bulletins
daily from Glasgow, and, said his valet, seemed
scarcely to glance at them. But on the gth he
asked eagerly for telegrams, as if he expected
one of moment. He was noticeably frailer, the
servants told me, and he seemed sunk in a deep
lethargy, and sat very still with his eyes on the
fire. Several times he walked the length of
the gallery, gazing at the portraits.

About six o’clock on the evening of the oth
the telegram came announcing Chatto’s death.
Goodeve behaved as if he had expected it, and
there came a flicker of life into his face. He
sent for champagne and drank a little, lifting
up his glass as if he were giving a toast. He
told his valet that he would not require him
again, but would put himself to bed. The last
the man saw of him he was smiling, and his
lips were moving. . . . o

In the morning he was found dead in his
chair. The autopsy that followed resulted in a

18
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verdict of death from heart failure. I alone
knew that the failure had come about by the
slow relentless sapping of fear.

.

There was wild weather in the North Sea on
the 8th, and in the darkness before dawn on
the gth the Runeberg was driven on to a reef
and sank with all on board. As it chanced,
Goodeve’s name was still on its list of pas-
sengers, and it was because of the news of
the shipwreck that The Times published his
obituary on the roth. Next day it issued the
necessary correction, and an extended obituary
which recorded that his death had really taken
place at his country house.





