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Cﬁa}ater ‘Fifteen

- A ‘Most Singufar Communication.

—
e

Tt Eegcm much as any c[ay at the Club.

9 arrived at noon, decanted ﬁasti[y from my calash and syrinted: aﬁer my fasﬁion, across
the rain besmirched cobbles; whereupon 4 gaineaf the reassuring[y imjoosin vestibule. The
outer door was open, and the famiénf aroma of cigars and damask enve oyed' me at once.
Function, the dB}z)rman, [ay snoozing in his alcove, a bottle @( porter ﬁagf concealed within

the fo(d’s of his [ivery.

“] say, old Eoy” 7 accosted him gent?, and he sprang at once to attention with an a(acm’ty
that belied his somewhat dishevelle appearance.

“ford Sﬁuteye, Sir! Torgi\/e me, 1 was just restirc? my eyes for a moment.” “Think notﬁing
cf it my gooaf man. How’s the court case _procee ing?”

“Deferred yencfing psycﬁiatric reports, thank the Lord. The Lord Advocate, that is.
Fellow’s a pure master of oﬁfuscation. It’s almost worth committing the most venal acts,
just for the joy qf Watcﬁing him construct one’s cfefence. A4

“Good show. 1 knew we could co 1

‘on him, though it’s a rare favour. Prefers banging a
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ﬁter up to getting him qﬁ[, don’t you know?”

Indeed 1 do sir, and may 1 thank you again for interced'ing on my ﬁeﬁaﬁ Wﬁy, did 1
ver tell you about the time...”

Ve got a amnable chill from this wretched cfownjoour, and fancy a [arge Erandy migﬁt

|
Pl wager dyou yroﬁaﬁ[y did, Function old sport. Now then, how’s about oyem’ng the door, I
ake the ed’ge (ﬁ it.” I_

30t- tom. There we was, sir, utter[y surrounded, and down to the last case of arrack.
housands of ‘em, there was, screaming over the hills...” !
|

f course sir. Wﬁy, at times like this 7 vecall your fatﬁer at the battle of Coye[cmd”s N
|

‘ ﬁanhéfu[(y, as Function embarked upon his ripying narrative he simu[taneousfy had
he wherewithal to usher me tﬁrougﬁ the dbubg e doors into the Club proper. As his voice
ry[teof qﬁf into wistfu[ reverie 1 divested myse& g greatcoat and fez, and yroceedéc[ at a
21r crack down the oak Joane(ﬁch corridor towards the reacfing room.

lpon entering 7 was at once struck Ey an almost tangiﬁﬁe silence. It was, as Function

’mseg[ migﬁt have deemed it, Joerﬁa}os too quiet

asting my Stee[y blues about the interior 1 at ﬁrst }oerceivw[ notﬁing untoward. The
slumes nestled as ever in their cases on all sides, forming a veritable cocoon of leather-
ound wisdom. Choice ijet d’art perched with statels solémnity upon cunning Y wrougﬁt
ables of rare wood. The T1 urﬁisﬁp rugs in yeacocﬁ ues swathed the ﬂoor in a blanket (f
[tanate [uxury. And yet...

At that moment, 1 es’pied’ a Ja(ume @( Jam:plé smoke cur[ing l:eisurel’y from beyond the ﬁigﬁ
ack cf a distant armchair. ﬂssuming m Joantﬁer-[iﬁe entrance had fai ed to im}?ress
seg[ upon the consciousness of the occluded occupant, 1 ventured to make my presence
own Ey the sim}o&e art'ﬁce 0 [oud'l’y uncorﬁing a bottle of Na}oofeon from the fMorning
able, and Jooun’ng mysegf a large Eum}oer of France’s ﬁnest

Ah, Sﬁuteye. Tve been exyecting you.”

Lord Arsel” cries 1, for indeed it was none other. “1 rather assumed you’cf fai&ed’ to detect
Y arrival”.

] otﬁing of the sort, dear cﬁa}a” he rejoined, from the hinterland of s ﬁol}tery in which
e remained ensconced. “Torgive me J’E’r not rising, 1) ﬁm{ mysegf dkciﬁcﬂ’y non}o[ussec[ Ey

most singu(ar communication”.

Y curiosity yiquea[, 7 necked the tumbler in one and ]ooured myseg[ a generous rfﬁff

ore a«fvancing on his yosition.

ymmunicatio say?”




3 Singu(ar indeed sir.” he responded, rising at last, and giving his ﬁne moustaches a
hussar-like twirl. fPecu[iar[y, fgr this hour, he was sporting fu[f regimenta(s, and 1 could
not ﬁe@o but note a certain agitation in his usua(@ insouciant Eean’ng.

) say old Eoy, whatever is the matter?”

By way cf answer he gesturec[ towards the maﬁogany table to his feﬁ, upon which, besides
a decanter of claret which bore e[oquent testimony toa morning’s guzz(ing, and the stub
of c;(’ﬁne cigar smoufd’ering unattended in an ornate chinoiserie asﬁtmy, 7 esyiecf what 1
took to be the oEject of his cﬁscomfort.

“A [etter?” 1 ventured, ‘from whom?” “That’s just it, old Eoy; it don’t say, do it?”

] OLJOJOTOQCﬁed’tﬁe taﬁl’e cmd’tooﬁ ﬁo(d(yfone corner (ftﬁe singﬂe sﬁeet ofve[[um WﬁlCﬁ [ay
tﬁere.

“‘.May 1, my Lord?” “QSy all means.”

As 1 took up the sheet Lord A moved around to the
other side of the table and em}atiecf the remains (f the

claret into his g[ass.

“Dashed bad business” he said, Eefore uﬁm’ng down
the contents with commendable gusto. ?—g then paused
somewhat exyectant@, as 26 awaiting some Cl-(ot{;esian
deduction on my part, that should instanmneous[y IS
_cfear up whatever it was that was that was Eotﬁering ;p'“ _' i
him. Function the Doorman

71 cast my eyes ﬁrst over the table once more, then examined the item that 1 held more
intent[y.

The hand was syic[er yet d’irectl’y ayyﬁed ina d'irty, reddish ink that recalled nothing so
much as the unintelfl{giﬁl’e d'auﬁings @( a moron. Yet the }oarcﬁmem‘ was um{ouﬁtecﬂg (f
exquisite qua[ity.

There was no yacﬁage that 91 could see, tﬁougﬁ the famifiar tracer (f indentations
indicated that the eJoist(é had until recent(y been fofdéd upon itsegf, no dl(/mﬁt acting in the
capac- ity of its own envelope. Natum[[y, Eefore consicﬁem’ng its contents furtﬁer, my ﬁrst
t ougﬁt was to the mode ofq adhesion.

9 turned it over.

1ere’s no seal, 1 already looked.” Lovd A interjected, surmising my (ine o tﬁougﬁt and
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ieving his cigar ﬁ’om the Jaorce[ain.
o seal?” says 1, “What then, a common g(ue?”

Not that either old Eoy' ‘Precise[y fo[déd' and interlocked it was, and, as you can see,
ddressed to me here at the Club in as ﬁne a hand as you could wish.”

nd yet it contains nowt but giﬁﬁem’sﬁ?”

las, sir, giﬁﬁem’sﬁ it ain’t.” sighed Lord A, and evidentls ijoﬁexed' ﬁy my incom}areﬁen-

jon, ﬁung ﬁimseg[ back into th% armchair and Eegan Jouﬁng fun’ous(y on his Havana, as

-~ in the Ruskie’s memorable yﬁmse, its very [éngtﬁ was ﬁee}aing him ﬁ’om reacﬁing, or in
is case décfaring, the truth.

seconds }mssedf The room seemed to shrink inwards as 1f tinged By a premature twi(igﬁt. 1
rode to the window. The Jownjoour had indeed intensyﬁ’ed: and a mask of cloud shrouded
e 100 6?75 ?: the Eui[ﬂngs oy}oosite. This was not sﬁa}oing up into the aﬁernoon of

M- gm’ inebriation 7’d antici}oatea[

Dash it all, old boy.” 1 said at last, “1f these wretched scmw[ings carry some imjoort, then
entreat you to cgcl’are them. Sink me, what on Earth’s the matter, for 7 declare 1 can
1ake neither foot nor ﬁoof of it!”

Not foot” says Lord A Say rather, neither hand nor claw!” “Claw, sir?“

law sir)” And with this he sprang once more to his {eet and strode towards me, his face
e colour Ef cinnabar. “This” he cried, snatcﬁing the item in cluestion ﬁ’om my grasp,
e

his wretched scmw[ing as you term it, is none other than that which 1 have not seen,

ave on[y in nightmares, these last twenty years. Tt is written in the forEid'dén [cmguzge
Abu Abu, the ancient and most d'esyicaﬁfe Cult of the Furious @rumming "Mon ey
e!”
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