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C ﬁayter Sixteen

A Living Abarimon.

Darwinians and Creationists alike migﬁt have seen their debatable theorems made fTesﬁ
in that uncanny metamoqoﬁosis. What sﬁaye was this that seemed to evoﬁ/e, yet sym’ng
fu[fy formecf Uupon our retinas, from that ﬁend'isﬁ infemo?

A cacﬁ(ing trog[od’yte? A sﬁamﬁfing ﬁag(-mcm, spawnecf from a volcano’s .sjo(uttering
s[ucfge?

A (iw’ng Abarimon? God forﬁiaf - an Apel?

As tﬁifumes cleared, the creature, at ﬁrst hunched and sﬁuﬁﬁ’ng, rose and exjocmcfec( to
its fu( im}oressi\/e ﬁeigﬁt, ffinging its arms wide, ﬁngers {pasming, eyes rolled back, mouth

aga]ae.

All of this was but the matter (f a moment as we lurched sidéways with the locomotive’s
convulsions.

9 venture it was the relative so[icﬁ’ty of ﬁisl/purcﬁase upon the footstoo[ that imbued
flronface with the yrerequisite sliver of stabi ity to grasp the situation most fu[fy, for it
was he, and none other, who .gpolée:

“Well Bugger me, it’s anrtington!”
“Bartington!” cries 1, “ You aﬁject maniac!”

“‘My dear fe((ows” re}o[ies the noble doctor, Erusﬁing smuts from his bloodshot eyes and
Eegm’mec[ tailcoat, “Once again 1 have the honour to welcome you aboard! From
suE-aquatic serpent to iron hﬂ;rse, eh? What larks! Tmy, fo(fow me dgf into my somewhat
soupy compartment. By way (y( enticement, there's a wi(y cove within, with whom you are
all well acquainte(f.“

And so saying, he turned and d’isajojoearec{ into the still smoEing carriage.
’Nhtum((y, we made the [éa}o, and Joursuedf

There will be those amongst you, 1 am sure - thrill seekers, adherents to the fantastica[ -

who had ﬁa(f-ﬁqpecf that we were all about to come face-to-face with our a}oe-isﬁ nemesis in

he aforementioned' encounter, to whom 9 can address on@ this: 1 can record events on[y as

e tmnsyirec[, unadorned with Jaoetic frivofity; and 49 trust that my cﬁ’y and tem})ere(f
e will not choke the gullet pre-disposed to sensationalism.
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aving said that, you migﬁt yet be bold enougﬁ to hazard a supyosition as to the second
c;fpant ;}f ‘Bartington’s coach - and you migﬁt well be rigﬁt For there, unshaven and
0 mgg[e - with one hand holding an extinguisﬁec[ taper, and with the other the shattered
mnants (f an fr[enmeyer ﬂas , stood the smoke shrouded ﬁgure of our most dear friend,
he former Viscount.

Ah, Gentlemen!” says he, Jroy/ping both items and ac@oting an expression of mi[&ffy

mused contrition, “We appear to have made rather a mess.“

Good Lord.” pronounced Lord A, as we sat, sometime later, around the sooty skeleton
if what had been CBartington’s d’ining table, “What a singu[ar series of un[iée[y coinci-
ences.”

ndeed,” sa[ys 1, “one can Eare(y credit it. CBartington, ray go over it once more so that
Ve got it all aﬁ’gneaf in me noggin. And pass me one o them cheroots.”

Hold hard sir,” retorts the Surgeon, “them’s ain’t for smoEing. It’s me moxibustion kit. 1
as about to attempt an ex}oeriment on the Former Viscount here, when...”

([ wager we’ve had enougﬁ ex}oerimentation for one Jay” inserts Lord A, g[aring about
e di’fa’pid'ated' and cinder-coated walls (f the compartment.

Tndeed.” growﬁad' Clronface from over g_y the drinks cabinet, where he was vain[y engaged
the Jaursuit of sometﬁing accepta le amongst the scattered jumﬁ[é of CBartington’s
bscure elixirs and suspect tonics.

ook you, CBartington, is there anytﬁin in this yoxﬁecf yface ﬁt to drink or smoke that
on’t yoison a cﬁa}o, or blow his damned brains out?”

Pimm’s, third sﬁeﬁf on the l?‘t” @fers the Former Viscount, “a trﬁTe warm, }oerﬁa}os, but
ou know where you are with it. And 1 wouldn’t syarﬁ anytﬁing up J’ust yet. Let the air
ear a bit, what?“

gﬁ“(

ery good:” says 1. “Now, Bartington - 1f you’d' care to continue...”

A moment, sirs,” says he, n’sing from the scorched Cﬁ?pyendal’e, “Don’t worry F’iscount,

S }mfect[y safe 1 assure you. 4

d with that he Jaroafuced a Jaecu[iar contmytion ﬁfom one of the }91’&55 of wood, steel, and
s instruments which [ay strewn about the carriage. fRecognising a quaﬁ’ty (ucernal
oscope when we saw one, the assembled company (save ‘Jrorﬁﬁace, who was youring the

ittering abo ns) immedia out clearing some space pulling




on the Jrajaes, and armnging chairs, the viewing of images for the use of.
§] say, Sﬁuteye, ” ccy’ofes the Surgeon, “remind you of anytﬁing?”

“Hah! 7 forgot ou were there that m’gﬁt’ 1 say cﬁajos, did we ever tell you about the time
we were stmndfeycf at the Monk’s when he was still in the seminary? We ﬁrec[ up his ymxi-
noscope aﬁer he’d retived to his cot. Fiendish Stl;ﬁ': sirs. Din, cfong.’ And to think the
were nuns! 1 recall he'd smuggfed' in this malevolent dbxy who too cluite a shine to the
‘Brigacﬁ’er...”

“Ahem!)”

“Sowy, old ﬁoy. Not another word.“

“Drinks is served m’(uds.”

“Thank you, Clronface. Stand at the back, will you, 1 can’t see a demmmned tﬁing.”

_ “Are we sittin, comformﬁf ?” intones the Surgeon, “then let us commence. As you can
see, 1ve mocﬁj‘gcf the standard George Adams model to allow us all the [uxury (f mu(ti}o&z
unimyedéd viewing By means of a reﬁfacting exycmsion lens attached to...”

“Oh do get on with it dear 60y,“
“Of course, Brigadi’er,

So, tﬁi}ﬁrst image ou will no doubt recognise as an extreme cfose-ujo of the letter Lord A
received at the C[u[;y. ‘My own research, in conjunction with the Fiscount, and te[egmms
received from the aforementionecf Monk, conﬁjfm that the material is indeed a derivative
of the Adansonia c{igitata, or baobab tree, co(foquia[fy referrec( to as the ‘Monéey Puzzle.
Further, 1 can also conﬁrm that the ink used is in fact a soluble gm}oﬁite comyosite - not,
in fact, ink at all, but more the sort cf tﬁing one might ﬁmf in a Derwent 6B, tﬁougﬁ here
the comjaressec[ gmjoﬁite core has been suﬁt@ E[endgd' with a tincture ()f".”

“Tet!”

“Correct you are, ‘Brigad'ien In short, both paper and scrijot are cf a Jaiece. Further, the
carlet pigment with which the [ettering is imbued reveals itsegf to be a distillation @( the
bark cﬁ e Liquic{amﬁar stymcﬂua. ”

Blank looks all round.

The American Sweetgum, gent[émen. Who’s syiﬁy fruit, you will be astonished to hear,
nguishes under the Jooyufw a]o})e[[ation cf the fMonEey Ball.”



nk me!”

ndeed, S ﬁuteye. It seems that every aspect of this cowes/ponefence is tainted with the paw
the simian. CBrigad’ier, you wished to inte1ject?”

Oh, nothin, rea[@, Just your passing reference to the Derwent 6B. Reminded me that
have a fa ulous set at home. Never use anytﬁing else. Did you know 1 was born in the
ake District?”

9 did not sir. Penrith?”
ockermouth.”
ow, wﬁy doesn’t that suqorise me?“

Much as ‘1 aypreciate the stiletto-like accuracy of your wit, CBartington, do press on with
our damned lecture, there’s a gooc{ cﬁa}o. ¢

More drinks, cmyone?” suggests ‘Jronface, ever the convivial.

chorus of “Don’t mind 1f 7 dos” issues ﬁ’om the assembled.

Now,” says CBartington, when we are again settled, ‘for this next image 1 pass you over
0 my wortﬁy co[[eague, the Former Viscount.”

hank you, gentlemen.” says he, m’sing and a}ojaroacﬁing the ymjection apparatus with
he conﬁcﬁmt swagger of the irrevocable rake.

ou know Ey now that the Cardinal has been in touch with his ﬁncfings from the
xtensive [iﬁmry at his cﬁ’sposa[ His invaluable bibliometric expertise and grayﬁo[ogica(

esearch has uncovered one or two yoints of Jaarticu[ar note, wortﬁy (f your esteemed
onsideration.”

1e turns a d'm( on tﬁe macﬁine to revea[ tﬁe next image -a 5e1jaentine 6[1/{1’.

Behold. As you co itate on the picture, yom{er also the of[owing: You recall no doubt that
e have been unable to trace the }Wecise [ocation of the Prosecutor genemf, ascertaining

[y that his aﬂegecf client of the moment Eetmyec{ certain a}ae-ﬁ’ﬁe connotations in his
om de business?

onsider also that the Viceroy of Kebababad was (ate(y degpatcﬁef to locate the Earl
Foulmouth, and that these ﬁne fe[[ows too had both been the recg’pients of yernicious
minoidean correspondence. What does that tell us?”




The Former Viscount yroduces ;ﬁne ‘?artagas rom his weskit yocléet, smjgs the end with
a gilt cutter and sparﬁs up. he cloud drifts over us like an autumn breeze from
the Caribbean.

“9t tells us this, cﬁaps - that whomsoever c{esyatcﬁed’ these epistles was intimately ac-
quainted' with our memEersﬁi}o. T ﬁey knew whom to (ﬁm{, where to ﬁm{ them, and even
when. In short, on[y a member of our Society, an employee, or some conﬁcfant tﬁereof, can
}Jossiﬁfy be resyonsiﬁl’e!”

“‘}ﬁ)gwasﬁ! ”

“Outmgeous!”

“ Poppycock!”

“Gentlemen, ]aﬁease' There is more. 1 draw your attention back to the image...“

- “Blast the image, Viscount!” The CBrigad'ier is out of his chair and Jaacing back and fortﬁ
with a d’egree of agitation 7 had not seen since that fatefu[ afternoon at the Club.

“Blast the image to shribbons 1 say.’ What the devil are you imy(ying? That 1 sent the
damned letter mysegf? Or Sﬁutz’ye? Or _poor old Function, back in his hovel on ﬁag[-,pay,
with fourteen children and a chronic addiction to gin and the Jaom’es ? Nonsense. Then
again.. no, no, it’s }orqoosterous.'.”

“He don’t have it in him.” says 1. T ﬁorougﬁ[y decent cﬁaja, Function.”

A voice booms suc{d'enl'y across the compartment:

1] say, quieten down now, look you! 1”7

We all turn as one to look at Clrmgace, who stcmc{s, a vision o so[emnity, at the back of
the gentl:y swaying carriage; one hand braced against the wa[f, the other white-knuckled

about the Pimm’s.

“Former Viscount, old boy,* says he, his voice S?Ct now, like the brush of a rabbit against a
moonlit c{aﬁfocfif, “Tust then, when you were ta ﬁing..’. you didn’t mention.... The Laird.”

“No,” says the Gentleman Commoner, “1 didn’t.”






