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C ﬁajoter figﬁt
Blend sir)? Blend?

“Well 1 never,” 1 mused aloud, “a submersible. How frigﬁtfu[fy ju[és Verne.”

“More [ike Das Boot.” growﬁe(f the Viceroy. “U've been entombed in this ofamnaﬁﬁyoi(cﬁaraf
tin since the ?{egean. Ain’t even set foot on dear old CB[igﬁty to stretch me Joins, and we’re (ﬁ
again. ¥

And so indeed we were.

An hour or so had Joassecf since our alarming descent beneath the waters of the harbour,
rfuring which time the initial consternation @C oth myseﬁf and Lord A had been cfufy Befayed'
By a series (yf encoumging 1f oﬁfique announcementsﬂfrom the Surgeon Cjenem[ - or should
1 say, “ski Joer“?— via the communication tubes. “All hatches secure and anchors aweigﬁ.’”
. “Five fat oms dée}o and tigﬁt as a matron’s corset.” That sort of tﬁing.

i

C[émf(y mad as a mid%ﬁi}oman’s hatter, he at least seemed to know what he was about,
boat-wise, so myseg" and Lord A settled back to enjoy our }oostymncﬁa[ smokes, and await
furtﬁer d%ve@oments.

| The Monk had remained E[issfu[[y oblivious in his slumbers tﬁrougﬁout, whilst the
Viceroy had regainecf some dégree of consciousness, and, ﬁaw’ng secured ﬁimseﬁ a “livener” in
the sﬁa]oe of a cask of ffes Pilsen which had rolled under the table, he now yuﬁcf away
w’gorous yona hand carved fiammata, so that the cabin rayidfy became suﬁusecf with a
reassuring aroma, redolent of the cﬁcer’s mess in Sevastojoof.

Thus, as we [ougﬁecf on beneath the waves in relative comfort, 1 Jorevai[écf upon the Viceroy
to recount his recent exp[oits, in the ﬁqpe of sﬁacfing the blanks.

T just returned from me mornin aﬁ’}o at the Eagm’o, and was at me eggs,” he began,
between (ugs qf Turkish beer and plumes cf latakia, “And was cﬁ'(igent[ }oemsing the latest
cﬁzspatcés, when 1 noticed, amongst the usual ministerial qoﬁemem andytecfious memoranda
a}?yosite to my }ofem:potentiary oﬁfiga’cions, a most }oecufiar Joiece of coweSonncfence“.

1 caugﬁt Lord A’s eye, as my mind made an im/o[untary &ea}a back to the Club. His
Eatt[esﬁfp greys met mine momentari[y, Eefore ﬁxing again on the \/iceroy. Who continued:

“No seal, you see. No official stamp or diplomatic frankin , and vet clearly of fine quality,
and intn’c}c/zte[y fofcfed: glas to be SJZ‘[f-env’ffcying.”f 4 y }/ fﬁ { s

pite the cosiness of our surroundings, 41 tadéatﬁ[y chill dance the po RA Up MY
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ebrae.
] atum([y, 7 assumed it was from some admirer or other,“ the Viceroy continued, "Some | |
ooning subaltern’s iancée, or the lovelorn paramour of a scrawny emBassy Jaoﬁ’tico,
arning for a slab o proper British Beef. ?[ayyens all the time.”

1l
L
P’m sure” says 1,” But you were saying, about the letter?” |
Y y ying I
etter? Ah yes. So, natum[fy, 7 qﬂenecf the tfu’ng.” ||
1
|

n ?))

Absolute giﬁﬁem’sﬁ. A ﬁne hand, ‘J’((ﬁgmnt you, and inked in a cluite ]aﬁeasing shade (f

ermilion. But utter, uninte(ﬁgiﬁ[é tosh, nonetheless.”

My God!” 1 had no tﬁougﬁt other than for the Brigadier, who's countenance had drained
tirely to the colour of an Icelandic _panorama, w ilst his rigﬁt hand detached the cigar
om his suc[dén(y }oa[ id ﬁ:ps and crushed it, still smou[dém’ng, in a vice-like ﬁst,

For all 1 know, that migﬁt have been the end of it,” the \/iceroy went on unpeﬁurﬁecf
eming@ taﬁing no notice cyf Lord A’s condition, “had it not been for the salient fact that

that very same batch of mail syreacf across me Ereaﬁfast bureau, 1 ﬁqp}oened’ just then to
otice an qpist[é Beam’ng a very distinctive crest.”

earing this, 1 returned my attention to Kebababad, who had }oausecf his narration to ﬁsﬁ
or a match, re-ﬁgﬁting of Jm:pe for the use (f.

A crest, you say? Arms?”
u(y s,parﬁed: he continued.

Surmounted By a crown, the escutcheon was quartered’ with cross @( Saint George and
ertical stripes of Gules and Or, the centre cﬁarged’ with the Yorkist bloom.”

Gules and Or you ;flﬁl/ Catalonian?” 1 wondered out loud, “and embossed with the white
)se? Wﬁy, sink me! That’s Foulmouth!”

OOC[ SFLOW, Sﬁuteye’ Tﬁougﬁtfor a moment tﬁere you’d [051’ yO’LLT' l'OHCﬁ, O[d’ EO_y.”

say, Foulmouth! 1 ain’t seen that wiry cove since he e@oec{ with the Contessa. Mind you,
kit say 1 blame him. What news?”

ain’t all goodj but it’s Jaertinent.” Came the ambivalent rejal'y.

rther immediate

ous hooti olit me ing

nd put c_lidr;to




discourse.
“Avast there! Land ho, land ho! We [ay (ﬁ till seven bells c{ogs.'”
%artington’s gid’d’y tones bellowed down the Joi}oes'

The Monk jerléec[ bolt u rigﬁt in his armchair, crossed ﬁimseﬁf then Joasseof out again
fortﬁwitﬁ. Meanwhile, the \/iceroy hurled his formicfaﬁl’e fmme toward the cabin wall and
snatched up a brass moutﬁ_}oiece which, attached by a ﬁne gi['t ﬁm’uﬁe, connected to a si(very
tube which 1 surmised must form part of the on-sgip communications system.

“ Broadsword to Danny fBoy” bellowed the Viceroy, “Broadsword to Danny CBoy.'”
“Kebababad, what is it? T'm trying torun a tigﬁt sﬁ}’p, damn you!,” respomfs fBartington.
“For the love of God, will you cease this inﬁema( ye[fing of announcements?”

“Naval etiquette old sport. Just Iéee}aing you informedf 2

X Q\favy my gmvy! This is my sﬁi}o, CBartington, and 1 say ytjoe down, sir!”

€«

ﬂ%e ave, Cal%a‘n.' Anyway, Pl be down Joresentfy, S0 SJO[i’ce the main brace. We're [aying qﬁ
s,

‘till seven be dbgs.”
The Viceroy g[m’ed’ at the moutﬁyiece, released it, and sauntered back to his armchair.
“He’s a com}?[éte loon, you know. fBartington.”

L “We have been a triffe concerned. But he seems to be Joing a[m’gﬁt What’s this bells and
}m}ajoies ma[arﬁey?”

“Don’t fret yourseﬁf old bean. What time do you have?”
7 uncased my hunter. “Just aﬁer nine p.m.”

“We’re here a good’ while then. Tides and cover, that’s the ticket. Migﬁt as well make
ourselves comfortaﬁ[é. There’s berths aft, or migﬁt T Jorevai[ upon you to inafu(ge in furtﬁer
[ibations?”

He yrqﬁ%red a decanter.
“Don’t mind 1f 7 do. Now, will you tell me more of Foulmouth?”

e Brigacﬁer, who had remained both silent and motionless cfuring this excﬁange, bestirred
self to S}Jeaﬁ.
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01Ty about that, Sfmteye old cﬁa}a,” he ayofogiseci Brusﬁing the com}aound’ec{ tobacco
idue from his hands and trouser. “Think 49 migﬁt have another?”

Here, dear Arse” says Kebababad, reaching into a Joocﬁet, “try a snort @( this. Set you Eang
) rights in a ﬁ;\/ ” And so saying he yr(ﬁg’ed a curious[y contrived snuﬁ[ box fasﬁionec{ n
he [ikeness of, a ejewe[fed scarab.

he box, as you’[f no doubt discern, is of fgyytian _provenance. The blend within, pure

urk.”

ord A ﬁ[(ec{ his nostrils with a }aincﬁ of ,powoﬁer' Almost insmnmneousfy his yu}ai(s dilated.
he accompanying sneeze damn near set his whiskers spinning.

Blend sir!? Blend!? Good Christ and his ange[s!”

] knew you’c[ apyreciate its subtleties, sir.” The Viceroy nodded a}o}oroving[y. “Care for a
ot, Sﬁuteye?”

‘Not rigﬁt now, old cﬁgp, still em’oying me Monte Christo.” And thank the blazes too, 1
ougﬁt, as 1 watched the tears streaming ﬁfom the fBrigadi’er’s bloodshot peepers.

Hi ho.” says the \/iceroy, cﬁeem’[y snorting an inch of the CByzantine devil dust without so
uch as a blink. “Now then, where was we?”

You'd had word from Foulmouth...” 1 }oromyted: }oouring mysegf a modest jaortion ﬁ’om the
ysta[

Ah, that’s n’gﬁt ” resumed the \/iceroy. “7 have it hereabouts.”

e Eegan fumﬁﬁng tﬁrougﬁ various Jaocﬁets and slits in his robe.

And what bgf the other letter?” Lord A’s voice sounded cum’ousfy over-wrougﬁt, tﬁougﬁ that
uld have been the snuﬁ(,

Do you have that?”
ot about me, no. But we'll get to that, never fear. Ah, here it is. Shall 7 ?”
deed.” says 1.

Dearest Lambretta, Viceroy of Kebababad, Order (yf the Star cf Vespa First Class,
d mjoﬁom’c ‘Re})resenmtive to the Court cf...”
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“Oh do get on with it old E?y” rasps the ‘iBrigad'ier. “And pass me the drink, Sﬁuteye. 1 fee(
(let.”

[ike a weasel died in me gu

The Viceroy hummed and ahh-ed his way down to the middle of the sheet.
“Af, here’s the meat in the Jaitta.“

He drew the paper closer to his face and read on.

“ have received a singufarfy maﬂzfactious missive. Come at once. Foulmouth.”
He sat back and surveyec[ us.

“Js that it?” says 1.

“Sure[y it’s enougﬁ?”

“Think on and look sﬁmy, Sﬁuteye.” intel?ﬂoses the Brigadier. “Don’t you see? Foulmouth,
Kebababad and mysegc, all in rece;’pt (f these c[ezgpicaﬁ e, indkcipﬁemﬁ e communiclués from
" the same devilish source. Oh, the game’s afoot, By goc{, and sink me, Tl be no Eﬁ’gﬁter’s

fox.' 4

) say, [ess of the sink me’s 1f you don’t mind.” says 1, .s}mring a g[cmce at the }oortﬁoﬁes.

9 addressed myseg[ to the \/iceroy. “7 take it then you headed direct for the }oeninsufa to
confer with Foulmouth?”

“Post haste. Couldn’t go ashore, mind. Di}o[omatic issues. He sallied out in his yacﬁt and
| we rendezvoused surf-si&. f(l}osﬁot is, he had some (f his cﬁqps take a look at the documents.
Tl ﬁey’re quite up on this type (f tﬁing, the Dons. The Clnquisition and such [(ike, d”you see?
Never ﬁayyier than when sinléing a cask of Amontillado and }oroﬁing about in the intricacies
qf secret cults and nebulous su}oerstition, P

“Did someﬁod’y call?”
“Ah, Cardinal, you’re awake.”
e “T am risen. Where's QSartington?”

“On the bridge, 1 suyyose.” says 1. “CBy the way, 1 meant to ask when we arrived, but you were
too stujoeﬁe to converse. Wﬁy didn’t you join us at fBartington’s [aﬁomtory?”

Ah, yes. Well, you see, it’s [ike this: 7'd just got back from my parocﬁia( visitations when 11

ded on a whim to check the repository for parish notices affixed to ide oroftﬁe
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nse. You'll never guess what 1 foundf”

nd with that he withdrew, from the voluminous fo(a[s of his Begpatterec{ cassock, a ye[(owing

oy of a now all too familiar manuscript.
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