The T ﬁriffing Adventures @C
The 18th Century Club

Written Ey
Lord “Fric Jackson’ Sﬁuteye



_—

Cﬁa}arer Fifteen

The Gates of Hades.

Few tﬁings stir an fn?ﬁ’sﬁmcm from a }oort-ind'uced’ state of unconsciousness like the waﬁ
cf sizz[ing Eacon, stea ing upon the nasal fo[[ic&as [ike misty zejoﬁyrs bestowed from a por-

cine heaven.

The singu(ar tang ;f cfry-curec[ Wiltshire in a pan (f butter, and the pop and {pfutter of
a brace of eggs nestling a(ongsidé, }Wocfuce an aroma alike unto no other, and, with four of
my senses coming immecfiate[y to attention, 1 needed on(y to satisfy that of taste, to fee(
entire(y revived.

It was Eut a 51mj9(e case OffO[[OWl’ﬂ my snout out (ftﬁeﬁgreat ﬁaﬂ: and'afew 6[001"5 C(OWTl
tﬁe}oassageway, Eef ore ‘1 (ocatecf the Std’[?"Wé[[ to tﬁe Eitc en.

] T0 my smjorise tﬁougﬁ, upon entering said chamber it was a spm’gﬁt{y and ayyarent(}/
1 ﬁA(fy compos mentis QSrigaJier, and not the Baron {Jronface, whom 1 encountered labour-
ing at the range.

In fu[f dress regimenta[s, to boot.
He turned at once upon my arrival, and greetec[ me most corcﬁ’a((y, thus:

“Q\/lorning, my Lord. 1 trust the armchair did not present too inﬁo.fpitaﬁfe a billet? You
certainfy snored ﬁt to un-mast a frigate. o

“Snored?” says Q,bgatﬁem’ng me own wits, “Damned 9( 9 did. You were Jaroﬁaﬁ( Jreaming
of the siege (yf Se asto}oo( or some such. Mind you, 1 recall old Qronface has a }{m noctur-
nal bellow about him. ‘?erﬁajas you heard him?”

“SeEastOJaol’?” chortles Lovd A, “Balaclava }oerﬁa}os - snores to the &aﬁ qf me, grunts to the
rigﬁt, what? Here - get your Joort—stainec[ (i}os round this lot.”

And so saying, he dished the contents cf a vast skillet onto a y[atter atop the table - €ggs
bacon, sausage, black yuc[cfing, white pudding, Portobello mushrooms, fried tomatoes, and
a Joair cf cﬁqps, Eidneys attached, all tumbled fortﬁ in steaming pro usion. ‘1 fe[( to with
gusto, and washed it all down with a pot cf cqﬁee and a [arge a}aricot scﬁna}o}os, for Vi-

tamins.

1 say, & says 1, reacﬁing for the toast rack, “I’'m sure ‘Jronface said there was nougﬁt but
rriafge in the Qﬁ:ing. Where'd you [ay your hands on all this? And where is the dear
on anyway?”
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1h weﬂ: it would seem that Ch’orzcace had on(y managecf to locate the servant’s pantry. CBy
[ accounts our absent Laird [ikes to Eeejg his und'er[ings on the lean side...”

Od Function wouldn’t stand for it! Can you imagine? N

T'm g[ad' to say 1 can’t, old cﬁa}o' Perish the tﬁougﬁt” He }aoured ﬁimsegf a Jaint mug
tea, tquoec[ it (ﬁ with a sfug of fP[ymoutﬁ gin, and continued: “Still, such is. T've sent
onface on to the station, to reserve us a carriage. o

7 carriage, you say?.' :

ndeed sir. Our Zagofoits are not yet over, or had you fo;gotten wﬁy we’re here? Now, take
look at this, and tell me what you make (f it. Hand-delivered Ey some [iveried joclé re-
ainer (f the former Viscount, this very morning.”

Former Viscount? What on earth...”
Read, sir, read.”

e handed me a letter; and 1 read.
My Dear Sirs,

ord must By now have reached you via the scurrilous medium of the London scandal
Jages as to my recent decision. 1 assure you most earnestfy that it was not a decision taken
ig ﬁt[y. Cl-(avi:? studied at some considerable ﬂmgtﬁ the [ong and lamentable treatment
my ac[oyte homeland Ey the Joernicious and nﬂi’gate eerage, d@aresem‘ company ex-
¢ ted), 7 have renounced my title, and ﬁereﬁy fgffei’c all claims an frivi[eges incumbent
ereupon, until such time as 1 deem it a}o}?royriate to confer such dubious honours upon
nominated heir..”

1 say, CBrigad’ier, can he do that?”

Remember the Club motto, old Boy; he can do what he Ea[@ well [ikes. Pray, read on.”

0 1 read:

. 1 will, however, with your Grace’s Joermissions, retain my membershi @( The Society,
d ﬁcyoe that tyou will accept this declaration in the S]Oi?’it it was intended and conceived..
‘a sing[e malt, Joroﬁaﬁl’y.” asides 1 ) ..Further, 1 trust 1 shall see you all in the none too
tant.

tington is with me, and seems in _ﬁne fttfe. He did, admittedly, take an un.sjoortin[
1t me with from the tropt fter we_i"rﬂ_ﬁiﬁec[ [iberally of the




hock on his H‘irst m’gﬁt, then donned Bavarian Ligﬁt Driﬂoon Jaicﬁ[éﬁauﬁes and enggged’
ina fn’end' Y duel on top of the billiard table. Fear not - his coup droit was weak, and his
_passata sotto, ine(égant.

In short: Reader, 1 Jaawied' him.
He furtﬁer assures me that his head wound is entire[y su}omﬁcia[

Meanwhilst, 1 am now fu[fy a Jomisec[ (f the situation with regarcfs to Apes, and look
forward' to our rendezvous at the Manor with unerring keenness,

Your servant and fm’encf
The Gentleman Commoner.”

“Well?” ‘anuires Lord A, sparémg up a mild Princesa De Cuba Toro, and }arol%n’ng an-
other in my direction; which 1 accejated’ with an ajojareciative hod.

_ “Well.” says 1, “It’s a rum do, and no mistake. Still, he seems }oerﬁy enougﬁ. All that dem-

mned ﬁiﬂy wa[ﬁing, no doubt. Cfom}aing the Munros, or whatever it is he does. Stmnge -1
recall when 1 ﬁrst met the cﬁa}a, Wﬁy, in those Jays it took m’gﬁ on all his strengtﬁ for him
to stagger ﬁ’om the boudoir of his latest inamorata and into the c{mwing room. 1 can still
see him, emerging from the cfmjaery cfutcﬁing a claret-stained copy of Harris’s List, and
s[urring on about Co[erid'ge.

But sink me, that was twenty years ago. Teojafe cﬁange. ¢
“Do you think he’s serious then, about the renunciation?”

“q do. And no harm in it, ’m sure. Why, some of our ﬁnest members retain a touch of the
ﬁairy heel. U from the ranks and so forth. The Baron ﬁimseg[ is mctica[[y ﬁag[ savage.
| ﬁaoﬁﬁaared'fnucﬁ worse. What concerns me, ‘1 confess, is this: ‘Jlﬁ}i Viscount - sorry, the
Gentleman Commoner, alludes to a rendezvous; and you yourseg[ [ate[y informec{ me that
you’d' désyatcﬁed’ ‘Jronface to the mi[way terminal. Am 1 to surmise, then, tﬁa}fun‘ﬁer
action is afoot? Are we indeed about to muster, and yroceed ﬁencefortﬁ to the abode of The
fMarcluis ﬁimsegf?”

“We are.”

“Sjoléndi’af Tm all for [oitering, as you know, but this whole e}oisocfe has fatiguecf me im-
measumﬁfy. VUl be g[ac{ to get to the bottom of it. What’s our next move?”

Ah, Sﬁuteye, ou are [iw’ng testimony to the restorative powers of the s[a}o-u}a ull
n[i h, sir! Why, all that remains for us to do here, is to pack our trunks and sa([y orth
he track you tra velled [ast night, arrive at _tﬁe station where Tronface awaits, and
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rd the next express South, to Yorkshire.”
A most excellent prospect, sir.” Rq]’oins 9, “Do let’s have at it)”

nd so it was that we made our way back in the ()Jajoosite direction to that 1 had [ate[y I
aversed, and under considémﬁ[y more }aléasin circumstances. The morning [igﬁt [ent
]oictures ue aspect to the blasted heath, and the wind-blown terrors (f the m’gﬁt seemed
ut si((y ancies as we strolled Erisﬁl'y and yu@osefu[(y along. ?ldmitted’fy, 7 was some-
hat yqu[execf Ey the apparent cﬁange that had overtaken the CBrigaafier, in so far as he |
etmyecf no outward signs @C the yrew’ous evening’s [unacy and E.efuddfément, and seemed

every aspect back to his old seg[. However, 1 made no remark upon the matter. Terﬁaps

e fever was past its worst?

4s is so oﬁen the case, the J’ourney back Ey d'ayl'igﬁt seemed décic[ecf[y shorter than the
ourney outbound Ey night had done, and it was in no time at all that webfoum{ ourselves
A ut Ey no means

ount ’?g tﬁe Sf?}?S to the y(atform am{ [ocating tﬁe admzttecf[y ﬁumﬁﬂe,
eru

istasteful, waiting rooms.

lpon entering, my syirits were raised still further when 4 e[;spiecf the mi ﬁty ﬁgure (f
onface, rec[ining upon an ?pﬁofstered' bench, surrounded Ey aggage, an with his g(ow-

ing w’sage buried in a book.
hat ho, Clronface.',” calls 1 “A most ﬁearty gooc{ morning to you, sir!”

A)? ‘Urrggﬁﬁ, ‘Mornin, my Lords. There’s a Efz’gﬁter about somewhere who can furnisﬁ
ou with a ﬁaggis roll, or some such heathen arﬁarity, Or have you a[reac{y broken
ast’”

ndeed we have,” respond’ed’ the Brigadier, as we occujaiecf the adj’acent bench. *T1 fwugﬁ a

eer wouldn’t go amiss. And what o your mission? Are we proyer(y situated?”

We are secured aboard the 10.15. Private carriage, no rﬁmﬁf fu[f bar and Euﬁ?et Very
idy.”

Good, goodf” says Lord A, then gestures towards the volume in the Baron’s déyencfaﬁ[b
rasp.

] say, Clronface, what’s that you’re readi’ng?”

T his? Ugh, notﬁing of merit.” says he, fﬁngin the volume to one side. “A _preposterous
mp of imited a}ajoea(, in which notﬁing much happens. From what 1 can gatﬁer, the
10le seﬁ-ind'u[gent enteqm’ise is Jaoyu(atec{ Ey half-baked caricatures of the author's ri-

lous chums.”

nd aﬁsofute[y {pfend'id'! s aaus ‘],




. ;nyou [ike that sort (f tﬁigg. i) Jarefer sometﬁing a tn)% more ennoE(ing myse% but T'm
ashed 1f 7 didn’t leave my eaw’[y illustrated copy of “Owain g@ndwr’s Secret Amazons”
back at the Laird’s l’od’ge. 7

He stared wistfu[@ into space for a moment, Eefm’e continuing' “CBy the way, what time
do you have?”

Lord A Jm’oc{uced' his ﬁag[-ﬁunter. “Ten to nine. Sink me, we’ve over an hour. Where’s that
cﬁajo you alluded to? Damned tﬁirsty work, this waiting lark.”

A foaming jug of the local “heavy”, summan’fy yrocfucecf Ey the imjaenetmﬁfy accented
attendant yrwed just the ticket )%r washing down the fry-ujo, an Jaassin the time until
the locomotive drew in. As the porters - who a}a}aarent@ work the c[ay s 1ﬁ on[y, damn
them - bundled our valises amﬁtgrunﬁs aboard, myseg[ and my wortﬁy companions settled
into the Club cawi;ge -a suvjorising@ SUMpPtUous [ounge, as it tmnsyiredip and arranged
e.

ourselves for the ri

I The compartment was furnisﬁed acfmimﬁfy in the Caledonian style; all regimenmf tar-
- tan an cfaymores, with the uﬁicluitous ﬁunting scenes in oils, )‘gaturing }ofumy grouse
and stags at an joon the Eormy pur le heather, and so fortﬁ. But it was a very stirring
dé}oiction @( the advance @( the 42nc£tt the Alma above the drinks cabinet that drew my
attention. 1 recalled seeing sometﬁing similar several months ago in the quarters (f a
subaltern or cajotain the Cardinal had introduced me to, and who’s petition for ‘Associate
fMemﬁersﬁtjo was current(y under review. 1 was ouring ﬂrd'ﬁegs a[F round and enjoyin
this sq’ourn into the memories of a less fretfu/}zime, when my reverie was shattered ﬁg
notﬁing less than a terriﬁc exjafosion in the acfjacent carriage'

For a moment, 1 assure you, 1 tﬁougﬁt we were undone, and }aictured' Bn’eny in my mind’s

eye scenes of locomotive carnage, with twisted metal and gouts of steam Eursting tﬁrougﬁ
f%'/actured’ oiler plates as we a?(careenecf down some Jareci itous embankment to our doom.
In rea(ity, all that ﬁa}o}aened' was that 9 sloshed a good' three ﬁngers @( peaty gooc{ness onto
the sﬁag-}n’[é.

Both ‘Jronface and the CBrigadi’er, meanwhile, had ﬁea}oecf to their feet and were staring
go&qﬁa—eyed' in the direction of the boom.

“Ambush!” cries the Brigadier, and without furtﬁer Jarevarication hurls ﬁimsegf head-
[ong down the centre of tge carriage towards the door. 1 fo([owed at once, as did Clronface,
who had the wherewithal to snatch a up a stool en route - one assumes for the _purposes
of Efudgeoning an assailant, rather than for somewhere to sit down aﬁer an exﬁausting
six-yard' .sjarint.

e hit the door en masse, then stumbled back in some c{isarray when Lord A remembered
sened inwards.
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umﬁﬁzd’ ex}a[anation fater ) ﬁe tumed' tﬁe 61"@55 ﬁcmd'ﬁe anc{ﬂung 0}9611 tﬁe}oorta[

soEen’ng blast of wind hit us as we facecf the gay between the compartments. The space
as only a cou}oﬁe gf feet across, but the tﬁreatening blur (Zf iron tracks beneath, and the
sh (ﬁ air on either side nonetheless invoked considerable trejaid'ation in your humble
arrator, as we Jaaused' Eriejfy in that mtt[ing dborway,

ﬁe Arse was again tﬁeﬁrst to move.

e sprang nimbly across the gap with the agility of a leaping gazelle, only to spring fust
S n’fmﬁfyg back again and [arc?aﬁ:m my feet c(zqs tlz c%gor Eeﬁreg fﬁ’m burst o%en -J(O)utvgajrcfs,
oddamn it.

Euﬁ:etecf Ey Lord A’s Eurfy shoulders, and catching an qoauﬂette to the jaw, and a spur

each shin, fe[[ back onto Clronface, who in turn coll aJased onto the convenient stool, which

¢ had, after all, set down behind his rump.

omentari@ discombobulated, and stacked (ike tumbled dominoes, all three of us could
[y look on as plumes (f acrid black smoke erujoted' from the dborway to our front, to be
ﬁiﬂaed away ike rags Ey the chill air Bfasting from our ﬂanﬁs.

the vile cloud d’isyersedj a hideous yeﬁoing sound issued ﬁ’om the smoléing carn’age be-
ond.

hrist and the Penitents!” exclaims Clronface to my reat, “Like the very gates of Hades,
ok you!”

And indeed, his Jaam‘ﬁeistic exjaosition seemecgprecise[y on the button, for, as we all three
rugg[ecf to regain our composure, a hunched and demonic ﬁgure took sﬁape within the
issi}oating shrouds of noxious, suﬁaﬁuric smaog.




