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Cﬁa}ater ‘Five

‘A Cuy of CRosy Plosh.

“Sﬁuteye! Bm’gad’ier! Well, here we are, ‘we ﬁayyy ﬁew’ indeed)”
“Bartington, my dear cﬁa}o! How the very Devil are you?”

9 shook his }Wcﬁ%recf mitt with w’gour and cfe[igﬁt as Lord A. cfay}?ecf the fe[fow souncf[y on
the back.

R ’'m aﬁsofute[y ca}aita[. Don’t believe everytﬁing you read, cfm}os. How’re the ladies? Are you
staying at the Manse? Lays on a damn ﬁne syreadf don’t he, the Cardinal? Anchovy, as 1
recalll Huzzah! Place still rammed with sEittering virgins is it? The old goat, eh? What did
you have for Breaéfast?”

b “Well, yes. T ﬁey’re in Cumbria, the ladies...”

“Cumbria? Ah, those ﬁigﬁ yeaEs that bound the vale
where now we are, Faint and diminished to the gazing

eye... K

Swin ing an arm over each (yf our shoulders he }f)ivotec{
to the north west and gazecf earnestfy into the mid [
distance. 1 swear a tear ﬁaﬁf formec[ and then receded |
on the cusp (f one eye, [ike a st(yo-motion dew c{nyo.

He Spun us south fgain, gm'p}oi:{lg us with a tenacity
that immedi’ate[y isye[[ec( any oubts as to his Joﬁ si-
cal staﬁi[ity, and marched us in the direction of the

clock tower. To our &aft, below the cﬁﬁs, the sea spar-
kled gai[y under inﬁnity’s azure canopy.

Ul say, ‘Bartington, 2] }ocmtecf, or we'd set cﬁ' at some- .

the damned dark. What's going on, exactly: 2

“1 ain’t Eeqoing you in the dark, Sﬁuteye,” barked Lord A., “it’s just as 1 say - tﬁings are
mow’ng rather more quicﬁfy than 7d antici}oatecf. 1

Indeed tﬁey are, tﬁougﬁt 1, as we continued to qm’cﬁen our pace afong the concourse. 1 fe(t
metﬁing [urch menacinfy in me vitals, and tasted once more the steaming pfate qf Oeuf
wédict 17d ]oerﬁqps rather unwisel consumeﬁf on top qf the Ee eree, coffee and two Joints



R isﬁ(yo’s CFinger at Ereaﬁfast.

ever fret,” rejoins CBartington, casting a trained and ayyraisiglg eye over my mno doubt i

allid w’sage, “A cup of rosy ]afosﬁ and a rummage in that satchel The Arse is carrying, and

o[l be tic/éety boo!”

sparec[ a g[cmce at the leather hold-all of Lord A’s. So 1 was rigﬁt: a ﬁysicicm’s valise, fust

s 7d surmised - not that this in any way d'iS}oe(ﬁaof my mounting confftsion. First that letter ]

t the Club, then the hurriedly convened train ride; some vague yet urgent conversation at
¢ Manse, and now this ﬁeaﬁong scamper with CBartington, To my mind, none of it added

ptoa tuyyenny cu}o OngOg,

t last we reached the im osing monolith @( the clock tower. It was three ﬁﬁeen Jorecise(y, The ||
ower itself had no bell, but the wind carried to us the chimes of a distant church. 1 Jaictured’ 1
e Monk out on his rounds, Joausing to take a m’}o cf sﬁewy and comforting the demure and #
[nerable young widow of some deceased rustic. Wﬁy, the fe[[ow was a saint amongst men.
S Jgit spot, Sﬁuteye” CBartington called me back to my senses, “down you go.’”

And 7 found’ mysegf ushered tﬁrougﬁ an hitherto unnoticed yorta[ in the base of the ecﬁﬁce,

ord A (eacﬁ’ng the way down a d'im[y it syimf staircase that put one in mind of an inverted
ﬁtﬁouse. CBartington, above me and to my rear, closed the door tﬁrougﬁ which we had en-
ored, thus shutting out all natural [igﬁt, so that we must proceed with some dé[i’cacy ina
[uish [amﬁency, tge source of which 7 had no thought to oﬁier\/e, focused’ as 1 was upon the
eczjoitous metal steps, slick with moisture beneat my g&eaming Brogues.

1 say, cﬁa}as, where the devil are we, and furthermore, where on earth are we going? i
ﬁy, to get to the bottom (f it!” chortled fBartington. “And 1 don’t mean the damned stairs.
Press on, Sﬁuteye, no time to d'i[[y c[a[(y, as dear old nanny used to say.'”

secured some Jourcﬁase on the brass handrail that weaﬁ[y reffected’ the sicE[y ﬁgﬁt, and
ontinued to descend, comforting myseg[ that at least Lord A was ahead of me, in case of the
i creasing[y [ilée[y eventua(ity that should 1 take a bit of a tumble.

t ﬁmgtﬁ the staircase endéc{, and we founc{ ourselves in a mean circular chamber barel

Irge enougﬁ to contain all three of us. The ﬂoor was an uneven jumﬁ&e q( greasy ﬂc&gs, the

alls of rougﬁ hewn black rock ﬁsayyearin into the gﬁostfy [uminescence through which we |
ad just descended. A }mir @( stout doors, ﬁusﬁ with the rock and smeared with a yatina of

ge and mildew oﬁferec[ a brace of equa[[y una}?}oen’sing cy?tions' |

Dexter or sinister?” quizzecf Lord A, tuming back to engage iBartington, who remained, like
ad’qptive Northerner, at the foot of the stairs.

think you should be the jud’ge (yf that, dear cﬁa}a.”

CBriga«fier chose ﬁzfr. 1 can’t say 7 was thrilled.




Yet whatever 7'd exyected: 1 can assure you it wasn’t this.

“Sink me,” 1 exhaled,” who'd have tﬁougﬁt 577

For it seemed we had entered a vast [aﬁomtory, (f the type one migﬁt most readl’[y associate
with a student from the ‘University (f ‘Jngofsmd't Qﬁrst name
Victor, lf ou catch my drift).

“Un{easiﬁ Y comy(ex arabesques @( tuﬁing and vermicular
coils (f wire c[rqped and cascaded across a series (f test-tube
infestec[ tables, and antique machiner of ever strijoe izzed
and crackled against the cfangerous(y dZLﬂ’l}O [ook%{ng walls. The
words “mad” and “scientist” were Eare[y contained behind my
incredulous [i}os. 7 looked questioning[y at CBartington

“Isn’t it magm’ﬁcent?” he said.

“Er, quite.”

“A }aass;}ge leads direct to the Rotunda, another to the wine cellars (f the Grand Hotel.” He
gesture vague[y towards a series (f arcﬁways at the far end of the lab. “Others have some-
what less salubrious destinations.” He oﬁ[ereJ me a Enowing wink. 1 turned to the fBrigad'ier
for c(amﬁcation. He merel sﬁruggeof, and, }ofacing the hold-all upon what can on[y be de-
scribed as a “slab”, unbuckled the straps (f said satchel.

“af” says fBartington ruBBing his hands togetﬁer, “Pandora’s box.”

The fBrigadier }oroceedécf fortﬁwitﬁ to extract a series of curious oﬁjects dfrom within the
diminutive trunk. First, a small }mcﬁage of shredded leaf, which he hande d’irect[y to Bar-
tington, who fro[icﬁec{ at once towards a Euﬁﬁfing samovar to our rigﬁt, muttering incoher-

ently.

Next, Lord A ’prod’uced’ a series of g[ass vials conmining tinctures and compounc[s (f suncfry
hues, a battered, worm-eaten volume bound in green leather, and (ast(y, with evident dis-
taste, the very manuscn:pt which had yrecfpimteo{ this entire aﬁfair.

“The letter!”
“UIndeed.”

At last, 1 tﬁougﬁt, now we’re gem’ng somewhere.

As The Arse armngec{ the new(y disclosed contents q( the Eag upon the unsavoury work sur-
ace, @aﬂington returned Earing a d'isarming[y innocuous silver tea tray and three glasses
' ming (iquidj It was evident that we were to Joarmﬁe qf some potion. 1 recalled his re-
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I:L’L’StOTy am{ surmised' tﬁat JO@TFL@JOS a somewﬁat a[terecf State of awareness mlgﬁt 66 a
essar }’)TQCOHL{iﬂOﬂ to wﬁatever curious }oroceedi’ngs were CLEOHI’ to 66 enactec[ 1 giﬂg@?’@

ce:pte tﬁeyr(ﬁrec[recgptack, and’ventureafa Sip.

50od Lord, Orange Pekoe?”

Tndeed.” says fBartington, “Fine Cﬁjo}ay (jo[dén i fowery, from the Monk’s Joersona[ stock.
asked The CBrigad'ier to }n’clé me up a Jooucﬁ. Wouldn’t dream of emﬁarﬁing on a sustained

na(ysis without it. Now then, hand me that ﬁ[tﬁy }oarcﬁment, and give me some room, you &
ace of Eungﬁers.”

,' ’xing what ayyeared to be a stunted teﬁascqpic device attached to a leather tﬁong about his

ose[y shorn pate, CBartington, ignoring the other sundries on the slab, fe[( at once to Jaeem’ng
] tent[y at the manuscn’}ot

Abu Abu” he murmured. “don’t oﬁen see it. Hand me the book.”
ord A. }oic/éeof up the ?Corementioned’ leather covered monogm}oﬁ and Jafaceo{ it in Bar-
ngton’s twitcﬁing ﬁaﬁ and. The Surgeon General g[anceo[ at it Brieffy, and Began l?zaﬁng

rougﬁ, yeen’ng at it with his one naked eye, whilst seeming loathe to re[incluisﬁ his other
ular recq?tor’s enhanced focus on the gn’stfe.

ermillion. ‘J\figﬁtmare. Tine[y woven. Simian. fnigma. Paradiddle. Clnteresting.”

t ﬁengtﬁ, heaving a sigﬁ which seemed to emﬁoo{y a um’que conﬂuence of satisfaction and
ismay, he stood back, and removed the lens attachment.

ell?” encluired’ Lord A.

No, I’'m afmic{ not. Not well at all.” disclosed fBartington.

m’tea[ on the

Do go on old boy” 1 rom}?tec{, ﬁsﬁing in my weskit for a hand-rolled Cuban, which 1 c[u[y
bl fi

me OJ[ an unattend?ch Bunsen.

artington imbibed a tﬁougﬁtfu[ moutﬁfu[ of tea, swirled it round his immaculate molars,
imaced, and }oroceecﬁadf

It is indeed }oennec{ in the ancient argot of the cﬁ’umming monﬁey cult...”

knew it)” cried Lord A. “The bestial beat seems to echo within these very walls when 1 so
uch as think of the tﬁing”

en don’t.” says fBartington. “and pay attention!”

. S[i ﬁf[ aﬁasﬁed: nOdIdIQd’ tOWCH’d.S my cﬁeroot aﬂd’ 1 at once ﬁgﬁteaf ﬁlm a SYHOEG




as ‘.Bartington }mcec{ about the sfaﬁ, his face Worléing its way tﬁrougﬁ a series of “portentous
contortions. ‘At ﬁzngtﬁ he continued:

“As you no doubt noted, the [anguage itseg[f may indeed be ancient, yet the yarcﬁment is
inafuﬁimﬁfy of modern contrivance, and the hand which made these vile marks that of an
educated individual. Either it is a forgery - most unﬁ’fie[y, gent[emen, since ﬁew outsiders
would have the ﬁnowléd’ge to yroduce such a script - or, and 1 fear we must assume that this
is indeed the case - some survivor of this nefarious sect is not on[y abroad, but fu[f set on the

most ymﬁd’ious miscﬁi# g
“Good Lord” says 1.

“ Blast L[\/ou eyes man, exyounoﬂ” says the fBrigacﬁ’er. “7 knew as much when 41 ﬁrst saw the
damne tﬁing. Can’t you at least tell me what it says, in }ol’ain fngﬁ’sﬁ? ”

“Alas no. ‘My ami[iam’ty with such texts is [imited. Once the Monk arrives he may be able
to shed more igﬁt..”

“But 1 showed it to the Cardinal onfy last nigﬁt” exa.gpemteaf Lord A. “It was he who Sug-
gestea[ you, sir. Dash it to blazes, was there notﬁing in his etymofogica[ treatise to aid in the
d’eciyﬁerment?”
The Surgeon General gestured listlessly towards the green book.

g g i g
A fascinating stuc{y, and yet S

“So, in short,” 1 ventured, ﬁoying, (at the risk o ayyearing the c[unce), to ﬁ’gﬁten the Joaﬁmﬁﬁe

tension, “What we have here is still a bit of, i you will, a, er... monﬁey }ouzz[é, what?”

 cast my eyes ﬁqp%[@ Eetween tﬁe two (f tﬁem in tﬁe FLCLQC ﬁgﬁt (y( tﬁe suﬁtermnean

vauft 3

Seconds past. Lord A g[are(f at me over the E[azing tip of his cigar, fBartington oyeneof his
mouth, closed it, then qpenec{ it again. This time he syoﬁe.

“Sink me, Sﬁuteye, 7 think you’ve got it!”
“7 have?”

“You have sir! Wﬁy of course! Araucaria arucana! Of course! ‘My eyes, my eyes! 7 have been

blind! Blind!”

‘Fee[ing a trifle bat-like mysegf old Eoy...”




“Bat-like indeed, how very droll my Lord. But this is no time for jests. Surefy you see - Arau-
aria arucana- in common }mr[ance: the monléey Jouzz(e tree!”

({9’
?

anoring our obvious bemusement, fBartington, in hushed tones, went on:

. , p , 1
“Wﬁy, it’s as clear as a baboon’s behind! It can mean on[y one tﬁmg. We musjttjaroceecf at [

once, northwards, a[ong the Jurassic coastal [ines to the imyactec( dé}oosits thereof, and there,
7 fee[ sure, we shall g&ean a more tﬁorougﬁ com}oreﬁension as to the imyort (f this cﬁim}aisﬁ 1

conundrum.” |
1

“But where sir? Where must we go?” for 1) read'i[y admit, 1 was utter(y bamboozled.

“Wﬁy, to the very crucible of for otten skills a}a}?ertainin to tﬁ%fasﬁioning of witch'’s J’aofe,
the stone which is not a stone, that mystica[ ore spawned from the rot of unfatﬁomaﬁ[é pre-
historic forestry in the black heart of the gotﬁica(}:’qoository of all tﬁings vampiric. In short,
e must seek out the purveyors of Jet.”

g looked at Lord A. He looked at me. To etﬁer, as the stunted shrub of undérsmna[ing bore
uit simu&aneous(y within our fevere minds, we chorused as one that most femﬂ[ a}opef-
lation:

“Whithy.”



