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Damn my eyes, 1 knew fit.

No sooner had that most unexjoectea[ vocifemtion set my ears on ed('ge than 1 bounded to
my feet like a jumpy recruit to a Eug[ed' reveille.

A lesser cﬁay would’ve drenched his twill with port at the very léast; and yet for all the

shock of the moment, 41 Jaercei\/ed’ within that gru enunciation some warm timbre that

a(fayec[ my ng}areﬁensions in the very instant of their coalescence. Thus 1 did not turn,
e

but mtﬁer, e}oing my back to the interfoyer, drained my recejatac[é with exaggemtecf
insouciance.

“ap, giﬁﬁons, 2 says 1, still without déigning to face the fe(fow. “Your timing is imyeccaﬁﬁa;
me g[ass appears to be emyty.”

“Mine too.” groucﬁes Lord A from the settee, “And me cigar’s gone out. Jump to it,
man.”

“Wﬁy certain[y ........... my Lords.”

A ﬁeavy measured tread - did one detect the sﬁgﬁtest qf [imjos? - creaked across the ﬂoor
boards towards the drinks table. 1 had the imyression of an oﬁject qc considerable bulk
and power mow’ng behind me, like an old stag treadi’ng the tussocks of some }om’mord’ia(
heath.

“Oh, and giﬁﬁons,” says 1 ,” Do have one yourseg[. (

“Urrrr? ‘Uwgggﬁﬁﬁ. &

The chink of cr stal; the ever-pleasing qurgle of port being liberally dispensed; the chunk
click qf a s%);ajayer bein rey[cgzed' Bygag(a%e, Jjﬁffm hand. The sognc[ g;f Gibbons moving
forward: ﬁamfing Lord A his g(ass, then syarﬁing a match. Lord A’s [ijas smacléing about
the butt qf his smoke and Ereatﬁing in, out. The aroma cf ﬁne Havana tobacco.

R Still 7 qut my eye-Eeams cﬁ’rectfy aﬁxed on the guttering ﬂames in the hearth.

Silence.

Until, at [engtﬁ:

Ahem. Your Lonfsﬁi}r?”

I



d at last, 1 turned.

Damn my eyes, 1 knew it.” i |
Indeed.” |‘|
‘ |

And so it was that 7 foum{ mysegf Hcace to face with none other than Baron Clronface, Lord
Blackheart ﬁimseﬁf. Here, (f all P aces!

1
or a[[ tﬁe unexyected'ness Of tﬁiS turn OJ[ events, it was not witﬁout }arece&nt. |

onface, a gargantuan man of so(itary habits and vast ajojoetites, was noted, as much !
S anytﬁing, fgr his tencfency to appear when least e;c‘pectec[, and in the unlikeliest |
[ situations. T ﬁougﬁ ﬁaw’ng said that, this masquerade as some mysterious monﬁey- I
onikered retainer of the elusive Laird was a deci edfy singufar }oantomime.

till, introductions over, we adj’ourned’ a discreet distance to a cluttered corner of the room
here we could furtﬁer our discourse without undul agitating the Brigadier, who, for the
oment, seemed once more content to doze upon the divan in the agreeaﬁﬁe company of
’gm’ and tumbler.

ronface, my dear feﬂbw” says 1, once we had seated ourselves within a Joair @( battered

t sturdy button-backed maﬁogcmy tub chairs in the snug an of a window, merq—cl’fu[@
| utteredjzgainst the elements. © ﬁy dear fe[(ow -1 ﬁan{[y know where to Eegin. 0 ﬁncf
ou here at such an hour - wﬁy, 7 had no idea what to expect, but 1 must say, it certain[y

1”

asn’t you, old Eoy

I he Baron sﬁruggedj and loosed one of ﬁi.{s’pecu[iar d?zep throated gurgﬁes Eefore yroceed-
g, ““Urrggﬁﬁﬁ? Ahhhh. Indeed, my lovd, indeed. Ture[y By chance, isn’t it? Tve been
oEing to make a }aurcﬁase in the area - sometﬁing remote, look vou, and augmentec{ with
rrets. 1've been cﬁevising a new ﬂag and need somewhere to ﬂg it, see. So 1 thought - a
rret, that’s the ticket. ?erﬁa}os ona rocﬁy outcrop over(ooﬁing a wooded area with a lake,
erbaceous sward, and }aﬁmty of wild garl’ic’ 7 could ﬁsﬁ for trout and sauté the devils in
dash of olive oil...“

] ronface? ”

rgﬁ? AR, yes...so, 1 tﬁougﬁt Pd call in on the Laird and see 1f he knew ﬂ anytﬁing in

1€ vicinity. But the Bfigﬁter wasn’t here. Have you }oercﬁance seen him of late?“

ot for some months. But tell me - 7 assume you syoﬁe with ‘Bartington and the
’gad'ier? And what’s with this ridiculous Gibbons masquemafe?”

mn clever eh? %aﬂington’s idea - to confoumf our enemies, isn’t it? Suﬁtenﬂge, look
v that ra ington. We’l alse name, says he, in case our




corresyondénce is intercepted. S})ea/éing of, do you think he’s all there? CBartington 1 mean.
Seemed a little on the ﬂfgﬁt}/ side.”

“No more than usual, Tl wager. But stclty - let me get this stmigﬁt Bgfure coincidence
you ﬁaypen to d'roy in on the Laird, on Y to ﬁnd' CBartington and Lord Arse here in his
stead. Lord A is not quite ﬁimssﬁf so Bartington deems it ﬁt to a}o}omise m seg[ and the
Monk of said intelligence via a devious cod?chJ e}oistl’e, the concoction of whic you entirel
colluded in; he then takes ﬁimseﬁf (ﬁ to the Viscount’s chateau, &aaw’ng Lovrd A here, in thye
somewhat dbuﬁtfu[ care of your very good’ seg[?”

... yes, that’s about the size of it old Eoy. Ora part of it, at least. “Nother drink?” says
he, ﬁeaw’ng ﬁimse& ﬁ’om the chair, and Eekﬁing [ike an ox.

“Undeed. And Lord A, how’s he been?”

“Thinks 1‘m Gibbons.” says Blackheart over his shoulder, noc[d'ing in passing to the
_prostrate form of the CBrigad'ier, who was Ey now snoring as gent[y as a wﬁeﬁo, g[ass in

hand. “Whoever the hell Gibbons is. Bartington suggestec[ that we maintain the charade
~ rather than confuse the old coot. Apparently he’s suﬁ[em’ng from some type of the Eoi(ing

' brain fevers. H

“Yes, the Surgeon genem[ did mention it. But tell me then, 1f you knew that, what the
cﬁuﬁ(ery were you c{oing, [etting him out on a m’gﬁt [ike this, on a damned horse?”

“Stead'y on, Sﬁut?e' The cﬁay needs his constitutional, and you can’t expect him to walk.
He ain’t well, loo you.”

“Quite. Well, where’s that damned drink, Clronface?”
“Coming rigﬁt up, my Lord.”

He ambled back across the room Eearing a fuf[ gfass in each paw, with a bottle of port
wed(’qed' up under his armjait

“Tuck in, sir.”

“Served as ever with all the Joanacﬁe @( a ﬁigﬁ class salon, 1 see. You know, in another fife
' you’d' have made someone a ﬁaﬁf-d'ecent butler, ‘Jronface old Eoy.”

B our very good' health” says he, nudging our g[asses, “and 1 surmise you’cf fcwour a more
com]oreﬁensive account of recent events?”

Indeed 1 would, sir. For instance ...”

0 it went, cﬁae]) into the night, as the storm [c_zsﬁec[ the windows fi pock-mark the

o
e — = -



lead.

he Baron’s narrative, or the rather the gist /?C it, when shorn @( sundry deviations and
ides [arge(y concerned with his d’ismay at the suqarising lack of imyosing tower houses
the region, ran 'rougﬁ[ a[ong the lines a[ready described. Moreover, }91’1’01’ to his
rendijaitous meeting Wit CBartington, the Baron had been entire[y ignomnt of our
redicament, and of the iﬂ'—db}_eﬁneaf et undeniabla d’iscluietin sense (f c{anger and unease
hat yressed' about the members Oﬁi{ﬁe Society, [ige so many gaﬁ-soficf shadows.

was CBartington who ﬁa%ﬁﬂbd’ him in on events thus far; describing the tmjg in Kebaba-

ad’s vessel, and of our bri iant[y formed: ﬂ[ suﬁsequent[y iﬂ’-enactec? stratagems. Prior to
is, he assured me, he had “heard yrecise Y notﬁing on the suﬁject of apes since ﬁaarm’ng
at ‘B is for Baboon, at dear old nanny’s knee.”

hen it seems,” says 1, “ that for tonight at least we are at an imjoasse. But upon the
orrow we must decide amongst the fo owing options: one, we remain where we are, tend
0 the Brigac{ier and wait fgf CBartington to return to us; two, since the CBrigac{ier is
ear[y in no condition to travel, we sy(it up - one to remain, and the other either to pursue
artington, or return to the Monk, and seek his advice.”

raised a hand to stay his integ’ection.

No, my dear fe([ow, don’t decide now. Let’s s[ee}a on it, and we’ll look at the Ea[@ tﬁing

itgfresﬁ eyes in the morning. 1 take it this Jo[ace is suﬁcienﬂ'y Jarow’sionecf to Jarow’aﬁe a
odest Ereaﬁfast?”

Hah! ‘Jf you [ike Jaorridge and salt, it is.”
orridge and...? Damn that }oarsimonious Laird!”
aird? Laird!? Blackball the c{og.'”

Ah,” says 1, “Twould appear that the ‘Brigad'ier has rejoinecf the land of the (iving...”
all this [ivi:}g?” bellows the voice from the couch, “TI[ show you [iving. CFifteen days in
e saddle and ten m’gﬁts in the harem. Turkish déﬁgﬁt? S;y that to a Greek and he'll

it your gizzardf Damn these swamps. Gordon, take that ridiculous bonnet qﬁ, you look
ool, sir!”
rigacﬁ’er! So g[ad’ you could j’oin us. May 1 Qﬁer you a g(ass of Joort?”

wivel.”

take that as a no, shall 12”




“Port! CBring me port, 1 say, not porter. Black bottle? Black balll Damned inﬁdkl’s. Devil
dbgs. Where’s Gibbons? And who the hell are you?*

9 scurried over and pourecf the _poor fe((ow a stgﬁ[ one.
“Drink this old Eoy, and have a nap. Do you the world cf goodf f

“‘Nb}o? Tve S[eyt for [onger than you muttonheads have lived. ?[uncfrec[—yanfs dash
merchants, the lot of you. 1 make it last, sir! Liw’ng? ‘]—(umﬁug. Pure ﬁum-ﬁuggery.”

“Yes. Very gooc{ old cﬁaja. g

At least the drink seemed to quieten him, bar the odd “ﬁarrumjoﬁ”. 7 made my way back
to Blackheart, and ﬂung myseg[ once more into my chair.

“goocf lovd, ‘Jronface, 7 had no idea. s he like this often?”

“Not oﬁen enougﬁ. ‘]—[cz{[f the time he sits there with eyes g[azed [ike a ﬁsﬁ' Not a [ove[y
' trout, mind, but a haddock.”

That second bottle of port had cﬁear(y been a mistake.
9 decided to cut my losses, and ﬁeigned’ an extravagant yawn.
“Ah well. Time for bed, Clronface. As tﬁey say at CRugEy, Tm utter[y faggec{.”

The Baron’s on[y Tepfy was to rise unstecwfi[y, bow e[aﬁomte[y, and emit the most
noisome and stentorian eructation T've ever had the yrivi[ége or misfortune to witness.
’Ujoon deliver tﬁereof, he aﬁout—faced' with suqorising c{igm’ty, and exited the chamber

without another word.,

1 waﬁed’ the air to my front for a moment or two, then breathed a }oort-inﬁtsec[ sigﬁ into
the now almost silent room.

1 say a[mostn,ﬂcor the c{ying embers of the ﬁre still gave (ﬁ the occasional wheeze and
crackle, as did Lord A upon the divan. The rain, at least, had abated.

Tl ﬁougﬁ tﬁorougﬁl:y foxec{ and fatigued: it is nonetheless one of my particu[ar cﬁzfigﬁts
at such moments to enjoy one last t’i}?)ﬁﬁe, and, should circumstances su}?}ofy, }oerﬁcgos a
syecia[[y spicec[ ‘Mysooru beedi to round oﬁ[ the evening.

9 stumbled about the room a bit, d'isfod'ging suncfry items of smtionery and artist’s
materials from tﬁ?proﬁﬁmtion of desks, easels and so fortﬁ, and cyenec[ the odd drawer

1 any promising looking bureau, but to no avail.
ny promising looking bureau,
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S stymiecf, 9 contented mysegf with one last tumbler cf Da Silva, }ouﬂédl a rug over my
austed form, and settled down in the armchair for a well deserved slumber.




