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C ﬁajater Nine

The fug of Cigar and ‘Pg’pe Smoke!

Espied from the eye of a swooping kittiwake cresting the thermals, perhaps the glint o
a)éjmo£l sunﬁgﬁtyon éfumisﬁejc?mgtaf migﬁt have Eet(?fayec{ the yresenjcge cj: tjge Joerigq)e. f

Other than this, Tl wager no outward sign existed that could indicate our situation,
as beneath the cﬁ(yoyy ﬁrey waters of the an, within the sleek and stura@ cor{tﬁnes of
Kebababad’s remarkable cmﬁ, we remained those (ong hours; not so much becalmed, as
be-tensed.

The Monk’s start[ing revelation, and our host’s tiofings both from the east and from the
yeninsu(a hung as ﬁeavy in the air as the fu (y( cigar and Jotipe smoke which overarched the
yroceecfings Of%ur suﬁ-aquatic sym}oosium, ike a suspended cei(iv? gf imjoendi’ng doom. We
were all now more or less u}om’ ht at the table. Myself, Lord A, Kebababad ﬁimseg(, and The
- Monk; y[us Bartington, who gaa[ re(inquisﬁeaf the Eria@e to one g the Viceroy’s wortﬁy crew

- none qf whom we gac[ as yet encountered. Indeed, not one (j" us had [eﬁ the cabin other than
when im}oe[fecf By nature’s call to sﬁ’}o d’iscreetfy to the acfjacent J’aﬁes.

A rodi’gious olucmtity of alcohol and vittles had been consumed. The brain requires uel, and
this was ﬁeavy work. ?eriodi’ca[(y, with a well-oiled swish, an oak Joane[ in one wall slid open
to present a trencher of sweetmeats, savouries, and Eevemges, com/eyec{ by dumb-waiter fri)m
the a[ﬁay below. fBartington was fust now taEing Jaossession (f one suc déﬁvery- a platter
of c%awecf [amb, yroscuttio and/ﬁgs, togetﬁer with a car@"e of chilled mosel - a singufar
combination beloved (f the Viceroy.

“AR1” says Kebababad, as Bartir?ton wove unsteacfi[y towards the assemﬁfy, “7 call this my
Battle cy%cﬁe CPymmicfs! Picture those [uckless furoyecm mercenaries in the Corsican’s fgyja-
tian esca}oadé, reﬁsﬁing the ﬂavours (y( home, S}Oicec{ with the tang (f the Orient, what?”

“Gave the bounders a tﬁmsﬁing at the Nile tﬁougﬁ!” Lord A }oerﬁec{ up at once, forﬁing a
choice cut 2‘ ham, spinning itina ﬂam@oyam‘ twirl about the tines and cﬁom}oing down on
it forthwith.

“Indeed, indeed)” enthused the Viceroy, as Bartington tabled the fooc( with a crash of
ujo-encfed' silverware. “Here’s to the one-armed hero who knew no fear! 7

It must have been the seventeenth toast of the dafternoon. Stiff, we stood as one, huzzah-
ed e sive[y, drained our ﬁum]aers and crumylé back into our seats with what d'igm’ty we
ould sa[vage.



1 the table Eefore us, amid all the clutter and ﬂotsam, and held in }o[ace by a vcm’ety gf
autical instruments, plates, g[asses and, in one instance, a wicked lookin, Ezléri that The
onk had ﬂung ﬁa}o(;;zan{(y at a gpatcﬁ-cocléecf grouse he swore was still moving, [ay the

ers.

here were three (2‘ them. The “on’gina[”, i you will, that Lord A had received at the Club;
e second- tﬁoug in all yroﬁaﬁiﬁ’ty, the first to be delivered- which the Viceroy had carried
nd which he had retrieved from a strong box concealed within his sea chest in a curtained
nte-chamber of the cabin; and ﬁna([y the most recent, discovered fate[y and yerﬁays most
isturﬁing(y, at The Manse.

(4 ﬁ(xl&[ stared at tﬁem [OT;,g ancf ﬁar C{; and' continued’ now to C{O So. %twitﬁsmnd’ing tﬁe
agam’es (0] yenmansﬁljo, t ey ajojoeared' to Ee a[[ o tﬁe same fmndj cmd' in content @C an
COde A as, wﬁat tﬁiS content com}on’sed' (DC el’ud’e Uus one and’ a(f

With all due modesty 1 confess m segc not an unlearned man of letters, and both CBartington
nd the Cardinal, bl;/ dint o Botg rofession and inclination, are fe[fows (f some note in the
ealm of the cfpﬁer and of the i%syncmsies of obscure syntax. ‘Moreover, the Cardinal’s
eatise on, and translation of, The Rule of St. Benedict, had been singfecf out for Tajaa[
p probation and his suﬁsecluent allocation @C nuns was decreed Ey edict as a direct acknowl-
dgement of his [inguistic cunning. As to Lord A and the Viceroy, their resyective travels and
opensity towards the stud of militaria, }ofus the imyerative to order the correct wines and
) converse witti(y with the Jgu’rer sex in the farﬂung consulates of the fm}aire had ttigﬁtened
heir re.gpective lgmsy of }oatois and coffoquiaﬁ’sm well Eeyond' the average. Yet for all this, we
emained at a loss.

or the umjﬂteentﬁ time, 1 ventured to summarise: "The Club, the Manse and the fmﬁassy.
e a Joface of relaxation, one of business, one a ﬁyﬁn’oﬂ You say, Viceroy, that Foulmouth
ad received notﬁing? 4

Not when 1 saw the fe[(ow, no.“

And notﬁing, so far as we Iénow, has been sent to either myseﬁf or CBartington. What (f the
ther members of our esteemed order?“

e've been over this, Sﬁuteye.” The Monk yawnec{ and d:ejected’[y cast his eyes about the
om.

The Laird has been incommunicado for months. ‘Jrogace, last 1 heard, burns everytﬁing
ofore he opens it. The Viscount is away reconnoitring is estates in that goaf orsaken Pictish
lderness, and as for the ’Marquis...?” The Monk rolled his eyes and gaze heavenward.

d The Lord Advocate?”

vocate is be editors and si

sously embroiled in one of the most
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convoluted cases ever to be set quore the Crown. 1 doubt he’d even notice 1f a troop of d'cmcing
orang-utans were ca,vorting in his thunder box.”

“You've had word ﬁ’om him then?“

The Monk sigﬁec{ and ﬁsﬁed’ for a cigar.

“Yes. When 1 checked the box and foumf that,” ﬁefesturec{ ofismissive[y to the letter yinned'
under the gﬁurﬁﬁa blade, “1 also consulted my day’s corresyomﬁmce Before aﬁscom{ing to
the jetty. There was a Bn’ef d:espatcﬁ from the ﬁrm of Mathew, ‘]—[qpléins and Sterne, The
Lord Advocate’s nom de business, as he C?CWS to it. As Tve said, he’s tcmg&ed’ up in some [ega[
sﬁenanigans with some colonial type an said he’d be in touch.”

“Did he give the cﬁajo’s name?”

“Does it matter?

Nt migﬁt ”

. “ﬂ-[ang on.”

‘Pausing to flame the ti}? (f his smoke from the candelabra, The Monk mmmaged’ about his
vestments for a moment and }orod’ucec[ at [engtﬁ a crum}afec{ _paper. “Here we go- Indian cﬁa]o
Ey the sound of it. A Mr Bandar Log, for what Ea[[y good’ it does us.”

The Viceroy exy(oofed a moutﬁfu( of Rhineish and ﬁg ﬁaﬁf the ﬁmgtﬁ of the table.

“Good Christ sir! Did you say Bandar Log?*

“0 did sir. What (f 1

“Good Christ.” The Viceroy [ungec{ at once for the mosel and imbibed a gooo[@ guzzfe direct

from the camfe. Wiping his mouth on an excluisite[y embroidered sleeve, he Joroceec{ed’ to gaze
about the company as 1f confrontec[ By imbeciles.

We, the ew’&nt[y uninitiated, excﬁangeaf g(ances in bemused silence, CBartington }ooised'
micf—s(qu, a tumbler (f gin cfriﬁﬁﬁng its contents between rim and [i}o.

“Well?“ emluired’ Lord A “Do tell, dear \/iceroy. What know you @C this so-called mister Band
qf Logs? g

“Confounc{ ou, fBrigad’ier! ” retorts Kebababad, “do you not recall your 'ungfe love? And you,
ardinal, have you not al’(eﬂeaffy ﬁum}?ec{ your fosye[ tﬁrougﬁ the sic fy trgoics, traversing
est and swamp to En’n igﬁt to the Eem’gﬁte corners qf this savage eart Fie

10st certain Y have, da ou, and they were dashed grate [ for it 1 't mind te[[ing
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| Why..”
ut the Viceroy’s uyraised Jaa[m silenced all furtﬁer debate.

our extensive travels, d’ii’you never hear this?“ And, c[mwing ﬁimseﬁf up to his ﬁi[(
e \/iceroy, in a weird an cﬁirru}?ing fa(setto, suc[c[en(y Eegan to sing:

Here we go in a ﬂung ﬁastoon,
ag[-way up to the jea[ous moon!
Jon’t you envy our Jomncefu[ bands?
Don’t you wish you had extra hands?”
Fellows lost his marbles!” says Lord A. “Cabin fever.”
abin fever my rougﬁenec{ rump!” retorts Kebababad. "There’s more:
This is the way (f the fMonEey-Einof”

ood Lord!”

50,” says 17, “this Bandar Log, he’s...”

ﬁey,“ corrected The Viceroy, “are The CMonléey Tecya[e. Fabled dwellers of the ruined city
the Cold Lairs.”

ilence descended but momenmn’[}/, and The CBrigac{ier was the ﬁrst to shake (ﬁ his

iscombobulation.
We must .fpﬁ’t our forces.”
artington, sucfaﬁm[y animated, ﬁarrum}oﬁedf

Joﬁt our forces? Tactical suicide. As a miﬁtary man ‘1 tﬁougﬁt you’c{ know better, sir. A
eneral never...”

a rule, you are indeed correct, dear doctor. But we are engageaf in no conventional
1 Jaaign, and conventional strategy sim}?[y will not do”.

3rigadi’er Jaausedl on[y for as [ong as it took to tamyp his Savinelli.




ow, gentlemen. Here’s what 1 propose...
“NC gt[ Here’ ﬁt‘]})p F






