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C ﬁayter Seven

Dive, Dive, ‘Divel.

De.s}oite my fonofness for grog, 7 was never much cf a sailor.

Still, 1 may not know me mizzen from me bumboat, but 7d read enougﬁ C. S. Forester as a
schoolboy to recognise a ca}omin’s cabin when 1 saw one. And what a gp&zndi’c[ specimen this
was. A long yo(isgec( table set with the ﬁnest silver accoutrements and syreacf with all manner
qf succulent delicacies dominated an oak }oaneﬂéc{ chamber ?f suqorisin [y [arge Jorq)ortions.
The walls were bedecked with a s;}oeﬂuity of mounted cutlass’s and dﬂe[ﬁng Jaieces of every
stripe. A }W(fusion of charts and scrolls, held down with compasses, sextants and all man-
ner of Emssy items cyf Eewi[c[ering nautical comyﬁzxity, S}Oiﬂéc[ from the su1face of one side
table, and a most Joromising selection (yf bottles and miniature barrels défigﬁtfu[ Y adorned
another. But for all this, it was the two ﬁ ures, s,pmw[ec[ in evident intoxication on a Joair
of sturc(y sﬁagreen covered armchairs either side @C the central Jaiece, who commanded my
- immediate attention.

To the [eﬁ, his vestments sy(atterecf with mud and a trickle of claret Eeacﬁng its way down
his chin from his uqo[ec{ [i}os, snored our very dear frienc{, The Monk. Op}oosite, face down
ina Jo[ate of grilled meats that had 5}91’[&%[ atop the maﬁogany from an over:pi[éc{ trencher,
the second ’gure shored even more [oucffy, as one [arge hand, even in S[ée}o, qoenecf and closed

corwu[sive(y around the handle (y( an empty tankard.
“Good Lord.” 1 said, turning to the ‘Bn’gad’ier. “What do you make of it?”

“Wﬁy, sir, tﬁey’re utter[y foxed, damn them.” With which he strode forward at once and at-
temytecf to revive the Monk Ey the e?oed’ient @( a rou?ﬁ sﬁaﬁing of the shoulders and a cry
of “Cardinall On your feet sir!”s to a so[ute[y no avail.

“And who the Devil’s this?” 1 wondered aloud, ayyroacﬁing the second inebriate, albeit with

some caution, as he was evic{ent[y a ﬁusﬁy fe[fow @( im}oosing stature. ‘His face was obscured

2){ an e[aﬁomte[y Jofumecf ﬁeagpiece cf Oriental ostentation, to the Bacﬁ, and the remnants (f
i e

S carnivorous exertions to t front. Somewhat tenmtive(y, | gave him a tweak on the [ug.

He tsymng to his feet immecﬁate[y, damn near u}aencfing me in the process, whilst simultane-
ously Eeginning a syiritec{ 1f truncated approximation cf Blake’s Jerusalem.

“And did those feet, at cfosing time...goocf lord, Sﬁuteye?”

With which he co[(a}osed once more into his chair, gazecf once about the room with an expres-
on of incalculable contentment, and Eegan to snore with renewed w’gour.




nk me,” says 1, “ 1f it ain’t the Viceroy!”

ell, well” says Lovd A.” 1 didn’t even know he was in the country.” He strode towards
e table that bore the charts and Eegcm to peruse them with some concentration, as ‘1 gave
milar attention to the assorted bottles that adorned the other si&}aiece'

aving secured us each a Brimming Burr‘:}?er [(_)f Bordeaux 1 made my way back round the
ain table to the Brigadier. He received his glass with evident satigfaction and downed ﬁaﬁf
e contents at a gulp, without so much as a twitch at the Eouquet

ell siv, at the risk of w:peating myseg[, what do you make of it?”
hat? Oh yes, a very decent Chateau Latour. Tll have another.”

0, not the wine. The situation.” Still, he was certaiz@ correct in his a}o}omisal: 501 Erougﬁt
e bottle over and tcyo}oecf us both up as he continued to stud’y the charts.

ith The Arse thus engrossec{ and my two other com}oanions snorting and 6mying [ike a
rmyarc[, 97 took ao{vanmge of the relative calm to consume the entirety of an untouched
0ast capon that had hitherto [anguisﬁeo{ unmolested amongst the debris of the feast which
e Monk and the Viceroy had evidént[y been erg’oying, }om’or to their mutual co([ayse. 7
[lowed this with a Ja[atter of oysters, and }ofateof a selection of sliced fowf, Bavarian hams
d the (ike for the Brigadier, who goﬁﬁ(ec[ and grunteo{ his way through it without once
ivesting the charts of is attention, g(ancing up on[y occasiona@ to rﬁ[ his g(ass.

1t [éngtﬁ, the bottle empty, he turned back to face me just as ‘1 was uncorﬁi‘ng a very
romising ‘Margaux to accompany my cigar.

Great Scot, Sﬁuteye, is there no anc{y?”

Seems tﬁey’ve necked the lot. ﬂny joy with the charts?”

Peculiar. More (f a ﬁgﬁt—ﬁorse man m seg[, as you know, but from what 7 can gatﬁer we're
board the chroy’s yersona[ vessel. The charts and logs indicate a yrotmctec{ voyage from
e East, made with some urgency, and a c{egree @( su tewg(uge. 1 can onfy surmise that the
iceroy ‘guit his post in a considerable ﬁuwy in order to be here, and has yet to inform the
dmira ty. Ris Y business. Terﬁays he knows sometﬁing we don’t?” |

Do you think it’s connected? To the letter, 1 mean?”

erﬁa}os, but 1 ain’t one for random s’pecu[ation ‘]-[aving said that, 1 wonder where the
kens ‘Bartington’s got to?”

f in answer to the Brigadi’er’s rhetorical, the cabin sucfd?m[y resounded with the most

ooping no had the m e to end'ulfe, __ﬁ:)([oweff hotly by the




unmistakeable tones (yf the Surgeon General, Earléing down some species of hidden sound-
conductor into midst cy( the very room.

A sicﬁening (urch accomyanied this peculiar declaration, and a cﬁay[oraﬁﬂe Tumﬁﬁng noise

sounded from within the bowels (f the sﬁijo.

The Monk and the Viceroy immediateh sprang to attention in unison, as myseg( and the
‘Bm’gac[ier gmsyecf at the rim (f the table in search of staﬁifity,

“af, my Lords!”

“Twas The Monk who gpoﬁe. “So g[aofs you coulds joins us.” he slurred, his bloodshot eyes
ro[ﬁ’ng [ike }oinﬁa[[s at the tilt. “You boths are acquaim‘ed’s with his honour, the Viceroy cf
Kebaba...bababad?”

Tﬁe So named 60W€6[ gmnoﬁfase[y, sweqping ﬁlS ﬁat a[most to tﬁe ﬂOOT 5 anc{ cfamn near
}qummeted’to tﬁe d;%CE as a resul’t

“Undeed we are.” says 17, regaining my composure as the cabin seemed to n’gﬁt itseg[
somewhat.

“And it would appear that you’re both a trfffe ttjasy. (

Wi may be drunk,” (ﬁferea[ the \/iceroy,” but you sir, are Sﬁuteye. And tomorrow, 1 shall be
sober.”

With which he coffa}osed’ once more into the nurturing arms (f his chair.

The Monk at once fo[[owed’ suit.

9 turned to Lord A, as is my wont.

He meref_y returned my gaze with, 1f anytﬁing, a smidgen more EaﬁZement.

1 d'u[y g[anced' at the port holes which lined the cabin wall Eeyoncf the table, and saw, to my

> considerable alarm, a ﬁsﬁ.






