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C ﬁa}oter Ten

Sink me! Bede’s Ecclesiastica!

Drenched to the skin in Eriny foam and SJOinning like a bobbin?
Not what 11 signecf up for at all; sir!

Still, here 1 was, [urcﬁing about in a decided un-jo[@ﬁoat, as the wind lashed the spray
across me cﬁeeﬁsl,;/just as it lashed the c(oud./:/ above across the blank and equa((y pasty
e

countenance (f t mic{nigﬁt orb.

Shiver me timbers indeed. A Jaamcﬁe of skewed and wretched images Ja(ayed' out with gﬁast—
@ Jafausiﬁiﬁty across the water-[oggecf stage of my imagination. The Medusa; The
Matutina; sink me, the ir&ferna[ ‘Demeter hgerseﬁ in these very waters! ‘1 gmsyecf the
_ gunwa(é and vowed that, should 1 survive, 7d never eat crab again.

" At last, cﬁer what seemed an eternity cf careem’ng satumting mayﬁem, the crunch of
wood into sﬁing(é and the sudden apparent stecwfying (f the ﬁowfing nigﬁt signa(ﬁad' our
Beacﬁing. Firm hands bunched the sodden shoulders (f my pea coat and 1 fé(t myseg
manhandled a-shore tfu’ougﬁ two feet of churning water, insurmountaﬁ(y gmtefu[ for the
fee( qf sometﬁing other than ﬁeaving y(an/és uncgr oot.

. ‘Nbggin bent, and souw’wester }mﬂéc[ down agm’nst a cfri(ﬁng Jown}oour that re}o[icatecf the
intensity cf the smf 7 stumbled up the slope (f the beach towards the mass of the head-
land. CMy com}oanions [ikewise, tig t (i}o}oec{an' hunched against the waywar fury (f the

e[ements, SFLOU[C&ZT@C[OTL

Sanctuar of sorts wazﬁna((y aﬁordécf as we crammed into a shallow alcove of rock at the
base g the cﬁﬁ(s. 7 too acfvanmge (f the respite to spare a g[cmce at my companions. The
‘Monk, simi[ar[y incongruous in nautical a}ajaaret: was removing his head gear; into which

ﬁe Ju[y sneezec{ﬁeroica[[y.

“Bless me! I'm about as d'ry as Jonah’s jacEsie. 1 sa Sﬁuteye, let’s me and you stick to
terra ﬁrma for a bit from now on, what say you old oy?”

“q don’t intend to bathe for a year. Have you a ﬂasﬁ about you, }oercﬁance?”

The Monk, wgaing the driblets qf water from his cﬁaﬂaecf cheeks with an elégant Jaerca[é

weave monogmmmec{ Eercﬁigﬁ winced to indicate the negative.

erﬁqps one qf these fe[fows?”



urned enquim’ng(y to our three associates who had so manﬂ[fy ncwigate(f Neptune’s
trums Eefore escorting us thus far, Bold crewmen, as 1’'m sure you’ve surmised, from the
sine Viceroy’s own version (f Fulton’s Nautilus. The nearest fe[[ow oﬁfiging@ handed |
e a small leathern Jooucﬁ, ew’ofentfy water tigﬁt, and y(ugged with a Bmss-tojaped' cork.

Damn decent of you, sir.” I
swallowed a stiff measure of grog and passed it over to the Monk. I

nd then, tu ing his forelock with sutpm’sing d'ignity and ay[omﬁ, turned and
isa}o}oearecf ack into the storm. His subordinates immediatel'y fo[[owed suit, and all sigﬁt
them was in an instant erased Ey the }ofunging curtain of m’gﬁt and rain.

eanwhile, our tacitu?’acé tar chum indicated that we migﬁt Eee:p hold of the drink

Well,” says 1, turm’ng back to the Monk and retrieving the ﬂaslé for another (éngtﬁy }ouff,
that’s that, and here we are. What now?”

Follow me” says the cleric, and damn my eyes if he doesn’t slip like a Jauﬁﬂ%n to its bur-
w, between a ﬁssure in the rocks at the back of the cave wall. Corﬁing the juice, 1] d'ul'y
ursued.

mﬁﬁﬁ’ng up a steep incline in a narrow rock-walled assageway in absolute Stygicm
arkness whilst dressed as a trawler-man ain’t my usua c[eﬁnition of comfort cmcfjoy, but
er the rigours of the sea, ‘twas a positive balm to my Euﬁ(etea{ constitution.

pened up into a weﬂ'-[igﬁted’ corridor of stone ﬂags' Here the Monk }musedj a((owing me
ime to catch my breath and to refres us both with a furtﬁer warming c{mugﬁt of the
eaman’s tzjayﬁe.

y restoration continuec{ a}oace as t?assage, veem’ng aﬁrujat[y to tﬁe ﬁeﬁ, Suddén@

So, dear Monk,” says 1, “What is all this then? Some smugg&ers’ secret snicket, TIl be
ound.”

‘Not far ﬁ’om the truth, Sﬁuteye old Boy. At least, suﬁ:ice to say that in times Jaassed i
id indeed serve as a Jaorta( for certain select comings and goings, best ﬁaﬁ unobserved Ey,
hall we say, none symjoatﬁetic Jaarties, fRegardf 4

nd with that, the cr Jatiiifel’[ow drew my attention to the walls themselves. CBy the jTicE-
ing illumination of the bracket-mounted torches that lined the corridor, 1 was now able
‘ dﬂcem a myria eculiar marﬁings etched into the rock. What at ﬁrst seemed mere@

andom jumﬁlé qf’?ines and unconnected blotches of muted colour revealed themselves
be a vast and intricate panorama of ru}oestra[ text and idéograms. 7 could
ipher notﬁing gpeciﬁc, of course, and yezfor all the yrimitive associations q( the me-

, 1 sensed a di’stinct[y ecclesiastical sophistication in the dgrr?ngement. 7 ventured a
ardinal?

aps ha 1ing to do




“Well Eefore my time, Sﬁuteye, but you’re d'eﬁnitefy on the rigﬁt track. Come a[ong, 7
think you mig t ﬁnd' this interesting. i

We }orogressed' at a more state[y pace a [ittle furtﬁer, until at ﬁmgtﬁ the cunning c&zrgy-
man came to a halt ﬁefore a remar/iaﬁl'y accompﬁ’sﬁecf rendéring (f a wyvern rampant,
which nestled upon the wall amid the engm\/ed Joano}a[y. Without furtﬁer Jarevarication he
pfacecf one hand upon the c{ejm’ctec{ claw (f the beast, matcﬁing his ﬁnger’s span to that of
the d'mgon’s sca[y digits, and }oressedf

gent[e read’er, }Waty Jponcfer a moment ‘Joon my astonisﬁment, as what angearecf to be a
slab of solid rock slid seamlessly to one side to reveal a rosewood paneﬂécf vestibule cmjaeted’
with a sumptuous sﬁag Jai[e ij mic{nigﬁt blue.

“Don’t stand there cﬁ’tﬁem’ng [ike a flag(-cut verger, S ﬁuteye, K sigﬁs the Monk. “Wtjoe your
damn feet and press on, sir!”

This 7 dulx did: and moments later we ﬁajyassed tﬁrougﬁ a secom{, conventiona[, door-
- way, and found ourse(ves, to my continued bewilderment but not inconsiderable c[e[igﬁt,

in the most eﬁegcmtfy aypointe [iﬁmry 7 have hitherto beheld.
“B(imey’ ¢
“Not quite what you were exyecting?”

The Monk, with evident satisfaction, was a[reac{y un-stquain a decanter which rested
on a sujaerﬁ CPugin side Jaiece [it Eﬁy a solid silver Flambeau de Vermeil table [am}o. The
unmistakable peaty aroma @( Lajo roaig Jmﬁecf cﬁeﬁ’gﬁtfu[fy under m twitcﬁing nostrils.
?lccqating the Joroﬁ\{ered' tumbler 1 took a most welcome njo, and gaze about.

As WQ[[OLS tﬁe sﬁeﬁ/es tﬁat l’ined'tﬁe WCL[ES, numerous taE[és amfg[assfrontec(caﬁinets StOOO[
in a[[cluarters oftﬁe great c{omed’cﬁamﬁer

“Bit (f a ti}o, Tm afmicf ” said the Monk, “Mtﬁing’s in any sort cf order. Just can’t seem
to get the staﬁ[ these Jays. Still, do have a gam{er, commander.”

Discarc[ing my outer garments and c{rfpjaing Eonnet, J) gave some attention to the nearest

tacE @fworésyi[édﬁapﬁazarc[(y MPOTL a maﬁogcmy Eureau.

Leather sheathed Elzevirs dated 1712;a caﬁ skin incunabulum or two; a series of scrolled
encycﬁ’ca[s; several excluisite[y bound works cf ﬁagiogmjaﬁy; and, sink me, Bede’s Ecclesi-
astica!

500od Lord.”



deed.”
P olished (ﬁ the malt with unseem(y haste.
Is all this yours?”
Bless me, no. I'm but a humble curator. What you see about you is the _property of the
hurch, dear Boy' Or, more SJaeciﬁca(fy, a certain Order tﬁere(y;,/ of which 1 am, 1f 1 may

ay so, a reasonaﬁfy well regpectec{ member.”

wandered over to the wall and cast MY peepers across a row of gi[d'ecf and embossed S}Oines
] evident antiquity.

onﬁm”s Rerum Ungaricarum Decades...; Beheim’s Die ged'icﬁte; Cﬁa[ﬁoéoncfyﬁe’s
Atheniensis Historium....”

kernel of tﬁougﬁt Began to take sﬁajoe.
] say, Monk, don’t these books here all touch upon the ﬁistory of e

Shhh!” says the Monk, ﬁnger to his [i}os in the time honoured librarian styl’e' “Don’t
orget where you are old cﬁa}o. ¥

here 1 am? ’'m in a [iﬁmry, ain’t 17”7

Not just any [iﬁmry.” He motioned upwarc{s towards the specmcu(ar arch of the roof,
nd continued:

undreds of feet above us lie the ruins of Wﬁitﬁy ﬂﬁﬁey. Synod of Six sixty four and
([ that. Now, it’s a little known fact that fo[[owing the Wold Newton meteor strike (f

95..."
he what, sir?!”

Oh Sﬁuteye, yﬁease pa attention. It’s all pe1fect[y well documented. Have another drink.
3ut don’t smoke, mind. Place could go (ﬁ [ike Joan of Arc’s Jaicm’a Now, as 1 was saying.
oﬂbwing the aforementionecf meteor strike, a series o geofogica[ sﬁifrs took }oface that
used somethin of a chain reaction. Very [ittle visible topsicﬁe, of course, but down here,
[ manner of dgru tions. Long story short, members o my esteemed Order took advan-
ge and put together what you see about you. gatﬁering tc?etﬁer some (f the rarest and
ost sort aﬁer monogmjaﬁs, manuscripts and codices from 0zens cf private collections to

cate one c&aﬁnitive rqpository, stud’y inall tﬁings other wor[of@ for the use of &

in my ﬁnger down the title page obverse qf a Kramer and Sprenger Malleus
ficarum (sure[y a facsimi[e edition?), that lay open on a lectern, an suyyressed a




shudder.

“So, the y[an is...2”

“Oh come, come, S ﬁuteye' Were you Jaaying any attention whilst we were holed up in that
d’reacg[u[ cigar tube of the Viceroy’s?”

“7 was drunk, sir. As were you, 1f Memory serves. %

“S[igﬁt[y tijasy, 7 think you’[[ ﬁncf, And in fu[[ command of me facul'ties Let me

reiterate.

“Lord A d'ivu[gec[ his stratagem, did he not? It goes sometﬁing [ike this: He and
fBartington were to head North to ascertain the whereabouts of the Viscount and the Laird.
‘J—[aw’ng done so, tﬁey then move South Ey land and }n’cﬁ up Lord Blackheart, assum-
ing he’s capable of ambulation. The Viceroy, meanwhile, was to voyage South again and
anchor oﬁ'}Zﬁe coast, rendezvous with Foulmouth, then togetﬁer locate the Lord Advocate
_ amid the fega[ dives and f[esﬁ ots of Covent Garden. Meanwhile, we two are to remain
' here and scour this Eiﬁl'l’ogmy ic bazaar for any nuggets @( intelTigence that migﬁt }oroﬁt
" our crusade. Tina((y, at the dul aypointed time, we all converge on ‘PocE[ington ‘Manor,
the im}oregnaﬁfe strongﬁofd' of the Marquis de Qu'est-ce que Clest, in Lord A’s inimitable

})ﬁmse ‘(ike the ﬁngers of a migﬁty hand forming a ﬁst””

“Correct,” says 75 fxact[y as 1 remember it. Your powers of exyosition remain without

}mmﬂél: Cardinal.”
“And YOur powers @( Euﬁoonery know no bounds, sir.”
| }Jaused' for a moment’s rejTection.

1] say, fMonE,dfrom what you imjaart, we migﬁt be here for some time. Much as 1 can’t
wait to Eegin el’w’ng into the fmy, S0 to speak, the Jact is, me glass is empty and furtﬁer-
more 1’'m soaked to the Ea[@ skin. And not from the inside, i you catch me cfriﬁ.”

“Fear not, Sﬁuteye. You don’t think 1 volunteered for this end of the action just because

Tm the on(y one who knew the way in, have an unequa(fecf grasp (f meta}oﬁ sics, and,

it just o) ﬁajajaens, hold exclusive access rigﬁts to the Sjoecia[ Ta}oal' Erotica collection, do
?”

you:

“7 rather ﬁ(yaed' not, old Eoy.”

“Then rest easy, old cﬁa}o. And walk this way. &

nd with that the noble ﬁz[[ow ascended a Z}aim[ staircase that snaked u]awardis from
d be

ind a towering casement of illustrate tiaries and 1, stealing econd uneasy
. o -
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-[bﬂg at tﬁe Q—(ammer Of‘ Witcﬁes, eager@fo[fowedf




