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Cﬁayter Thirteen

Damned Cmyaucfs!

9 shall spare you, dear reader, the details of my Northward _passage. Suﬁ%e to say that
a constitution less robust than that of your humble narrator, and one unfortiﬁeaf Ey the
contents (f a generoucsﬁ/ ]arovisioned' travel ﬁamyer and a goose-ofown bum bolster, must
have been sore(y vexe Ey the relentless J’uc{d:erin purgatory 1 endured. The exigency of
my mission and the imyemtive (f discretion ruled out the use of the Cardinal’s Jarivate
[ocomotive, which was at any rate still unc[ergoing a reﬁt, fo[ owing some unfortunate
incident last Saint Cuthbert’s Eve; 1 Jaressed' the Monk for Jaarticu[ars, but he rather coy(y
invoked ecclesiastical Jarivilége.

@y necessity rather than Ey désign, tﬁerefore, 7 was comye[ﬁ%{ to make my way via the
common railroad in tiresome ]oroximity to that most wretched cf assemﬁfages, the genemf
Public.You will for ive me then, if 1 draw a soiled veil over this sorry e}n’socfe and
- recommence ouy ta[efq at the Jooint of my decantation upon a deserted Jorow’ncia[ }O(atform

in the middle of the m’gﬁt, somewhere North @( the border.

1 was, as tﬁe astute amongst you may a(read'y ﬁave sur mised: a[one.

The Monk, being not entire(y convinced (f the wisdom cf m fomy, had elected to remain
behind in accordance with our origina[ intentions, and aJaJaly ﬁimseg( earnest(y to the task
of ?/ing tc;qgetﬁer the multitudinous strands of evidence we gcw[ thus far amassed: baobab
pulp, witch’s jadé, the Bandar Log, and so on and so fortﬁ. 1f any b igﬁter could exy[icate
some semﬁfage (f meaning from all this monEey mish mash, then he was most assuredfy

the feﬂbw.

And so, without so much as a valet, and no sign whatsoever (f anytﬁing resemE(ing a
Ll porter, 7 d'ubﬁ/ foum{ myseg[ forcec[ to shoulder my own }mcﬁ and advance quic/é—time solo
W into the Hibernian m’gﬁt

It was what 1 believe the natives refer to as di’stinct[y “soﬁ”, weather-wise, which is to sa
intolerabl ﬁ’ftﬁy and wet; tﬁougﬁ how the elements conspired to simu[mneous(y row’cz
mist, darkness, ceaseless drizzle, and a wind as chill an fou( as the breath of a banshee,
must remain forever a mystery to an m;fami[iar with the singu(ar meteroro(ogica[
extremities Joecu(iar to the habitat of the Celt.

Turtﬁermore, Eeing devoid of maps, 7 was reliant soléy upon my trusty Nairne and
Bﬁmt, eered at with stmining and bemoistened eyes whenever a faint slant qf moon(igﬁt
pierced the cﬁ’i}o}oing g[oom.

ﬁen‘ltruecf, ipon wha ﬁoec{wasgroac[, and in what 1 hoped was an
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proximation of the rigﬁt direction. It seemed [ike ﬁours, and may well have been for
il 7 Enow, s ‘1 tmmjaeaf that deserted tmcﬁ; when all at once a distinct yet irregu[ar
omjoing adverted me to the a}oyroacﬁ of some other mid'nigﬁt wayfarer.

emarkable as it migﬁt seem, my thoughts had hitherto been so focussed upon maintain- |
g contact with the causeway, that the }ootentia( of some other harm Eefaffing me had
1ever entered my noggin

|

owever, the sound (f ﬁeavy hooves stumbling on in the dark summari[y banished all
her concerns. 1 instinctive[y veered to the kﬁ, and in so Joing founcf myseg[ spmwfed'
e[egcmt[ in a bo Y ditch, just as the vast grey sﬁajoe of some pﬁantom-[iﬁe cart horse
mergec{ rom the ¢ inging misty moon[igﬁt .

I'o my ﬁorror, rather than pass on in the direction of the station, the beast drew up
mediatel'y above me, and gave fortﬁ ﬁerce[ with both snort and stamp. Cold as 1
[reaa@ was, a furtﬁer c[egree of chill crept stea tﬁi[y up my gpine.

deed, as 1 Jaeeraf up at that monstous a}oyarition, my on[y tﬁougﬁt was to shrink into
e oozing eat and pray that those }aucﬁem’ng nostrils and ro[ﬁng eyes should not detect
Y trem ing form.

hen 1 noticed the rider.

swathed in a voluminous cloak and crowned with a broad-brimmed ﬁat, no features as
ch were visible, and for a moment ‘1 tﬁmﬁtgﬁt the untﬁinﬁaﬁfe;j/et the merest fTiCE cf a
t

oonﬁeam, it seemed to me, chanced to a[ig upon the waxed an g(istening ttjo of a ﬁne(_\/
izzled whisker.

here there’s whiskers and hats, 1 mused, then there is at least a head, and a human one
0 boot.

ast it, thinks 7 then, am 1 not Lord Sﬁuteye? Favoured scion of that most esteemed @(
amilies? What would dear Father, the Arch Duke ﬁimseﬁf think, to see me scm%ﬁ’ng in
e soil [ike a stmw-sucéing Eumjaﬁin at a goose fayre?

Did the Sﬁuteyes quaEe at QyLeEec? Did tﬁey bolt at Blenheim? Wﬁy, no sir, double damn
U, tﬁey did not!

hus, steeled with this notion, and ﬁeﬁing in my rigﬁt hand m reassuring@/ solid,
ass-embossed ﬁ[p- ask, to hurl or ]orojﬁr as the situation demanded, 1 lurched with all
e d'igm’ty and address 1 could summon, to me feet, ye[ﬁ’ng for all 7 was worth: “ﬂﬁoy
erel”

ng[y, cma[ tﬁe ’Beast 1"6(11’66[ to a terryﬁng ﬁeigﬁt,

cleaving t twin_cug@e[s in the paws of a

rider at once swivelled alarmi
] he very de Ve




mad troll. A cry (f pure dismay bellowed from under the hat, and the horseman
})[ummetec{ ﬁ’om the saddle, hurt ing ﬁeac{(ong into the mud'd’y su1face (f the track. The
mount immediatel scm:pered: to be instanmneousfy swallowed by the murk, the sound (f
ﬁoof beats masked in a moment Ey the soaéing eiderdown (f m’g L.

A muted’groan escapec[tﬁe erstwﬁi[é cﬁevaﬁer.

Of all the }aossiﬁlé scenarios Jo[ayed out in my mind’s eye in the moments Before 7 made
my move, this one, 1 confess, had fai&ecf to present itseﬁf.

For an instant 1 remained motionﬁess, utter[y at a loss - yet ongy, 1 assure you, for a
moment. When faced with such a situation a gentlémcm reaf[y as on(y one course gf
action available to him. 1 immec{iate[y unscrewed the stopper and took a step towards the

crum}aﬁed' form’
7 say old cﬁa}o, are you a[rigﬁt? Fancy a sm’frer?”

; “Unhorsed sir! f(l}a-en&d’ like milkmaid in a ﬁay l'ofr.' Damn me, and damn that equine
] Bmte,CBy the Tsar’s l'eﬁ,. 1 say, do 1 know you, sir?”

Ah! How can 1 express the co-mingﬁec{ c{eﬁ’gﬁt and reﬁjfof that moment, as ‘1 recognisecf
those 6ar€ing tones and peered at that mud'-syl’attere yet noble visage. 1 [augﬁecf most
ﬁearti(y as ‘1 ﬁeﬁoed’ the fellow to his feet,

“Unow me sir? Indeed you do sir! “Tis 1, Lord Sﬁuteye! ‘My dear fe[[ow, 1 must say you
gave me quite a turn...”

“Sﬁuteye? Sﬁuteye? 7 am Lovrd Arse sir)”

“Fr, You are indeed siv. And 1 am Lord Sﬁuteye. You've taken a tumble old Eoy. Here,
have a drink. Collect yoursegq “

“Collect mysegf? What am 1, a hat? No sir, 1 am Lord Arse, and what is what? The
%rigac[ier, that is what! Give me that booze, you imjoud'ent pup. Now who, Ey god"s ﬁofy

trousers, are you, sir?”

“Um Lord Shut - oh, never mind. Drink up, sir, drink up. Have you come far? Your
horse...”

“S[oucﬁing ﬁeiﬁhr It’s the g[ue pot for that wretched dobbin, mark my words. Well, what
are we waiting for? Give me your arm, sir. Back to barracks. Stormed at with shot and
shell, what? Where’s that demmmned ﬂasﬁ of yours? What is this? Burmese J’ung[é juice?”

G00d Lord no sir! Otard, a very ﬁne cﬁam]oagne coghac sir, on[y the very best, 1...”



rencﬁgﬁeﬂ 7 knew it. Damned cm’paud&. All sing! Here’s forty sﬁi(fings on the

um - sing up, lad - to those who'll volunteer to come...”

d so, 1 sang.

h, and what emotions now swirled within me as we roared and meandered down that
esolate Jaatﬁ? To have foum{ Lord A was sure[y a Eﬁessing, but like this? Was it merel:y
he fa[f that had tem}aomri[ blunted his rapier-ﬁﬁe mind, or were these the symptoms
o which CBartington had alluded? 1 comforted' mysegf with the notion that the CBrigac{ier
ad taken it upon ﬁimseg[ to meet me at the station, and would soon be quite ticléety-ﬁoo;

ut déey down 1 knew this to be as for(orn a ﬁoye as ever scaled the breach at Ciudad
od'rigo.

e Joressecf on, the rain tﬁicﬁening into an unseasonal sleet that cfispe[fed' the mist but did i'
otﬁing to imjarove w’siﬁil’ity' The CBrigad'ier cfung to my arm with a gmjo that threatened &

0 arrest all circufation, }oausing occasiona[[y to smjf the air like a wog[, and mutter choice
(asyﬁemies about the retreat to Corunna.

t was in the midst of one such diatribe that he sud’dén[y fe[( silent, and the hand on my
eeve perceivaﬁ(y slackened its force.

We're here.”
here, sir?“
ere, damn you. ou sme e weasels:
] de Y D’y ([ th [s?”

Can’t say 1 do, old Bgy.” 7 strained my peepers against the torrent, but beheld notﬁing
ut ﬂying ice and m’g t. “Weasels, you say?”

FEasels, sir, easels! Are you quite mad? The reek cf Joaint! Damned scribbler! Clnferna[
auber! Come on.”

‘ ﬁe ‘Br igacﬁ’er gmsyec{ my ngOT Eng’) once movre cmd’ d'mgged' meforwarc{ Wifﬁ T enewed'
a

igour. It was on[y then that 1 noticed a brace of ranite bgate:posts [ooming out of the
ark on each side @[ us, and yerceivec[ the crunch (y%mve[ eneath my feet fvidéntfy we
ere now traversing the entrance- way to some estate. 1 }amyed for a roam’ng ﬁre and hot
ddy, tfwugﬁ such fancies seemed dashed as, aﬁer advancing a couple of hundred yards,
e black bulk of the mano;formed' Effore us. No a (igﬁt a}ojoeared’fo oﬁ[er hope of either
armth or sustainance. Indeed, the place seemed quite deserted, and, for all tdz randeur
the ]oortico, 7 held out little ﬁope of conhycorts within as the Brigadier rustled about in his
ak for the ﬁuge brass ﬁey to unlock the iron-studded door oj’ﬂ;carred' and knotted oak.

e within, however, my s])in’ts were immedi’ate[y ﬁftedf Despite the chill that })ervad'ed’
allway, wherein a dull sheen rejTecteJ from antique suits of armour that lined the

. L




Joaneﬂ'ec[ COTTidb’i’ ﬁ/ée COEWQEEQC[ sentine[s OJ[SO?’HQ meo{aeva[ Iéee}a, a cﬁeery omnge g[OW

escajoed' f?’ om Eeneatﬁ one (f tﬁe C[OOTWClyS tFLGLt a66uttecf tﬁe Jaassage, CLTLC[ to fﬁiS we
headed.

The Brigad’ier, cﬁuntering under his breath, lead the way into what 1 must assume was
the great hall - a most comodious chamber, ricﬁ[y furm’sﬁZc{, with a welcome ﬁre ablaze in
a vast hearth. The walls were bedecked with tajoestries, a ﬁne selection cf fearsome lookin

swords, and no small number (f horned and antlered beast heads, mounted in ﬁne stylg
Also, 1 was Joe(p[éxecf and yet relieved to note, in [igﬁt of the Brigadier’s ramblings, at
least a ﬁag[ dozen artist’s easels erected about the Jaface, and a pro@‘gmtion of fmme can-
vas’s ﬁeam’ng against every wall and item of furniture. Pots {gf Jaaint, oils, water colours,
}oa(éttes smeared with }oigmnet and reams @C paper were similarly scatered about, so that
for all the baronial traypings of the room one was Jo[aced' in ﬁaﬁy a mind of some squa[iaf

bohemian garret.

The CBrigad'ier, ﬁaw’ng shed his outer wear, stode at once to a (aquerec[ cabinet in a far
corner and ﬁegcm fussing with a selection of bottles.

_ “Calls ﬁimseg[ a Scotchman and not a decent wﬁisﬁy in the house! Blast his eyes, sir!”
“ﬂnytﬁing’s ﬁne for me, old Eoy. ” 1 ventured.

“Who'’s that?”

The Brigadier, a crysta[ decanter in one hand and a Erimming tumbler in the other, spun
back to face me.

“Who the hell are you sir? How did you get in?”

“‘.My Lovd, it’s me, Sﬁuteye. We met on the road. T've come to rescue you old Eoy' 4

“Rescue? Rescue you say? And pray, sir, from whom will you be cfoing this damned
rescuing?”

“Well, to tell the truth 1 ain’t entirel:y sure. Do you mind?“ 1 held out a hand and the
Brigadier thrust the tumbler into it, sy[asﬁing ﬁa& of the }Wecious contents up my sleeve
as he did so. 1 took a gu[ .

Port. A Da Silva, J’uc{ging Ey the hint of ﬁquom’ce in the Eouoluet. Not at all bad.

“l mean to say sir, that 1 received your communique at the Monk’s. Yours and
fBartington’s. You do remember Bartington?”

Bartington? Queer fellow, mad as a loon. Went off. «
g



, that’s the cﬁa}?' ‘Perﬁays we should sit down?”

usﬁered us tOWCLTd’ tﬁe sofa nearest tﬁecfire, taﬁing care to CO[&ZCI’ tﬁe déCOLﬂtéT’. Tﬁe
igacﬁ’er sfum}oec{inw tﬁe uyﬁofstery an Jau[ﬁed'a tartan E(anléet across ﬁlS Enees'

igar?“

reached inside my topcoat, ﬁsﬁec{ us out a coujalé and ﬁgﬁteaf them. Lord A sat Eacﬁ,
ﬁng away with an exyression of such aﬁject contentment that 6for a moment 1 could
most believe we were back at the C[uﬁ, ﬁefore this whole Joecu[iar usiness had started.
allowed myseg[ the ind'u[gence of scwouring the scene for a moment, Eefore continuing.

ord Arse...?”

h, the ladies. Where are tﬁey now 1 wonder? fRec(ining in g[owing dishevelment upon
ome qui[ted' divan...“

ord Arse, 1 Beg you, pay attention for a moment. Do you know where we are?“
hat? 1 say, don’t 1 know you? Sﬁuteye, ain’t it
T hat’s rigﬁt sir! My dear fe[[ow, well done! Now, think for a moment. Where are we?”

The Laird’s ﬁunting (Odge of course. Damn his eyes. Should be black-balled! Black-ball

im, 1 say!”

tead'y on old cﬁa}o. The Laird. Now then, think - where is the Laird? Did you see him?

peak to him?”

one. Laird gone. CBartington gone. All gone. Me, alone, every m’gﬁt, eigﬁt o’clock, dressed
dinner...“

ood Lord, Gibbons! 7'd com’pktel’y forgotten.
Y Lord ... who is Gibbons?“
om somewhere behind me a voice like thunder bellowed out across the room,

, damn you! Tam Gibbons!”




