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Cﬁayter Three

A Most Convivial Welcome.

As we had antici}oateaf, Function’s communiclué had forewamec[ the noble c[ergyman (yf our
ayyroximate time (f arrival, and, (felgoite the ever Jaressing demands @C ecumenical enter-
Jam’se, the good reverend had done all in his _power to cﬁon{ us a most convivial welcome, not
to mention shelter from the seeming[y relentless torrents issuing from the ﬁrmament.

Snu, [_1/ situated in an unassuming side street cf the parochial cayitaﬁ The Manse, whilst
farﬁom modest in its facade, nonetheless 6e§poI€e cfz utilitarian ]omctica[ity remarkable
in a structure ostensi fy dedicated to the pursuit of matters s,piritua[. Indeed, this theme
continued throughout the various ante-cg;mﬁers, Waiting rooms and cﬁ:ices tﬁrougﬁ which
myseg( and Lon? A. founcf ourselves conducted by a remarﬁaﬁfy pretty novice nun who was,
as part of her induction, and in common with the other more Joromising members of
various orders, cﬁordéc[ the qoyortunity of a tenure (y( vocational tmining within the
‘Manse itseg(, under the direct tute[age (f our esteemed ecclesiastical host.

] say, ” said Lord A, giving me a comyanionaﬁ(e oﬁ’g in the ribs as we fo(fowecf her sensu-
alli sasﬁaying form towards the door @C the inner sanctum, “a sigﬁt easier on the eye than
old Function, what?”

“q should coco, old Eoy” 1 resyonc[ec{ sotto voce, and could not ﬁeﬁo but recall that, as fong
as 1 had known the good Friar, he'd afways d’isy[ayeof an unerring enthusiasm in his
a}a}areciation qf the ﬁlirer sex.

“He always told me,” 1 ventured, “that 1f the Celestial Father hadn’t meant us to c{eﬁ’gﬁt in
the fema e form, he simjo[y wouldn’t have made it so cfamnaﬁfy attractive.”

: Further syecufam’on on this most pﬁaasmg lgf toyics, was, however, curtailed Ey our arrival
K at a g[eami‘rflg oak door, yoﬁ’sﬁed to a stately (ustre, and situated behind a curtain (y(
exquisite velvet brocade.

Our guidé immecﬁ’ate[y drew said c[m}aery aside and }ousﬁecf the door open. 1t swung noise-
fess[y inwards whilst she, with a coy lance backward over her sﬁou(dér, continued down
the corridor a[ong which we had ﬁith%rto been Jorogressing.

“ﬂﬁer you, old Eoy” 9 said to Lord A, and we ofu[y entered the chamber.

The contrast to the unassuming austerity qf the outer rooms could Eare@ have been
redited Ey one unfamiﬁar with the mores cf our congem’a[ Cardinal.



was a room ayyointejfor ease and (uxury, with all the trcglp}oings and ﬁm’ngs accumu-
ted Ey a man who had clearly travelled extensive(y tﬁroug out the most savage, as well
s the more reﬁneo[ environs, (yg/ the known world.

he walls and shelves were festooned with souvenirs and yecu[iar artefacts wortﬁy (f a

rofessor of antﬁrqpofogy, rom excluisite works in oils, to shrunken heads and barbarous I
eaponry. A cﬁeery ﬁre blazed in the vast marble hearth, and the sumptuous uyﬁofstery

nd ’pm)%sion (f easy chairs, settees and chaise [ongues exerted an almost irresistible

agnetism upon a weary traveller such as mysegf.

dnd there, beside the cracklin ﬁre, rec[ining in a vast leather Jayﬁecf and clothed in a L
auve smoﬁing jacléet (f yaisgy silk, [oungeo{ The Monk.

AR! Do come in gent[emen.' Pull up a pew, you look utter[y faggecﬂ Pl send for Cognac. 1

Nith which he yu[fecf twice on a velvet chord that ofajnﬂﬁed’ iust above his e&zgantfy
aint Y.

ejewe[fec{ yet manfy hand. Somewhere a bell tinkled
ust been toying with this [ittle Eemﬁy” he

aid, exﬁi@iting a curiousl wrougﬁt ute-like
’ect which 1 at ﬁrst took to be some syecies of
ofiing device, “Picked it up on me last
'oum to the South Seas” says he. Then,
acing the y?pe to his ﬁ:ps he blew down the
ﬁing, for all the world like a New Orleans

rombonist with his mind set on Jericho.

Sink me, 1f a ye[[ow tfeatﬁered' dart didn’t J’et—
ison from the end (ike a bolt of divine ﬁre, and
mbed itseg" dab between the eyes 2‘ a stuﬁfec{
aribou head, mounted above the hearth.

say Monk!” 1 cried “cayita[ shot!”

Good show!” says Lovrd A, in tandem with my 6
n VOC%’/T@“’O”- Cardinal Sin, The Monk.

ould’ve been,” says The Monk, “but 1 was aiming for the frm’t bowl. Now then,
entlemen, the drinks’(l be a(ong sﬁort[y. Cigars?”

don’t mind y[ we do.”




“(jood: goocf Can’t discuss serious matters without a serious smoke, 1 a[wa,ys say. Obtained
these in CPamgua of all }Jaces,” he remarked casua[fy, whilst }mssi*r{tg across to us a teak
cigar box which boasted a rather ﬁne re[ief (f the Sistine Cﬁajoe[, in ayec{ in mother of
}Jear(.

“CPamguay?” 7 ventured, “ when you were circumnavigating with the Lord Advocate 1 take
ir?”

“The very same. Poor cﬁay was laid up with the unc[u(ating fever for a formigﬁt 1 was
bored stzﬁf and near[y smoked myseﬁf into a ﬁi}o}oer, Still, ﬁa}a}oy c{ays...”

“Here’s to ‘em!” says Lord A, for at that very moment the door qpenecf and gave egress to
a silver tray [aden with bottles, su}oyorteof in the delicate [ooﬁing, et presumaﬁ(y cayaﬁﬁz
hands of a second novice nun; an olive skinned vixen who oﬁzmure% set the items upon an
occasional table and exited in silence.

; “A Sister (f The ?eqoetua[ Reticence,” (ﬁ%red’ The Monk, Ey way of exy[anation. “Never
" hear a peep out of her.”

Wﬁereuyon he rose with a cat-like economy of motion and qﬁrec{ to pour.
“P([ be Mother Superior. What'’s your poison?”

“‘J—[énnessey for me.” says Lord A, syarﬁing up his rolled l’eaf,

“PII have the Hine. Me fatﬁer-in-[aw swears Ey it.”

“ap,” says the Monk “a touch of old CB[igﬁty in the provenance l(j both, what? 1 think 7([
stick with L’fsym’t de Courvoisier. 1 oﬁen Joicture the much ma igneaf Ogre of Corsica
Jun’ng his latter years, szip,ping meditativeh away whilst musing on past g ories in that
confounaﬁeo{ hell hole (f Saint Helena. 1 rather ancy that d:esyite his martial yrocﬁvities,
he was in many ways a man not unlike me se f .

Indeed, despite ﬁiz_fair com}oﬁexion, one couldn’t ﬁe[p but notice, in The Monk’s diminutive
but power ully robust pﬁysique, a certain resemblance to the one time scourge cf Europa.

. He handed me my g[ass and 1 settled back into an armchair of Cordovan leather, (iﬁem[fy
garn’sonecf with embroidered cushions, and swirled the drink anguid’fy in its balloon (f ﬁne
lead crysta[

“Now then,” says The Monk, retuming to his couch and ad’qpting a manner both relaxed
et businesslike. “This fMonEey “Ape ma[arﬁey. What'’s the score?”



d A released a veritable cumulous nimbus of tobacco fumes ﬁ’om beneath his whiskers

d’ [eaned'forwarc[.

ell, it’s (ike this,” he said.




