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C ﬁa]ﬂter Twelve

O Caledonia!

Dinner Eeing usua((y served in the mfrectory in the company of a coterie of the fair
Sisters, 1 was initia[(y cﬁsa}o}oointecf to ﬁnaf we would be cﬁ'ning alone in one @( the Cardinal’s
Jorivate witﬁc(mwing rooms. The Monk, however, assured me that under the circum-
stances, exc[usivity was a Jorerequisite.

Dismissing the a[furing[y be-cowled attendants, we had no sooner drawn up our chairs to
the table when his Reverence, }oausing on(y to cram his jaws with a ﬁeﬁy Jaortion of the
Joi eon a la duchesse, Efﬂan at once to unbuckle the sabretache that (ay incongrous[y amid
the steaming comestibles.

9 looked on eager(y, 1f s(igﬁt[y distracted By the Jgiqucmt temjotations of the Eeef in wow

WOW Sauce.

; ’fﬁe MOTLE unfur(éc{ a }oarcﬁment, tﬁen rosée cma[ fetcﬁed’ a candéfarﬁrum fT’Oﬂ’l a Sld’e
table.

“Can’t see a demmmned tﬁing without me readers.” Uncasing an ivory box he Ju[y yroo[ucec[
a scr(%p cf velvet and Eehgan }ooﬁ’sﬁing his Jgince-nez. Wit growing imjaatience 1 guﬁoecf a
mout fu[ qf port and g erkin.

“Do ﬁuwy old Boy. What news from his [ord%ﬁi]a?”

“Calm yourseg[, Sﬁuteye. As Saint ?lu?ustine reminds us, }oatience is the com}oam’on (j"
wisdom. Now, are we sitting comfortaﬁ y?”

“Oh indeed. 1 say, do go on, 1 2 get the ga(fqping incfigestions at this rate.”

“Very well. T( sliijo the usual salutations. Here we are. 1t’s dated the 15th instant, footﬁi((s
of the Grampians, Wilderness.

‘My Lords -

Voyage wet but uneventful. No sign cf the French...1 say S ﬁuteye, what does he mean, no
sign cf the French?”

“Oh, he does that sometimes. Wanders cﬁ Do press on old cﬁay.”

’ ou say so...aﬁem.... Disemﬁarﬁecf in gOOd‘ 01"({61’. ‘ZKeBaEaEacf en route as]oer. CMysegf

rtington secured transportation inland. No word from th d. Mansion
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serted and in considerable di’sarmy. gameﬁegper says this is normal. Servants all dis-
issed six months ago except for ground staff. These operate on a very modest retainer,
t are allowed free use of ovels. Cellar well stocked. No trace (f apes. Such is.

our humble et cetera, The CBrigaJier.”

hat’s it?”

It seems so.” The Monk uncorked a jug of porter and ﬁffecf our tankards, ”Not much to

0 on, is it?”

mused a moment until a tﬁougﬁt struck me.

Wait a minute - you say it’s addressed footﬁi[[s of the Grampians’? That’s nowhere near
e Laird’s estate. T] ﬁey must have moved on towards the Viscount’s. Have another ook
the youcﬁ, L,

he Monk drained then mjﬂém’sﬁecf his T rljo[e Stout Eefore com}ofying.

ﬁirsty work, oratory. Now, let’s see. Ah yes, there is sometﬁing else in here.”

tﬁ’[ﬂ, ]9@}961’,{0((,{:%[ minute[y to no more tﬁan a squar € incﬁ, a}ojoearec{ Eetween tﬁe
ardi’na(’s EéC ame[soaﬁed’ﬁngers.

Pl need tweezers. And a magn@ing g(ass. Over there, on me bureau.”

ra ic{(y }orocurec{ said imjaﬁements and watched fascinated' as the Monk painstaﬁing[
nfolded the miniscule scrap. Both sides @( the wafer-tﬁin sheet were crammed with tlfz
iniest script, the marﬁings like unto a regiment of insects armyecf in column, as 1f
amd'ing ﬁz’ review Ey some djisa:pﬁ’narian, entomo[ogica[ ﬁe(c{ marshal.

B artington? “

The very same. It’s encry}otecf (f course. A cyjaﬁer of some kind. Tl need me books.
eanwhile, you migﬁt as well tuck in, 7 may be some time.”

nd with that, he sﬁuﬁfec{ over to his desk and Eegan yu[ﬁ’ng various lexicons and the l’iﬁe,
om the surround'ing shelves. 1 amused myseg( with the ﬁeef.

on, save for the clink of cutlery and the rustle of papers, only the dependable tick of the

rce[ain-c{zsed’ Vuﬂ'iam); on tﬁg mantle d'isturﬁejgpté quietu%e. 7 m?fncﬁecf on, sl’ug;ing

m? of the porter, until the twin }orongec{ assault of silence and satiety worked its
e

niferous charm.




When next 1 gl'cmced' at the clock face, some two hours had }oassedf

The Monk was no [onger at his books, Bu?pacing back and fortﬁ across the rugs and
parquetry, inﬁa[ing w’gorous[y from a ong—stemmec[ silver ijoe, the bowl worked
to resemble some fearsome Oriental d'mkgon, with the smoke drib [ing ﬁencfisﬁ[y from its
furl:ec{ nostrils. The gﬁ%ct was most stri ing, 1f a tmj‘Te Mathew Lewis.

“ah, Sﬁuteye, you’re awake.”

“Undeed.” 1 yawnec{. “Torty winks- J’ust the ticket after a ﬁearty repast. Nice Ja?pe, By the
way. Any progress with Bartington’s d’esyatcﬁ?”

“With the Good Lord’s ﬁe(p, 7 have jorevai[édf “Are you up to it?”
“Pm all ears sir.”

CReturning to his desk and scruntizin tﬁeﬂ’umﬁ&e thereon, his Reverence, ﬁrst wetting his
whistle with a schooner of tawny sack, du Y Eegan.

" “ O Caledonia! Land of brown heath and sﬁaggy wood, land of mountain and of ﬂooaf,

and so on and iﬁfortﬁ My dear fe((ows, iBartington at your service, chins to heaven and
noﬁ(y onward. The very Jack of all frosts last m’gﬁt Are we doomed mere[y to gmc{ations
of fPerse}aﬁone’s muncﬁing of pomegranates amongst this heathen heather?”

“‘.May 7 interu}at old Boy?”

“Sﬁuteye, 7 know what youw're thinking. Believe me, it was the absolute devil to make any
sense of it at all. Scove ﬁimseg[ would have been hard Jaressed' to get this far. i

“7 do a}o}oreciate your gﬁ[orts old cﬁaja- it’s just, well - what on earth is he wittering on
about?”

“Thus far, 7 think he’s just com}ofaining about the weather. But [isten to this -

and the _poor Brigadier Eeing struck down with ﬁaﬁrﬁc encejoﬁa(itis, 1 was forcec[ to
administer sal volatile and red lavender.”

“Teﬁrﬁc encqoﬁa[itis you say? Ain’t that some kind of Joyretic brain fever?”
“CPrecise[y. ‘.My guess is that Lord A has worked ﬁimsegf into some syecies @( conm’}otionous

mind frenzy. You must have noticed his recent outbursts @( fury, well, ever since this whole
escaf)aafe commenced?”



as Cardinal, that’s notﬁing new. Wﬁy, back at the ﬂcacfemy 7 once saw him hurl a fu[f
anter of claret the ﬁmgtﬁ o[f the sel’?ean’cs’ mess, fust because some dunce of an m.c.o.
oduced a black bottle at table on Ladies Q\figﬁt“

Hmmmm...1 know what you mean, but let’s face it - Bartington isn’t the most well-
thered of canons, and 1f even he Joerceives sometﬁing awry with his Lon{sﬁtf’pm“

7 take your }aoint sir. Terﬁajas, on rejTection, it wasn’t the wisest course to send the two
them qﬁ[ alone, without some calmin inﬂuence. And you’re m’gﬁt, Lord A has been
articu[ar[y toucﬁy of late. 1 had ﬁ@oe that The Laird migﬁt have cooled the situation
omewhat, but his apparent absconsion can on[y have added to the CBrigad’ier’s troubles.
Damn it all sir, 1 sim}ofy don’t know what to make of it. Does QSartington elaborate?”

e does little else. T1 ﬁougﬁ 7 have mangec[ to isolate a thread of cohesive narrative. In
ree words, it seems that tﬁey holed up at the Laird’s for an evening, c{um’ng which time
ord A4 Jaennec{ his Bm’ef c{esyatcﬁ, Eefgre unaccounta [y [aysing into a state of feven’sﬁ
alaise. QBartington deemed him ub@fit to travel and l'eft him in the care of the
me-ﬁegper; fe[[ow Ey the name of Gibbons.”

Gibbons!”

] ﬁy yes. Have you heard of him?”

O f course not. But Gibbons, sir! Gibbons! Don’t you see? Gibbons is apes!”

Mother of fMercy.' But sure@,..”

Cardinal, this could be news @( the most ﬁearfu[ im}oort. (@icﬁfy, does QSartington say
nytﬁing furtﬁer?”

n(y that, ﬁaw’ng seen to the immediate comforts of the CBrigac(ier, he c{eyarts post haste
route for the Viscount’s villa, and we shall hear from him next when, 1 quote- 1 arrive
egn’med’ with the crust of honest travel at the }oortafs @C that most noble ﬁee}o. i

Sink me to the very Devil, this is no goodj No gooc{ at all sir. We must décam}o at once
nd head for the Laird’s.”

ﬁuteye, Sﬁuteye, it could all be Joe1fect[ innocent. A coincidence. giﬁﬁons is, after all,
ot the most outlandish @( surnames, and once CBartington reaches the Viscount...”

h me! CBartington arriving at the Viscount’s, uncﬁajoeroneaf? You do realise what
0 yﬁem migﬁt ensue? Remember last time? Wﬁy, the Viscount is a damn decent fezf[ow,
he’s also the most cfiss?patecf, gin-soaﬁed' rake and libertine T’ve ever encountered. A




commendable Joec[igree as I'm sure you’[[ concur, but need 1 remind you he’s also noted in
Who’s Who as housing the most extensive collection of laudanum and absinthe varieties
in the civilised worl’c{.g He’s consumed more Kendal Black Droy than you’ve consumed
communion wafers. Wﬁy, 1f ‘Bartington im/eig(es the Viscount into (yoenning his store
rooms...”

“Then the Joreccm’ous balance (f his delicate mind may well be iwevocaﬁ[y ti}?yed’! P






