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But first, on earth as
vampire sent,

Thy corse shall from
its tomb be rent:

Then ghastly haunt thy
native place,

And suck the blood of
all thy race;

There from thy
daughter, sister, wife,

At midnight drain the
stream of life;

Yet loathe the banquet
which perforce

Must feed thy livid
living corse:

Thy victims ere they
yet expire

Shall know the demon
for their sire,

As cursing thee, thou
cursing them,

Thy flowers are
withered on the stem.






Lord Byron's "The Giaour"
(excerpt), 1813









































I

In the year
1824, London was the largest - and economically strongest - city in
the world with a rapidly growing population that already exceeded
one million inhabitants. It was the time of the beginning of the
end of the Georgian Period, just before the advent of the Victorian
Period. It was the time when emblematic works were built in the
city such as the London Harbor, the Regency Park, the Royal Opera
House, the Church of St. George on Hanover Square and the Subway
Tunnel. As noted by the distinguished English lexicographer Dr.
Samuel Johnson (1709-1784), why, Sir, you
find no man, at all intellectual, who is willing to leave London.
No, Sir, when a man is tired of London, he is tired of life; for
there is in London all that life can afford.

That being
said, London in 1824 was also marked by a sharp contrast between
two social classes: the aristocracy and the destitute. Even the
most ignorant of minds could discern this outrageous peculiarity in
the daily life of London. There were those who lived in the West
End palaces and frequented the Mayfair cafes, dressed in the
expensive tailcoats and the top hats. And there were the others who
lived in the overcrowded slums of the East End area, raggedy and
committed to the rules of cruel struggle.

This, of
course, did not mean that these two social classes were completely
neutral to each other. On the contrary, the nights wanted the rich
and the poor to gather in the infamous Soho district, which
lavishly offered the entertainment of prostitution, cabarets,
gambling houses and chinese opium dens. For the London of 1824, the
Soho district was nothing but the lair of frenzied debauchery,
making no discrimination between classes whatsoever.

In the Soho
area also stood the infamous Manor House, at No. 21 on Soho Square,
designated as the "notorious place of ill-fame" according to the
distinguished English social researcher Henry Mayhew, also known by
its ironic nickname White
House. And this
nickname was, of course, ironic because this particular
three-storey building served as a luxury brothel with upper class
clientele.

Much has been
said about the legendary Manor House No 21, stories such as that
its rooms were equipped with flamboyant fancy decorations and with
mechanisms that produced spectacular effects, and that one of them
- the famous "Skeleton Room" - had motifs with skeletons and ebony
coffins for those customers who were expressing weird
tastes. The
Manor House No 21, however, was of paramount
importance for another reason: It was the place where Wilbur
Barnaby, the great boss of the London underworld, based his
headquarters. This is of course an informal piece of information
that even the chief justice would deny. But it was common knowldge
that "Dirty Wilbur" held his office in there, which was essentially
the control centre, not just of Soho, but of the entire British
capital.

It is worth
noting here that policing in London in 1824 was carried out by
local police officers who volunteered to work under the supervision
of the Bow Street Department and were appointed by parish
magistrates. Five years later, in 1829, the Metropolitan Police
would be set up by then-Home Secretary Sir Robert Peel. Until then,
these volunteer policemen - few in number - were unable to meet the
demands of a large city with such a huge population surge as that
of London. Consequently, maintaining order and combating
criminality were infeasible feats under the given
circumstances.

So a man like
Wilbur Barnaby, as outrageous as it might appear, was a necessary
evil for London at that time. And this is because that mighty crime
boss had the power to control the London Babylon and maintain the
well-being and orderliness of its social fabric. In other words, in
London in 1824, there was no guild or organization or even an
elected board of directors that would think of opposing the will of
Dirty Wilbur.

The history
of Wilbur Barnaby is indicative of the nickname "Dirty". The son of
alcoholic parents, Barnaby began his criminal career from the age
of fourteen working for local East End gangsters. At the age of
fifteen, he was arrested for petty theft and sentenced to eighteen
months in prison. His brutal stature and developed muscular
strength made him capable of earning a decent income from the age
of nineteen as a boxer in illegal bare-knuckle boxing
(that being
glove-free boxing) mostly held in the back yards
of pubs near the London Docks.

At twenty-two
he killed his first man: In a bare-knuckle boxing fight, his
opponent died after a merciless punching. This incident became the
reason behind his being given the nickname "Dirty Wilbur" and
forced him to retire from the boxing profession and work secretly
for the Central London criminal syndicate as enforcer and
executioner. Both his ruthless nature as a murderer and his rigid
character on key principles such as loyalty and trust made him
highly respected within his circle, leading him to ascend in the
hierarchy of the London underworld and ultimately to lead it. In
his fifty-six years of age, Wilbur Barnaby was now the central
brain of the British capital and the main guiding force of
developments within it. Of course he was intelligent enough to
remain invisible, distant from public life, with his legend
wandering like a ghost in the big city.

Occupying
this dominant position in London, one of Barnaby's main
responsibilities was to act as a liaison between the two
aforementioned social classes - the aristocracy and the destitute -
intervening whenever a serious dispute or a major conflict of
interests arose. These of course did not involve offenses such as
thefts of wallets or pub brawls, the usual misdemeanors of the
Elephant & Castle gang laddies. A matter ought to be
important enough so that he
would devote his busy time to it and to
intervene drastically if deemed necessary.

It was
precisely such a matter that arose when a company of five
professional Soho gamblers (cardsharks-crooks would undoubtedly
be a more precise designation) complained to Barnaby that a
nobleman – of the highest elite -
owed to them the considerable sum of six thousand
stirlings from games of whist. His name,
George Gordon Byron.

The matter
became even more serious when these five gamblers informed Barnaby
that Mr Byron had left England in order to evade the exorbitant
debts and the numerous erotic scandals that pursued him, that he
had now settled in the rebeled against the Turks country of Greece
and that he had just sold the Rochdale Manor estate in England for
the sum of 11,250 strirlings to support the Greeks' struggle for
independence. Since these five gamblers were old acquaintances and
loyal associates of his, Barnaby felt he had to deal with the
matter personally and with extreme stringency. Barnaby knew three
things about George Gordon Byron up until then: he was a lord, rich
and a well-known poet.

The
complexity of the matter laid in the fact that Lord Byron was away
abroad. For this reason, the process of finding the gentleman and
settling the debts would require careful and key interventions.
After Barnaby bid farewell to his five acquaintances by assuring
them that he would undertake the matter himself by sending his own
people to Greece, he fell into a long contemplation over
the set of actions of the whole business. He decided to assign this
mission to two people.

One would
definitely be the Welsh Bugs Hamhaduke, the so-called
"neckwringer". And allow the author of this narrative for the time
being not to extend to the reasons why Hamhaduke acquired this
nickname. Let's just exposit that Hamhaduke was one of Barnaby's
most trusted stooges and that he killed clearly for pleasure with
complete disregard for human life. For the second man assigned for
the mission, Barnaby decided to adopt the risky tactics of
whist and take a brave gamble. This is because Barnaby intended to
hire a man whom he had never met himself. And anyone who knew
Barnaby would also know that this was an unthinkable move for his
character.

It
had been almost a year now that a mysterious gentleman had made
his appearance in London's circles of high society. He was always
dressed in Savile Row's high fashion, in attire that never deviated
from the color of black beyond some faint dark purple touches such
as the silky scarf that protruded from the outer pocket of his
tailcoat or the delicate grey stripes on the waistcoat and the
collar. But his attire was nothing more than a mere supplement to
his haunting figure that did not allow his entourage to resist the
impulsive wondering about the man's origins.

He was tall,
dark, with a face well-shaped and hairless, but unnaturally pale as
if it strove to bear testament to the man's passing at the other
end of the spectrum of death. His eyes seemed to have been
overshadowed by an elegiac veil of fate, and from within its eerie
darkness glowed the fiery red streaks of the irises that told tales
of forgotten mythologies of former times. At first glance it would
be reasonable for someone to assume that this man was a foreigner.
They would however be immediately surprised to hear his deep
velvety voice speak fluent English and with a vocabulary unusually
sophisticated, even if his pronunciation was loaded with an
attractive imperfection of overtoning the consonants.

The stories
regarding the man's past were so confusing and so contradictory
that it wasn't worth taking them seriously. But although he was
known as Lord Jules
Greywood, there was no document or
certificate attesting to this title of nobility.

The irony of
the case is that the legend of this enigmatic figure began as a
fault of the five aforementioned gamblers. About a year ago the
company of the five frequented the Stratford Club in the Portland
Place district, near Soho. These five gentlemen had been ravaging
this club for quite some time with various tricks and sleights that
only the experts on whist can perform based on organized schemes.
The Stratford Club was a reputable place with prestige and its
overwhelming majority of patrons consisted of aristocrats of the
high society. The company of the five managed to treasure up from
the ignorance of the unsuspecting rich until Lord Greywood made his
appearance at the club.

The five
scheming gamblers attempted to apply their cons onto the Lord with
disastrous results. Lord Greywood obtained at least three thousand
sterlings from the company, and for the five crooks this gentleman
symbolized none other but the end of their tenure at Stratford
Club. But as the gambling quirk can be even more addictive than the
imported opium which the Chinese immigrants fed London with, the
company of the five decided to proceed to sneakier
tactics.

So their next
game with the Lord was played with a bastardized deck. When the
Lord defeated them once again, the five gamblers were outraged as
they realized they had before them a criminal mind that was well
beyond their levels. And they could not of course blame the Lord
for fraud as it is admittedly inappropriate for a thief to accuse
another thief of lacking collegiate ethos, especially in a place
like the Stratford Club where scandals of this sort had no
place.

Consequently,
the company of five commissioned Jim Morgan, the swiftest knife of
the East End, to eliminate the hated Lord and thus avenge the
thousands of sterlings lost because of him. Jim Morgan lurked for
Lord Greywood one night in March of 1823 outside Stratford Club
with his infamous reclining pocket knife that had sent many
unfortunate souls to the other world. That was the last night
anyone ever saw or heard of Jim Morgan. East End's "swiftest knife"
disappeared without a trace. What happened to him remained an
unsolved mystery.

However, Lord
Greywood continued to stolidly interact with London's high society,
enjoying the life of a genuine bon viveur, and even consolidating
in his adjoining circles the public image of an intellectual with
sophisticated tastes and admirable cultivation. There were not
anyway many other members of the esteemed aristocracy capable of
reciting extensive extracts from John Milton's "Paradise Lost" or
criticizing with arguments the English translations of Virgil's
latin epics by John Dryden. Needless to say, the irresistible charm
practiced by the Lord on all ladies was such that it made many
irritable husbands boil with envy.

The incident
of Jim Morgan's disappearance spread like wildfire to the East
End's underworld. As a result, the East End clique approached the
Lord not for retaliation but for the recruitment of his services,
bearing in mind the Lord's ability to master the London social
scene. The task that the East End clique entrusted the Lord with
was not so easy at that time, and the reasons for this will be
clarified below. The Lord had to, according to the clique's
dictates, apply his famous prestige on the East End breweries in
order to regularly obtain the beer produced by
Newcastle-born Jeremiah Jenkins.

Jenkins was
one of the oldest members of the East End underworld. The new
methods introduced by the Industrial Revolution in the brewing
trade prompted him to invest a great capital of his own savings to
set up his own brewery and to pose himself as a brewer, since he
himself was always a lover of beer. The problem, however, was that
the East End breweries had set up their own autonomous and – all
through - exclusive consortium with Britain's association of most prominent
brewers – a fact Jenkins was unaware of until
then. The East End underworld proved unable to force local brewers
to buy Jenkins' beer. And this was because the East End underworld
had been significantly weakened mainly by the massive inflow of
immigrants in the area.

Although the
East End underwold was in collaboration with the Central London's
criminal Syndicate, Wilbur Barnaby refused to get involved in the
affair for the simple reason that the East End breweries already
constituted a financial carcinoma for the Soho pubs which he had
under his control. The East End breweries were dirt-cheap, and
which alcoholic - out of the thousands in London - would not prefer
to spend just a few shillings to consume tens of pints of beer? In
short, Jeremiah Jenkins was now threatened with bankruptcy. And the
East End underworld – consisting of none but a few minor feudal
lords and petty thieves of the bottom division - was facing
complete extinction.

Lord Greywood
set a condition in order to take on the task assigned to him, a
fact that caused amazement to the East End clique as to the man's
nerve. The Lord demanded to taste Jenkins' beer himself to see if
it was worth devoting his time to promoting it to the East End
breweries. Jenkins was too proud of his beer to refuse the Lord's
challenge, so he sent him a box containing twelve bottles. The Lord
examined the beer in its smallest detail, pouring it into a glass
in minimum quantities to observe the timing of its foam formation.
Jenkins' beer was suitably dark, the bittersweet taste of its
roasted malt wiggled magically unto the palate, and its texture was
dense enough to accustom the intellect with its slightly increased
amount of alcohol. Yes, Jenkins knew about beer and produced it
with undeniable care.

Subsequently,
Lord Greywood launched a campaign in the East End breweries that
lasted for about two months. Two months were enough for the Lord to
achieve what the clique could not manage. After two months, all
East End breweries were supplying themselves with Jenkins' beer. In
fact, all but one.

Only the
brewery of King Arthur Tavern, which stood next to St Mildred's
Cathedral, near the London Docks, rejected Jenkins' beer. The King
Arthur Tavern belonged to Timothy Smith, a deeply religious
Protestant with a fathomless devotion to Christianity. Smith did
not deign to meet Lord Greywood, and the Lord did not deign to meet
Smith, each for his own reasons. But that was of little importance.
Smith didn't even get to see his clientele shrink as King Arthur
Tavern was soon attacked by an invasion of rats that settled
under the
brewery's grounds and were breeding at a high rate. Smith was thus
forced to close the business and the place was put to
quarantine.

Lord Greywood
was not content to promoting Jenkins' beer just to the East End
breweries. He even managed to persuade the Stratford Club owners to
buy it, and so the Stratford Club became the first ever gentlemen's
club to serve beer as well since clubs of its sort served mostly
liquors and beverages.

So everyone
was happy in the end: Jenkins was selling his beer, Lord Greywood
was receiving his commissions, the case of Jim Morgan's
disappearance was lapsed and the East End clique now realized that
in the Lord they had an ace up their sleeve. But it wasn't long before
the clique wanted to explore Lord Greywood's talents in other, more
fiendish services.
These had to do with "disposals" of
people.

The
Napoleonic Wars - and in particular the invasion of the Napoleonic
armies in Amsterdam - were the main reason for the large number of
immigrants in London.
Many of them were Jewish capitalists whose
considerable funds flowed in and accumulated in the
city making it even more powerful. A large proportion of
these immigrants however were scums, military mercenaries with no
homeland or code of ethics. They belonged to the criminal nature of
humans and flooded the East End area with ferocious intentions,
setting up gangs that did not hesitate to resort to bloodied cruel
tactics in order to consolidate their local sovereignty. As a
result, the Lord was commissioned to rid East End of the foreign
bosses of these parasitic gangs.

Lord Greywood
successfully carried out this mission too. Over time, the foreign
leaders of those small gangs disappeared one after the other in the
same way that Jim Morgan was wiped off the face of the earth
without a trace. The clique never learned the methods by which the
Lord acted in order to achieve his feats. But knowing the Lord's
secretiveness over these issues, they never put any pressure on him
to learn details. What mattered was that the East End underworld
regained the glory it seemed to have lost. And Lord Greywood had
now become known as the East End's
Nightwalker, which of course could not
escape the attention of "Dirty Wilbur".

Lord Greywood
did not foster any fondness whatsoever for the sobriquet East End's
Nightwalker because such a designation
contradicted the social reputation he had acquired in the
aristocratic circles of West End. For the Lord, the exterminating
of the foreign mobsters of the East End constituted merely to an
implementation of surgical procedure in the area. That is to say he
used this tactic in order to remove the diseased tissue of London's
society. Moreover, the Lord never considered that he was doing
anything morally reprehensible, and for this reason he separated
himself from the bunch of East End's underworld that was gradually
supplemented with a whole batch of illiterate
dockworkers.

This
distancing on the Lord's part, however, was not confined to the
underworld of East End but expanded on all of his social
interactions. This characteristic of the Lord's personality became
especially evident to "Dirty Wilbur" when the kingpin asked to meet
with the Lord and surprisingly found that no one knew his place of
residence and that the only way to communicate with him was through
text messages in Stratford Club. Wilbur Barnaby was no ignorant of
human idiosyncrasies
because of his lifelong experience with all kinds
of people. But in the Lord he saw an endless loneliness, a past
that was probably burdened, a man who tasted the pleasures of
social gatherings only to minutely escape an isolation he actually
craved with unusual lust. This trait of the man fascinated "Dirty
Wilbur" who invited the Lord through Stratford Club to his personal
headquarters at Manor House No 21. The Lord accepted Barnaby's
invitation, and the meeting of the two men was arranged for a night
in February of 1824.

The meeting
had to take place at night. It was by now widely known that Lord
Greywood never appeared during daytime.











II

How would
London of that period be described by a figure as romantic and
melancholic as the poet Lord Byron?












	
A mighty mass of
brick, and smoke, and shipping,
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Dirty and dusky, but
as wide as eye
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Could reach, with
here and there a sail just skipping
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In sight, then lost
amidst the forestry
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Of masts; a
wilderness of steeples peeping


	
 






	
On tiptoe through
their sea-coal canopy;
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A huge, dun cupola,
like a foolscap crown
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On a fool’s head,—and
there is London Town!


	
 










The coach's
cubicle was small and its roof low. That is why Lord Greywood was
forced to remove his standard black top hat from his head and place
it on the velvet seat. The coach's horses pressed their shod feet
hard on Fleet Street, and in their repeated neighs the Lord sensed
the animals' complaint for the night's frosty fog. The coach-rides
always gave Lord Greywood the opportunity to gaze upon the city
through the window glass at the pace set by the horses' gallop. The
Fleet Street buildings passed before his eyes, the Temple Bar
monument, the Peele's Coffee House, the publishing houses of the
Morning Post and Bell's Weekly Messenger. Though it'd been dark for
some time, the old lamplighter was still litting the
gas lamps of the street. Under the scanty light of the gas slipped
fleeting figures of tailcoated youths heading straight to the Soho
district for their nightly entertainment.

The Lord's
longsighted gaze also caught the cats that, with sudden feline
jumps, hid behind the stone walls or climbed the tiled roofs of the
houses upon sensing a human being approaching. Lord Greywood had a
fondness for cats - especially the black ones. As they too showed
an unusual intimacy with him.

The driver
pulled the horse's bridles abruptly and the coach stood outside the
St. Dunstan's Church on Fleet Road, just as the ride was agreed.
The driver refused to enter Soho's heartland during the nightly
hours because, as he explained to the Lord, the area's underaged
pilferers had stolen his pouch of fare money three times. Lord
Greywood got out of the coach, pulling out of the door's inner encasement his
black redingote and his cane.

"Take care of
your wallet in Soho, sir. Listen to my advice" said the coach
driver as the Lord gave him the five shillings for the
ride.

The church of
St Dunstan - prior to its rebuilding in 1831 - had been erected in
the Middle Ages, and its modest facade lacked the cruciform motifs
that commonly adorned the cathedrals and which disturbed the
Lord's eyesight. At
each pass of his from the spot, the Lord liked to
scrutinize the gothic clock of the church: A triangular arch
supported by four buttresses, and beneath it the mechanical figures
of Gog and Magog each striking his own bell at the
passing of every quarter of the hour. Magog had just striken his
own bell with his rod and the circular clock face indicated the
time at a quarter past nine.
The Lord's meeting with Wilbur Barnaby had
been arranged for ten.
The walk to Soho was about twenty minutes,
so there was no danger of delay.

He put his
black redingote over him, not because he was cold but to protect
the seam line of his cashmere tailcoat from the icy crystals of the
treacherous fog that were passing along all the ash of the city's
chimneys and could destroy the fabric. The truth of the matter is, this
scrupulosity on the Lord's part in regards to his tailcoat did not
concern the garment itself. The Lord simply felt an unlimited
respect for the tailor of Savile Row who employed all his
craftsmanship to make this particular tailcoat, as he felt an
unlimited respect for every man practicing his craft - any craft -
with exaggerated zeal. This was also the reason why he collaborated
with Jeremiah Jenkins who was extremely meticulous in the
production of his beer. Lord Greywood regarded the highest virtue
in man his passion for the craft he chose as a life's career. The
Lord knew that this human trait is generally hard to come by and,
therefore, enviable.

From within
the thick fog the young paperboy emerged, with the Evening Gazette
stack under his armpit and announcing loudly the front page's
headline: "The latest developments about
the Corn Law! New reactions from the Merchants' Union!”
Lord Greywood gave the young man half a penny and
took the eight-page brochure in his hands.

As usual, he
went over the initial pages with the reports on parliamentary
procedures, the readers' correspondence on local issues, the social
column about the receptions in the Regents Park royal palace, Mrs
Finlay's suggestions for womens' fashion, the classified ads, the
monthly agricultural report, the cultural events (though the Lord
noted mentally that famed actror Edmund Kean would perform six
Shakespeare plays in six consecutive nights at the Royal Cogburn
Theater) and stopped at the brochure's last pages featuring the
international news report. The Lord's interest lied in
international issues and in particular the news that concerned
European affairs. He began to read the article entitled
ABOUT THE EASTERN
QUESTION, smirking beforehand as he was
aware of the columnist's vitriolic style of writing.

And who are
ultimately those people who identify themselves as "Hellenes"
impudently linking their history with the history of the glorious
ancient Hellenic (=Greek) civilization, rebelling supposedly in the
name of the Christian Orthodox faith (how logical is it really to defend one's Christian faith
with arms? I cannot help but wonder) and
seeking support from the rest of Europe's Christian nations to
establish their own independent Greek nation at the same time when
they are unable to agree between themselves? A rabble of
inarticulate cries and belligerent tendencies, is the most correct
answer.

The ideal of
the Holy Alliance between the Great Nations (as expressed by the
declarations of the Alliance both in the Congress of Laibach in
1821 and in that of Verona the following year) is the consolidation
of a permanent peace in a Europe that for a century now has been
plagued by wars and conflicts. It is therefore reasonable that any
revolutionary movements (such as that of Spain, of Italy and - of
course – Greece) would be regarded as legally null and void since
they are conflicting with the principles of the Public
International Law.

The
intellectuals of our time – the so-called "romantics" - rushed to
condemn the ideal of the Holy Alliance as "despotism" against the
freedom of nations. Prominent representatives of the letters -
names such as Thomas Moore, Lee Hunt, Cam Hobhouse, Walter Savage
Landor, Jeremy Bentham and, of course, George Gordon Byron - now
each claim his own share of the tide of philhellenism which
occupies Europe lately. Along with them followed our own Secretary
of State for Foreign Affairs, the sad George Canning. And I'm
referring to the man as "sad" because his policies and actions will
someday render our country sad.

In his
attempt to faithfully follow the spirit of the aforementioned
"romantics" and adhering to his own (intransigent) ideology of the
nations' independence, this sad politician (Canning) has
transformed London – more or less – into a funding
centre for the Greek struggle
for liberation. The Greeks have already
been given an enormous amount of money by a British lender (£
800,000 from House Lofnan) and it is being rumored that they will
soon be given a second loan. Upon a second reading of course, one
can understand the purpose of Canning's strategy. Apparently, it is
intended to set up a political barrier against the Russian
expansionism. Even so however, the man's actions can only be
described as unreasonable when he supports a nation whose
ethnological identity is in definite question.

At this point
every astute reader is required to wonder: But shouldn't the
Ottoman leave Europe eventually? Of course, the Ottoman must leave
this continent. This 'Sick Man of Europe' is growing increasingly
sicker, and his heritage is nothing short of precious. And
therefore the sharing of it between the Great Nations should be
born of prudence, always keeping in mind the ideal of the Holy
Alliance for European peace. Therefore, the Ottoman's withdrawal
will only be realized after circumspection and substantial
interventions. The Eastern Question needs diplomacy and political
fermentation, not senseless revolts and constitutions of
pseudo-nations. The Eastern Question can only be resolved with a
strong and indivisible Europe.

Alas, is the
(unpopular, authoritarian, hegemonic but also tragically rational)
Austrian Chancellor Clemens von Metternich so wrong when he
proclaims far and wide that a Greek nation is not valid in essence?
Is he so rejective when he describes the Greek political actions as
"insolent and clumsy"? Not even the Pope - whose supreme vision
would undoubtedly be the union of Christianity within a united
Europe - accepted the Greek mission to be heard at the Verona
Congress. None of this is of any importance to Mr George Canning,
who continues undeterred a foreign policy that will - sooner or
later - prove damaging to our Great Britain. But don't be fooled,
dear readers. Through the Eastern Question lies at stake - not only
our own fate but also - the fate of all Europe.

Arriving at
Soho, Lord Greywood left the newspaper on a bench and wore his
white satin gloves on his hands. His hands were not cold. This was
a common practice of the Lord's as he walked through the Soho
district at night. It could very well be seen as an indirect
demonstration of snobbery on his part as he wanted to separate
himself from the youths who moved about in similar but cheap
coats and whose social status did not pertain to his own. The white
satin gloves were a silent warning to any concerned party who
happened to be walking around Soho at that time: If it were
necessary for anyone to address the Lord for any reason, they would
have to do so in the
appropriate manner of civility. Otherwise it
would be preferable not to bother talking to him at all. This was
also manifested by the Lord's way of walking, holding his back
straight and imperceptibly striking the cane on the
ground.

Even with
this dense fog, Soho's nervous pulse didn't stop being perceived by
the senses. On his way the Lord happened upon the usual drunkards
who lurched out of packed pubs like the Blacksmiths' Inn or
the Hope & Valor or the Duke Of York Wine House. They all bore
upon them the foul smell of sour alcohol, and they glared at Lord
Greywood as if for a second they were interrupting their fierce
line of thought by
drunkenness in order to inspect his dark
face.

Slowly also
emerged the prostitutes of the streets with the pink bonnets and
the lace bodices pulled down to reveal their exuberant
cleavages.
At the Lord's passing, they lifted the crinolines flamboyantly up
to the garters, rocking their shapely legs under the silk tights.
Their whispering pleas were bursting through the noise and the
music like the quivery flames of the gas lamps in the misty
atmosphere.

“Now, that's a real gentleman! How would you like a companion for tonight,
sir? "

"It is a
shame for such a man to walk alone. Come with me and I'll take you
to Eden's garden, sir. "

"Buy me a
beer and then we'll go to my room, gorgeous. Tonight you will have
fun, I guarantee you that."

Soho's
prostitutes were deeply acquainted with the mentality of London's
male population. They were by now accustomed to subtle gestures or
shy blinks of men
and were able to diagnose any secret desires that
stubbornly refused to manifest themselves. But upon Lord Greywood's
gaze they fell in gloomy contemplations as soon as that
characteristic flame-red tint sparked its eerie flare through the
irises of the eyes.

The
Lord's gaze betrayed
a bewildering nature, a desire deeper than the
carnal one, a lust beyond that of sexual intercourse. This element
caused both fear and irresistible attraction to the prostitutes, so
their appeals were abruptly ceased as if their faculties were
swayed by his haunting figure. It only took a few seconds for them
to get lost in a daze, unable to take their eyes off him and
indecisive as to whether they had before them a human being or a
beast with murderous intentions.

Passing by
the violinist who was singing The Marriage
of Sir Gawain on
the street and who was dancing all the way to the violin's rhythm,
the Lord pulled out the coins in the left pocket of his waistcoat
and tossed them into the cap which the violinist had left on the
ground. "Thank you! Thank you very much sir!” yelled the violinist
and began to strike the bow on the violin's strings with greater
force.

King Arthur liues in
merry Carleile,

And seemely is to
see,

And there he hath
with him Queene Genever,

That bride soe bright
of blee.


Then the Lord
searched his waistcoat's right pocket and pulled out a handful of
pennies. He kept them in his fist until he reached the group of
kids who begged the passerbys for some change so that they'd buy
roast potatoes from the old potato-baker who stood on Rose Road and
roasted the potatoes in the brazier's cinder. As soon as they
caught sight of the Lord, the kids rushed at him, and he opened his
fist offering the pennies. The kids took all the coins and shouting
hurried and docked "thank you" they ran straight towards the old
baker.

Where the
lambency of the gaslights failed to reach, the fading moonlight
sneaked into and anointed those Soho corners that had surrendered
to the bleakness of the night. The blue shade of the moonlight
shaped upon the convolutions of the fog faces of damned people, and
then emerged the faces of the beggars who groaned seeking charity
from the dark corners and miraculously their pale faces matched in
harmonious correspondence the faces of the blue shade. And the Lord
marveled at the way nature could compose such magical
phantasmagorias with only a little light and some fog.

The Lord
could feel nothing but compassion for the hapless statue of King
Charles II that stood in the center of Soho Square shrouded in the
embrace of the white cold marble and which had to endure the
disturbance of its deathly tranquility by the three young men -
fresh from quarrels and blind drunk - who urinated it together.
After cruising past them in discontent, the Lord stood outside the
three-storeyed dwelling of Manor House No. 21.

He gazed at
the facade's structure with the large windows, framed by yellow
bricks. Behind the windows' lace curtains glowed the deep purple
color of the oil lamps and the human silhouettes were just about
discernable in the blur. The Lord walked up the marble steps of the
façade and hastily examined the triangular lintel of the entrance
with the two relief lions holding the royal coat of arms. The
number 21 that stood imposing on the front door as well as the
knocker were made of bronze. The Lord struck the knocker three
times, and the thumps of bronze upon the oak door sounded like the
thunders of the London sky just before a winter
rainstorm.

The door
opened, revealing the old butler's lunky figure. The butler was
dressed in a tight corset made of dark green brocade. Underneath
the brocade's intricate rhombuses, the Lord could discern the six
curved metal binders the corset contained in order to keep the
waist girth small. A distinctive batwing bow tie was tacked with a
golden pin on his collar. He too wore white satin gloves like the
Lord's.

"Welcome to
the White House, sir. Do come in, please" said the butler with a
weak voice, and the Lord entered the foyer.

The foyer was
decorated in Rococo Louis Kenz style. Opposite stood a closed beige
double door. An ecru chair with curved legs and a walnut cabinet
were on the right. Four soft-colored oval paintings with
representations of Eden's Adam and Eve adorned the walls and
between them hung rose veils with wavy stripes on their silky
texture. A crystal chandelier hung from the ceiling and shone from
the light of the spermacetis on its lampstands. An
ivory-colored garderobe of beech wood was on the left and on it
lied canes, hats and redingotes. The floor consisted of thousands
of precious tesserae that made up a faithful imitation of Sandro
Botticelli's Birth of Venus
depicting the goddess of love emerging from the
foams of the sea in a shell.

The butler
was provident enough to improve the aesthetics of the space with a
deodorant rose oil. This was testified by the glass vial with the
spray pump on the cabinet and its scent was so strong that it
neutralized the odors of the spermacetis' burnt
wicks and made the foyer smell like a rosebush meadow.

"Would the
dear sir like to hand his redingote over to me, and anything else
he considers himself fit for
the garderobe?" asked the
butler.

The Lord took
the redingote off him and handed it to the butler along with his
hat, cane and gloves. The butler took the things into his hands
with devout care, but before moving to the garderobe, his old gaze
clouded over with shame and, lowering the gray temples, he turned
to the Lord without looking at him.

"Would the
dear sir allow me to be so bold as to ask if he carries any weapons
on him, such as a pistol or a knife?" he asked.

"No, I don't
carry weapons with me. I never carry weapons. If I did, they would
ruin the line of my tailcoat” replied the Lord.

"An excellent
response, sir. An excellent response indeed" said the butler and
his wrinkled face was marked by a wide smile of
rejoicing.

After hanging
the Lord's belongings in the garderobe, the butler headed for the
cabinet with light steps that felt like those of a Buddhist monk.
Opening the cabinet's glass door leaves, he pulled out a crystal
bottle containing a liquid of dark green color like his dark green
corset. He poured the dark green substance into a small glass and
then dropped in it a small spoonful of sugar from the gold-plated
sugar bowl that stood beside. And after mixing the contents of the
glass with the spoon until the sugar was completely dissolved in
the substance, the butler offered the glass to the Lord.

"Absinthe,
sir. French. The best. I would advise the dear sir to drink it
straight up and not with multiple sips. "

The Lord
brought the glass to his nostrils to smell the aromas of fennel and
anise and then - at the
butler's suggestion - brought it to his
lips and swallowed it all in one go. The bitterness of the absinthe
leaves girdled the taste buds with its tentacles but, before the
face even managed to form a wince of aversion, the sugar with the
alcohol began a princely waltz with each other, one that elevated
the intellect into domains of emerald counterworlds. Soon the great
Green Fairy descended and shut the Lord's eyelids with her delicate
hands and then matter and
supernature were instantly eradicated from
human senses plunging the universe into a cool darkness.

"Exquisite.
Truly exquisite. My congratulations" said the Lord under the
influence of the green elixir.

“I am very glad the dear sir enjoyed
it. And now, allow me to announce
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