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THE GREAT DESSERT RAID OF 1882.

(A FROG IN THE HALL OF DISTORTIONS).

Volume one.
By the Rt. Hon. Quincey Riddle Esq.

“History is a myth that we agree to believe in” — Napoléon
Bonaparte.

(“So, that’s where all this Post-Modernist codswallop
started. Always figured I'd been marching on the wrong side
of the street.” Ed)



What follows from hereon out is the truth, the whole truth,
and nothing but the truth. Not a word of it is a lie. Honest!

Copyright © 1227 Genghis Khan. All rights expired.

Any part of this page may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval
system and transmitted in any form and by any means:
electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning,
robotic, telepathic or otherwise. References to any individual,
location or event, actual or surreal, are entirely delusory. All
illegal actions are welcomed by members of the Borjigin family.



Author’s Foreword.

Just don’t tell Marlowe what ever you do! One lame Uzbek was
quite enough thanks!

Introduction.

ON THE STEPPE, WHEN THE SKY IS BLUE AND THE
CLOUDS ARE COTTON, THE HORIZON IS ENDLESS.

De Vol-au-Vent had clearly lost his way.

“Look! He's there!” ... ....Cholmondeley.
“Who?".......Stirrup.

“Him!" ... ....Ricardo-Coutts:
“Why?”.......De Ath.

“Who knows? " ... .... Arbuthnot-Arbuthnot.
“Shambhalah!” ... ....De Ath.

The diminutive figure scribed a lonely outline along the
massive Dun Huang ridge in search of his nemesis. The dunes
stretched for hundreds of miles along the northern limit of the
Tibetan plateau as it merged with the Taklamakan before
reaching Kashgar and the Pamir. Zhong Nan Hai of course knew
full well how isolated the spot was: which was why its residents
had designated Lop Nor as their nuke test site. After all. who
would be likely to give a monkey’s for a bunch of Turks who
had supported the Tang and the Yuan dynasties all those
centuries previously: particularly since they had inconveniently
deviated by converting to Islam. Let’em glow in the dark!



Welcome




CORE M BERS OF THE GREAT DESSERT RAID OF
1882,

Back row, left to right: Dr de Ath, The Marquis Claude de
Vol-au-Vent and Wing Commander Reginald Plantagenet
Arbuthnot-Arbuthnot (Ex Red Arrows). Front row, left to
right: Lady Callista Sinclair Ricardo-Coutts, Sister Ruth
'Lemony' Stirrup and Dame Emily 'Lister-Jag' Cholmondeley.




THE CAST
(in order of appearance)

Lady Callista Sinclair Ricardo-Coutts.

Dr. de Ath.

Sister Ruth ‘Lemony’ Stirrup.

Chinese Undergraduate.

Mongolian Maitre d’.

The Marquis Claude de Vol-au-Vent.

Dame Emily ‘Lister-Jag’ Cholmondeley.

Wing Commander Reginald Plantagenet Arbuthnot-
Arbuthnot.

Special Agent Titus Burgermeister I11.

Al Capone.

Rolf ‘The Austrian’ Harris Tweed Schultz.

Chinese Farm Hands.

Sergeant Pe Luo De (Renmin Wuzhuang Jingcha Budui /
People’s Armed Police Force).

The Pathologist.

Commander Lionel ‘Buster’ Crabbe (Royal Navy).

Hassan ‘The Assassin’ Babur.

The Ghost of Amir Timur.

Lieutenant Wong Xu Zi (Zhongguo Renmin Jiefang Jun /
People’s Liberation Army).

Mullah Nazrudin.

Pony Express Rider.

Yul Khan.

Commander Duscha Duncanova (Boewnno-wopckoii ¢haom
CCCP/ Naval Military Forces of the USSR).

X.0. (Boenno-wopcxoit ¢hrom CCCP/ Naval Military Forces of
the USSR).

Railway Ticket Salesman.

Brother Wolfred (Glasgow Celtic).

Aleister Crowley (Golden Dawn).

Stanley Kubrick.

Lord Lucan. (“Who?” Ed)



EPISODE ONE
In The Land of the One-eved Crustaceans

The journey had begun for Ricardo-Coutts and de Ath towards
the end of their stint as lecturers working in a provincial
university somewhere in the north of China. *In’ is important to
appreciate here since, as with almost every Chinese work unit,
the font of knowledge was enclosed by its own great wall and
guarded at the main gate by an immense statue of *‘The Great
Helmsman® himself - striking a suspiciously fascist pose.
Outwith lay the fires of industrial hell. Taiyuan was precisely
the kind of growth on the arsehole of the human landscape that
de Ath hated to love. The poor man simply couldn’t help
himself; he would sit for hours at the foot of a blast furnace with
bated breath awaiting that glorious. incandescent moment when
it was tapped, and out flooded that spitting, searing river of
molten metal. There was something elemental about it, a quite
irresistible attraction, like standing atop a caldera at the instant
of eruption, with of course the knowledge that one wasn’t going
to end up as a museum exhibit in Naples. Coal mines too came
high on the list; he’d break out into a cold sweat at the mere
prospect of feeling the rush as the lift plummeted down the shaft
with the temperature rising as the depths approached. It was as
close as he ever got to sex in a lift!

For Ricardo-Coutts (a descendent of the St Clairs/Sinclairs),
magma was less of a draw. For her there was no death wish,
only a simple desire for happiness and green meadows. De Ath,
perversely, seemed to derive a kind of manic pleasure from
dissatisfaction and the challenge of the quest, you know: the old
Garden of Eden stuff. Lady Callista was unquestionably
clutching the short straw in Shanxi. The province, where not
under the cosh of heavy industry, had been ravaged by erosion
through centuries of inappropriate agriculture. Confused
telegraph poles stood like question marks on loess plinths
overlooking fields of sorghum that struggled to survive beneath.



EPISODE THREE
The Events Are Random in the Land Of Lost Mirages

When the hunger pangs struck in Huhehot, Ricardo-Coutts,
Stirrup and de Ath fell into the nearest hostelry. The maitre d’
was keen that such foreign dignitaries not be overly exercised by
the spiritual depravity so abundant on the ground floor, and duly
ushered our intrepid trio aloft. Upon emergence, it became
immediately apparent that hell was far from freezing over
upstairs. The fact is that when one Mongol gets drunk, the entire
neighbourhood tends to become paralytic. It must be said,
however, that there was a sincerely earnest attempt to establish
some kind of decorum. The poor chap though eventually gave
up with an exasperated wave: “The pleasure is entirely yours!”
seemed to be the message. It soon became apparent where the
difficulty lay. The domo had innocently assumed that all would
be well on the upper floor having previously introduced the
level above to his only other interloper of the day: a certain
Frenchman going by the soubriquet of the Marquis Claude de
Vol-au-Vent. Unused to having to cope with one foreigner a
year, he now found himself saddled with four! Damn! Not only
that, but it was a Sunday, and the establishment was packed to
the gunnels with horsemen. Our travellers quickly sized up the
situation, as feet flailed in a frantic attempt to cover up the
stupefied evidence beneath the top table. To no avail however.
Let’s face it., once you start to lose at drinking games with
Mongols, yvou're stuffed! There it was then, for all to see:
constrained behind the best defences that Mongol riding boots
can provide lay two horsemen and the unmistakable form of a
louche Frog wearing a pith helmet at an unusually jaunty angle.
After a rather self-conscious lunch., a hand appeared from
below, soon followed by a growth of flame-red hair and a
slurred utterance sounding vaguely like: “Mes amis!” Shortly
thereafter, both hair and hand submerged into silence, much to
the relief of the assembled clan. Only when de Vol-au-Vent had
come to terms with the fact that the wagon his newly found






