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Prolague
AiTo be or not to be, that is the questioa

Hamlet

The Tower of London 1554

and started to count to ten. Before he reached six, another scream erupted from the
cell behind him.
He restarted his count. This time he reached three. Fresh howls of pain ripped
through the air and he tried to not to imagine what was going on behind the bleak door.

Inside the cell, the woman lay exhausted on the straw bed, the smell of stde sweat heavy
in the air. The pain was so fierce she was barely aware of the three women surrounding her
in the fragile candlelight. One of the women grasped her hand whis pering instruc tions,
another knelt in front of her splayed legs and the third mutt ered prayers.

She could feel the baby wanting to escape from the prison of her womb. She screamed
ET EPOWEUWUT T wi O00O6PI EwUT 1 wOPEPDI 1 zUwBDOUUUUEUDOC
into the world, she saw it for the first time. Its eyes were tightly closed against the rude
interrup tion. She too closed her eyes, the emotions that flooded through her left her terrified.

The guard fixed his gaze on the flickering torch at the end of the stone passageway



Elizabeth wanted desperately to see her son and to hold him in her arms, but she knew
that would never be.

As the child burst into | ife and screamed its presence to the world, she felt as if a needle
had been slid into her heart. She was the daughter of King Henry VIII to the executed Ann
Boleyn, and was currently held prisoner in the Tower of London by her treacherous half -
sister Mary who had stolen the throne in her place.

Elizabeth believed her destiny was to be Queen Elizabeth of England, head of the House
of Tudor. If she could survive the Tower, her chance to become Queen could come. But if the
Church ever discovered she had given birth in a prison cell and that the father was already
married and a commoner, she would never leave these walls alive, let alone take the throne.

For the sake of England, Elizabeth knew her baby would have to be a secret never to be
admitted to anyone, not even to herself.



Act 1. SeneOne

AOut |, out brief candl e! | i1 feds but a wal
and frets his time upon the stage and then is heard no. more

Macbeth

18th December2009, 5.00:m

cold stone of a small, delicate statue of Peter Pan. The stone figure had been carved to
look full of life and youth and seemed exuberant, ready to leap off its plinth and fly
through the air to welcom e in the cold dawn.
Sitting on the harsh concrete, with his back propped up against the base of the statue,
was an English prince. He was stripped to the waist. His arms hung loosely at his side, and
it was with a huge effort the young man lifted his head up, forcing himself to try to take in
the beauty of the morning. The sun rose, cutting through the branches of the wizened oak
trees and into his eyes. The scent of damp grass was tainted with a faint souness. Blood.
He tilted his head and look down. Ma tted blood highlighted the horrific cuts in his chest,
a dozen or so deep slashes made by a cruel hand armed with a lethal blade. Blood dripped
rhyth mically onto the concrete floor around the statue, a slow tattoo beating out the last
moments of his life. The cuts formed two words. He tried to think, what could they mean?
But constant waves of pain made it impossible to hold any thoughts for more than a few
fractured seconds. He gave up on the words, knowing he was dying, and tried to think back
on his brief life, had he done what was expected of him?
What were the thoughts he wanted to treasure? His mother, dressed in white, the joy in
ITTUwl al UWEOGOwWUT O O0u@iOB0Udh EDO6 WU IGEWOPT I OUWEOQEW I
EEOCEDOT wEUwOE U U weéxEirbrh Hisggidfrierds Helfunidy wab inés after that first
holiday in Belize at the Bella Maya Resort in Placenciad wil DPUwi EUT 1 Uz UwYODPEIT woOE
OUPI EwUOOwx1 UUUEET wi POWUOWEOOT wUxwkhpbUT wOT T wi EOPO3
But then another image surfaced in his mind. The face of his attacker. There had been
UUET wEUUODPOT wi EVUT EwPOwUT 1 wOEOzUwl al UWEUwWUT 1T wOOE
After it was finally over the man had leant in close, hot breath brush ing his cheek. ?You
have no right to be heUl d w- OwUBT T OwUOOwadbluUwoPi il dw(zO0wUEODOI
you die, a new destiny will be born 6 2
As the sun rose, the city of London emerged from its sleep and stretched into life;
unaware that the future king of England, His Royal Highness Prin ce William, had died
alone.

Sunbeams slid through the bare branches of the trees of Hyde Park and settled on the



Act 1. SeneTwo

fiNow is the winter of our discontent
Richard 1

bobbed up and down inside his regulation black shirt.

?Car parking PUWE OQwl REPUDPOT wEUUDPOT UUBw( Uz Uwi UOOwWOI wE

about thisy ?As he spoke he lifted his hands in front of his face as if forming the words
inthe air. 261 WEOOz UwRNUUOwWOPO! wbl ECwbIi wE Od asabout@&HY 1 wbi E
parkso ?

Dan watched his boss, trying not to laugh. The remorseless marketing double talk
pinned the three clients from Heathrow Airport Car Parking Services into their chairs. Jonny
had used the same basic pitch last week to Cadbury on the launch of their new range of
organic premiere milk chocolate and the week before to the glorified burger bar TGI
%WUPEEazUBw-1 ROwPI 1 OzUwOI 1 UPOT UwbPUT w5 PEBOUDPEZz Uw
doubt unveil the same miraculous conclusion.

Although there were aspects of his job Dan loved, such as being asked to dream up
ground breaking ideas for advertising campaigns, he hated all the hot air and spin. But, he
was good at it, and it was a fair living.

They were sitting in a glass walled meeting room. On the other side of the office a goggle
eyed lump was gawping at him. It was the star of the show, a catfish called Eric who lived in
the huge aquarium at the centre of the busy marketing agency Big Fish Branding. Dan felt a
peculiar affinity with Eric. They were both foreigners trying to adapt to the English way of
OPi 1 w( Ow#EOZUWEEUI Owl |l wPEUWEOwW Ol UPEEQwPOUODOI
case he had been scooped out of an African river before ending up in London via three
months on a ship and a pet shop.

Uw) O00awUEOOI EOw#EOzZ UwODOE wb E O Eng théteadmihy OO w U 1

Eric was flapping about in such a listless manner. He guessed that having Deep Dish
#0OUT T OUUUWEVUWEWEODI OUWEOEWEOQOWEEEOUOUwWUI BDwEOPE A
El wxEUOwWOI wOT T wxUOEOI OB w#EOzUwUI I Ol EUDOOWUUEUI E
and he wondered whether he was in better or worse condition than Eric. His dark hair, grey
eyes and high cheekbones looked good from a distance. Yet up close it vas a different
matter. His pale skin and black rings under his eyes signalled too many hours working late
at the computer. It had been a demanding few months.

A 7 Y1 wdxOniinued Uonny. ?We need a positioning statement for the car parks,
something x OUPUDPYIT wUOwWUT EVwx] OxOl wEEOwWUI T wUT E0waduUz L
31 UOPOEOwW! whPOUOWEWEEUWXEUOWI OUwoOOwUl EUOO8 w( Uz L
customers who want the convenience of a nine minute bus ride to the terminal and cost
effective parking solutions. How about this for a strap line y ?He held up his arms as if
visualising a biblical scene in front of the clients. ?Space to growd e paused for dramatic
effect. ?"More spaces for parking, and with some of the meadow preserved, plants can still
growod ?

?But the central p-part of our business projectionsis to optiOP Ul w01 | wOEOEwUUI d w$
Pl WEOOzUwWUIT T wOT T wOl T EwOOwWOl | xwEOCawoOl wUT T wlOl EEQ]

Jonny, the Head of Client Services, was in full flow and his regulation shaved bald head



signifi cant r-revenuesd The perspiring rotund face of the senior client Derek leaned forward
across the faux Formica table. His profile cut into the beam from the projector and created
shadows on top of the PowerPoint presentation that looked like a hippo sitting on a toilet.
#1 Ul Oz UwUPI wUU sk to Bisuglaks®f spatkih§ wh@hand came to rest on the
plate of melting chocolate biscuits.

Marnie the Kiwi girl was the other member of the Big Fish branding team in the room.
Derek, in his usual cold bullying way, pointed at her. 78 OUz Y1 wery qu@tuwhat do
you think the key issue is for us herey Dan could see Marnie jump, there was no way that
she would know anything about this presentation. She was even fresher off the boat than
him in London and had only been drafted in to the meeting to make up numbers. Her face
turned crimson.

?Aaaah well, | erd ? she mumbled.

Dan cut in. ?Funny you should ask. Marnie was saying only yesterday it would be great
PR if you could preserve some of the meadows in the new parking lots. The green lobby
WOUEwOOYT wadUdswel OwodOPUOQwWUTT awodbT T Owil YI OQwx EUOwW
going on holiday 6 ®an leaned forward and clicked the mouse button on the Apple laptop,
launching a hypnotic animation and the next part of the present ation:

Additional Revenues from Airport Car Parking
Perceptions of Profit.

?Letting people park up is just the start O said Dan. ?We want to talk about what happens

Ol ROUOwPT 1T OQwxl OxOl wEUI whPOwUT T wEDPUx OUU wdefr wOOwUI
proposal on how you can increase income with extra services and keep a section of the

meadow to satisfy the environmentalists 6 ?

Jonny winked slyly at him and took over. 761 z Ul wOEOODPOT wOOEDPOI wEUAWE
"Opbpw i ECEAwWPOUOEWUT EOWET whkil OwaobdUzy hdweristhy) O Ew a O
Ul YI OUI UwPOUPEIT WEEUWXxEUOUB W61 zUI wUOEOODPOT WEEOUU wE
Pl zOOwxUI Ul UYT OwUDPT T OwPOwUI I wOPEEOI woOi wlUT 1T wpOUC
solar powered, pro-green and highly profitable car park 6 2

Jonny was interrupted by a delicate knock on the door and Heidi the office manager
came in bearing cups of coffee, pain au chocolat and doughnuts. It was all going terribly
well and everyone took a ten minute break. Dan stood up to stretch his legs, and leaving the
clients chatting headed back to his desk to check his email.

"1 EUT UOPw PUxOUUwWPEUOZUW#EOzZUwWwOOOawWUI T UOEUWEDOD
about eight or ten, all of whom thought they were the most important people in his life.

Every spare moment to catch up was essential. There were three new emails from
Heathrow, all making last minute additions to the meeting agenda. Predictably the clients
had forgotten all about them. Dan raced over his other emails, clicking on one from his mom
in San Diego. She was asking what he wanted for Christmas, which was still a couple of
weeks away, so off his radar. He dashed off a reply to her, explaining that yes, everything
was okay and yes, he could look after himself in London. After all he was in his mi d-thirties.
Then another email caught his eye.

Subject: Destiny Sent: 18 December 2009 09:46:21
To: Dan Knight (CD) (dan@bigfishbranding.co.uk)

Dan Knight of San Diego 1 your destiny waits.



http://www.nextkingofengland.com

His finger hovered over the delete button, but someUT DOT wUUOxx1T Ewl PO w31 1 w
OO0O00OwWODPOl WOUEPOEUAWUXEOS wW3T PUWPEUWEDI i1 Ul OUB w3l
in itself, but the fact they also knew his home town seemed strange. Dan read the email
address; it was aNo reply. He knew the virus paranoid IT director Marco would hate the
idea, but Dan decided to break the rules. He clicked through to the website. It linked to the
video website YouTube and a window popped up on his screen. There was a low quality
blurry image of a street late at night. To Dan it looked like security camera footage. The date
stamp showed it was from last night. The video showed trees, streetlights and a couple of
parked cars. A black cab passed by. Dan kept watching and after perhaps aminute, a man
with his arm flopped over the shoulder of his girlfriend flickered over the screen. Then a
limou sine drove past. Another thirty seconds passed and another man appeared on the
screen. He was tall, reasonably young and well dressed. He walked with his back to camera
but just for a split second he turned and looked up at the camera. Dan had to stop himself
gasping out loud.
The image that flashed in the camera lens was blurry but he was sure that just for the
briefest moment he was looking at his own face. The video still had another six minutes to
UUOQWEUUwW#EOZ UwOPOEWPEUWUxDOODPOT 6w
(UwbPEUOZzUOwWI POdw' 1 wi EEWET 1 OWwEUwWI 601 wEOOwWODPT T UB
Suddenly strong hands grabbed him from behind and span him round in his chair.
?Those weevils are waitingO wsaid Jonny, 2E OOz Uw EPUExx OPOUOw U011 O
meetingo ?
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Act 1: SeneThree
NThe evil that men do lives after therd
Julius Caesar

~J OUz Ul wEwi UEOPOT wEPUT UEE]T wOOwWUT PUwi EOPOA B w
n Call yourself a Fletcher? Consider yourself Oa w P OUUT awEEUT T Ul Uy w &

fool6 81 1 WOOEWOEOzZ UwUTI POOWOOOT wi EEIl wi EEwWET 1T O
twisted in rage.

It had been months ago but the words echoed in her mind.

Fiona was in the main lecture auditorium at Unive rsity College London when the
unwelcome memory had surfaced. Today was a big day for her, an introductory lecture to a
new course that she had designed. She had hoped that a few minutes of quiet contemplation
before her students arrived would focus her mind on the upcoming lecture . Instead she
found herself huddled in the deafening silence, paralysed by the ghosts of the past.

(Uwi EEWET T Owl EVUOGa w21 xUI OET UWEOGEWUT 1 wi EEWET T Ouw
Throughout the visit her father had followed her and her mother everywher e, talking
incessantly but vaguely about his new research. Every hour or two, Fiona had asked him to
sit with her and talk through what he had uncovered. Every time he had refused, telling her
DPUwWPEUOZ UWEWUET T wi O0UT T wxOEET wOOwWUI YI EOQwi PUwWUI EL

Then on the Sunday afternoon, as she was wheeling her Triumph Bonneville motorbike
out from the garage to head back to London, he had appeared in front of her. It was then,
just as she was leaving, that he insisted she listen to his discoveries. She told him she & &z U w
have the time, she was late.

His response was to explode with anger. PHow dare you treat my work like that? You
POUOEWET wOOUTI DOT whbbPUT OUUwWOT 6 w#OwadUwi 1l EUwWOI vy w- O
of no interest? Who the hell do you think you are? Wi a wWE OOz Uwa OUwl OWEEEOQw U
your pathetic ignorant runts, your chatter DOT WEOEUU] UwUUUET OUUy w8 OUz Ul w
OOOOWEUWUT T whEawa U wE 0hdhddsaréamdd 98 @ liug( Wiz wouEweEEDWIT TUE
OPOI OwbPl AawEEOZ UwaOwWaEOWOOUYy wHODUWEEGOYU wUIl | wi DPOWE
jeans looking like a ghastly hippy 6 2

B OUWEOO7z UwUI 1 Qushebntiritefed. UT wE U wWE OO

1T EUwPEUWUT EVUYy w# OO0z Uwa OUwWEOUPIT UwOil wEEEOwT PUOS U

Three of his front teeth were misUD OT WEOEwT 1 wi EEOz OwUT EY]I OwxUOxI
wiry grey hair were massing under his chin and the veins stood out on his neck. In
hindsight Fiona knew that was the moment she should have realised how bad things were.

But as it was, on that day, shehad wanted nothing more than to escape.

Yet within minutes of being on the road through the beautiful Cots wold countryside, she
had pulled over and burst into tears. She beat her thighs with her gloved fists and threw her
helmet onto the grass verge in frustration. She was overwhelmed with a sense of guilt at
leaving her mother on her own, but the desire to run away and get back to her own life had
won out.

But just one week later, when Fiona was back in London, something had changed in her
i EOT 1 UzHisuragleth&don reality had finally shattered, he had lost control and as a
result her mother had nearly died. Months later, Fiona was still plagued by guilt. She knew



ITTUwiEUIT UzZUwYDOO! OEl wi EEWET I OwEwUI WidGbowtOi wi DUL
xUaET OUPUWEOEWUET PaOxT Ul OPEWEOUOEOz DwUUOxwi T UwT
for not being there.

%DOOEZUwWOOEDPOI wxi OO0l wEU&a4AT]l EwPOwi 1l UWwEET OWEUET T
message from her best friend Nicky, a mature student at the University.

Good luck honey! Coffee later? Nx

There was a sudden commotion as the main doors to the auditorium were pushed open and
her students flooded in. She made her way up to the lectern and waited for the students to
settle down. On the lectern was a heavy medieval book she had chosen for this introductory
lecture, and her laptop. She cardully opened the book at the page she had marked. The
musty pages offered a familiar comfort.
She composed herself for a moment, looking out over the crowd. She leant forward into
the microphone. ?Hello every one, my name is Fionad ‘She paused, waiting for the students
to fall silent. 261 OEOOI wlUOwUI DPUWPOUUOEUEUOUawOl ECUUTI wUDU
21 EUIl Eazd w( z EwOb AJ wili 6aurE G Qudiuau@EDME ui adoxul i upd O Uz OO wl |
Ol wOawol ECUUT wUOwUPT OwUxwUOwUTl pPUwWl PUUOUaAWOBEUOI
quoted ‘She leant over and began to read.?Suppose that a famous weaver of magnificent
cloth always presented to the world designs that people recognised as his own. Then,
suppose if you were to examine in more detail the very weave of the cloth, and in truth saw
it revealed a different design, from a different weaver 6 2
She closed the book and looked up.?Now | d oubt anyone here can tell me who said that,
but you might have an idea what they were talking about y ?As she expected there was total
silence. She continued.?That quote was from a guy called Sir Francis Bacon. To those of you
PT OQWE OO0z Uwo OO mévmurad hbthitgliddd with BnuEhglish breakfastd There was
a snigger fromthe crowd. ? 1 WPEUwWOOOPOwUOwWT PUwi UPT OEVUWEUwWUT 1 u
I PUwDOUI OO0 EUGw' I ZUWEIT | OwET EEwi OUw@UPUIT wUOOI wibB
Elizabeth the first, so over 400 years ago. As well as being a spy and politician, he was a
world expert at the art and science of secrecy, developing many new techniques, some of
PT PET wbl ZOOWET wEI T EOPOT wOUUBwW3T ECw@UOUl whbUwi UO
fundam ental about how secret communications work 6 ‘She walked over to her laptop and
pressed play on the video player. 2 | wa OUWEEOwI I OwadUluUwil EEVWEUOU
understand what the course is all aboutd ?
A giant screen behind Fiona flashed into life shoving a montage of images from the
modern world: mobile phones, fax machines, television, postmen, radio, satellites. She
talked over the top of it.
?PImagine life in the sixteenth century. There was no television, no internet or computers,
cars, railO U Ow x OEOT UOQwi ERT UOQwxOUUwOI I PET UwdbUwI YI OWEwW
xT 001 WEOEwa OUwWEIT U U E :nGid & youEh@d irfoEn@ ot thabwaOidpoad w |
the only way to get it anywhere was with someone on a horse, unless you wanted to walk.
Think how long it would have taken to get from one end of the country to the other on a
horse. Hundreds of years ago, it was as difficult and time consuming to get from London to
Manchester as flying round the world is today. Mind you, in those days most of them
thought the earth was flat 8 2
2 OUwPT EUY w8 O Uik todeuwhrikburéntt@ezaltience, followed by a burst
of laughter. Fiona followed the sound, spotting a smart looking British Pakistani boy sat



amongst a group of similar students wh o had enough hair gel between them to be classified
as an industrial accident. Fiona suspected he was the leader of the group.

2 Owb i EUz UuyardthbskédE Ol

?Mohammed. Mo to my mates & ?

2. OEaw , O6w +1 UzUw DOET POI w adUz Ul wbéme$séiea EET Ul E
DOI OUOEUPOOwWaOUwoli 1 EwUOWI 1 UwOOwUOOl EQOEaOQwUI T wx U
T OUUl w' OPwWwPOUOEwWaOUwWI PET wUOT T wbOi OUOE M OOwUOwWH U

2 OUWEOUOEwWUT OYI wbyaveryoneldughedi OUUT z UWEUUI

Nice DET Ew, OOWEUUwW( zOwdOUwUUUl waObUwbOUOEWI YI UwT I
-O0wUl POOWEWEDPUwWOOUI wOEUI UEOOCaBw( OwUiI 1 wbEIT EQwb (
carrying secrets in the first placed 2 wOOOOwWw O WEOOI UUD OO w bubmodd 1 EwOY I
could see one of his crew smiling. He was a stocky youth in a Bolton Wanderers football
shirt. She turned to him. ?Yes. You. Go on, what do you thinky 2

A zO0wU0T POOPOT OwOPO!l wUT E0wl UAWUEPEwWPOwWUT EDWEDBOO
else, like another message that look innocent, neone gonna know it there in the first place 6 2

Fiona was impressed. 281 UOQw Ux QUw OO w3i1 EUzUwl REEUOGawbPI EQw
EDxT T UUOQwWUTT wUI ETOPOUI woOl wi PEPOT wEwWOItHWSET T w b b
UOOOwUUI EwEawl OYIT UOOI OUUWEOEwWwUOaEOUawi OUwT UBEUI
machinesy 2This time there were more nods. PEnigma was a German cipher machine that
the Nazis used in World War Two to tell their U -boat submarines where our naval fleet was
been able to crack those codes, Hitler would probably have won the Second World War and
we would all be goose stepping down Oxford Street. Internet security works essentially the
UEOI wPEAOWEUUwWUT EVZUwWUT T wUBDxwOil wOT 1T whbEIT ET UT 6 w3l
everything from the designs on banknotes, grl E0wpP OUOUwOi wEQPUOWEEUEOET UwE

Fiona stopped abruptly. There was a commotion at the back of the room. A student had
run in and was talking excitedly to the students on the back benches. A Mexican wave of
chatter cascaded through the students. Fiona callel the newcomer down to the front.
and perspiring, her eyes wild with excitement. ? EY1 Oz Uw &yOiwll W IERNEOZz UwY ODPEI
shrill, almost a scream.?- OO w O WE OQWWE Guu(( z @uwWU UT wa OUwl EYT Oz U8
"1 zZUWET EEGw( Uz U0wOOwWUIT 1T wbdOUI UOT UBw wYPETI O8w( Uz Uu
ITzZUwWEI EEQwUT T OQwi 1l wO®VUwWI EYI wgl 1l OwOUUET Ul E



Act 1: SeneFour

ANow cracks a noble heart. Good nighte®Prince, and flights of angels
sing thee to thy resto

Hamlet

room. The constant hum of industrial refrigeration units was broken by occasional
clicks from harsh strip lighting and the frigid air had an acidic aroma that lingered in
Uil woOl O0Ua wli wlT 1T wud6O6O0zUwYPUDPUOUUwWI OUWEEaUWEI
Inspector Brian Sawyer, a squat and heavyset man with curly black receding hair and
small dark eyes, leant forward and pulled at o ne of handles on the wall. The drawer slid
open easily, revealing the form of a body covered in a white sheet. Waves of chemically
refrigerated air flowed into the room. Sawyer rolled back the sleeve of his dull brown suit
and pulled the sheet back to reveal the cold naked body of Prince William.
The two men looked down at the corpse. Neither spoke. The taller man was middle
aged, blond haired and blue-eyed with a naturally warm expression. He was dressed
immaculately in an understated navy blue suit. On seeing the body he staggered forward,
catching the metal tray with one hand to steady himself. He dragged his eyes away from the
face and sighed deeply.
Pl can positively identify the deceased as His Royal Highness. Now | trust with that
unpleasant formality out of the way you will allow me to take possession of the body and
make arrangementsy ?
(OUx1 EUOUW2EPATl UwOOOO0l EwOYI UWEUwWT PUWEOOXxEODOC
the Major. He was the head of Royal Security at Buckingham Palace and by all acounts a
very close friend of the Royal Family. Inspector Sawyer had been told by his bosses, in voices
reedy with panic, that this man had total authority in this case. He, a mere Inspector in
Special Branch of the London Metropolitan Police, was simply thl Ul w UOw EOQw UT DU w
bidding. This annoyed the hell out of Sawyer.
?Major Barnes:) OO1 UwUT PUwWPUWEwWOUUET UwbOYI UUDPT EDOOS w6 |
The Major had seemed lost in thought as he stared at the body, but snapped upright as
Sawyer spoke. ?There will be no police autopsy. This is the body of the man who should
TEYI wel EOOI w* DOT woOi ws O1 OEOE S wunO Y waelish of argdt Ol wE O w
OOwUT T w, ENOUz Uw PNeVE thati [Enave Enade la pasitive @entification of the
body, from this point forward this investigation is to be under the jurisdiction of Royal
Security6 ?
Sawyer looked down at the body with a sense of wonder. Despite all of his security and
protection, the most privileged and important young man in the country lay dead in front of
I PO w' | WEOUOEOzZ UWEI 1 POWUOwWPOET POI wUOT 1T wi EOOOUUB w
The murder of the heir to the throne was going to be the most scandalous event in living
memory, perhaps outweighing the death of his mother in the public conscience. The
Inspector felt that he had only just recovered from the ordeal of the London 7/7 terror bomb -
ings, but here it was starting all over again + sixteen hour days, constant stress and the
inevitable arguments with his wife.
2EPal UzUwil al Uwi OPEOI EwOYI Uudntalinate/ df né EdibeUw E OE a
wounds. The face had been left untouched. Instead the attacker had concentrated on the

The two men faced the row of oversized steel drawers that covered the wall of the cold

0



torso. Deep gouges ran across the whole of the rib cage and stomach. Black blood had

congealed at the edges of the wounds adding a macabre ouline to the cuts, making them

stand out against the pale skin.
At first glance the cuts had seemed random. But once he had seen past the dried blood

PT DET weOdYIT Ul EwOT 1T w/ UPOET ZzUwWET T UUOwW2EPATl UwUI EODPUI
The cuts formed crude words.

SHALL DISSOLVE

?Shall dissolve? You can see that tog ?

?Yesd The Major had been watching Inspector Sawyer closely, trying to work out exactly
what sort of man he was dealing with. He trusted his instincts, they had saved his life on
more than one occasion. At first glance the police officer portrayed the image of being
nothing more than a gorilla in a cheap suit. Having spent time with him, the Major was sure
Sawyer was a capable, professional and experienced man.?Have you had any time to
speaulate as to what it may meany 2

AT wadbUwolOl EOwbPl AaWwEPEWUT T wOUUOwPT OWEPEWUT PUWET |
OOUI xEEy w- OOw( wi EY llat@zNotuHatE wowld) évéd bpeculddeuld fadt & this
point, as this is under the Official Secrets Act and your authority is denying me any
OxxOUUUOPUaAwWUOwWOI | PEPEOOaw! REODPOT wUI BmaveEa OwbUz
could feel his anger starting to come out and forced himself to calm. ?In any case there was
the matter this morning of takin g down that video 6 ?
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complimented on acting so promptly and with such efficiency 6 2

A 700wx EOUwOT ECwOO

?This is no longer a police investigation. | need your assurance that no copies of the
video existd ?

?None of us have oneO replied Sawyer honestly. ?Can | ask you a question, Majory ?

AT wbUzBwUI Ol YEOU

?How did you let this happen? How did Prince William end up on thisslab y »

A OUx1 EOOUwW2EPATl UOwa O Wrs®d théErblawtiattNetplite Bvili Py w E U1 wE O
Now, we must go up to your office and sign over ownership of the Prince. The Royal
household is taking this matter extremely personally and it is my duty to begin to seek
resolution as soon as possiblé 2



Act 1 : SceneFive

ASomething wicked this way comes
Macbeth

semi darkness. He glanced at his alarm clock. The green figures showed 5 am. He
groaned.
When he had first arrived in London and looked at the map, Shepl 1 UEz Uw! UUT w
had seemed to make sense as somewhere to live. The Georgian style building had appealed
with its stucco fronted exterior, retro art deco interior and polished wooden floors.
However, that was before he had realised that away from upmarket areas like Chelsea and
Mayfair, London was a sea of police sirens at night. Directly below him in a flat designed for
two people lived six Australians. Three or four nights a week he was convinced that his floor
was about to disintegrate into dust as the vibrations from the jackhammer sound system
started up once again and the Australian party animals set about destroying their cage. This
was in stark contrast to the Manhattan flat he had left. It had been higher up, in a more
exclusive area and much quieter. Perhaps if he hadn't been in such a rush to get over here
and get away from his old life, he might have done some more research.He sighed. This
place was a crushing reality check compared to his old haven overlooking the East River.
Had he been right to leave? Why did he always feel the need to head off into the sunset and
never settle anywhere?
As he lay awake in the darkness, his mind turned back to the brief flash of what could
have been his face in the video hehad been emailed. He had wanted to go back to it, but
POUOwWI EEWETI 1 OwUOwWPOUEODT wil wi EEOzUwl EEWUPO] wUOOWE
OUU0WUT T wxUOxOQUEOQwWUOwWUIT | wEdPI OUUwWUT EVwODT T UOwUIT Ul
got back home exhausted.
But now he was awake, the video started praying on his mind. Dan rolled out of bed,
slipped on a pair of shorts and a T-shirt and staggered through to the living room. He sat
down in front of his laptop and turned it on. While the system booted up , he looked out of
U1l wUOBGEOOwWOI UEOwiI UEOTI EwPPOEOPUWEOEWUUDPT EwUOWEEOE
eyes flicked along the motley collection of newsagents, Halal butchers and expensive
convenience stores crowding the busy street. At this hour their ugliness was masked by the
fluore scent glow from the street lights. The computer finally booted into life. Dan opened
the e-mail.

n crash reverberated through the building and Dan woke up , startled, staring into the

Subject: Destiny Sent: 18 December 2009 09:46:21
To: Dan Knight (CD) (dan@bigfishbranding.co.uk)

Dan Knight of San Diego 1 your destiny waits.

http://www.nextkingofengland.com

Dan could feel pricks of sweat breaking out under his arms as he clicked on the link. The
email software launched his Firefox web browser and he felt his pulse rising as the software
searched for the video. He hunched forward in anticipation, but an error message flashed
onto the screen, informing him that the page no longer existed. He slumped back, feeling a



mixture of relief and anticlimax.

He stood up and started to walk over to the kitchen to get some water. As he moved
across the room, he focused on soméhing pushed under the front door. He frowned and
walked over to have a closer look. He stooped down. It looked like some sort of thin black
tube. The object was metal and had a thick glass ad, like a lens. He put out a hand to touch
it.

It shot backwards, disappearing under the door.

(OwUT 1T wUEOTI wbOUUEOUWUT T Ul wPEUWEWET EIi Tl OPOT WEUE
frame as a huge weight forced it inwards at tremendous speed. The door crunched into
#EOzUuwl OUITTEEOQWUT UOPDPOT wi POWEEEOPEUEUWOOUOWUT T
dressed in black and wearing balaclavas glided into the room. The largest of the invaders

The breath wasE OEUUT Ewi UOOw#EOZ UWEOEAWEOQEwWI | WEOOOEX U
into his eyes from the wound on his forehead, his vision blurred as an intense pain shot
through his head. He thought he was going to vomit. He tried to get to his feet, flailing his
arms around for support. Another precise kick, this time across his head. Dan collapsed back
onto the floor as the man who had delivered the two kicks grabbed his arm and twisted it
behind his back.

?Finish it O the man said.

Dan opened his mouth to scream but a white cloth was clamped over his face. He could
feel resistance melting away as a chemical vapour flooded into his nose and throat. His

mind was slipping into darkness. Within a few seconds he was uncon scious.



Act 2: SeneOne
ACr y 6 h a wbslip,thé dogsrodwail
Julius Caesar

19h December
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students, they had gathered in a bedroom in the halls of residence. The small room smelt
of stale bodies. The computer was being operated by a nervous firstyear student. He

was perched on a stool in front of his desk, hemmed in by the crowd.

I UwPEUOZUwUOUDPOWOUOET UPOI wlT 1 wEEawET U1 UwUT 1T wU U<
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EIl EEUUI w( wi EYI Oz 0wOI i OwUT 1 whpl EwxETT 6wsYI UadOl wli
lostit. Soml OOI z UWEOOI wEwUPI | OwOUOET Uwl 1 UUDOT wUPEwWOIT wt
sweet codecsflashed in UT EUwWOEOI WEOOwWUT I wWUUUEOWEOPOOOEE WU
UEUIT T OUT OUU wE Gécebgok tBasel Burkd whdleGhing is freaking me ou t. Do
you think the government might come after me if | do that y ?

At last the student stopped complaining, fumbled with the computer mouse and the
YPEI OwWUUEUUI EwxOEabOl 6 wwubOOEZzUwi BUUCOwWHOXxUI UUDOOL
cameras all panting at the same tree lined street. In each shot there was either a vehicle
TOPOT wxEUUOwWOUwWUOO!I EQOEAwWPEOODPOT w( UwbPEUWEEUOWEOE U
suddenly changed. It was still late at night but now the camera was no longer in the st reet,
instead it was pointing at a small statue.

21 PUOw( wUl EOT OPUT wUT EUBw( UzUwUTT w/ 1 Ul Uw/ EOQwUU
there in Notting Hill O eried one of the students. As the group watched, the picture suddenly
shook then settled.

AUTI EOOOwWUT EOzUwOO!l woOi wlT 1T unbdre®ibabBldd dnéid hesOPltwx OUD U E
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?Shut up Martin, you tool O said one of the other boys.?3 T PUwPUOz UueE Qack x DUOE |
' EUl UwPUOZUWEEOUOwWUOOwWUOOOWOUU Wi UOOWUOET UwUT 1 wEl
thing 6 »

For a minute or so nothing happened. The camera just pointed at the statue. Then from
the corner of the screen, a shape slowly emerged into view. It was a man, dressed in a dark
red robe, a hood covering his face. The man was moving slowly. He was dragging
something heavy. A small distinctive design was printed 0o Ow UT 1 wi UOOU wWwOT wUT T wU
heart jumped. She recognised it immediately. Then her hand flew to her mouth as the
i BT OUI ZUWEUUETI OWEEO]I wbOUOwYDPI PSw( UwbPEUWUT T wobI I
waist up. The man in the robe grabbed the limp body by the shoulders and heaved it into a
sitting position against the Peter Pan statue.

The view switched to the hand held camera, the image was distorted and blurred as it
swung wildly about. Abruptly, the image cut so the face of the young man could be c learly
seen. The cramped room erupted with screams. It was Prince William.
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which was now focused on the chest. It was red, covered with flowing blood running down
his arms and torso, before dripping onto the ground. Fiona saw a pattern of cuts underneath
the blood.
?20h my God!? shouted one of the girls. 2 UwUEa U6 wbhi EVUWE O UwbHByhhwUE a 6 w2
1T U0UOwadUzUl wubl T U g wadakothengiE Uwd Uy w( wODUUI EwbU
A OwUEaUws Ul E O@sail thd boyusing the aarputer] ® O O
?What does it meany ?
2" UE x wO O O®odgiediit, buithere are thousands of possblesd 2
Fiona gasped. She had seen the words before. A very long time ago.
The camera jumped back ond WET EPOwW UOwWUT T w/ UPOET zUwi EET 8 w3
Suddenly, as they watched, his eyes flicked opened and the room erupted in more screams.
He was still alive! She felt a body moving close to her. It was Nicky. Fiona instinctively
reached out and hugged her crying friend.



Act 2: SeneTwo
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the devil 0

Richard 11

down notes, recalling as much of the content of the video as he could before the details

faded. He wondered what the Major was going to do about it. Explain it away somehow

or come out in the open and admit Prince Wiliam had been murdered? For the
T UCEUI EUOT wUDPOT wil wkpbDUT T Ewil wi EEOzUwWwOBPUUI Ol EwUOU
enough to keep an illegal copy of the video.

I nspector Sawyer leaned back in his office chair in Scotland Yard and started jotting

from the internet. Several journalists from the more sensationalist papers had heard

UOUOOUUUWOUWUIT T OwlT 1 udubEEG GiEplyEdaEstadint itoavkedd thik) even

to him. The Major was too busy to speak to him directly and a Brigadier Peters was acting as

official liaison betweentT I w, ENOUz Uwl OaEQuw21 EVUUPUaA WUl EQOUWEOE w2
2EPal Uz UwOOEDPOI wxT 001l wEI I xl EWEUWEwWOI pwUIl RUwEL
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stood up and walked out into the busy main office. The harsh lights, ringing phones and the

bustle of the station flooded over him. He checked his watch. He still had ten minutes before

he needed to give his team their weekly briefing in the main incident room. Everyone knew

something extraordinary had happened, but nobody knew quite what. Sawyer was still

unsure what he was going to say in the briefing. He could feel his mobile vibrating again.

He sighed, pulling the damn thing from his pocket. It was Brigadier Peters.

?Can you keep it brief Brigadiery ?

A ZOWEEYDPUDPOT wadUwiUl E0wUT T wi1OaEOw/ Ul UUw. 11 PEIT u
the Prince. The news embargo will be lifted at 6 pmd 7he clipped military tones on the other
end of the line showed no signs of wanting to be anything but brief.

%1 EOUWEEOUUWUT T wYPET Oyw( UwOT 1T Ul wi 60T wUOWEIT wE
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releasing the newsy ?

?Calm yourself, Inspector. The two police officers who discovered the body have been
POUI UYDPI Pl EWEOEwWPI zUI wUEUDUI Pl EwUT 1 awbPDPOOwWOOUWE
your assurance that there is nobody else there that knows about the video or has any other
information 6 »

21 am calmd ‘Bawyer could feel his voice rising. ?I told the Major the officers had the
Ul OU1l wOOWEEOOwWPUwWPOWEUWEOWUODPET OUPI Pl EWEOEad w6l
story, what exactly do you meany ?

?The second point that | would like to raise is in relation to the online dissemination of
the video. This situation is not entirely under control & 2

?PWhat do you mean? My men performed miracles getting that video offline 6 2

A ZOWEI UEPEWDPUZUWEWODPUUOIT w tatdbal welksi@®d ha@ebheda U1 E w U
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to prevent the video from redistribution on YouTube, but screen shots of His Royal Highness
are appearing everywhere. | myself have received two e-mails with the same image, a close-
up of the face accompanied by a lurid description of the video. The blogosphere is getting
OEUI UUI EwPPUT wUOT PUwxT UEU]I wsUT EOQOWEPBROOYI 78 w( Uz L
A wl T 0wl 1 wxPEUVIRIT 6wl zOOwWI 1 OwdOwhU
?We feel your assurances that you caild control the material online were extremely
naive. As a result, we have had to develop an emergency strategyd » UBDT EEDI Uw/ 1 Ul UUz
had taken on an acid edge.
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Sawyer cursed to himself. Why was he apologising to this prick?
?No matter. From this point forward you need no longer concern yourself with this
issue. Our technology teams have assumed control of the online threa 2
R O0wadUz Yl wEUODwIUwOUUOwOl wlUl ECwUOO
?Now back to the strategy. There will be a statement tonight from the Royal Household
announcing the tragic death of His Royal Highness. The existence of the video will not yet
be commented on. We will make it plain to any news organisation that raises the issue that it
is not to be mentioned out of sensitivity to the family. We will explain later that the video is
clearly a malicious fake6 »
?What are you going to sayy ?
PThe official position we will be taking is that the Prince was a victim in a catastro phic
road accident. We will say that he was returning from a public function with his bodyguard
when he was hit by an out of control speeding driver in the vicinity of Hyde Park. He died
almost instantly 6 2
? Owl3 yw Ul waOUwEUEA4ay uBu @&y Uwd OO0 auda@ustuws 1EB0J w
soap operad ?
?Given the circumstances, there are very few ways in which a young man can die
accidentally in London that would lead to the police being involved, roads being closed and
a major park being cordoned off 6 7he Brigadier paused briefly. The most important aspect
of the situation is to minimise any possible public aggravation. The one impossible course of
action would be to publicly state the Prince was brutally murdered and muti lated. | am sure
you can seethe veracity of that6 »
?You want to minimise public aggravation with something as weak as that y 2
?Yes, and that leads us on quite conveniently to the final part of our discussion. It is
absolutely essential to give the appearance to the public that the culprit will soon be brought
to justice. As a result, the role of the London Metropolitan Police has been reassigned. Your
team at Special Branch will be leading an investigation to apprehend the, as yet unknown,
hit and run driver. You are not now or at a ny point to comment in any way on the video.
The Prince died in an accident. Public safety depends upon this perception. Do | make
myself understoody <The phone fell silent. ?Inspector, are you still there? It is essertial that
you comply 6 ?
2l understand O said Sawyer.?3 1T 1 w/ EOEE] wEOI UOz OwbPEOUwWUT 1T whpOUOHF
King of England was murdered. Yet you expect people to believe that a fake video of him
dying from someone cutting words into his chest, around the same time he was supposed to
be hit by a car, is just a fucking coincidencey 2
?Congratulations, Inspector. You appear to have hit the nail on the head. | am sure you
PPOOwWUI T wUI 1 Ul wPUwWEWET UUEPOwWx Ol UPEwWwPUOOawUOwWUT I
that the Palace has hadto adapt a story of a Royal death in a road accident6 »
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PThe video will be explained, if required, as the work of a sick minded individual
looking to dramatise a sad occurrence for his own perverted pleasure. Pleasecancel your
briefing and inform your team that new orders are to be posted. Develop a brief for this
investigation and send it over to me for approval 6 ?
?So do you have a fall guy lined up for us? How do we go about looking for someone for
acrime that diE Oz UwiyBx x1 O
?PPut plans in place as you would do normally to find a hit -and-U UQWE UD Y1 US w6l z OOu
aOUwpbbhPUT WEOOWUT T wi YPEI OEl waOUwoOl 1l EwUOWEUI EUI wEL
some interesting characters and as is usual | believe, plentyof people will come forward
with bogus stories saying that they are the guilty party 8 2
21T EUzZUwNUOUOwWT Ul EVCBw, I EOPT POl waOUWEOOUDPOUI whbU
And leave us out in the cold 6 Sawyer replied bitterly.
PThis is a private matter. From this point forward, it is to be handled internally by the
Royal Family. This has been cleared as a course of action by all relevant parties, including
the Prime Minister. Believe it or not, Inspector, the British Royal Family does have quite a
history of resolving such matters without external help. You may have noticed that we do
have access to military and security personnel and involve the police purely at our own
discretion. Much as we appreciate your efforts to date, they are no longer required & There
was a click and the line went dead.



Act 2; Senethree

Ao ! it i s excel | entButitd tytamous to ase iglikeeant 6 s st
giant 0
Measure for Measure

a stench of oil. Dan opened his eyes. Slowly, as his eyes got used to the low light, he

could start to take in his surroundings. He was in a long thin room, about twelve feet

wide, a small rectangular window high above let in meag re shafts of light. The room
was almost unbearably hot. Two huge pipes ran the length of one wall. They were bolted
down at intervals. It was obvious they were the source of the noise and the stifling heat.

He was sitting in an old wooden chair. He tried to lift his h ands but it was impossible.
He strained his neck to look down and saw that his wrists and feet were tied to the chair. He
tried leaning forwards but a wave of nausea shot through him.

As the feeling of sickness began to subside, it was replaced by a sendin of rising panic.
His mind kept returning to the email and video link; it was the only connection he could
make, but it made no sense. If only he had had time to watch it.
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mumbled to himself, trying to keep a lid on the panic.

As his eyes became accustomed to the low light he became aware that there was
someone else in the room with him. He could distinguish the outline of a body tied up and
slumped in a chair at the far end, near another door.

PHellod # EOz UwY OPEIT wbk E U eHelld FOEM/buEhasE ie? Wikl gourR Hey!
Can you hear mey “There was no response.?Hey!? He shouted louder.

The exertion made him feel dizzy and he stopped to draw breath. As he steadied himself,
the figure opposite slowly began to raise its head. Strip lights on the ceiling flickered into
life. With a flash, the whole room filled with a brilliant white light and at the same time a
deafening orchestral crescendo crashed in from gpeakers.

Dan snapped his head back in astonishment, sending a fresh bolt of pain through his
body. It only took him a few seconds for the familiar tune to register - GodSave The Queen.

Looking over at his companion Dan was shocked to see an elderly lady, dressed in
country clothes: jodhpurs, Wellington boots and a heavy green coat. Silver tape had been
placed over her mouth. Dan stared at her. He looked on in incredulity as he realised that
sitting, bound to a chair, looking exhausted and older than he wou Id have expected was
Queen Elizabeth Il of England.

As suddenly as it had started, the music cut off and the door behind Dan opened. He
could see the Queen staring hard at whoever had entered the room. Three men came into
#EOzUwYDI POwbE OO pobitioning théiriselvés BéhindEtizFQueen. They stood
facing Dan, dressed in black belted robes with blood red hoods covering the top halves of
their faces. On their robes a badge could clearly be seen, a red rose set in a golden cross.

They were all armed with guns and one of the ki dnappers had an ornate dagger hanging
from his belt. Dan could see enough of their faces to realise that they were cleanshaven and
of white European origin. The largest of the three men was directly behind the Queen. The
manthl OwUOOPOa wUEDUI Ewi PUwT Ul awxbUUOOOwWwx OPOUDOT wh

?Who are you? What do you wantwithusy # EOz UwY OPET whEUwWOOwWUT T wi ET

The first thing he was aware of was a constant rumbling noise, occasional hissing, and
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Her head shook with rage. She was doing her best to talk, but all that could be heard
were distorted mumbles from behind the tape. The man pushed the gun against her temple.
?2Quiet, old bitthOhe spat.?8 OUz Ul wOOU wUd £O01T OPUI Ewl 1 Ul
He then lowered the gun and turned his attention to Da n. ?You. American. Find
2T EOI UxIT EUI zUw3UUUT 8 wnOO0O0@Brwa OUUWET UUPOawbOUwa OUu
Dan tried to control the panic but failed. ?Help! ? he screamed.?Help us!?
One of the men strode over to Dan and punched him hard in the side of the head.
Coloured lights f lashed before his eyes.
The tallest of the three men was smiling. PKeep your mouth shut and listen boy,
OUT 1T UPDUI wUT T zOOwWUUI I 16UHe BWukgue Pidia aboOnd drfl Oracketd T T WE OE (
the Queen lightly on the side of the head. ?You have been dosen to deliver us
2T EOI Ux1 EUI z Uw3 UU¥J Fhe mgnGpake With zddvictiba BIF youdb @bawish
to see this charlatan Queen, this thief of nobility die and then yourself blamed and killed,
you will find it 6 2
YPEI O w( wEPEOzZUwUI 1T wbB&w( wEOOz UwOOOPwkPT EOwbUOwWUT ¢
?The message was there, cut into the royal whelp before he died 2
BT T wUOAEOQwWPT T Oxyw8OUwWwOI EQOwUOOI EOEawi OUI yw8O
murde red a member of the Royal Familyy 2
The man holding the gun stepped around the Queen and walked forward and down the
room, steel toecaps clicking on the worn oak floor. He was now directly in front of Dan. He
was a big man, bulky but not fat and he towered over his captive. His hot breath stank of
whisky.
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die too unless you accept your destinyg ?
Dan was stunned. ?You killed Prince William y 2
The man lazily raised the pisUOOOwW x OPOUDPOT wPUw EPUI EUOaw EVw ¢
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true English raced ®Dan could feel himself panicking as the barrel approached his forehead.
?When death is about to EOED Owa OUOwa Uz OOwpbPOOET Uwbl awaOUWEDE
following your true destiny 6 The man lowered the gun and moved closer, whispering. ?If
you go to the police, the army, your Embassy or any of the authorities, we will know. We
will find you and skin you and feed you screaming to the pigs, but only after you have
PEUET 1 Ewl 1l UwEDI w6l woOl I OwUT T wOEUOwWOOwWw6 DOOPEO7 UwkE
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will you 6 The man suddenly stood up, swinging the gun round so that it was pointing at
the Queen. He gripped his gun with both hands and roared out, ?syea allwhich it Inherit, shall
dissolvé?z
?What? Is that Shakespear§ ?Dan spoke out loud, for a moment he was utterly
disorientated. His mind raced, where had he heard that before? Was it from the play The
Tempes?
#EOWEOUOEWUI 1T wUT T woE ongdisuighte@d antte Eigyer Orhan théteul D U w
was the explosive crash of a high calibre weapon being fired. The man with the gun looked
down at his chest in surprise. A gaping hole had appeared in it. A red rose of blood was
already staining the robe around the wound. From above, shards of window glass came
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crumpling on top of him.
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remaining men screamed. Gunfire once again exploded into the room. Plaster puffed on the
walls, as bullets sprayed in from the window. One of the kidnappers produced an Uzi from
under his robes, crouched on one knee and raised the gun before returning fire up toward s
the window. The noise of the rattling machine gun was thunderous.
Dan was lying sideways on the floor, unable to move under the weight of the dead
kidnapper. The remaining two men cut the ropes holding the Queen and one of them started
to drag her down the room, heading towards the back door. Two more shots came in. One
bullet glanced off the wall, the other splintered the door missing the kidnapper by a fraction.
The shooting from the window stopped as the Queen and her captor disappeared.
The remaining man ran over to his dead companion. He bent down and picked up the
El EEWOEOZ UwxDUUOOWEOEWUUUEDTT UI Ol EwUxOwUUEUDOI w
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cheek.
?You cannot escape from your destinyO the man hissed. There was a boom from behind
Dan as the door was kicked in. The kidnapper rose, lifting his gun, screaming and shooting.
The noise was astonishingly loud in the confined space. His wild shots were returned with
accuracy. The man jerked backwards, a bullet blowing off the top of his head. Dan closed his
eyes, his whole body was shaking as blood and brain rained down on him. For a few
seconds all he could hear was a ringing sound in his ears.
He opened his eyes as he heard a voice speaking above him?2 1T 1 z Uwl 001 6 w1 OOO0uw
requesting clean up team. Blue team look for a trace on exits two and threed The voice
crouched down beside him, and Dan saw a tall blond haired soldier in his late forties. He
was holding EWOEUT | wxPUUOOB w31 1 wOEOzZUwPEAWEOUT wi al UwuUU
?Who the hell are youy said the Major.
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of Defence, stands a majestic gothic chateau. Whitehall Court looks as if ithas been
lifted from the pages of a Victorian romance and dropped into the centre of London.
Although its position suggests it should be a gover nment building, White hall Court is in fact
an apartment block commanding the most central position of any resi dential building in
London.
#EOWPEUwWDPOWOOT wOl wlUI 1 wEUPOEDOT zUwx1i OUT OUUT wi OF
had escorted him here for questioning and recuperation. The apartment was beautiful,
smooth oak floors, clean white walls, tasteful art and furniture and stun ning views of the
sweep of the river. Apparently it was owned by the Crown and normally used for visiting
diplomats. A faint aroma from the fresh flowers filled the air, the only sound was a faint
creaking as Dan shifted his position on the huge antique Chesterfield sofa.
He looked out as the red sun rose behind the giant London Eye, casting a crimson glow
onto the River Thames. For a few minutes the view was flawless, no clouds, nothing to take
away from the majesty of the arriving da y. He opened the window, and a deep rumble
echoed into the flat. Far below another train rolled into Charing Cross station. Hundreds of
people were making their way across Hungerford Bridge towards Trafalgar Square and
Covent Garden, ready to take their position behind desks, shop tills and everything else that
made up the life blood of a great city.
Dan was trying to focus his mind, but the kidna px 1 Uz Uw UT Ul EUUWEOEwWUT T w
Queen kept flashing into his mind. He sighed and checked his watch. 8:05 am. He had
arrived with the Major just as Big Ben had struck midnight. They had sat in silence for a
short while, both gazing out at the darkness of the city, the multi -coloured lights creating
ribbons of red and blue reflections on the river. The Major had made him sign the Offi cial
21 EUI Q0w EVBw' T wliEEwWwUTT OwUEOI Ow#EOzUwi BOT T Ux U
biometric identity system and waited for the CIA and NSA to confirm who Dan was. Then
for the next two hours the Major had interviewed him. Throug hout the interroga0 D OO O w# E Oz UL
OPOEwUI xOEal EwUOT I wno Pdicd,Ene army) ndbadyJfiond the Buthavities. Say
nothing.
A 7 Ow O ®ahthad said. ( WEOOz OwOOOPwpkPl aw( wPEUWOPEOExx1 E
OPUUEOI w61 Y1l WEIT 1 Oneddy it &lwéni by sbuglidk. ® wst fiyddd thayE O
Pl Ul wEUEdAawx] OxO0b®dw( WEPEOZ UwUEOT wbUwhO
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see between you and Prince William or the Queen and this terrorist group. From an
EOEOCAUPEEOwWxOPOU WOl wYPI pwubUzUwUOOPOI OAaOWEUUwWNUUL
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their parto »
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EOCaUl POT 6w( zOwEOwW OI1 UDE EDDanried amtaiikage th® Mdjot) wi 1 UT wUC
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reason as to why they took yOU 8 w( Uz UwNUUUOwUBEOwpP] z Ul wOOUwUI 1T POI
Dan tried to think of something the Major might buy into. ?Maybe they were using me
for PR? Maybe they thought they could grab someone off the street, show them the Queen
and then send them off to the media with the storyy 2
The Major leaned back on his chair, looking at Dan. ?Publicity is the life blood of terrorist
organisations, they live on creating fear far more than their actual actions. A story from a
beaten and frightened victim, telling the papers of a secret kidnapping of the Queen. Yes it
makes more sense than anything else sofab » | wx EVUUTI EQwUI 1 OPOT GawEOOUI
idea.
PAnd as | am an American, it has more poignancy. It would have been a lead story
Stateside as well as over heré ?
How soy ?
?CNN would love it. They would get global cover age on their story instantly. It would
be much bigger than if it was a Brit being involved 6 ?
?Trueenoughd 81 1 w, ENOUwWUT T O1 EwWUOOWET wOEODPOT w# EO7z UWPEI
A WNUUUWE OOz Uw OO @ksaidbDare P adeltheyudnyvay® Baryou think
OT 1T azUl wUOOT wUOUU WOl wul by POUUWT UOUx OwbOwUT OUIT wE
?When the terrorist whispered in your ear, what did he say y ?
#EOzUwi T EUODwWRNUOxT ES w6 T BUwE EGEII O Gy PEENUO Ul wul H BEWUE R G
making rando m threats, saying he was going to kill the Queend 2
371 w, ENOUzUwi EET wi EVEIT Ol E®H QB luf) WDuauddr Guebl EE QU Qul
this Dan. The first way, the standard way, would be to arrest you for suspected treason
against the Crown and to keep you locked up whilst the investiT EUDOOWET Y1 OOx Ud w(
UEaAaDOT waOUZEWE]I wbOwUIl 1 wadypdndan té nack, ®@d EoO@ o ® w01 UOE
this was a Secret Service operation you would have already been arrested, pumped full of
sodium pentathol and thrown into a secure interrogation room. The truth is that the fastest
and easiest way to get the information that | want would be to subject you to severe and
UEUI Il UWEEUEEUOUUwWDOUI UUOT EUPOOwWUI ET OPQUI UB w3 OwE
seriously considering 6 #lis words hung in the air.
?The second wayy A weak UOD Ol wEx x1 EUI EwOOw#EOz UwObxUB
BT 1T wUl EOOEWPEAWDPUWUOWT PYT wabUwUOUT 1T wETI 011 POwWOI
everything, and | mean everythingthat you can think of, |1 can then decide which route to
taked ?
?You were watching from up above. You must have heard everything that was said
anyway. You already know as much as me, or mored ®Dan started to worry. Was the Major
testing him?
?No. We arrived in our observation position only a few seconds earlier. | had to take
PpOOI EPEUI wEEUPOOB W' 1 Uw, ENIT UUazUwOPIi Il uPEUwWDOWEE(
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exited the building 6 2
?But you heard the man scream out that Shakespeare quotg ?
?Yes. Did you recognise ity ?
A wUOT B OO mHe Tgnpastistudiz®dEnglish at college and it rang a belld 2



you have any idea why he used that quote? Was anything said before that would make any
sense of ity 2
?No. Nothing 6 ?
?2 OEwWwaOUWEPEOzZ UwUI EOT ORI wbUwi UOOwWEOGaPT 1 Ul wi OUI
PAnywhere else? What do you mean? The playy ?
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Secrets Act. What | am about to tell you must remain confidential. Two words from that
guote have featured somewhere else. There was a video released on the internet. It was
neutralized, but hundreds or thousands of peop le saw it. You should watch it. Maybe it will
NOT wadUUwol 06U & wb O w U ODThE MdgodHdpun &id18tol drourtdBolfddé E
Dan and launched a file.
Dan recognised the video immediately.
21T EUz UwUT 1 (ugaid déMajor pdintikgEatia limo usine as it drove past. ?They
included some film, CCTV of the street the Prince drove down in Mayfair before the next
section, which is | am afraid quite horrific 6 2Dan watched in relief as the Major fast
forwarded past the part of the video where Dan had seen his own face.
AT wbUzUw" " 35 0w HdzDany seddiing GnstanBly thaBHeé had drawn
attention to the footage he was in.
BT 1T w""35wWwUOUVUUETl whpEUwI EVAWUOWDPUOOEUT woOi wedUUUI
London Met, the City Counc il and a dozen other sources via online streaming. There are
about four thousand different IP addresses that accessed this footage on the night in
U1 U0UPOOB w( UwbPOUOEWUEOT wOOOUT UwlUOwUBRET wi EET woOI
The Major clicked the controls and started the video on normal speed as the camera
switched to the scene in the park. Dan watched in stunned silence as the gruesome drama
played out.
?Major Barnes) 001 UOw( wEOOz UwOOOPwkhl EVUwUOOwWUEaAaOwPUz UwU
Ol wEOOZz UwOOOPd W OPWEPEWDUOwWl Ex x1 Oyaw2 UUT Qawll 1T w/ U
?It was the driver. He must have been working undercover for years, building up trust in
the organisation. He killed the bodyguards, switched cars and from that point on the Prince
had no hope. As we have already established these people are professional§ 2
?And now they have the Queen. Incredible 6 »
?Not so incredible. She was kidnapped from the Scottish estate at Balmoral while the
family was on a hunting trip. An estate of millions of acres in size is impossible to police and
the Queen regularly takes a Land Rover out on her own against my wishes, but what could |
do when Her Majesty insistsy ?
?But you found her quickly enough y »
?That was our one piece of luck. She had a tracking tag ina piece of jewellery, the one
precaution she did allow me, but the signal died last night. If it was up to me, they would
smiled grimly. ?I think that policy may be updated now 6 ?
T EUWEOwWa OUWOEOT woOil wlUT 1 whOUEUWEUUDwWOOwWe POOPEODZ L
ADT T OwOOP wh i widFheMajér Padgedlan®sddined to be making a decision.
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Bush and sweep it for surveillance devices, improve security and then you can go back there
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give you a final decision. Oh and my men will bring you new clothes, your laptop and some
other essentials to keep you gl 01 6 w8 OUWEE Oz UwU]l UUUOwWOSwp®UOOwUOwW
21T EUzUwl Ul EUCARUT EOOUWUOWOUET
A U0UzU0wOOUwWI OUBUI GawUl Of Ol UU whatGstreOhieduwhife thed w 11 U O
machinery grinds into action and | have higher priorities than babysitting you. My advice to
a0UwoObT T UwUOUOEWEOUOUI UwbOUUD U bexl lpantudE wiew.uybul z Uw U O U
need to do something relaxing and differ ent. Maybe take in the sights, get some air. Let the
events mull over in your mind. See if anything comes up. If it does, let me know
immediately 6 ?



Act 3 SeneTwo

NThis was the unkindest cut of.alb
Julius Caesar

?And where the hell have you beeny 9 000az UwUOOI| hengeU@eie Bl Ewb D U
OEUI OwOUUwPBUT wbUB w- OEOEazUwxEUUPEUOEUOa wx Ol
say that our friends at the airport were positively pissed off. Never mind those
darling little weevils that are going to be horrifically crushed by th e wheels of industry
unless our car park proposal gets sorted. Actually never mind the weevils getting crunched,
AOUWEOwWUI EOPUI wbkl zUI wbPOwUT T wOPEEOI woOil wEwi UEODOIT
off for the day and not even bother calling in 6 ?
Az OwUl EOOCawuUOUUaOw) 00O arirafegsional D@ b wad fpretty) badyOE U1 ED E
mugged. | spent yesterday in hospital and only got out this morning 6 ®an was surprised by
how easily the lie flew from his mouth.
2Shit, mate0) 00O a z Uw Y O b Aliofuintetesl. @@ tthe blabdy hell happened? |
T OxT wPUwPEUOZUwWOOT woOl wOUUWUDBYEOQUWOUWUOBOT wEOET
favourite creative director y ?
?Very amusing but no actually, | really have no idea who it was 6 2
?Now be serious, mate. How aUl wa OUy w+ OUl wEOwl al yw wi 1l pwOl 1 O]
| OUUPEOGawEl EUI OBw. UUwUI UPET OUWEPUOwWOI w-1 pwol EOQEC
AadlUwoOOOOUBwW2T 1 ZUWEWEDPT wi EOwWOl wadUUUwbOOPWET U1 Uu
hope that you didnz O wOOUT wa OUUWOExUOx 36 w3i16BRUz UWEOOXxEQawxUO
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that would make the Elephant Man blush and some pretty choice cuts and bruises over the
Ul U0wOi wdl 6 uourt & paid oEwi EDUWE O
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?Reallyy ?) 000az UwUOOI wpkE U@Mdénlty wol thidkxysuOwilll mak Gt?
Tuesday? That fat perv from airport parking is back in at the end of next week 6 »
A zZO0wOOUWUUUT Gw( willOwxUl DUAWEEES W31 1T whki 1 OwEIl Ul
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Dan thought about sleeping and was making his way to the bedroom when the doorbell
rang. He approached the heavy oak door and cautiously glanced through the eyehole. All he
could see was the empty hallway. He half opened the door and peered out. A black suitcase
had been placed at the foot of his door but the black and white marble corridor was empty.
For a moment he froze, unsure what to do. It was not until he saw the small gold crest on it
OEUOI Ews10aEOw21 EVUUPUazwlOT EQwi 1 wEl EPET EwUOOwxPEOU
Closing the door he returned to living room and opened the suitcase. It was exactly as
the Major had promised - clean clothes, his laptop, post, and on top of it all, an envelope.
Dan ripped open the envelope to find a bundle of twenty pound notes and a booklet of
tickets. He estimated that there was about two hundred pounds in cash, together with free
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Westminster Abbey, Buckingham Palace, the London Eye. There was some sort of note
explaining this was standard hospitality for foreign dignitaries using the apartment.

He plugged in his laptop and searched for a wireless network. He could s ee a router
plugged into the wall and soon found the security key stamped on the side. He was quickly
online. On reflex he checked his work email but when a flood of unread angry messages
started downloading, he closed it down.

He went onto Google and staU UDP OT wUa xbDOT whbOwbPOUEUwWUT EQwPkI Ul wE
ETT UUOOws Ul EOOWEDPUUOOYI z8w wEOOI UUPOT wOEUUWOI wdO!
song lyrics and blogs. Next he went online and searched for the quote from The Tempeghe
kidnapper had UE U1 E Ol E wYedlall WHl i© mherit, Shall dissolfez w Uwi 1 wUUUx] E
dozens of websites talking about The Tempesand William Shakespeare appeared, IMDB
movie reviews, Wikipedia pages, tourist pages, books for sale, play productions. The only
interesting page was a link listing statues and monuments dedicated to Shakespeare around
London. Pictures of Westminster Abbey and the British Library came up on the screen. But
when he clicked on it, it turned out to be a tourist site, trying to sell tickets for a commission.

Exasperated he closed the laptop and stared out of the window.

(UwPEUWEWEOI EUWEEaAWEOE wT 1 wU iio®dt heshodldEgetQua U Ow UT 1
and clear his head. Although Dan had been living in London for six months, all he ha d
really done was work. He had seen nothing of the city outside of the office, a few local bars,
and the shops around his apartment. He stuck the booklet of free tickets in his back pocket
and decided to get outside.

Dan made his way down the Victorian ma rble corridor, flanked by stained-glass
windows and then into an ancient lift. In the entrance an even more ancient porter stood
eyeing Dan suspiciously through ancient thick glass lenses. The revolving door opened onto
the busy Whitehall street, Dan felt the cold sharp air hit his face.

To his right was Trafalgar Square. To his left was Parliament Square, Big Ben, Downing
Street and the river. He started walking in that direction. The street was crammed with a
mixture of tourists, Christmas shoppers and business people in slick suits streaming in and
out of the many government build ings. Christmas lights festooned the lampposts, glinting
quietly in the full winter sunlight. He looked at their faces as they flowed by; a mix of stress,
impatience, happiness and resignation. What would he give to go back to being in blissful
ignorance, back to his old life of yesterday! A businessman in a bland uniform of a pinstripe
suit strode past, staring into the middle distance. Dan wished he could just grab the guy,
shout at him, tell him all this was his problem, his dead prince, his missing Queen and then
he could just go home, get into bed, hide under the sheets and wait for it all to go away.

He sighed. That wasn't an option right now, tempt ing as it sounded. He decided to head
left and in just a couple of minutes he reached Parliament Square and the grandeur of Big
'l O6w Uw#EQWPEUWUUEOGEDOT OWUUEUDOT wUxPEUEUOWUOT 1T w
huge bells rolling out across the city. He walked past the Houses of Parliament, where
intricately designed walls radiated ancient authority and power. Statues of former leaders
glowered down at him. He stopped for a minute to admire the craftsmanship, and ferocious
ugliness, of Oliver Cromwell.

The titanic, gothic columns of Westminster Abbey reached into a perfect blue sky. It was
an incredible sight, particularly to someone like him who had grown up in an area where
the oldest building was about the same age as his grandparents. Dan stopped in front of the
yawning stone entrance. Something was tugging at his memory. He snapped his fingers. Of



course! There was a website that mentioned Westminster Abbey in connedion with
Shakespeare. He pulled out the book of tickets. As he thought, the top one was for
Westminster Abbey. He ripped the ticket out and joined the small queue of tourists at the
entrance.



Act 3: SeneThree

ASomething is rotten in the state ofribark o

Hamlet

consciousness, the stream of vivid images from the online video played out in her

mind and before she even opened her eyes she had known what she had to do. She

had jumped out of bed, gone into her living room and hunted around on the shelves.
There was abook she needed to take with her today.

She had not visited Westminster Abbey since she was a child. Yet even after so many
years, nothing had changed. As she picked her way up the stone steps, visions of her father
flooded back. Their last visit together had been decades ago, when she was just a proud little
girl skipping alongside her father, the famous history professor. She had loved their day
trips to London. They had been everywhere, but Westminster Abbey and the Tower of
London were the most fun.

?Now then Fee-Fee, my little code crackerO fie used to say,?01 Uz Uw Uil 1T wbi EQwbI w
today shall wey ?She had felt involved with him and special. ?Do you know how many
ciphers there are in public monuments in London y “he had joked. ?PDozens. And most are
UODPOOwI PEET Onw- OpwOl Dz UwUI | wbi wbi wEEOQwWI POEwWOOI n,

The official story that the Prince had been killed by a drunk driver left her confused and
angry. At first she had expected the story to change; after all she was not the only person to
see the video. Yet,as the day wore on, all the news channels ran the same story. No one
challenged the official explanation. Instead, the same library footage of the dead Prince was
broadcast over and over again.

The channels showed films of him playing polo, his time as a student at university, then
i 600OPPOT WPOWT PUWOOUT T UzUwi OO0UUI xUWEOEwWT T OxpOT
always smiling, blond hair glinting in the sun.

Dan reached the front of the queue. He guessed this was about as quiet as it got. He was
an hour or so ahead of the main tourist groups of the day and at this time of year most
people were at home preparing for Christmas.

As he handed in his free pass, he asked the pale young woman at the ticket desk what
the connection with Shakespeare and the Abbey was.

?Shakspur? Is statuéd The accent was Polish. She looked bored out of her mind as she
waved her hand in the direction of the main building.

Dan walked inside. The Abbey was nothing like he had imag ined. His immediate
impression was more of a sculpture gallery than a church. High vaulted stone ceilings
soared above his head, intricate coloured beams of light streamed through stained glass
windows. He was surrounded by statues commemorating the great and good of English
history. There were monum ents honouring members of the aristocracy, scientists and other
lumi naries, but it was the Royal tombs that dominated.

He began to stroll aimlessly, keeping an eye out for a Shakespeare statue, shoes echoing
on the stone floor. He was aware of the ethereal sounds of a distant choir and the subtlest
scent of flowers.

After several minutes of wandering around, Dan stumbled upon the tombs of Queen
Elizabeth | and Mary Queen of Scots. He assumed one day Queen Elizabeth Il would be

Fiona had woken up early that morning. In the moment of waking, between sleep and



entombed here, but what about Prince William? Was this to be his final resting place? He
PEUWET POOI EwEaAawUT T wUOT OUTT OwUOT EQwUOOI 001 wuoboi pT 1
funeral. He stopped walking and leaned against the wall. Surrounded by stone royalty, he
began to get the egie feeling they were judging him. He breathed deeply, forcing himself to
stay calm. Suddenly the ancient church was folding in on him and he was filled with the
urge to just run like hell, get out of there.
He breathed deeply and told himself all h e needed was a change of scene, perhaps a
coffee and then back out and into the fresh air. Dan started to follow signs to the café at the
far end of the building. He stopped in his tracks in front of an enormous circu lar window
shaped like a flower. Sunlight streamed through it in azure slabs of light, highlighting an
area of the Abbey that was very different to the rest. It had a sense of space with less
monuments and statues crowding the space.
The sculptures here seemed less haughty and morbid ... some werecarved with a more
free and expressive hand, offering a flourishing and welcome sense of relief in the imperious
church. He looked more closely. There were names here he knew, names of poets,
playwrights and authors from his childhood: the Bronte sisters, Byron, CS Lewis and
William Blake. Accord ing to a quick skim of the map, he was standing in Poetsz Corner, an
area dedicated to the memories of great writers. He saw the tomb of Charles Dickens and
underneath a deep blue window, was the simple tomb of th e medieval poet Geoffrey
Chaucer.
But the dominant feature was a square marble arch about ten feet high. In the middle of
the arch stood a full sized statue of a man. William Shakespeare. The Bard was standing in
the arch with crossed legs, leaning on his elbow, which rested on top of a tall pile of books.
'l OObPwUT 1T WEOOOUOwW2T EOI UxI1 EUI ZUwi BOT T UwxO0BOUI EwU
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Shakespeare himself wasstaring straight out into the Abbey.

words ringing in his ears, he walked towards the statue.



Act 3: SeneFour

AAIl that glisters is not gold.
Often have you heard thadld. 0

The Merchan of Venice

tomb. There was always a bottleneck at this point in the Abbey. It was a tiny room
and visitors were forced to double back around the sculp ture of the Queen that lay on
top of her tomb, as if asleep.
Fiona hated looking at Queen Elizabeth. She loved her as a historical figure, especially
the combination of her incred ible success coupled with the sadness of dying childless and
unmarried. How ever, she had always felt hackles go up on the back of her neck when she
00001 EwWEUwWUT T woUI T OzUwWETI EUT wOEUOB w( Uwl EEwWEwWUI OU
great victories, Elizabeth knew she had left her kingdom to an uncertain future. Fiona
bUUUT 1 EwxEUUWPUWEOEwWI 1 EET EwUOOw/ O1 UUz w" OUOT UWwEOE w
Dan was staring intently at the carved parchment on the monument. A quote from one of
2T EOI UxIT EUl zUwxOEaUwi EEWEI | OwWbDOUEUDPEI EwbOUOwWUT |
the words. The type was small and had, at some point in the past, been painted over. He
started to read it through.
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TheCloud cupt Towdr s. Tdeeus GPala ces
The Solemn Temples. The Grea  t Globei t self
yea allwhi chit Inheri t,
Shall dissolve;
And like the base less Fabri ckofa Vision
Leave no t awre ck behind.

Shall dissolve! There it was, right in front of him, and the quote his kidnapper had screamed
too. This was something to do with ShakeUx | EUIl z Uw3 UUUT dw( Owi EEwWUOWEI
absolutely no idea. Dan leant in to take a close look at the carved inscription. The more he
looked, the more confused he became. The layout of the quote was incredibly amateurish.
"] WEPEOZ UwUOEI UUUEOQOEBd w6T awbOUOEWEOwWI BRx1 OUDPYI wdod
bad typography? Looking closer he noticed something genuinely peculiar. One of the words
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As Fiona approached the Shakespeare monument she noticed a tall man crouched in
front of it. Although his clothes looked expensive and trendy, his hair was dishevelled, and
there was a large purple bruise on the side of his forehead. Fiona removed her notebook
from h er shoulder bag, and ignoring the stranger, began her search.
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man in the video that had convinced her to come down here. She had seen a badge on his
cloak, a red rose irside a cross. It was the unmistakable icon of an ancient secret society
known as the Rosicrucians. She had been stunned, she thought they had faded away into
history, but here was some kind of modern variant, alive and killing.
Fiona had done some researb on the Rosicrucians before. Back in history they were
known as experts at cryptography, and she knew the Shakespeare monument was funded



and built by Alexander Pope and Sir Christopher Wren, both Rosicrucians, in the eighteenth
century. She had a faintidea there was some kind of modern Rosicrucian movement today
that was open to the public, a philosophical study group.
For some unknown reason, some modern Rosicrucans had brought attention to the
Shakespeare monunent in Westminster Abbey, and murdered the heir to the throne at the
same time. It was utterly baffling.
Fiona examined the statue, looking for clues, beginning at the base, close to
2T EOI UxT EUl zUwilTiTU6w2i 1 wgUPEOOQawOOEEUTI EwUT T wol I
knew these initial s were a reference to thirty three, or 33°, a highly significant number to
Rosicrucians and Freemasons alikéd w 3T 1 Ow UT T w UEPOwW OOw 21 EOI Ux1 EUI
stocking covered legs, engravings of roses and crowns. Could that be important? Fiona
P E U Oz Unoefl;GH@ YoBes could also have referred to the Tudor dynasty of which Queen
Elizabeth | was the last. But it was unusual to find roses and crowns together - crowns
usually suggested a royal controversy.
Fiona was suddenly aware that amongst the crowns and the roses, was a new image. A
tiny familiar face had been engraved into the stone. She had seen it before on a seventeenth
century oil painting 1 it was a copy of an official portrait of Sir Francis Bacon.
Fiona smiled, this was getting really interesti ng. She used Bacon in her lectures mainly
because he was one of the greast cipher experts in history, but there was more to it than
that. Amongst his many achievements, the accepted view was that he had founded the
Rosicrucian movement in the sixteenth century.
Excited, she turned her attention to the parchment and the quote. The figure of
Shakespeare had been carved so his fingdip rested on just one word - 81 Ox Ol Uz 8 w %D OC
knew the word temple did not mean a place of worship to Rosicrucians, it mea nt a secret
meeting place. Underneath the scroll were the carved heads of three crowned Princes in the
classical style, youthful, powerful, and imperious. They seemed out of place. Her eyes
lingered on their cold, white stone faces as she wondered why they had been included in the
sculpture. Then it came to her. The middle of the three faces was another portrait of Sir
Francis Bacon. She had seen it looking out at her dozens of times from books. It was a copy
of an original work by the sixteenth century pai nter Hilyard, a master of miniatures and one
would have been familiar to the Queen. The original was inside her prayer book.
Fiona felt someone nudge her shoulder. The strange man was right next to her, staring at
the carved parchment containing the quote, apparently unaware of her presence.
?Excuse meD said Fiona. 76 OUOE wa OUwODPOEwUUIl xxPOT wlOOwOHO1 wUDE
OOO0OwT T Ul wbi uarodnai 6oy bt lned Gk instant, his face blank. Then he
turned his attention back to the quotation.
Dan had been trying to ignore the woman. She had barged past him when she first
arrived and then set about examining the statue in some detail. He had glanced over at her,
her eyes instantly catching his attention. They were huge and oval shaped, brown,
accentuated by her long dark hair, pulled back and tied with a scrunched up satin band,
loose locks flowing aimlessly over her shoulder. Dan thought she was pretty, despite the fact
she was dressed like his aunt.
A zO0wlUOUUaAOwW( WEUOT EwadUwlUOwoOY!T wUOwW( wEOUOEWI EYI
med Fiona started to get annoyed.
Dan sighed. 2+ O0O0OOw ( WEOOz UwUI T wbhbl awadUwEEéupdenl PUT T U
minuteso ?
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Dan stood up straight and looked at the girl more closely. 2( WE OOz UwUI EOQOa wOOOb
EOPOT wil Ul owmaguotea( Z&FOwld ! pT 1 UT wi OUT wuil EI6GUOa OwEOD

Even though he was a bit intimidating, Fiona found herself wanting to carry on talking.
#00z0wUl POOwW(7ZOwWEI POT wEUE4A4awOUwWEOaUI pOT OWEUUWE
videoy ?

A WUWEPwWPUB w( UOwPEUWODPOEEWES wUODD6 wi OO0T wOOYDI waodl

- 0PwOOOOOWEOOZ Uw UT B OO wythingd bwtdin theuvléopumathetel Uw O U w E
anyone, how can | put this, unexpected in ity #iona felt her pulse quicken.

?When | say home movie, it was more of a snuff movie to be honest. It had someone,

/| UDPOE] we DOOPEOwWDPOwWPUSw OEwlI T whEUOQwWPIT OOwUT T Ul z Uwd
deathd »

?Yes | knowO Fiona said inarush.?( z YI wUI 1 OwPDUwUOOOWEOOOT whbUT w
was awful 6 ?

?Sudents? Are you like an English teacher or someUT DOT y w! awUl T whPEaOwOa w
(zOwUl EOCOAwWUOUUAWEEOUUwWPT ECwi Exx1 Ol EwUOOwaodlUw/ U
UOOO0OwWw( wEOOZz UwOOUBEOOa wOOOOwW( zYl WEOOT wi &WindwU OUOE L
UDUOOI O w( Uz UWEOOWEOOOT EUI EwUOwWUTBRPUOWEUUwa OUWEOOD?

Fiona smiled. %6 1 OOOwWUOEEaw( WEEOQWEI] OPI Y] wEOaUI DOT d w8l
OEOI ZUWWDOOEOQWESOEWOOOW( zOwOOUWEOwWS O1 OPWUthkm U1 EET 1
that as an insultd ?

?No, of course not, teachers do a damn fine job. Apart from my old history teacher 6 ?

A wUxI EPEOPUI wbOwSOPAEEI UT EO6wl PUUOUA

PThere are exceptions to every rule, even ones as illogically formed as mine. Professor
%D O O E (pledd e tt) meEtwioud Dan reached out his hand. Fiona hesitated for a second
before shaking it.

?So Dan, did you see the words cut into his chesty 2

?Yes | didd 2

A WEUUUOTI wadUzVYl wOOUPETI EwUI | wUEOT wUPOwPOUEUWEUI
down hered ?

B OUWOUUUWET whl OOwUI EEGws 2T EOCOWEDPUUOOYI z wEOUOBE L

281 UOwbT O1 YI UwEUUWOT 1T OwdOUOwUT 1T w/ 6POET WEPEOZ7 Uwk

WD OOEOWOTl UwlOl wEUOwWwaOUwWEwWZUI UUPOOWEEOUUOwWUT PUW
anything, I loved Eng lish classes at college and majored in it, so | know a lot of the spelling
PUwxUl O0awoll UUT EwUxwbOw. OETl w$ O1 O0PUT WEOGEWEOOWUT E
UPT T UOWEEOwWDPUYy w- O0wIl YI OQw2T EOI UxIT EUIl whOUOEwWIT EVYI wl
hey %D OO0E wi OOO0OPI Ew#EOzUwi BOTT UOwWOI EODOT wbOWEOOUI |

?And another thing O ®an continued, 20T | WOEaA OUUwPhUwUl EOOawb]l PUES w
EO0w( wPhOUOWPOWET UPT OwUOw( wi il OwxEPEwWUOWUI 1T wlOi 1 UI
EPUUOOYT zwi T Ul w211 wi ObpwUI T AawEUT wOOwWUT 1 PUwWwOPOwWO
does it meany ?

Fiona looked at him in surprise. The misspelling and anom alies in layout were classic
signs of a cipher. PWhy are you so interestedy ?

A zZ Y1 wire@ddna.G\hat were you going to do if you found anything out y 2

Fiona leant forward to look at the quotation. 2( wi EEOz OwUT OUT T OwdhUOwUT U
police | supposed 2



Dan was startled. He had been warned by the gunmen to keep well away from the
police. And here he was, with someone who was talking about involving them. Images of
the Queen tied up in that room and the gunfight flashed into his mind, and he fought to
control a wave of panic. It was too much of a risk. He turned and walked away.



Act 3 Sene Five

AThere is nothing either good or bad,
But thinking makes it so0

Hamlet

by high iron gates. Behind this glowered the grey Palace. It was a vast, flatfronted
Georgian mansion with dozens of windows, epic carved balco nies and towering
columns that framed the monolithic front doors. Every day, thousands of tourists
made their way to and from Buckingham Palace, where, for a price, they were let inside the
majestic building to wander around a few carefully chosen rooms to get a flavour of life
inside the Royal Court.
The most popular tourist event at the Palace was the daily Changing of the Guard. Huge
crowds gathered outside the black and gold gates, jostling for position, children raised high
OOwUT OUOET UUOQWEOOwW!I ETT UWwUOWEEUET WEwWT OPOxUT woi wU
EOQEwI RUET UEOUwWxUT 1 OPOT dw3l 1 Ul whl Ul wOT 1 WEOGUUUOI E
daily reminder of past glories.
But the death of Prince William had changed the routine. The crowds still came but they
had lost their eagerness. Instead, they filed past a vast and growing mound of flowers to pay
their respects. The scent of the thousands of roses, lilies and other fast wilting Hooms subtly
filled the air, trickling down into St James Park and towards Trafalgar Square.
As the day wore on, more and more people arrived and waited for something to happen.
Amongst the crowds were TV camera crews, journalists, families, tourists, people from
every corner of the world. Yet, no one emerged from the Palace. The Royal Family remained
in Scotland and were not due to return for several days, but still the crowd waited.
40U1 1 OOwWET OO0PwUT T wEUOPE 7z Uw x thabPalade aohtihueddt®@ w 0T 1 w i
beat. Sixty feet down under the streets was a self sufficient military bunker designed to keep
UT1T wl1OaEQWWEOPOA wWOUUwWOI wi EUOzZUwbPEAwWDOwWUT T wi YI 60U
the years it had acquired a network of rooms with t heir own power supplies, food and
water, technology and a frightening arsenal of high tech weaponry.
The Major was in the central incident room. He was surround ed by a team of ten
handpicked soldiers. They sat around a heavy and broad circular oak table littered with
ashtrays, empty coffee cups, and beer cans. The team had not slept for over 24 hours but
were still alert. They were all experienced soldiers, recruited over the years from the British
Special Forces. The Major knew each man personally. Theywere all English and they all had
an intense loyalty to their country and the Royal Family.
The chairs on which the men sprawled were ultra modern, leather and stylish. In contrast
the oak table was an antique, its surface pitted and deeply polished. On one of the walls of
the underground room a bank of monitors played video footage of the leaders of a number
of extreme religious and political parties. Some of the faces were European, most were
African, Middle Eastern and Asian. A bulky air -conditioned com puter squatted next to the
only door, connecting Royal Security to MI5, Inter pol, the CIA, FBI and other global
intelligence organisations.
The soldiers were debating the importance of Dan.
+DPUUI OWEOGaAaUOwWUOUDPOEUI Oawl 1 z Uwewobkgpladeaatutiel Ow i E x

Stretching in front of Buckingham Palace was a parade ground, sealed from the public



wrong time 6 The Major was speaking calmly. 6 T EUI Y1 UwUT 1 wOPEOExx1 UUZz w-
oblivious to them. The American seems convinced that it was all a case of mistaken identity.
CIA and MI5 buy that too 6 ?

Vaughan, a brute of a man, tall, huge shoulders, flat face, nose broken and disfigured,
blond hair shaved back, spoke first. ?What do you think bossy 2

A WEEOZUwUI |l wEGawOOI PEEOwWUI EUOOwWPT awl T whOUOE wI
to operate on the assumption that the kidnappers had a reason for getting Mr Knight
involved, even if it was just to create a media frenzy 6 2

to the States or at least claim diplamatic immunity? Is he fucking with us y ?
-08w(U0UzUwxOUUPEOTl wil wbPpOOwWOlI EYT OWEUUwWOOUwWUDT |
Queen not being rescuedO the Major paused, 2P T PET wi Il wbUSw OUT OUT T wl 1T 7z
instinct after talking to him , T 1 z OOwUUawEOE wIi I Ox w whileu T putie E OO w E U L
frighteners on him and he agreed to stay in the secure Whitehall Court flat 6 2
?What do we know about this Dan Knight bloke y said Vaughan.
21 z0wl OVwOOWOPOPUEUAWUUEDPODPOT OwbOwi EEUwxUI EPU
London marketing agency; came over on his own on a contract. He used to live in New York
doing a similar job. Unmarried, low level of debt, no major political or religious affiliations.
Seems to move around somewhere different every two years on average. Good credit
profile, owns a holiday flat in Belize. One night in prison as a teenager for crashing into a
police car in an unlicensed vehicle whilst drunk 6 ?
?0ne nighty 2
The Major smiled. ?The vehicle in question was a shopping trolley. Knight scored
extremely high in art, design, that kind of thing. He studied English at university, he is
thoroughly conver sant with literary staples such as Shakespeare, Dickens, Bronte, Words
worth, Blake, etc. Spent his career in marketing. So, a bit of a book worm, an academt. The
details are in his filed »
face as he spoke?, OU U wOIi ws | yOvabgban @ughed at hisbwn joke. ? T wUUUI wbUOz U
tough guy. He looked pretty messed up w hen we scraped him off the floor§ 2
A new voice broke into the conversation. ?I think we should bring him in, bust his chops,
him. Old school style 6 ?
Jackson had beerthe only black student in his year at Eton, there on a sports scholarship,
and learned from an early age that if he wanted anything from life, then he would need to
fight. That had suited him fine. He had broken all school athletics records before being
seduced for a few wayward years into the gangster lifestyle. Afterwards, he had refocused
and won an Olympic silver medal in karate. It was not until he returned to the UK that he
committed himself to the British Army, eventu ally joining the SAS.
?3 1 E dat gbing to happen O snapped the Major. ?You sound like that plod Sawyer,
UT EOzUwUT T wUOUU WO wExxUOEET wil whOUOEWUEOI w6l wod
OO0O0PWPTEUWI T zZUWEOPOT OwobOUwPT awllzUwbPOYOOYI ESw
informati OO08 w! UU0wP Uz Uwx OUUPEOT wUT 1 wOPEOExxI UUwOPT T Uwl
only to kill him & 2
2371 WOPEOExxI UUwPOOZUWEI WEEEOGS wi NWEO0OBw GUSIEET Bk
had any value at all, they would have taken him with them. But UT 1 awEDEOz UB w31 1
dumped him. Right? Now if for some reason they decided taking him with them was too



EPIi I PEUOUOwWPT AawEPEOZUwWUTT awRNRUUOwWwODOGGheiobédy w( Uwb
UOOEDPI UUWOOEET EwE Uw) H a3 @& ubeup getirg ®ibh (hgolveédp@i® 1 D E 6 w
and simple. But they had an initial reason. | buy into the idea of them grabbing some bloke

who would go running to the press 6 ?

? EEO0OOz Uwl O uekppedbvéughare G007z Owi OUT T OwUT EVwWYDET O
supposed to create a huge public panicd 2

Jackson jabbed his finger at the Major.?Something else has been bothering me. Why grab
someone in a flat? Why not just grab someone on the streey 2

?So what do you reckon Jackgy said Vaughan.

?They grabbed the twat because I 1 zUw Ew I UEODOT w OOUEOOUUT w Ol
professional, someone skilled in the art of shooting his mouth off to the media. Someone
who knows TV, radio, the internet and the press. The perfect fucking patsy to dump in a
scene like thats ?

?) EE OOz WasiJdaid Vdughdh. PKnight would have gone cackling to the media on
both sides of the pond and squealed like a pig with a spear up its jacksied ?

?PFact isO said Jackson2UT 1 a wOOOP wkl z Ul wbOYOOYI E8 w311 Ul zUwb
contact with himagE B OO wl YT Qwhi wi OUwUOOT wi UEOT EwUxwUI EUOOuU
the only fucking lead we got. Pleased ?

The Major let the debate run its course before spe&ing. ?. | WEOUUUI w(z Yl wUOT OC
through. The chances of Dan Knight being significant or useful to them from this point
onwards are minute. However, much as | enjoy your rather colourful mono logues, Sergeant
)y EEOUOOOwWPI zUIl wUUPOOWT OPOT wUOwWOEDPOUEPOWEOYI UCw
anything will come out of it, but those are your ordersé ?

?P0kay bossO said Vaughan. 261 7 OOw Ol | xwEwpPI EUT T Uwi al wOOwUT I
I Exx] OUBw! UOUWEUUUOPOT wUT I wEOUPT UwbUwOOUT BOT OQwbhkl
are these terrorists up toy ?

2If | knew that, Sergeant VaughanO said the Major, Pwe would be a damn sight closer to
finding out why they murdered the heir to the throne and what they want with our Queen 6 ?



Act 3: SeneSix

AMy words fly up, my thoughts remaiddowv: Words without thoughts never
to heaven ga@.

Hamlet

and his mood improve. He breathed in the aroma and looked around at the
Westminster Abbey café. It was a large open room with a high ceiling and ancient
windows offering a narro w view onto a wide grass courtyard beyond the walls. Dan
could see the sharp winter sun against the walls, the light highlighting the ancient
VOO0 POUOB W (T wilwi EEOCZOUwOOOPOWT OPWEOOEWPUwWwPEUWC
into thinking itwas aglo UPOUUwUUOOI Uz UwEEadw Uwil wl EAl EWEEUO
on the far side of the cafeé.
She paused when she saw Dan. After a nervous smile of recognition she bought some
water and sat down at the opposite end of the room.
Dan watched as Fiona produced a small notebook, a second slim book with a black cover
from her bag and started scribbling notes. He started to wonder, had he overreacted walking
away? The only person he knew who might be able to help was this frumpily dressed yet
striking girl sitt ing at the other end of the café.
He was going to have to try and patch things up. He picked up his coffee and walked
over to her, forcing a smile onto his face.
?Hey there Fiona, mind if | join you y ‘He indicated a chair opposite her and sat down.
AtIOOOU wWODP Ol waOUWEOWI?EEawl EY]I OWEOI U6z UwbhU
#EOZUWET T 1 OCBWEDOOOBODBOW( z OwNUUUWUEaDPOT wUdUUaBu
UEPEwWaOUzEwWUI T QwUT T wYPET OB w#O0waOUwoOPOEwWDI whl wUEC
2l was about to chat about it, but you walked off 6 »
AKkOOPOW( WPEUWUUET w(zO0OwdOUwlUuapOl wUOWOEOT wi REC
amount on my mind & ?
%1 O0wadUz Ul wOOUwUidwdOO0awddl OwadlwodoOD
200z U01l wUPT T U w# OwadUwUl POOwbl WEOUGBWUUEUOWOYI L
A 7 OOWEEEIT x (bdiapbdgydwai EOI WEEO
?l can bake it a bit more if you like 6 2

Q sthecd I 1 POI wi UOOWUT 1 WEOST T 11 wi POUI Ul EwbOUOwW# EO;

?Thanks, | appreciate that. So,W EUWEUT wa OUwUx wO0Owl I Ul ywsOUz UI w
expert, with your books and everything y ?

Yes,( WUUx xOUT w( wEOSw( zY!l wET T Owli T Ul wiEl I OUT 8w Uwl
EOOI wWEOCEwWI EYT WwEOOUT 1T UwoOOO008w( zOwUUUT wUOT T Ul zUWE w|
mentd 2

PWait up + a ciphery 2

A z70wOHO0W RxOEDODOT wEFonakaldwediNetsdl a tinp $mBeO iy dre w (
of expertise in history is cryptography 6 ®an still looked blank. ?Secrecy, spying, codes, that
kind of thing. When | was a kid, my father used to take me around places like this, looking
at public monu ments, old books, all sorts of things. We would look for hidden ciphers in
them. It was fun. It turned into a hobby and then into a job 6 ?

Dan noticed Fiona was wearing very little makeup and the small amount she was



wearing had been applied by an inexperienced hand. Her cheeks had a powdery look, her
eyeliner was smudged and she was wearing what could be politely described as comfortable
shoes.?That sounds like a geeky childhood, running around old churches and things. | bet
Aa0Uwki Ul WEWUOOEOa 6 ws O Uomanharerondflibdoltdfairéd® @ E wUE E UwU
A wUUxxOUl wPbUwPEUwxUI UU0AwP] PUEOWEUU gD [ustOOOP wpk |
Ul DOOwPT EUT YI Uwa Uz Ul wEODOT wbUwWOOUREOwI YI Owbi wbCl
2B UU0I wi O0UTT 6w20wll OOwakipher Ol 1 UUOUwWw%D OOEOwPT EUZ
Fiona shifted in her chair, flicking her wayward hair back over her shoulders. 7?Ciphers
are essentially codes that you apply to text to reveal hidden information. Imagine being
around when Shakespeare was alive. If you wanted to send a private letter, there was
always a very real chance it would get intercepted. People got round that by sending
messages that seemed innocuous but included hidden, valuable information that was only
revealed when a cipher was used ?
?What has this gotto dowith / UDOET w6 DPOOPEOZz UwOUUET UwBOEWEWUUE
?It all goes back to the video. Do you remember the guy in the weird clothes? A kind of
cloak? Well, he was wearing a badge. It was only on the screenfor a few seconds, but | saw
it was the symbol for the Rosicruciansd ?
?The who? Rosey whaty ?
?The Rosicrucians. An ancient secret society. Really quite important back in history.
They were especially powerful in the time of Queen Elizabeth the first 6 2
?So you came here to try and find a connection between the Rosicrucians and the
statuey ?
Yesd ?
WD OOEWEOQWUT T whOUEUws UOU aywaske®Dad.z wOl EOQwWEOa Ul OT u
28 O U wO fref @3iwnpsse 2
21 UOw®~-EUz UwbU
617 1T Ul wi EYT waOUwl I EVEwUT Ediugians dsds tbzabelutiremselveds.O b wUT 1 |
It means the brotherhood of the rose in crossd 2
Dan ignored her question. ?Tell me, what sort of people were they, these Rosicrucians?
Scholars, soldiers, bakery ?
?Definitely scholars and soldiers. They were hugely imperialistic. They believed England
wasthe natUUE QwOIl EET UwOl wUOT T whOUOES w31 1l awl EEWEWYDPUDOC
?Sir Francis Bacon. So he was some sort of power crazed lunatic? The Doctor Evil of the
Seventeenth Centuryy ?
- OwOOOWOOUWEUWEOOl Ww&OEOQwWUT EUzUwUI EOOawEDOOOaD
favourite ways of summing him up to my students is to quote the writer and poet Alex ander
Pope, who incidentally commisUBD OOT Ew21 EOI Ux 1 E Ud i thewrO@yY Bapé OU w i 1 C
said Lord Bacon was the greatest genius that England, or perhaps any country, had ever
produced. Bacon was a confidante of Queen Elizabeth, a spy, and a hugely influential
philosopher and scientist of the day. | believe he pretty much formalised science as a form of
study 6 ?
?But that was all hundreds of years ago. What has any of that got to do with Prince
William y »
A wOOOPOWPUWUI 1 OUWEUE & a @ns art behir(d £i© noucder UAndufer i 1T w1l OUE
UOOT wUl EUOOOWUT T dtention tautbis)satuebarwE UE P OwWE
BOUWOT POOWUT T UT ZzUwWwUOOT wyPydU U woOi wEWEDxT T UwOOwUT |



1 UOw(zO0MUUUI woOi wbU

Dan started to get excited. Was that what ShakeJ x | EUl z Uw3 UUUT whEUy w wi DI
21 EOI Ux1 EUI z OSo@4a3 SHaKespéakeia Rosicrucian 2

MNOSG w' I wOPY!I EWEUOUOEWUT 1T wUEOT wUPOI wEUwW! EEOOWE UL
different. Shakespeare was far too common to be invited into a secret society like that

200woll UzUwWEUUUOT wadUzUl wuUPT T OWEGCEwWUT T Wl ZUwWE w!

outy ?
?Ciphers are an art form as much as a science, there are quite literally hundreds of
EDIi 11Ul OUwUaxi UOwUOO!T wUbOxOIl OwUOO!l wbOEUI EPEOa WE

mix of mathematics and clues like spelling mistakes, layout, weird use of words, things like
that, often in combination with something visual 6 ?

?When | started talking about the spelling mistakes and strange layouts in the inscription
it set off alarm bells in you heady ?

PExactly!?

?So what do we doy 2

Fiona glanced at Dan. He had leaned in closer too, his chin rested on his hand as he
listened.?( z Y1 wWEOUI EEa wOE&? wUOOI wil EEPEAa

A WEEOQwWUI T wadUzYl wEI 1 OwpUPUDPOT wUOOI UT DOT WEOPO
another book. Whyy »

Fiona picked up the slim book and showed Dan the cover.

?The Tempe&tYou brought the play? Whyy 2

?l wanted to check the quote in the play against the quote on the monumentd ?

Whyy 2

A Vw0l Ewadluwi EYOUUDPUTI w@gUIl UUDPOOyws6T ayzw' EYI w
always check your sourcesd ‘She lifted up her notepad. 2( z Y1 wEOOXxEUI EwUT T wOUDI
the one on the monumento ?

Original

The cloudcapped towers,
The gorgeous palaces,
The solemn temples,
The great globe itself,
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve,
And, like this insubstantial pageant faded,
Leave not a rack behind.

Monument

TheCl oud c u phe Gorgeaud Ralsces
The Solemn Temples, The Great Globe itself
Yea all which it Inherit,
Shall dissolve;
And like the baseless Fnbrick of a Vision
Leave not avreckbehind




Dan studied the quotes. 3 T EUz UWOEE S w31 1 U kneds betwesd OEtwD w Ol WEDIT 1 1 |

2l know 6 ?

Whyy 2He checked himself. 2 w P OOz Uw Ol | xw EUODOT wbl adw! UUwE
OO0OUOI OUwi OUWUT T wOOUUwWi EOOUUVUwWxOEapPUPT T UwdOwUT T w
right? It makes no sense ?

2400l UUwaObOUWEUUUO! wbUzUwWETI OPEI UEUI OWEOEWEWPEa
i OUOWOT WEWEDxT T UBw8OUwWwUxOUUPOT wUTT wOPUUx1 O0O0DOI
Making a mistake with a quote is one thing, but somet hing so clumsy? It has to be a ciphe6 ?

RO0wl OPWEOwWPT wl OWEEOUUwWI POEDPOT wlOT PUwEEDad 1 Uy w( w
pulled his chair around the table to get a better look.

# 00z 0wpbpbOUVUAOWDPUWOEOI UwoOOUT wUI OUT wbintd; ®itaa OUwUT |
ciphers, the starting point is always the grid. Because every cipher is a hidden message,
what we need to do is isolate the hidden message from the rest of the words in the
guotation. The way to do that is to lay the quotation out in a grid, lett er by letter. The cipher
is then applied and hey presto, the hidden message pops ouB ?

?Sounds logical, if confusing. How the hell do you do it y ?

?0kay, the first question is, how big is the grid 6 ?

Dan glanced at the pad and then back at Fiona.?Let me get this straight. We need to
EUI EUl WEWT UPEwO! woOl UUT UUwOUU WOl wiUil PUWGUOUT dw' Ob
El WEQOEwPI WEOOz UwOOOPwhPT PEy whPhOUEWUOWUUEUUWUT 1T wi UE

231 EUz UwE E OU BuFldnalsmiledEag $heuspdkey 8tdiing to relish the challenge.

Dan lifted his hands to his face and rubbed his eyes. A dull pain emerged from the wound
on his forehead.

?What about starting with the word temple O said Dan, ?ET Ul UWEOOwHP Uz UwUT T wpC
pointing to 6 ?

?Not a bad guess for an amateur. But too obvious. Temple is a reference to the
Rosicrucian origins of the monument. All Rosicrucians would have belonged to a temple 6 2
Fiona replaced the pen on the table.?- OOw( wUTl DPOOwWUIT T Ul zUwWwEWOUET wUb Ox
EIl 1T OQwli YT OOwo Wl EIOCOmEDEHUOGBOYD @eBGUOwUT 1T w/ UPOEIT z UwET

20f coursed ?

%21 EOOWEDUUOOY | &wiodalhuddiédmielthel paper Cokeltliet 6uta grid
and began to add the letters from the inscription. Dan found himself examining her hands as
she cardully form ed each letter. Her fingers wrapped around the pen, almost holding it too
tight. When she had finished she raised her head and examined her work.



20kayO she said,?2U0T 1 Ul zUwOUUwl UPESd w- Obwbl E0@WRIT wdOI 1 EwOOWE
A 7 OwU U b O Oeatndidll audipheEisDOa wWE O
?Think of it like a stencil, a pattern that highlights letters on the grid. Those letters are
U1 OQwl UOUxT E6w3T 1T OwlUTT awUl YI EOWEOWEXOET UEOQWEOE wWUT
%1 Ul woOOOODPOT wi OUWEwWYDUUEOLdyBUUI UOYy w3l ECwUBUUUL
?Yes. There will be clues in the grid too. You know the misspelling you saw on the
EEUYDOT wbOwUI 1 whOUEws!I EEUPEOzOwbi 1 Ul wyd 1 ws Ez wbEU
?How could | fnget y »
?Look, are you taking this seriously y ?
?More thanyou OO0OP S w! U0 wa OUWEOWUOUOEWEWEDPUwWODPOI wda wU«
be offended. She was my fantasy older woman when | was a kid6 2
Fionasmiled.?, EAEl wUOl EVUz UwET EEUUI w( wEOQwWEwWOI EVUUI UOwWE"
obviously central to the cipher. / OUUw ( wEOUOQwUT POOwWPUzUwxUI OUawO
important too, another difference between the original quote and this one. Then finally there
is the word wreck instead of rack. That must be important too 6 2
Dan stood up from his chair. ?l agree, but something else is more important. Can we take
Ewi DYl wOPOUUI wEUI EOyw ( woOl 1 EwUOwWT T UwEOOUT I UwEUx
rackedo ?

?I really need to have my head together on this, so | think another coffee could do the
business. Do you want anythingy »

?No. Nothing for me 6 2

Dan threaded his way through the now busy café back towards the food counter. Fiona
watched him walk away and then turned back to her notepad. Her first thought was to look
at vertical and diagonal lines running across the grid, but quickly gave up. Perhaps the
UTTTUI OETl wOOws33zZwWEOwWUI T wEOUUOOWOT wUT T wUUEUUT w
Masonic reference to 33°. She tried every third letter but with n o luck.

She was starting to get stuck. Maybe a coffeeor perhaps a herbalteaPp EUOz7 UwWwUUET WE wE
DEI EG W% DOOEWOOOO0! EwUxwi UOOwWUTT wUEEOI w211 weEUT T
from behind an overweight woman pushing a pram through the sea of pine tables and metal
chairs. He held a cup of coffee in one hand and a small white china plate in the other. On the
plate was a slice of carrot cake and a plastic fork. He sat down heavily in the chair.

?Boy, do | need this. Come on, at least you can share tis with mey He pushed the plate
towards her. Fiona surprised herself as she picked up the fork from the plate. She smiled at
Dan and then cut off the small pointed end of the cake. Balancing the moist cake on the end
of the fork she lifted it to her mouth .



B OUVWEEOQWI EY]I wOOUI wlUT EOwWUT EUS w&OwOBOWET EEUUIT wbi
?No, this is fined ?
OUz Yl wl OUwE wE WRartktao® Dsip fhis thiieE. Wadl a tastey »
Fiona shook her head.
?PAnyway, Fiona, while | was over there, | had an idead ?
?Go ahead ?
10UPEUUEPEOUOwWPUOZUwPUYy w8 OUWUEPEwWPUwBBUWE wUOUIT wtk
2Good.+1 Uz UwUT 1T whplT ECwOl UUT UUwPkIT wibBHllu@dd tuwld G bulll Ukxs ES
at its centre? She traced a cross with her finger and wrote down the letters that came out of
it.

lenfboelt

211 WUUEUT Ewl EVUEWEOwWUT T wol OUIl UUWEUUOWEOUOEOZ UwUIT T v
tried Latin and Greek. ?No, DUz UwOOU wUDT T UB w3 T 1 Ul wi EVwUOOWET wUOC
me your impressions of the statued ?

UOOWEWETI UPT Ow xODPOUwW O wYDI b O wpaateUngmédlf,utie OUw U1 |
quotation, the pillar with the heads on, and of course the arch it all sits inside6 ?

?The arch. What did you notice about thaty »

A WEPEOzUOwUI T wOUET wOPO!l wbUOwWEOGapI 1T Ul wi OUI w3l 1 U
DPOUEUDxUPOOUOWEUUDwWOOUWUOOWOEQAaWEUET 1 UB wnUOOWE wx
shape. Iconic. Whatare you thinking y ?

?It could be too simple, but the best ciphers often are. If we just imagine a large arch in
the middle of the gridthat OPOPEU wWUT T wUT ExT wOil wOT 1T wO®Fional EOI Ux |
quickly leaned over the note pad. PNow if we also assUOT w Ul EQOw Uil 1 ws Oz wbHOuw
significant6 ?

Shestarted writing down letters.

eiahwsleesfnbriccaecosplae

She stopped.?2( WE OOz OwOOOP W#EOS w31 EVwi T 1 OUwUOOWUEDOEOOS w
in there if we looked, but | was expecting something neater and more concised ?

?What nexty ?

A ZOwUUEUUDPOT wOOwI 1-0 ®lwwil B Wl ¢ ¥ wEWIUO EQBHWG widomdU w E D
I PEEI OOwhi Uz Uwli 1 Ul wEVWEOO

%1 EOy w- OpwadUz Ul wUEabOT wUyj Danisautdéxiinihid se&tland OO 0T B O
rubbed his eyes. ?God, what a fool | am. | was starting to believe we were going to crack it.
As if it would be so easy6 te stood up. ?Fiona, thanks for everything. But | really need to
gob ?

Uwi T wUUEUUI EwOOwPE OO wERDIWIEIORIOIS kuy Eukipmi®@ B zul)E ¥ @

He turned back and looked ather. 23 T EUWOEUUWEUET w( wWEUI PwPEUwWNUUUuW
EOOwpPT EOwHI whl wOUT wUOT 1T whOUEUws PUI EOzusBEeliEews UOP z UU
as she spoke, the strokes of the pen quick and certain over theop of the grid.



She wrote down the letters the new arch threw out.

ascrifnbncoha

Fiona saw it immediately. 2# E O w0 O O O O Wi Bhewibte E dodrE O |
francis bacon h

?What about the hy 2

?Easy, just ignore it ?

?Plgnore ity 2

?H was used silently in Elizabethan English. The arch shape is a perfect anagram of
Francis Bacord ?



Act 4: SeneOne

AWhy then the worlds mine oyster,
Which | with sword will open 0

The Merry Wives of Windsor

stumbled upon part, or possibly all, of ShakeUx 1 EUIl zUw3UUUT 6 w%bOOE w
ETUI T EwUOOwWOT T OwUxwOOwW2UOEEaAaWUOWUEOOWEEOU U wWHI
UT 1T wEPEOZzZUWUEOOWUOWUT T wx OOPEIT 6 mlf tidppédthw Ul I wEE
the almost too perfect apartment, he began to have doubts. What had they actually found? A
name of someone who died a long time ago? The leader of the Rosicrucians? What did it
really do apart from just confirm the Rosicrucians built the S hakespeare monument and
signed it in secret?
But the consequences for failure were too great. The thought of his own life and the life
of the Queen of England depending on him making sense of some obscure threat from an
arcane secret society made him feéphysically sick.
"TwOUUOI EwOOwW! PUWOEXxUOx wEOEwWPT OUwOOODPOI dw' 1 wla
hundreds of thousands of results came back: birth, family tree, important events, family,
wealth, ceremonies. As he read it slowly dawned on him jus t how little he actually knew
about the Royal Family. There were so many sides to them, the power, the fame, the money,
their role over time, the different dynasties, the charity work, the size of the family. It was
impossible to get a handle on it all.
After a while he felt swamped and decided to try search for the video. No matter what
combination of search strings he tried, all he came up with was dead links. There were some
screenshots and hundreds of obscure forums discussing the incident at length. Each thread
had a different theory, each more bizarre than the last. None were even close to the truth
and none even hinted at the disappearance of the Queen.
Dan noticed that most of the links fed back to the BBC website. It gave the official version
ofti T w/ UPOET ZUWET EVUT dw' 1l wUIl EEWEwW@UOUTI wi UOOwWUT T w
Inspector Sawyer, which talked of the search for the hit-and-run driver and a call for
inform ation from the public. As Dan read he found himself laughing out loud. He wondered
if the police even knew they were being sent on a wild goose chase. It made him realise
%D OOEwW!I EEOz Owl YI Ow@UIl UUDPOOI EwUI 1 wEUUT 1 OUPEDPUA wOI
It was getting late when Dan walked to the kitchen to make a coffee. He filled the kettle
with wate r and turned it on and fished around in the immaculate cupboards until he found
some expensive looking filter coffee marked By Royal Appointmenand a cafetiere. He stared
glassily at the kettle, his mind numb as he waited for it to boil.
Armed with his ne w coffee, Dan felt curious to see how the news had been reported back
I 001l Bw' 1 WOOEEUI EwUOOT woOi wOT 1T wel U0T UwOOORhdgew Ol UDE
After just a few minutes the message was cleart 6 DPOODPE Oz UwOUUET UwbPEUWEwWP O
He sat back on the sofa, staring out of the window again at the view of the River Thames.
The sheer scale and importance of the situation he had found himself in was not just
terrifying, it was utterly exhausting.
His mind went back to his old life in New York, to the months before he had left to come
over here. Hehadg OUUPOT whUET awi il 1T UwET EPOOWEOEwW! PUwUT 1 Ou

D an had returned to Whitehall Court ecstatic at the discov ery, convinced that he had



What was that phrase she used? Ah yes, he remembered, that was it2 T 1| z EWEEOOI Ewl D(
‘emotional cripple, unable to commit.'" He half smiled, she had had a tongue like a razor

blade, that girl. 2T 1 z EWOEE]T wi POwi YI Owol 1 01 UwUOwlI T OwobOwUI
experience London. But why had he thought of her suddenly? A thought popped into his

brain. At first he found it shocking , but the more he thought about it, the more appealing it

seemed.
He had run away then. Why not just run away now ?



Act 4: SeneTwo

ACowards die many time before their deaffise valiant never taste of death
but once 0
Julius Caesar

21st December

Defence, it was easy for Sergeant Theodore Jackson to track Dan Knight as he left
White hall Court. His figure was clearly silhouetted in the scope of his military grade,
laser focused, infrared binoculars. Jackson had spent an uncomfortable night on the

The next morning, from his vantage point high up on the roof of the Ministry of

detail, plenty of time for his mind to wander. Dangerous as Mogadishu city in Somalia was,
it was a lot more fun than this.
Jackson had been the first to arrive at the kidnap scene with the Major. The initial
moments of the operation had been filled with confusion, but Jackson had clearly seen the
terrorist point ing a gun at Dan before swivelling to target the Queen. His view was that the
terrorists had been using Dan for PR purposes, but it had gone wrong. As he was mulling it
over for the fiftieth time, his earpiece crackled into life.
?Unit two, this is HQ. Sit rep on target. Over 0 # was the Major.
?PRoger HQ. Eleven hundred hours6 He saw the doors of Whitehall Court open. Dan
appeared. 22 EUT | OwbPOwUPT T U8 w) UUUwOI EYDPOT wUI 1T wEUDPOEDPOI
Horse Guards Parade, likely to be heading over to the bridge to cross onto the Southbank
and the London Eye. Overg ?
?Roger thatb ?
BT1T wWUEUTT OwUx1 O0wUT 1 wOPT T OwbOweT PUITEOOwW" OGUUI
interest on the video from flat. He went online, we tracked his activity. He spent a few hours
readingup EEQOUUOwUT T w1 OAaEQW®%EOPOAWEOEwW' PUw' PTT 61 UUz wE
your analysis. No email or mobile activity. Over 6 ?
?Roger that. What is your assessment? Oveo ?
7 OPwUPUOOWI 1 ZUwPOWEWEUUAOwWUOGBUDUUWEUI EQOWEOEDI L
?Rogertil EUB w&l UWEEEOQwWUOwW' owbhOOI EPEUI Oadw3l i Ul zUw!
1al UwOOwb UGB w6 I vy ihforrhatiod troth @ lonukedderiity of the kidnappers.
An expert criminal profiler is coming in to brief us at fourteen hundred hours 6 »
?PRoger and outd ?
Dan had woken up with conflicting thoughts in his mind. Should he stay and fight, or
just run? He had always enjoyed city life. He felt safe in the busy streets, anonymous but
involved . London and New York were similar cities in many ways. In b oth you could walk
for hours without having to speak to another living soul, yet all the time be surrounded by
thousands of people. He decided to take a walk along the riverside. He threaded his way
past the tourists, and made his way back to the front of Whitehall Court, crossed over the
busy Victoria Embankment main road and started heading to the gleaming and jagged
Hungerford Bridge that crossed over to the south side of the River Thames.
His rambling journey was stopped by a work of art. It was a thre e dimensional
representation of the Battle of Britain. A long narrow monument that appeared out of



nowhere on the pavement, a startling and complex brass edifice about the length of a
Spitfire fighter plane from World War Il.

Along one side were carved hundreds of names of pilots who had lost their lives. The
OUTT UwUPET wPEUWEOOPOEUI EWEAWEEUYDOT Uwdi w20w/ EVOZ
death, firemen, women working in a munitions factory, burning build ings. At the very
centre of the piece determined young pilots leapt out, literally bursting out from the front of
the sculpture. They were heading to their imaginary planes as an air raid siren announced
another attack from the German Luftwaffe. It was an extraordinary and modern piece, bu t
the style of it reminded Dan of an old black and white war movie. He could almost hear the
sirens and the bombs exploding around him. He looked at the carved faces of the pilots and
a sense of their bravery swept over him.

He had been seriously considering packing his bags and running away. Yet faced with
the sacrifice of these young pilots from all those years ago, he was humbled. All of them
faced death every day, all would have lost friends and seen others burned and mutilated in
front of their eyes. Their entire country and culture as well as their individual lives had been
UOET UwUT Ul EUOWEUOwWUT T awl EEOGzUwi OPOET T Ewil OUwWODI
determined and technically superior enemy in the eye and faced them down. Against the
odds, they had triumphed.

Dan turned to face the grey river. A cold breeze blew off the water and he shivered. In
f UOO0WOT wi POWUUOOEWUTT w+OO0EOOwWSal OwlT 1T whOUOEZ Uu
nearby build ings, dozens of glass cylindrical capsules harging from the pure white steel
frame. In each of the capsules he could see groups of people, silhouettes in the low light. The
$al ZUwUOOPWUOUEUDOOWOEET wbUwUI 1 OWUUEUDPOOI UaOwEL
South Bank its movement became clearer.

There was a coffee shop next to the ticket office and Dan sat down, staring up at the
towering wheel above him, wondering what to do. The idea of running away was fading.
What would it achieve? Where would he go that would be safe? His gaze moved down to
look at the queue in front of the London Eye and the crowds coming down the exit ramp.
They all had smiles on their faces and he envied their carefree mood.

He felt exhausted and stood up to buy a coffee. He shoved his hands in his coat pockets
looking for change and came across the booklet of tickets from Royal Security. He pulled it
out and saw, underneath a half ripped ticket for the Tower of London, one for the London
Eye.

He looked up, startled by a booming laugh from a middle aged African man whose
children were jumping around, talking about all the sights they had seen from the top of the
Eye. Dan looked at the family, and down at the ticket. He shrugged his shoulders. Why not?
He joined the queue.

The line of people waiting was short and moving qui ckly. It took about five minutes for
Dan to reach its head. He could see a capsule approaching and edged himself forward. The
Eye never stopped moving. As each capsule reached the boarding platform its doors slid
open and people quickly shuffled in, then t he doors shut and the capsule moved on in its
endless journey.

?0n your own? Or with a group y “The attendant looked at Dan as he spoke.

A z70wOOwWdA wOP O

?Hey, a fellow American. Want to come in with our group bud y <Dan turned round to
see a cluster of farr guys. Two of the group were large middle -aged men, sweatshirts,
similar glasses and baseball caps making them appear almost, but not quite, identical twins.



The other men were younger, better dressed. They seemed disinterested in Dan, both
already with cameras eagerly poised.

?Sure, why noty said Dan.

As the capsule rotated into place the group of five stepped through the sliding door.
Inside, there was a long slender bench and curved glass walls giving a vast view of London.
The movement of the wheel was almost imperceptible but almost before he realised it, the
capsule had slipped away from the platform and started its climb skywards. Within a few
minutes he was gazing down on the rooftops of Buckingham Palace and St James Park, and
smiled as he saw the window of the apartment he was staying in at Whitehall Court. It
00001 EwUPOawi UOOwWUxwi T Ul wEOCEwWI 1 wUl EOPUI Ewi 1 z EwOI

Dan glanced across to the other passengersyThanks for letting me bust into your group,

guyso ?
? 1 awbUz Uwddhe voidlieldriged to one of the almost identical twins, a big
OEOwPPUT wi OOUPEWET 11 OUWEOEWEwWOOx wOil wUOUUOawl UI a

a moustache sitting on top of grey stubble.

The group ignored Dan. Instead they jostled for position, s napping pictures of Big Ben,
20w/ EUOzUwW" EUT 1 EUEOWEOEWUT 1 w+ OOEOOwWUO0aOPOl wEUWUIT

O0UZEWET UUIT U w U003 Dad.i?78 Quild O Qui OEWI wi | OwxPEUUUI Uw
against the glass and a black backround 6 2

?Neat idea, budo »

DansOP Ol Edw' | wi EEOz0wi 1 EVEwWE Oa®dodWher&drd youlguyE Owx T UE
fromy ?

?PBostond The man was standing behind Dan, looking over his shoulder towards St
/ EUOzUw" EUT 1 EUEOQWEOE W3 OPI Uw! UPET T 8w

?PBoston? Sweet town. Very European. You sound a bitmore west coast to meO said Dan,

?maybe over to Calid 2

Suddenly Dan felt a huge arm snhake round his neck. It jerked tight on his throat and he
felt a cold metal object push into his back.

BT EUZUWET EEUUT w( z Otuihe (nbautad obdngeds Bhé dtdi Ameiah
accent was gone to be replaced by a harsh London growl.?6 1 z Y1 wEI I Owpb,EUET pOI
#EOOawEOaAadw6T EUWEOQwWwaOUwUT pOOwadUzUl wxOEabOl wEUO
I POEwW2T EOI Ux1 EUI ZUw3UUUT wUOEODPOT wEea Ui Lpun&ré@w Ul 1 w+ (
6 POOPOT WEUwWwaOUlwoppHEDiUEY 23 WEAEUDUWEWBIOwx EOPEWEOD
his throat tightened. He could see the reflection of the men in the glass.

BEDUOWPEDPUOW( wi EVI 6 dukefaltithe gri Orthis uhbét @ssdhi?l WU & Ui
OUUT Ow( wi OUOGEWEWOEO!I wOOw21T EOI UxI EUIl ZUwOOGOUOI OU wH
3T EUzUw21T EOT UxI EUIl zUw3UUUT warbed@bplbutbsthroat3ciatetd z Uwb | E
and he breathed in relief, but then suddenly the arm tightened again and he was pushed
forward, his head cracking against the glass window.

2 0UzY!I WEPDUEOYI Ul EwOT 1T wi EOTT UZUWOE®BI26 w3l EUZz Uwb(

61T EQOwl OUTIl wbUwUT T Ul ywel EVWEOwaOUwPERUwWOT wOOWE Oy

?You were right, Luther & # was a new voice in the group. ?You can see it in his eyes, he
PEOUI EwUOWUUOWEPEAQWUOWEYOPEWT PUWET UUDPOadw+00
cowardice and feard # EOwW OO OO01 EwPOwUT | wi OEVUUOQwI T wEGUOEwWUI |
grinning, his teeth bared in a snarl, his voice tense.

?l agree, but Damascus says he is the one we seek. He cannot be questionéd?

2?1 would never question the leader, but you can still see the fear in his eyes. Look at him,



+00T 1T UOwi 1 z U udgustkilDmus2 wUT OUO

- OwbEDPUOwWa OU wE Ofhid Dan fighfing th $peakOE WE OOz UwOoOOPwbT au
PEOQUWOI yw+UUT T Uyw3T EUzZUwaOUUWOEODIiF s wBWPOweEDE Wy
he your leader? Tell me what you want from me! ?

Luther slightly loosened his grip on Dan as he reached into his pocket for something
with his free arm.

?We want the proof of the fra rosi crosse, ShaleU x | EUT z Uw3 UUUT w8 OUz YI wi &
name and now you need to take the great step beyond that. If you test our patience any
OOUI OwbPi waOUwWEUTI wUOWEOPOEwWaOUWEOOZzZUwUT T waObOUUWEI
And neither will be quick or painless 8 #+ UUT 1 UwEUOUT T Owl PUwl EQCEwWDOwIi U
opened his fist. Inside was a severed human finger.

At one end was a long nail, unmistakably that of a woman, the red nail varnish
EOOUUEUUDPOT wET EPOUUWUT T wpPpUDPOOOI EwUODPOSW+UUT T Uw
I OCEDPOT wi POwWUDPT T Ul UwEUWI T wUOUUTT Ol EGw' 1 wUOUEET Euw
withasl EUxwOOYI Ol OUw+UU0T T UwUT U0U0wWUOT T wi CEWOTl wiOT 1T w
OT UOUTT w#EOzUwWI T EEBwW3T 1T wOl OWEUUUUOwWwOUUwWOEUTT POT 8
looked pathetic and frightened.

2711 z700woOOUl WEWOOUwWOOUIT wlT EDREwH 15700 0 uw@udNO Ould@uGHE
EQEwUIl OEwalbUlwlTl OUI 6 wnEOEawUl OODPOT waOUUWOEUI UwUI
EQawlOEUI UOwUT E0wPUBS w( wi matésdwa OUz Ul wWEWEDPUwWOI wWE w#E

#EOzUwWEUI EUIl wPEUWEOODPOT wbOwWUEUx UBJ wBsljournelf, Ex UUOT u
he was only minutes away from getting out of there. Luther unhooked his arm from around
#EOzUwOl EOBS w# EOwU x E Oosédun@tt btk netbOen pbintediaEhinl) O U E
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echoed through the capsule.

Luther smiled, the severed finger nowher e to be seen.?Not very thoughtful, boy. The
OUTT Owi YT UwadbUlwli 1 wi pOT 1 UWEOCEwWaOUWEOOZzZ Uwl BYIT wl
something for the old birdy >+ UUT I Uwl UEEEI Ew#EOzUwOi i Owl ECEWEO]
backwards. A jolt of pain shotthr OUT | w# EO7 UWEUOWEOEwi 1 wUEUI EOQI EwE L
out of its socket.

211Ul OwbkPl zUl WEWEPOwWOOUT wi YI OwdOPEdw-1 ROwWUDPOT wb
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Dan found himself being manoeuvred by t he men so he was in the centre of the group.

Pain washed over him. He could hardly stand. As the doors of the capsule slid open he felt
the gun barrel pushed into his back.

?Now be a good boy, unless you want your spine to be splattered all over London 6 The
group walked out past the waiting queue of people. No -one paid him any attention apart
from one small boy who stared at him open -mouthed.

. OETl wOUOwOoOil wOT T wsal wESEWI UTT woOl wUI 1T wWwEUOPEUOQW +
ear. 2 00z Uw U1 b O Quiathelpaliée oOthose(Royal Security soldier wankers. We
know who you talk to , boy. Go anywhere near your Embassy, the cops or the soldiers and
Aa0U7 OOwWEDPI BwlUOwWwEPEaAaWEOEwWPI zOOwi POEwWwadUOwUIl EVUwa ¢
drown you in your own cowardly piss 6 ?

RO0w(zO0wOOwOawodOrPOy w( WEEOZ UWUEOOQWUOWEDOAa OO wi OUI



?Bloody hell Danny boy, are you dumb as well as daft? If you need help, you find it. Just
be bloody careful about it. Any soldiers, anyone who can come after us ¢ and the Queen gets
UOUI T TEWECEWaAaOUWEUOPOwW BOw UB huthérGdant fordvdad ahcu | 1 UDE w
whispered into hisear. 26 1 1 OQwa OUwi POEwPUOwWPI zOOwi prat eéa OUOWE O
stood up, his voice suddenly jovial and normal. ?- ObwUi 1 Ow# EOOawEOaOQw( z Owl
U1l wEOO&T UwbPPUT wUOT | wEGAUOWEUUOwWUTIT Ul zUWwOOI UT DOT u



Act 4: SeneThree

AWe few, we happy few, we band of beos. For he that sheds his blood with

meshall be my brothdt
Henry V

by Jackson and Vaughan and the rest of the soldiers in the task force. A much milder
looking man in a conservative blue suit sat opposite the Major. He seemed
uncomfor table, his briefcase clutched protedively on his knees.

?Good newsO said the Major. ?Two breakthroughs. First of all, we have a positive ID on
OO01 woOi wiUT T wET EE wOD E O ked asithe $amewhah in thewitiéolfe@twibgiie O U D |
Princed The Major produced a police photo of a round faced skinhead with florid red
cheeks.

?Nick Grey, known as Manchester Nick. A history of mental illness with form for GBH
and attempted murder. Passed cgable of living in society by our glorious Care in the
Community social workers seven years ago, promptly half killed a teenage girl. Sado -
masochist. Compulsive obsessive, cruel and socially inept. Came out of Brixton slammer
about nine months ago, apparently a reformed man. Married an East European prostitute
two months later. Disappeared on her when she got pregnantd ?

Vaughan laughed. ? OOUT I Uwx EUUx OUUwWUT ET wi T 6 w6 Tyi2UI z wOT 1

?He dropped off the map. His profile marks him out as a classic vulnerable, the perfect
target for radicalis ation. That leads me onto the second breakthrough. The identity of the
kidnappers. Doctor Dawkins y ?

The newcomer to the group stood up, placing his briefcase on the table in front of him.

The soldiers shifted in their seats, turning towards him. He cleared his throat and began to
speak in a soft Scottish accent.

?Gentlemen, my name is Doctor Peter Dawkins. | am from MI5 and my role is to give
advice in regards to the psychological profiling and psychogr Ex | PEWEOEOaUPUwOI wx
suspect® ‘Dawkins stumbled on the word, as if searching for the correct phrase. His eyes
flicked around the room. ?In essence, the likelhood is ninety seven percent that the
terrorists are a religious and political secret societyd ?

?What about the other three percenty asked the Major.

PThere is of course the possibility that it is a contemporary political movement like the
ETA separatists in Spain or the IRA in the Republic of Ireland, but that is highly unlikely
bearing in mind the ritualised nature of the killing and the lack of stated demands 6 2

?Do you have any particular suspectsy ?

?There is a shortlist, Majord 2Dawkins opened his briefcase and slid out two
photographs. One was a digital image captured from a video. It showed the kidnapper,

PEI OUPI Pl EwEawUl | w, ENOUWEUw, ECETIT UUI Uw- PEOOWEUE
close up photograph of the robe he had been wearing when the Major had killed him.

?There is a small design that is consistent across the imagesAn icon of a red rose within
EwEUOUUBwW( WEUUUOI wadUzYl wEOUI EEawUIl 1 OwUT PUwOOw
order called the Rosicrucians. They were formed around the time of Queen Elizabeth back in
the sixteenth centuryd 2

Jackson leant forward in his chair and spoke directly to Dawkins. ?So they want us to
POUOwWOUUwWPT OwlT T awEUI yw3i 1l azUl wUl OE®Diowfthd wEOUIT U

The Major sat at one end of the oval table in the Royal Security incident room flanked



other soldiers around the table laughed.

Dawkins looked confused by the comment, his eyes shifting to Jackson for explanation.
?Sorry DocO said Jackson,?me and some of the boys were out on covert ops for a couple of
months in Somalia, there was a particularly unpleasant warlord who had a fondness for
EUUODOT wOUOwx1 OxO0l zUwl @l EEIOWUIwiPBEO BEPY EBUWO WO E w &
PEUwWlI PO WHUEOwWOOOPUwWPT aOwECEwWEOaPEAwWDPUwWwPEUOZz OwWE
an axed ?

%1 zUl wOOUwWI 1 Ul wOUOWUEOOWEEOQU U wWT OpwadUwi EUOwa OU
continued ?

?Thank you Major. Ho wever, your Sergeant does make an interesting point. The
10UPEUUEPEOUWT EYI wOEE]Il wPUWEOI EUWOOwWwUUwWUTT awbkpED
profile on them here O he tapped his briefcase, ZE U0 wD Uz UWEOOQwi OPOUVawl YPEI
only research is from seventeenth and eighteenth century documents. The reality of it is that,
like many other ancient and secret orders, the Rosicrucians became much more mainstream
over time, peaceful and non-threatening, more obsessed with their own dogmas and rituals.

However, it appears that an extremist and highly aggressive and secretive faction also exists,
who we need to concern ourselves with now. This splinter group has twisted their
philosophies into justifica tion for murder 6 »

?So most of them are peaceful and hppy-go-OUE Qa QwEUUwUT T Ul ZzUWEwWODPOOU
the rampage, going around radicalising vulnerable people like our dopey skinhead and
OUUET UPOT wxl Ox 0Ol d w8 OUwUUUY maudVaughar) tausidgdlaughtéd E OO a w C
from the soldiers.

Dawkins seemed embarrassed. ?For the sake of this convelJ EUDOOOwW ( z EwODPOI w(
ourselves to these radical Rosicrucians from this point forward 6

1 ETl wUOUUT Qwb1l wEOO7 Uwl D iaubetd VaughadwOOwWE wi BDx x a wl UOL

?You spoke of a shortlisty anterrupted the Major.

?l was referring to a shortlist of groups that could lead us to them. As a secret group they
had strong affiliations with the Freemasons and the Church of England. Investigating these
is a rather delicate process. That said we do have another, more innowative theory on how to
trace our terroristso ?

The Major looked surprised. 211 EOOay w$ REI 00 OUB w+1 Uz Uwi 1 EUwBDU

?The CIA found the connection. The founder of the main Rosicrucian movement was Sir
Francis Bacon, the Elizabethan philosopher and statesman. Oh wOl w! EEOOz UWEDT whEI
POwUOT T wUOI OUT UT 1T Owi UOUUT ws 01 OEDEWPOEOE GEE EOOW LO
country that ruled the world 6 2

?He predicted the British Empire y said Jackson.
societal structure, a blueprint for the ultimate government and state he documented in a
book, his vision of a perfect England. Now it appears this book became like a bible to our
extreme Rosicrucians. After Bacon died his reputation grew within the group, taking on
mythic and mysti cal proportions. They made Bacon their Godo “Dawkins paused and
opened his briefcase again. He pulled out photocopies of an ancient handwritten document,
on which a couple of paragraphs had been highlighted. He passed the papers around the
table. PAbout a hundred years after Sir Francis Bacon died, the cult of Baconism was at its
height within the Rosicrucians. One of the most prominent leaders at that time was allegedly
Sir Christopher Wren, the archiUl EQwb T OwET UDT O1 Ew2EPOUwW/ EUOz Uw" EL
of a document written by Wren hinting at a great treasure bequeathed by Bacon that he,
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sign. The claim was that this treasure was something that could change the country,
something so valuable it needed to be hidden until the time was right 6 »
?The time was right for what y said Jackson.
?To create the New Atlantis of course. For England to take its rightful plac e as leader of
the world 6 »
?S0, let me get this straightO said the Major. ?After hundreds of years, an aggressive
splinter group of the Rosicrucians has chosen this moment to emerge from hiding and take
Ol UT EQWEEUDPOOWET EPOUU wlGBuB i E wi ® WIEWUD Twks W @IoBEIE ® Wi
treasure they believe will help them bring about this new improved version of England, this
-1 pw UOEOUPUBGWGET wOOOPWUT E0ws UT E OO e Fémpedtuy | z wd U w
that quote is used in any number of places. Films, TV shows, statues, books, never mind the
play itself. What is its significancey 2
ADT T OwOOPOwW( zOwdOBWUOWUUUT wbUwOELUUIT UU
?PWhy on earth noty “The Major looked surprised. ?They carved it on the body of Prince
William. It must be import anté 2
?The fact that they are flaunting these words on the body of a murder victim suggests
that whatever this treasure is, they already have it, and they merely wish to signal that fact.
Their plan is clearly in motion, and it is logical to assume they wo uld only take those steps if
this treasure, whatever it is, was already securedd ?
%1 WEOOz UwOOOPwWUIT 1 a wl E lsaidlie Mjon. ?UE & E10wW U wii 2 wiUwd
looking for it 6 2
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Jackson spoke up.?It could be simply to throw us off track. These fuckers seem to enjoy
trying to fuck with us 6
?A diversionary tactic? It makes a kind of sensed The Major nodded reluctantly.
Dawkins sighed. ?To be blunt, we know almo st nothing about what that phrase really
Ol EOUOwWOUwWPT E0wUT T PUwx OEOwWwPUB w( zEWUEUT T Uwi OEUU w(
strong lead on how to find them, and we also think we know how much time we have 6 ?
They dissolved into thin fucking air 6 2
Dawkins smiled. ?( WOEa WET WEEOI wOOwlI I Ox3 w2PUWWUEOEPUW! EF
being in London. More precisely it was at York House on the Strand 6 2
?York House? Isnz Uw 0T EOwOT 1T wOl EPI YEOQOWOEOUDOOWEOOT UPET
?Yes Major. It became the spiritual heartland for many Rosicrucians, a kind of private
ET UUET 6w' PUwOUUUT UaOwpkpi T Ul wil wPhPEUWEUOUTT DwUxwEL
immensela wPOx OUUEOUwWUOwWUT T 06 w61 z Ul wU Unglasuad ésseatimlpb D OO wU
part of their rituals 6 2
?If we track who goes into that building, we find a link to the Rosicruci ansy 7asked
Vaughan.
?0h yes, indeed that is the cas® ®awkins voice picked up and a smile appeared. ?Half
of the building is privately owned, but the other half is used as an art gallery. It is also hired
OUU0wUOwxUDPYEUI wi UOUXxUOWEOOOQWEOUEUWEOQOEWUT T woOPOI &
few years and one regular group that stands out is the Atlantean Society, a group of mainly
retired academics and researchers who meet to discuss Sir Francis Bacon. They seem like a
group of harmless enthusiasts. The fact that the Atlantean Society are regular visitors to
York Hou se would make them an excellent cover for the Rosicrucians to gain access to the



building 0 ?

The Major stood up and began to pace about the room.?( Uz UWEOI YI USw( 1T wUT 1 u
would ever overlook anything, then this could be it & #e turned to his team. ?The first step
PPDOOWET wUOOwWHPOYI UUPT EUIl w- PEOwWw&UI azUWEEEOT UOUOE wWE ¢
Ol OET UUwOIi wlOT PUw UOGEOUI EQWUOEDPI UAWEQOEWOOOPUOU WS
EOOUUOOwWOYI Uw OxT EwUODUBG w8 oy asdociate® Dwarkt thedEnld O wOi w -
Il EUEWEOEwWI EVUUG w6T Oz UaweUIl | Owi DOOwPT T Ul Owbki i O
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Church and the Freemasons® ?The Major snapped his fingers. ?Wait a minute. The
Freemasons. Dawkins. Do you remember all that bad publicity about them, when was it,
about eight or so years agoy ?

?Yes of course, | beleve the publication of a book detailing their secrets may have been
responsibled ?

?l seem to remember one of their leaders leaving in very controversial circumstances.

Does that ring a bell with anyoney ?

?0h yes indeed, Majord Dawkins smiled. ?lt was hil T wxUOI POl wEOw, (KOwUT |
casework available. Surveillance, a wire tap at the time. Sebastian Moseley | believe his
OEOI wPEUB w( Uz UWEDwWHOUI UI UUDOT wUi 1 OUa

?A disgruntled former leader, sets up his own rad iIEEOQwi EEUD OOy
detaD OQwUOOI wUI UOUUET wbOUOwi POWEOGEwWI 6 0UD

20f course, Majord ?

The Major smiled. ?Looks like we have some proper direction at lastd ?

?Major Barnes) OO01 UOw( z OwEI UEPEwWUT 1 Ul wbUwEOOUTd UwbUUU
1O0UPEUUEPEOQUWIT EY]I Oz UwEI OEQOETI EWwWEQaAawOPOEWOI wUEOU
ritualised timetable 6 2

?Meaningy ?

A wlUUx] EQwpUz UwdOWE O ppénediai tiishimnatobyedt. Thegdiéwe 01 B U wi |
that when New Atlantis arrives it will be o n January the first, and it will be heralded by a
T Ul EOUWUEEUDPI PEl WEUWEwWUAOEOOWOI wUT 1T wdl pwl UEBw+1 T 1
OT T w3T UIT w*DOT UwyYPUPUI Ew, EUAOW) OUI xT weOEwW) 1 UOU
blessing and were given a thousand years of heavenly wisdom to take back to their own
x1 OxOl 6w(UzVUwl ROUI Ol GawoObOl GawlUT ECwkT EUI YI UwOT 1
Eved »

?You mentioned the freaks have a sacrificey said Vaughan.

?Yes indeed they dod # E b OB O U 7z w Yed PAad we ibdlieddithey already have their
victim lined up. The Queen 6 ?
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Act 4: SeneFour

AWhen sorrows come, they come not single spies, Buttadibat 0

Hamlet

report on the TV continued. Her living room was hot, the heaters on full blast,
keeping the winter chill at bay. The news pictures showed the Royals on the balcony
at Buckingham Palace. Mountains of flowers grew in front of the gates and thousands
of people stood huddled in the sickly light.
3T 1T wdl PUwxUI Ul 601 Uz UwHlephblitwd! ®HaGHeY ere Wt O b 8 w
for today, as for the first time since the tragic events of last week, the Royal Family publicly
expressed their grief with an appearance at Buckingham Palace. As difficult as it must have
EIl 1 OOwUl | w/ UDOEI zUwi EUT T UOwWT PUw1OaEOw' 11T 01 U0w
Exxl EUIl EwDOwi UOOUwWOI wUOTT wWwEUOPEUG W/ UPOET w" T EUOI U
expression of their grief for the loss of his son. He then appealed to the press and public to
allow the other members of the family, principally his mother, some privacy over the next
T Pwkhl 1T OUBw! UOwWUOOT WEOOOI OUEUOUUWI EYI WUEPEwWUT 1 U]
speech, as if he was holding something back. Many people have begun to question the lack
of support from the Queen. She has failed to appear in public since the killing and it is
thought that she is simply too upset for a public demonstration of grief. This is not the first
time that the Queen has come in for major criticism at her apparent coldness towards the
EI EUT wOi wEwWOI OETl UwoOi wUT 1 w1OAaEQWHEOPOadw. f wEOUUU
died, her apparent lack of emotion or involvement outraged many p eople. That story was
brought to life quite wonderfully in the movie The Queed ?
%DOOEZUwUTl OUT T OUUwWEUDI Ul E w E pataédunér bBalf @uiliglelss ofu 3 5 w E U w
wine. Her attention snapped back when the commentary turned to the subject of the Princez U w
funeral.
?The big news today is that the funeral will take place in the second week of January,
next year. This is an unusually long time to wait, nearly a month. We can only assume this is
to give Her Majesty time to recover. This is Jeremy Breen at Butkingham Palace, now back to
Natashad The camera switched back to the studio, where the news anchor briskly began the
next story.
BDOOwWwaOUwllUUOWPUWOI T OwxOl EUI wnubOOEY w( WEEOz UWE]
constantly for daysé 96D O GriegdNicky Dudley leaned forward from the cream coloured
UOI EwUOT T awpkPl Ul wUT EUPOT wOOwWT UEEWUOO!T WEUDPUxUwWi UBCE
Nicky took a sip from her wine glass and stared at Fiona. Her blue eyes flashed from her
narrow but pretty f ace which was framed by short cropped jet black hair. ?Since we saw that
YPEI OOw ( wNUUOwi 11T OwUOwUUUI wiOTT azUl woabpodl weEEOUL
happened last week everyone | spoke to thought the Prince had been murdered. Then
yesterday when | tried to talk about it they just wanted to believe that rubbish on the TV.
That girl Jamie in the physics department called me a conspiracy nut and asked me if | was
into crop circles and sat at home reading Dan Brown books on the toilet, the bitch. IUz U w E w
joked 2
Fiona looked at Nicky and smiled weakly. They had clicked on the first day they met.
OUT OUT T wUT T awl EEOzUwWwOOOPwWI EET wOUT T Uwi OUwOOAOT Ou

Fiona absentmindedly ran her finger around the rim of her wine glass as the news
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often flirting outra geously and nearly always getting her own way with men. She, on the
other hand, avoided the limelight whenever possible. Fiona thought they compli mented
each other, together making one whole person.

?Yes, | know what you meanO said Fiona,?( z Y1 wUT OUT T OWEEOUUw®+® EVwWYDE

?PAnyway, why are we moping? We should be out enjoying ourselves 6 Nicky smiled
mischievously.

A wl Ox1 waOUWEOOz UwoOl EOwOPOIl wOEUUwWPI 1 O6w3T ECw20
olds. I felt like their mother 6 »

2 T wUOT E0zUwOOUwWPT ECwUTT awl0i OUTT OwoOl wadUsdwsdUz U
about that rugby looking type with the blond hair y »

?Nicky! How dare you. | might be the fantasy of some drunken posh public schoolboy
Ol Owll zUwOO6BwdawEUI EO

?Yes, | know. You go for the bespectacled academic types who want to go on camping
holidays and wear stripy cardi gans. The sort of geek who tinks Paris is a city as opposed to
a heroine of modern culture 6 ?

Very funny 6 Fiona felt slightly annoyed. ?Well | met someone actually. Yesterdayd 2

?20h really, do tell 6

%1 000wl OUWEWUBBUUWI I zUwi OUlT i 60U

2 Ul wadlwlUUUIywl 1 zUwbOOUWT Ea

? 1 7z UwE w igpd, lveeythByYvierykll dressed. Looks like he takes care of himself& 2

PHowold y »

?No idea, | would guess mid to late thirties? A bit older than us 6 ?

?Where | come from everyone is married by the age of twenty two or propping up a free
council flatwith EWE OUx Ol wOi wOPEUBw' | zUwEI I POPUI Oawl Ea

- O0Onw OaAaPEAOwWPUWEOI UOzZUwWOEUUI UBw- OUI DOT wbbOOWE
whilst | was at Westminster Abbey 0 2

?Really? American? Was he flashing his dollar bill at you? You know how strong the
dollar is against the floppy English pound these days? Oh my God, you have to tell me
more. You met him in a church? Was he a choirboy? Did you ruffle his cassocky ?

- PEOUnw6! zUI wOl 1 UPOT @a@OOOUUOP Wi OUWEUI EOI EUU
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Nicky sat upright, swinging her head to look at Fiona. ? 1 z UwUl §y © 0B 0apgO0bYODPEI
had an edge of suspicion. ?Did you explain your ideas to him and more importantly did he
Ul POOwPI zUI wWEUEap@wEOOUxPUEEawi Ul EOU

- O8w( OQwi EEVOWET U1l UWEWEPUwWOI WEWPOEEOI wbil wi O0wob
you overo ?

?What, to talk about meny

?Nicky, stopit. IrealOa wOl I EwUOWUEOOS w61 zYI WOEETI wEOQWEOEA&DC
what it meansé ?

?PHoney! Open that other bottle and tell me more 6 »



Act 4: SeneFive

fiLet us assay our plot, which if it speed,
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deea

Al Well Tha Ends Well
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hand into his pocket, glanced at the screen and took the call.?RS HQ, BarnesJone® ?

?Major Barnes) OO1T UOwb Uz8hw# EQw* OP1T 1T U

%1 EUzUwkRUOOI

A zY!l wi EBal OOUT 1

?What do you mean? We agreed that you would spend a couple of days taking it easyd ?
37T 1T w, ENOUWI T EVEWOT T wOOUT UUwWwPOWH#EDOZUwWYOPET WEDOE wUL

A wNUUUOWE 6Oz Uelpyoub i Ob w( wEE Ouwl

HEOWOPUU]I O w6l zUI wOEOPOT wadbUwoi 1 wUUUYI DPOOEODET
making excellent progress here and the investigation is in full swing 6 2

A UwbPEUwWNUUUOWEwWODPUUEOT w( wil OUwhbOYOOYI BwbOwlUT 1 wi f

1T UOwPl wOOOPWUT EVUBwW6ET zUIl wOOwaOUUWUDPET wi T Ul 6ws
way, just stay around in case we need youd ?

?- OOw(dwEEOZ U

3171 w, ENOUz Uw Uxigdn hereEKnigHt. DhisEisdaunational emergency. You do
not have the right to WEOOQwWEPEaAd w( z OwbUUUDPOT wabOUwEWEDPUI EOwO
OUI 1 Ow$OPAEE]T Ul zUwODI 1 wb O wE-GparatiornOmblyau Baardrey ©J wE a wa O (
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he soldiers looked at Dawkins in shock.
?New Years Eve. Not much time O said the Major.



Act 4: SeneSix

nSome rise by sin And some by virtuefitall

M easure for Measure

I think that went pretty well. You should have been an actor. Maybe you could have

taken the lead in a Shakespearian play, ely <Luther lightly slapped Dan on the cheek
with the flat of his hand. ?- OPWE OOz Uwi OUT T UDWOEEOwa OUwWEOOz Uw
lotal EDPOOWEOUDPT T Uy w( il waOUwUEOOWUOWI POOwkI zOOwWOOOP
EQEwWUT | wOOEWET EUS w( zOOWET O01Iywa OUwOOwaduluwdOpOwb Ol
A wl T OwbUBd w8 OUz OOwWOPOOwWO! whi w( WOUEOOQwWUOWlT T w, ENC

I uther stood up from the bench where Dan sat with his head in his hands. ?Good boy.

21T EOI UxI EUl zUw3UUUT dw OCEwWPi w(wEOwi POEwPUOWUT 1 QuweE

?Then my boy, you might just live to die a natural death, sitting in front of the fire
gobbing on to disinterested grandchildren about how you once managed to save your rotten
neck by following your destiny 6 Dan looked up and nodded. Luther laughed. ?Good lad!
No soldiers. No police. If fact, nobody that wears a uniform at all, not even a lollipop
lady6» UUT I Uz UWEUI EUT wb E U R BaeuHn ddl ihdvewstDde® wE D U6 w
81 EUwUOwWUOOYI wadbUluwobUUOI wdrpIEEIOU B BT BwHEEQIGwBH O @
ECEwWUZUI T a1l EwPUwWPOWEWOOEOwWT EQEUT E dlapsad brioBM® wU U UT 1 |
ground. When he looked up, the Rosicrucian was gone.

l EEOwWDOw»DOOEZ Uwi OEUOw- PEOA WEOE w»bOOEwWPT Ul wUUD

?So honey, this boy you met, is he on your side with everythingy asked Nicky.

?Yes, he actually helped me find the cipher. He had some good ideas

?Why is he so interestedy ?

A WE OOz Uwlug AQaluEudFe OE wa Ul UUDOO

BOUwWOl YI UwOOOPOwWOEAETl wilzUwNUUOwHOUI UI UUT Ewbd
instincts on this one. Give him a chanced ?

?But it did seem a bit weird as well. Why isT I wUOwHOUI Ul UUT Eyw( Uz UwE w
should back off? Go to the policey 2

001 wOOwI 601 aOWEOOZUwWETl wEUEdabw*T 1 xwlUI 1T wxOOPE
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he has his reasons. | think you should help him every way you can, and see how it develops.
"O001 wOOOWOPI 1 zUwi OUwWOPYDPOE D w( WEEQWET Dx wubOwUOOOWE

Fiona leaned forward and poured herself another glass of win e.

BOUwWwOOOPwWPT EUYy w( wEOQwWUI ECCAwWOOYT wOUUwWT PUOAWET E
I ObpwadUz Ul wbOUOWEOOWUT PUwl PUUOVUAWUUOUI I w8 OUwoOOC
working in PR, not studying for a history doctorate & ?

22 O wa O (pzhes Gay but?Give the poor lad a seeing to in the sack at the very leasy 2

?Nicks! Okay, yes, yes, whatever. NOP wEOQOUPIT UwUT 1 wgUl UUPOOB w6e T a wE L
partiesy ?

?- O0wUTl ECwa OUz,bdney®@ U1 Ul OUaxpOl

?Well, we are pretty different 6 2

?No, fairenOUT T 6 w( z Yl wUOOEwa OUwWEO®? EEawlOawEEEWEDI Ewo
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fault | got into history. Me and my sister never got to rea d Harry Potter when we were kids,
we were watching videos of the lives of kings and queens of England on DVD. We were
total losers in the school playground, a couple of right geeks. Of course, that was before |
discovered boys and started going to the gym.? Nicky laughed nervously.
Fiona looked over at her friend and saw a tear on her cheek.?. T w- PEOaOQuw ( z Qw Ul
sorry6 ?
A WEEOz Owil 1 O& liekywipeddren chebkCahdldeaned forward to pick up her
school. It was nothing special, not like your dad, the famous Elwood Fletcher 6 #iona drew
her legs up to her chest defensively, wrapping her arms around her knees. ?Tell me Fiona,
how many books has he got publishedy ?
?Two or threed ?
?Two or three hundred more like. Anyway, my dad and a few other friends were
obsessed with Roman history. He even compiled some god-forsaken family tree trying to go
all the way back to Caesar. He would spend weeks writing up programme ideas f or the
1" OWwEOOwWO! whbi PET whi Ul wUl NI EUI Edw( whEUOz OwUI EOO
was fascinated. They would spend hours together discussing ideas. | felt left out. | just
wanted dad to spend hours with me. So | pretended | was interested. But over time | grew to
love itd ?
?Yeah, | know that feeling. Me and my brother were the same. | used to think my father
EPEOz UwOOYI! wOl wEUWOUET wEUwWI POS w2 Ow( wUT Ul pwdauUl OI
to him. Looking back on it now, | just needed the attention. In the end, my father and
brother fell out, but in my case it turned into a career 6 ?
?Yes, that was me and my sister too. | used to sit around feeling like an idiot. Knowledge
was important to my dad. It was all that he had to o ffer. Just look at me now, doing a PhD
on the influence of Roman gods on the development of Christian theology 6 ?
Fiona giggled. 281 UOwbi z Ul wE wU D& The mdodvihs iiddken 6yi the @rig OfE U
a mobile. Fiona sprung to her feet and scurried into the kitchen to find her phone.
MEOnw3l EUzZAJWEwWUUUxUDUI
A wl0T OUT T Owpkpil wi EEWEUUEOSOT T EwlOOwWOI 1 OwlUOOOUUOPY w(
OT1T wOOO! OUB w61 zUI wbOwUI 1 wOPEEOT wOl wUOO! U1 DOT 6 w! U
?PForgetit. See you tomorrow 6 Before Fiona could reply the phone went dead.
Standing in the cold night on the bank of the River Thames, waves of nausea swept
UT OUT T w#EOZUWEOGCEadwW' | WEPEOzZUwIl YI OwOOOPwPkT awi 1 wl
his steps back tothe London Eye. A uniformed attendant appeared out of the haze; an acne
ridden teenager, his ill-fitting polyester suit hanging loosely from his skinny frame. He
looked suspiciously at Dan.
#UEI OWEUl waOUWEOUDPT By w8OUzUI wUOwxEOI weUEI
2l need a hospitald Dan staggered as he spoke and the atteE EOUz UWEUQuw UT OU0w(
steady him.
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helpd The teenager released him and swung around, sprinting back towards the ticket
office. But as Dan collapsed onto the cold London pavement, a new emotion burrowed
though the pain. He was surprised to find it was anger.



Act 5: SeneOne

AThis above all: to thine own self be true and it must follow as the night the
day, thou canst notebfalse to any mano

Hamlet

22nd December

early and the building was still quiet. From where Dan sat he could see each person
as they walked in.
The café was festomed with Christmas decorations, each a character from a
different Christmas book. An aroma of coffee and hot chocolate floated through the air,
mixing with some thing Dan guessed was the smell of several hundred thousand ancient
books in one space.
His eyes were drawn to the cartoon image of Scrooge fromA Christmas Caroby Dickens.
It was three days until Christmas and Dan could not have felt less festive. Only last week he
had made plans to fly home. Now he needed to phone his mom and make excuses for rot
being there.
The visit to the hospital had been almost as traumatic as his run-in with Luther. The
accident and emergency department had been crowded with festive revellers whose
drunken antics had ended in disaster. He had sat, in pain, for two hours as the queue of
invalids dissolved. When it was finally his turn to see a surprisingly young and
unsurprisingly stressed Doctor, the treatment had been quick and painful. His broken finger
had been xrayed, set back in place and then strapped. A splint had been placed between the
two fingers to stop any movement. Now, even with the painkillers, a dull pain throbbed
through his hand.
Dan had arrived early for his meeting with Fiona. He passed the time rehearsing his
story in his mind. It was going to be d iffi cult. He had to tell her enough of the truth to make
sure she was committed to helping him without frightening her off, but not burden her with
too much.
The clock on the wall showed Fiona was twenty minutes late when she arrived. She
looked different. Her clothes seemed more stylish and her hair was loose, the chestnut
strands flowing over her shoulders.
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voice trailed off.
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sidewalk drink ing lighter fluid and then managed to slam my fingers in the front door when
| finally dragged my sorry ass ho me, righty ?
Fiona smiled and sat down. ?To be honest, | was wondering what | was doing here. We
hardly know each other, and here you are looking like some sort of designer tramp 6 ?
2T EUzUwi EPUWI OOUTT 8 wHOUWEOOW( wOOOPOwWabUWEOUOE
?And yo u could be a kitten drowner & 2
2, PEOPnpw3il 1 wOUUUT wETI T POEWOAWEEUUOI wUEEUUwWHUOZ I

The café in the British Library was separated from the library by huge windows. It was
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2l had a pretty messed up eveningd #For a moment Dan was tempted to tell Fiona
everything. It would have felt wonderful. 2%D OOEOw( z Y1 wi OVUwUOwUEaOw! ODb
you at Westminster Abbey was pretty special for me, | was in the middle of something. |
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know each other but the way you popped into my life was just amazing 6 2
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Dan looked down at his coffee and stirred it, staring at the brown liquid as it whirled
round the green ceramic mug. ?This sounds a bit nuts but | know a lot more about this
whole business with Prince William and | need someone to share withd »

?What? What else do you knowy %D O OE 7 lbseY OPEI wU
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?What, investigating the stupid idea that it was a hit -and-runy 2
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?The video. The Rosicrucians ?

Yesd ?

Fiona thumped the table with her fist. 2( WO Ol PwbPUdw OOwUT ECwUUUI T woC
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Fiona had known of the secret for only twenty four hours and already she had told
someone else? Could he really trust her? He realised he had no choice?This girl Nicky. Do
you trust hery 2
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number. Maybe you should call her yourselfy %D OOEw OOO001I EwUxw- PEOazUwC
phone and forwarded it to Dan.

?Have you told anyone else about thisy ?

?No, | was waiting until | had spoken to you. | wanted to go to the police but Nicky
thought we should wait until | saw you. She thought it could cause a lot of trouble, and she
said you and | should decide what to do together 6 ?
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Telling them about a cipher on a statue and ranting about the video will only get us in
trouble and confuse everything 6 2
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Dan burst out laughing. 2. T w) 1 UUUB w%D OO0&EDwWUT EUz UwUOwi UOOa
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her arms and looked away.
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think 1 am. | fell into this whole thing by accident 6 ?

?Howy “iona was still feeling angry.

?Well ¢ the simplest way of explaining it is, um, how can | put this, the Rosicrucians
killed Prince William, and then they grabbed me because | work in the media. They held me
at gunpoint and wanted me to go to the press. But | was rescuedd ?

?So you were grabbed off the street by the Rosicrucians? Randomly? Then rescued? Who

byy »



?A military unit controlled by the Royal Family, who know the video isreal 0 ?
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?The military are controlling them, and all of the media. They think the truth wo uld
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Fiona leant forward. ?Whoy ?
This was the moment Dan had been rehearsing. Everything depended on how Fiona
reacted. 231 PUw DUw NUUUwWET UpI | Ow a OU b #Fidrawoddeduy 8T8 w E E O 7 (
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?The Queenl? Fiona thought her heart was about to jump out of her chest and she shot
up in her chair, almost falling backwards off it. She looked around nervously, two peo ple at
another table, a bearded Jewish man in a black jumper and a student were staring at her
from the other end of the café. She whispered to Dan. ?What happened? How did they get
hery 2
Dan shrugged. ?She was up on their Scottish estate, out in her Land Rover. It was
Fiona felt herself calming down. She glanced over, the two men had gone back to their
conversation. ?The Rosicrucians have the Queen and this army unit is trying to find her? But
why are you still involved y 2
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?We need to tell these soldiers about the cipher we found. Todayd ?
?No!? Dan almost shouted. He checked himself and took a deep breath.?6 1 WEE Oz U6 w- OC
yet anyway. We need to get more useful information, something more compelling. It was an
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obvious he was lying?
?Not much timey ?
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hammering again. What had she stumbled into?
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easily the most exciting thing that had ever happened to her, and she was starting to love the
thrill of it all.
An unwelcome but useful thought flickered into her mind. ?My original idea for today
was to do some background research, something we could have shown the police. But
things have changed. There is something | can do to help us get the evidence we need for the
soldiers, Dand ?
What is ity 2
A Uz Uw O OU w&whbd #he oak B Jegplbreath.?My father. You know | talked
about him when we were going around Westminster Abbey yesterday 6 ?
?Sure, | remember. He got you into all this »
%1 OOwbP Uz UwE wE b GharOld U UwbEud A xzO0dndiEiapeddiaumnendt comes
to the history of ciphers, ElizabeUT EOw OauUUl UPI UwEOEwWUI EUI OwUOGEDPI O
forgot01 OWOOUT wli E®ue( z OOwi Yi UwoOdOP
PThis is great! When can we go and see hiny ?
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?You okayy ?

?Not completely, to be honestO she replied, forcing a smile, P Uz UwNUUUwWE wEPUwx EE
paranoid schizophrenic with compi EEUDOOUwW POEOUEDOT w O B&E w El Ol
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schizophrenia, but he has delusions, including hearing voices. They give him instructions.
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?Sounds very difficult for you to cope with 6 2

?ltis, but a lot of the more extreme behaviour is controlled by the drug s. The knowledge
is still there, locked away in his head. When he was in his forties and fifties he used to be on
OT 1T wOl EVUUUI wEPUEUPUOWPOWUTT wa2 8w 1 zUwWl O0wWUIT T OYI L
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?Do you think he could help us y 2
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?l can imagine, seeing a parent or anyone you care about when they are sick is always
difficult 6 »
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things had been getting gradually worse at home | had a huge argument with him and left. |
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the time. After | left, he tried to kill my mother by locking her in the barn, his office, and
setting it on fire. | got up there just in time. My father was arrested and locked up in a secure
hospital. Mum was okay. She was quite badly burnt, but thankfully was out of hospital after
a few weeksd 2
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Fiona shook her head and then the tears came. Dan jumped up and held his arms open.

Fiona paused, staring at him as the silver lines of tears crossed her checks. Then she rose and
embraced him. Dan could feel her sobbing into his chest, her body was soft and warm, and
he was overcome with a feeling of selfishness mixed with desperation and hope. He had
pulled her into the middle of the storm his life had become. All he could hope for was that
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