
 

 
 

This is the first book I've written, and it's  dedicated to my dad, a TV broadcaster who died 

pursuing the evidence proving the conspiracies in this book.  

 

#ÈËɯÐÍɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯËÖÞÕɯÍÙÖÔɯÚÖÔÌÞÏÌÙÌȮɯ(ɯÏÖ×ÌɯàÖÜ enjoy it. At its heart, this tale of 

royal and literary conspiracy, love, murder, deceit, desire and danger is your story.  

 

To be in with a chance of winning a free fortnight in one of my holiday homes, (two to 

choose from, Belize or Turkey) just send me an email with the name of the Fionaôs mother in 

it. Fiona, as you will soon see, is one of the characters, and in my view the true hero...    

 

My email is rex@rexrichards.com 

 

If you would like to have a preview of the holiday home in Belize: 

www.bellamayabelize.com  

 

RRx   

www.rexrichards.com  
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http://www.bellamayabelize.com/
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Prologue 

ñTo be or not to be, that is the question.ò 

Hamlet 

 

The Tower of London, 1554 

 

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

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 stale 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 

ÈÎÈÐÕɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯÍÖÓÓÖÞÌËɯÛÏÌɯÔÐËÞÐÍÌɀÚɯÐÕÚÛÙÜÊÛÐÖÕÚɯÈÕËɯ×ÜÚÏÌËȭɯ ÚɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÉàɯÞÈÚɯÊÖÈßÌËɯÖÜÛɯ

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.  

T 



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 l 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: Scene One 

ñOut, out brief candle! lifeôs but a walking shadow, a poor player that struts 

and frets his time upon the stage and then is heard no more.ò 

Macbeth 

 

18th December 2009, 5.00 am 

  

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

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 sourness. 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 

ÏÌÙɯÌàÌÚɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÖÚÌɯàÌÈÙÚɯÈÎÖȱɯÍÓÈÚÏÐÕÎɯÔÜÓÛÐÊÖÓÖÜÙÌËɯÓÐÎÏÛÚɯÈÕËɯÏÐÚɯÒÐËɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÞÐÓËɯ

ËÈÕÊÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÓÈÚÛɯÕÐÎÏÛɀÚɯ×ÈÙÛàȱɯÛÏÈt text from his girlfriend, her funny tan lines after that first 

holiday in Belize at the Bella Maya Resort in PlacenciaȱɯÏÐÚɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÞÌÌÒɯÈÚɯÏÌɯ

ÛÙÐÌËɯÛÖɯ×ÌÙÚÜÈËÌɯÏÐÔɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÌɯÜ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÔÐÓàɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÚÛÈÎɯÏÜÕÛɯÈÛɯ!ÈÓÔÖÙÈÓȱ 

But then another image surfaced in his mind. The face of his attacker. There had been 

ÚÜÊÏɯÉÜÙÕÐÕÎɯÏÈÛÙÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɀÚɯÌàÌÚɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÒÕÐÍÌɯÏÈËɯÉÐÛÛÌÕɯÐÕÛÖɯÏÐÚɯÚÒÐÕȭɯ 

After it was finally over the man had leant in close, hot breath brush ing his cheek. ɁYou 

have no right to be heÙÌȭɯ-ÖɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÛÖɯàÖÜÙɯÓÐÍÌȭɯ(ɀÔɯÛÈÒÐÕÎɯÐÛɯÈÓÓɯÈÞÈàɯÍÙÖÔɯàÖÜȭɯ ÕËɯÞÏÌÕɯ

you die, a new destiny will be born ȭɂ  

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.  

S 



Act 1: Scene Two 

ñNow is the winter of our discontent.ò 

Richard III  

 

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

bobbed up and down inside his regulation black shirt.  

ɁCar parking ÐÚɯÈÕɯÌßÊÐÛÐÕÎɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÍÜÓÓɯÖÍɯÊÏÈÓÓÌÕÎÌÚȮɯÙÌÞÈÙËÚɯÈÕËɯ×ÈÚÚÐÖÕȭɯ'ÖÞɯ

about thisȳɂ As he spoke he lifted his hands in front of his face as if forming the words 

in the air. Ɂ6ÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÑÜÚÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÌɯËÖȭɯ6ÌɯÓÖÝÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÌɯËÖȭɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯ×ÈÚÚÐÖÕate about car 

parksȭɂ 

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 

%ÙÐËÈàɀÚȭɯ-ÌßÛɯÞÌÌÒɀÚɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎÚɯÞÐÛÏɯ5ÐÊÛÖÙÐÈɀÚɯ2ÌÊÙÌÛɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ,ÐÕÐÚÛÙàɯÖÍɯ3ÙÈËÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯno 

doubt unveil the same miraculous conclusion.  

Although there were asp ects 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 

ÓÐÍÌȭɯ(Õɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÊÈÚÌȮɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÕɯ ÔÌÙÐÊÈÕɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯÈÚɯÈɯÊÙÌÈÛÐÝÌɯËÐÙÌÊÛÖÙɯÐÕɯ+ÖÕËÖÕȰɯÐÕɯ$ÙÐÊɀÚɯ

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.  

 Úɯ)ÖÕÕàɯÛÈÓÒÌËȮɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÔÐÕËɯÞÈÕËÌÙÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎȮɯÊÖÕÛÌÔ×ÓÈÛing instead why 

Eric was flapping about in such a listless manner. He guessed that having Deep Dish 

#ÖÜÎÏÕÜÛÚɯÈÚɯÈɯÊÓÐÌÕÛɯÈÕËɯÈÕɯÈÊÊÖÜÕÛɯÛÌÈÔɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯËÙÖ××ÐÕÎɯÊÙÜÔÉÚɯÐÕÛÖɯ$ÙÐÊɀÚɯÛÈÕÒɯÔÐght 

ÉÌɯ×ÈÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÖÉÓÌÔȭɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÙÌÍÓÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÚÛÈÙÌËɯÉÈÊÒɯÈÛɯÏÐÔɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯÙÖÖÔɯÞÐÕËÖÞÚɯ

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 was 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.  

Ɂ(ɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÐÛȮɂ continued Jonny. ɁWe need a positioning statement for the car parks, 

something ×ÖÚÐÛÐÝÌɯÚÖɯÛÏÈÛɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÊÈÕɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÑÜÚÛɯÊÖÕÝÌÙÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÌÈËÖÞɯÈÛɯ

3ÌÙÔÐÕÈÓɯƖɯÐÕÛÖɯÈɯÊÈÙɯ×ÈÙÒɯÍÖÙɯÕÖɯÙÌÈÚÖÕȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÛÖɯ×ÙÖÝÐËÌɯÈɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÚÌÙÝÐÊÌɯÛÖɯàÖÜÙɯ

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 ȳɂ He held up his arms as if 

visualis ing a biblical scene in front of the clients. ɁSpace to growȭɂ He paused for dramatic 

effect. ɁMore spaces for parking, and with some of the meadow preserved, plants can still 

growȭɂ  

ɁBut the central p-part of our business projections is to optiÔÐÚÌɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÕËɯÜÚÌȭɯ$ÙÙȱɯÞÌȱɯ

ÞÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÒÌÌ×ɯÈÕàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÈËÖÞÚȭɯ$ÈÊÏɯÚ×ÈÊÌɯÞÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÌß×ÓÖÐÛɯÊÖÚÛÚɯÜÚɯ

J 



signifi cant r-revenuesȭɂ The perspiring rotund face o f 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. 

#ÌÙÌÒɀÚɯÛÐÌɯÚÛÙÈàÌËɯËÈÕÎÌÙÖÜÚÓà close to his glass of sparkling water and 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. Ɂ8ÖÜɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÝ-very quiet, what do 

you think the key issue is for us hereȳɂ 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.  

ɁAaaah well , I erȱɁ she mumbled.  

Dan cut in. ɁFunny 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 

woul ËɯÓÖÝÌɯàÖÜȭɯ6ÏÖɯÒÕÖÞÚȮɯÛÏÌàɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÌÝÌÕɯ×ÈÙÒɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÌÓÌÊÛÙÐÊɯÊÈÙÚɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯ

going on holiday ȭɂ Dan 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. 
 

ɁLetting people park up is just the start Ȯɂ said Dan. ɁWe want to talk about what happens 

ÕÌßÛȮɯÞÏÌÕɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÈÙÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÈÐÙ×ÖÙÛɯÈÕËɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÓÈÕÌȭɯ6ÌɀÝÌɯ×ÜÛɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙɯÈÕɯÐÕ-depth 

proposal on how you can increase income with extra services and keep a section of the 

meadow to satisfy the environmentalists ȭɂ 

Jonny winked slyly at him and took over. Ɂ6ÌɀÙÌɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÔÖÉÐÓÌɯËÙàɯÊÓÌÈÕÐÕÎɯÚÌÙÝÐÊÌÚȭɯ

'ÖÞɯ ÏÈÕËàɯ ÞÖÜÓËɯ ÛÏÈÛɯ ÉÌɯ ÞÏÌÕɯ àÖÜɀÝÌɯ ×ÈÙÒÌËɯ àÖÜÙɯ ÊÈÙȳɯ 6ÌɀÙÌɯ ÛÈÓÒÐÕg advertising 

ÙÌÝÌÕÜÌÚɯÐÕÚÐËÌɯÊÈÙɯ×ÈÙÒÚȭɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÞÌÌÝÐÓÚȭɯ ɯÊÖÓÖÕàɯÐÕÚÐËÌɯÈɯÚÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÔÌÈËÖÞɯ

ÞÌɀÓÓɯ×ÙÌÚÌÙÝÌȮɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÐËËÓÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËɀÚɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÌÊÖÓÖÎÐÊÈÓÓàɯÚÖÜÕËȮɯÊÈÙÉÖÕɯÕÌÜÛÙÈÓȮɯ

solar powered, pro-green and highly profitable car park ȭɂ 

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.  

'ÌÈÛÏÙÖÞɯ ÐÙ×ÖÙÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÖÕÓàɯÙÌÎÜÓÈÙɯÊÓÐÌÕÛȭɯ.ÕɯÈÝÌÙÈÎÌɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯËÌÈÓɯÞÐÛÏɯ

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 ï your destiny waits.  



 
http://www.nextkingofengland.com 
 

His finger hovered over the delete button, but someÛÏÐÕÎɯÚÛÖ××ÌËɯÏÐÔȭɯ3ÏÌɯÌÔÈÐÓɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ

ÓÖÖÒɯÓÐÒÌɯÖÙËÐÕÈÙàɯÚ×ÈÔȭɯ3ÏÐÚɯÞÈÚɯËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÛȭɯ3ÏÌɯÚÌÕËÌÙɯÒÕÌÞɯÏÐÚɯÕÈÔÌȭɯ3ÏÈÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÜÕÜÚÜÈÓɯ

in itself, but the fact they also knew his home town seemed strange. Dan read the email 

address; it was a No 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 a minute, 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 

ÙÜÕɯÉÜÛɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÔÐÕËɯÞÈÚɯÚ×ÐÕÕÐÕÎȭɯ 

(ÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÏÐÔȭɯ'ÌɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÈÛɯÏÖÔÌɯÈÓÓɯÕÐÎÏÛȭ 

Suddenly strong hands grabbed him from behind and span him round in his chair.  

ɁThose weevils are waitingȮɂ said Jonny, ɁËÖÕɀÛɯ ËÐÚÈ××ÖÐÕÛɯ ÛÏÌÔȭɯ &ÌÛɯ ÉÈÊÒɯ ÛÖɯ ÛÏÌɯ

meetingȭɂ  



Act 1: Scene Three 

ñThe evil that men do lives after them.ò 

Julius Caesar 

 

ÖÜɀÙÌɯÈɯÍÜÊÒÐÕÎɯËÐÚÎÙÈÊÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÚɯÍÈÔÐÓàȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÈÛÛÐÛÜËÌɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÊÈÓÓɯÛÏÈÛȳɯ

Call yourself a Fletcher? Consider yourself ÔàɯÞÖÙÛÏàɯËÈÜÎÏÛÌÙȳɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÈɯ

foolȭɂ 3ÏÌɯÖÓËɯÔÈÕɀÚɯÛÏÐÕȮɯÓÖÕÎɯÍÈÊÌɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÏÙÜÚÛɯÍÖÙÞÈÙËȮɯÏÐÚɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÉÖËàɯ

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. 

(ÛɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÌÈÙÓàɯ2Ì×ÛÌÔÉÌÙɯÈÕËɯÚÏÌɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÈÛɯÏÌÙɯ×ÈÙÌÕÛɀÚɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÞÌÌÒÌÕËȭɯ

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 

ÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈɯÚÈÍÌɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÛÖɯÙÌÝÌÈÓɯÏÐÚɯÚÌÊÙÌÛÚȭɯ 

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 diËÕɀÛɯ

have the time, she was late.  

His response was to explode with anger. ɁHow dare you treat my work like that? You 

ÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÔÌȭɯ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÏÌÈÙɯÔÌȳɯ-ÖÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ'ÖÞɯÊÈÕɯàÖÜɯÊÓÈÐÔɯ2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯ

of no interest? Who the hell do you think you are? WÏàɯËÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÎÖɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯ+ÖÕËÖÕȮɯÛÖɯ

your pathetic ignorant runts, your chatter ÐÕÎɯÊÓÈÚÚÌÚɯÚÛÜËÌÕÛÚȳɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ ÕËɯ

ÓÖÖÒɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàɯàÖÜɯËÙÌÚÚȮɯ%ÐÖÕÈȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯËÐÚÎÙÈÊÌȮɂ he had screamed. Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÕÖɯËÈÜÎÏÛÌÙɯÖÍɯ

ÔÐÕÌȮɯÞÏàɯÊÈÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÉÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÓÐÒÌɯàÖÜÙɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙȳɯ8ÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÏÐÔɯÊÖÔÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÏÌÙÌɯÐÕɯËÐÙÛàɯ

jeans looking like a ghastly hippy ȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÏÐÔɯÏÌÙÌɯÈÛɯÈÓÓȮɂ she muttered.  

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÈÛȳɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÈÕÚÞÌÙɯÔÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÎÐÙÓȭɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯËÈÔÕɯËÈÙÌɯÛÈÓÒɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯÔÌȭɂ 

Three of his front teeth were misÚÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÚÏÈÝÌÕɯ×ÙÖ×ÌÙÓàɯÍÖÙɯËÈàÚȭɯ3ÜÍÛÚɯÖÍɯ

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, she had 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 

ÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÉÙÈÐÕ. His fragile hold on 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 

ñY 



ÏÌÙɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÝÐÖÓÌÕÊÌɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÈɯÙÌÚÜÓÛɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÐÓÓÕÌÚÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÉÖÖÒÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÞorld about 

×ÚàÊÏÖÚÐÚɯÈÕËɯÚÊÏÐáÖ×ÏÙÌÕÐÈɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÛÖ×ɯÏÌÙɯÏÈÛÐÕÎɯÏÐÔɯÍÖÙɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯËÖÕÌɯÈÕËɯÏÌÙÚÌÓÍɯ

for not being there.  

%ÐÖÕÈɀÚɯÔÖÉÐÓÌɯ×ÏÖÕÌɯÉÜááÌËɯÐÕɯÏÌÙɯÉÈÎȮɯËÙÈÎÎÐÕÎɯÏÌÙɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯÙÌÈÓÐÛàȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯ

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 carefully 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. ɁHello every one, my name is Fionaȭɂ She paused, waiting for the students 

to fall silent. Ɂ6ÌÓÊÖÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÚɯÐÕÛÙÖËÜÊÛÖÙàɯÓÌÊÛÜÙÌɯÛÐÛÓÌËȮɯȿ2ÌÊÙÌÛɯ'ÐÚÛÖÙÐÌÚȮɯÛÏÌɯ2ÊÐÌÕÊÌɯÖÍɯ

2ÌÊÙÌÊàɀȭɯ(ɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÈÕÒɯàÖÜɯÎÜàÚɯÍÖÙɯÚÏÖÞÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÈÕËɯÏÖ×ÌɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÎÌÛɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÖÍɯÈɯÉÜááɯÖÜÛɯ

ÖÍɯÔàɯÓÌÊÛÜÙÌɯÛÖɯÚÐÎÕɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÚɯÏÐÚÛÖÙàɯÔÖËÜÓÌȭɯ3ÖɯÒÐÊÒɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÖÍÍɯ(ɀÔɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÙÌÈËɯàÖÜɯÈɯ

quoteȭɂ She leant over and began to read. ɁSuppose 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 ȭɂ  

She closed the book and looked up. ɁNow I d oubt anyone here can tell me who said that, 

but you might have an idea what they were talking about ȳɂ As she expected there was total 

silence. She continued. ɁThat quote was from a guy called Sir Francis Bacon. To those of you 

ÞÏÖɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞȮɯ2ÐÙɯ%ÙÈÕÊÐÚɯ!acon was nothing to do with an English breakfastȭɂ There was 

a snigger from the crowd. Ɂ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÒÕÖÞÕɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯȿÑÌÞÌÓÓÌËɯÔÐÕËɀȮɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÖÍɯ

ÏÐÚɯÐÕÛÌÓÓÌÊÛȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÉÌÌÕɯËÌÈËɯÍÖÙɯØÜÐÛÌɯÚÖÔÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÕÖÞȰɯÏÌɯÓÐÝÌËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÈÚɯ0ÜÌÌÕɯ

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 

ÞÏÐÊÏɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÊÏÌÊÒÐÕÎɯÖÜÛȭɯ3ÏÈÛɯØÜÖÛÌɯÐÚɯÍÙÖÔɯÈɯÉÖÖÒɯÏÌɯÞÙÖÛÌɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯ

fundam ental about how secret communications work ȭɂ She walked over to her laptop and 

pressed play on the video player. Ɂ(ÍɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÎÌÛɯàÖÜÙɯÏÌÈËÚɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÛÏÐÚɯÕÌßÛɯÉÐÛɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯ

understand what the course is all aboutȭɂ  

A giant screen behind Fiona flashed into lif e showing a montage of images from the 

modern world: mobile phones, fax machines, television, postmen, radio, satellites. She 

talked over the top of it.  

ɁImagine life in the sixteenth century. There was no television, no internet or computers, 

cars, traiÕÚȮɯ×ÓÈÕÌÚȮɯÍÈßÌÚȮɯ×ÖÚÛɯÖÍÍÐÊÌÚɯÖÙɯÌÝÌÕɯÈɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯÚÌÙÝÐÊÌȭɯ8ÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯ×ÐÊÒɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯ

×ÏÖÕÌɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɯÊÌÙÛÈÐÕÓàɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÌÕËɯÈÕɯÌ-mail. If you had information that was important, 

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 flatȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÞÏÈÛȳɯ8ÖÜɯÔÌÈÕɯÐÛɯÐÚÕɀÛȳɂ The voice came from the audience, 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.  

Ɂ2ÖɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯàÖÜÙɯÕÈÔÌȳɂ Fiona asked.  

ɁMohammed. Mo to my matesȭɂ  

Ɂ.ÒÈàɯ ,Öȭɯ +ÌÛɀÚɯ ÐÔÈÎÐÕÌɯ àÖÜɀÙÌɯ ÐÕɯ $ÓÐáÈÉÌÛÏÈÕɯ ÛÐÔÌÚȭɯ 8ÖÜɀÝÌɯ ÎÖt some secret 

ÐÕÍÖÙÔÈÛÐÖÕɯàÖÜɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÛÖɯÚÖÔÌÉÖËàȮɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÖÉÓÌÔɯÐÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɀÚɯÈɯÞÌÌÒɀÚɯÑÖÜÙÕÌàɯÈÞÈàɯÉàɯ

ÏÖÙÚÌȭɯ'ÖÞɯÞÖÜÓËɯàÖÜɯÏÐËÌɯÛÏÌɯÐÕÍÖÙÔÈÛÐÖÕɯÚÖɯÐÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÐÕÛÌÙÊÌ×ÛÌËɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàȳɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËɯÚÏÖÝÌɯÐÛɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÙÚÌɀÚɯÈÙÚÌȳɂ Everyone laughed.  

ɁNice ÐËÌÈɯ,ÖȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÚÜÙÌɯàÖÜɯÞÖÜÓËɯÌÝÌÙɯÎÌÛɯÐÛɯÉÈÊÒȮɯÓÌÛɯÈÓÖÕÌɯÉÌɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÙÌÈËɯÐÛȭɯ

-ÖȮɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÔÖÙÌɯÓÈÛÌÙÈÓÓàȭɯ(ÕɯÛÏÌɯÐËÌÈÓɯÞÖÙÓËȮɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÙÐÌÙɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÌàɯÈÙÌɯ

carrying secrets in the first placeȭɂ  ɯÓÖÖÒɯÖÍɯÊÖÕÍÜÚÐÖÕɯÍÓÈÚÏÌËɯÖÝÌÙɯ,ÖɀÚɯÍÈÊÌ, but Fiona 

could see one of his crew smiling. He was a stocky youth in a Bolton Wanderers football 

shirt. She turned to him. ɁYes. You. Go on, what do you thinkȳɂ  

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÛÏÐÕÒÐÕÎȮɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÎÜàɯÚÈÐËɯÐÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÖÖÒȮɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÏÐËÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÜÍÍɯÐÕÚÐËÌɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯ

else, like another message that look innocent, no-one gonna know it there in the first placeȭɂ 

Fiona was impressed. Ɂ8ÌÚȮɯÚ×ÖÛɯÖÕȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÌßÈÊÛÓàɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÓÌÈÙÕɯÈÉÖÜÛȰɯ

ÊÐ×ÏÌÙÚȮɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÛÌÊÏÕÐØÜÌɯ ÖÍɯ ÏÐËÐÕÎɯ Èɯ ÔÌÚÚÈÎÌɯ ÞÐÛÏÐÕɯ ÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯ ÔÌÚÚÈÎÌȭɯ 3ÏÐÚɯ ÞÈÚÕɀt just 

something that aristoÊÙÈÛÚɯÜÚÌËɯÛÖɯÚÌÕËɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÔÐÚÛÙÌÚÚÌÚɯÚÖÙËÐËɯÓÖÝÌɯÕÖÛÌÚȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÈɯÝÐÛÈÓɯ

ÛÖÖÓɯÜÚÌËɯÉàɯÎÖÝÌÙÕÔÌÕÛÚɯÈÕËɯÙÖàÈÓÛàɯÍÖÙɯÏÜÕËÙÌËÚɯÖÍɯàÌÈÙÚȭɯ6ÏÖɀÚɯÏÌÈÙËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ$ÕÐÎÔÈɯ

machinesȳɂ This time there were more nods. ɁEnigma was a German cipher machine that 

the Nazis used in World War Two to tell their U -boat submarines where our naval fleet was 

Ö×ÌÙÈÛÐÕÎȭɯ"Ð×ÏÌÙÚɯÈÕËɯÊÖËÌÚɯÈÛɯÖÕÌɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÊÖÕÛÙÖÓÓÌËɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÛÜÙÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËȭɯ(ÍɯÞÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯ

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 

ÚÈÔÌɯÞÈàȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÛÐ×ɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÐÊÌÉÌÙÎȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÈÙÌɯÏÐËËÌÕɯÊÖËÌÚɯÈÕËɯÔÌÈÕÐÕÎÚɯÐÕɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯ

everything from the designs on banknotes, grÌÈÛɯÞÖÙÒÚɯÖÍɯÈÙÛȮɯÉÈÙÊÖËÌÚɯÈÕËȱɁ 

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 called the newcomer down to the front. 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÖÕȳɯ6ÏàɀËɯàÖÜɯÐÕÛÌÙÙÜ×ÛɯÔàɯÊÓÈÚÚȳɂ The student who arrived was red -faced 

and perspiring, her eyes wild with excitement. Ɂ'ÈÝÌÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÏÌÈÙËȳɂ 3ÏÌɯÎÐÙÓɀÚɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÞÈÚɯ

shrill, almost a scream. Ɂ-ÖȮɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȭɯ(ɀÔɯÚÖÙÙàȮɯ(ɀÔɯÚÜÙÌɯàÖÜɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔȭɯ

'ÌɀÚɯËÌÈËȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÐÕÛÌÙÕÌÛȭɯ ɯÝÐËÌÖȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÏÖÙÙÐÉÓÌȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÏÖÙÙÖÙɯÔÖÝÐÌȭɯ(ÍɯÐÛɀÚɯÛÙÜÌȮɯÐÍɯ

ÏÌɀÚɯËÌÈËȮɯÛÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÔÜÚÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÔÜÙËÌÙÌËȭɂ  

 

 

 



Act 1: Scene Four 

ñNow cracks a noble heart. Good night sweet Prince, and flights of angels 

sing thee to thy rest.ò  

Hamlet 

 

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

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 

ÛÏÌɯÔÌÔÖÙàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÖÔɀÚɯÝÐÚÐÛÖÙÚɯÍÖÙɯËÈàÚɯÈÍÛÌÙÞÈÙËÚȭɯ 

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. 

ɁI can positively identify the deceased as His Royal High ness. Now I trust with that 

unpleasant formal ity out of the way you will allow me to take possession of the body and 

make arrangementsȳɂ 

(ÕÚ×ÌÊÛÖÙɯ2ÈÞàÌÙɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÖÝÌÙɯÈÛɯÏÐÚɯÊÖÔ×ÈÕÐÖÕȭɯ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯØÜÐÛÌɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÖÍɯ

the Major. He was the head of Royal Security at Buckingham Palace and by all accounts 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 th ÌÙÌɯÛÖɯËÖɯÛÏÐÚɯÔÈÕɀÚɯ

bidding. This annoyed the hell out of Sawyer.  

ɁMajor Barnes-)ÖÕÌÚɯÛÏÐÚɯÐÚɯÈɯÔÜÙËÌÙɯÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÖÕȭɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ×ÌÙÍÖÙÔɯÈÕɯÈÜÛÖ×Úàȭɂ  

The Major had seemed lost in thought as he stared at the body, but snapped upright as 

Sawyer spoke. ɁThere will be no police autopsy. This is the body of the man who should 

ÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÊÖÔÌɯ*ÐÕÎɯÖÍɯ$ÕÎÓÈÕËȭɯ%ÖÙɯ&ÖËɀÚɯÚÈÒÌɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÕÖɯÙÌÚ×ÌÊÛȳɂ The flash of anger 

ÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ,ÈÑÖÙɀÚɯÍÈÊÌɯËÐÚÈ××ÌÈÙÌËȭɯɁNow that I have made a positive identification of the 

body, from this point forward this investigation is to be under the jurisdiction of Royal 

Securityȭɂ 

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 

ÏÐÔȭɯ'ÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌÎÐÕɯÛÖɯÐÔÈÎÐÕÌɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÓÓÖÜÛȭɯ 

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 ɬ sixteen hour days, constant stress and the 

inevitable arguments with his wife.  

2ÈÞàÌÙɀÚɯÌàÌÚɯÍÓÐÊÒÌËɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɀÚɯÉÖËàȮɯÔÈÒÐÕÎɯÈɯmental note of the visible 

wounds. The face had been left untouched. Instead the attacker had concentrated on the 

T 



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 outline 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 

ÞÏÐÊÏɯÊÖÝÌÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɀÚɯÊÏÌÚÛȮɯ2ÈÞàÌÙɯÙÌÈÓÐÚÌËɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÙÈÕËÖÔɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȭɯ 

The cuts formed crude words. 

 

SHALL DISSOLVE 
 

ɁShall dissolve? You can see that tooȳɂ  

ɁYesȭɂ 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. ɁHave you had any time to 

speculate as to what it may meanȳɂ 

Ɂ(ÍɯàÖÜɯÔÌÈÕɯÞÏàɯËÐËɯÛÏÌɯÕÜÛɯÞÏÖɯËÐËɯÛÏÐÚɯËÌÊÐËÌɯÛÖɯÜÚÌɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɀÚɯÊÏÌÚÛɯÈÚɯÏÐÚɯ

ÕÖÛÌ×ÈËȳɯ-ÖȮɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÏÈËɯÛÐÔÌɯÛÖɯÚ×ÌÊÜlate. Not that I would ever speculate. In fact at this 

point, as this is under the Official Secrets Act and your authority is denying me any 

Ö××ÖÙÛÜÕÐÛàɯÛÖɯÖÍÍÐÊÐÈÓÓàɯÌßÈÔÐÕÌɯÛÏÌɯÉÖËàȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÌÈÚàɯÛÖɯÚ×ÌÊÜÓÈÛÌȭɂ Sawyer 

could feel his anger starting to come out and forced himself to calm. ɁIn any case there was 

the matter this morning of takin g down that video ȭɂ  

Ɂ8ÌÚȭɯ 3ÏÈÕÒɯ àÖÜɯ ÍÖÙɯ àÖÜÙɯ ÈÊÛÐÖÕÚȭɯ 2ÊÖÛÓÈÕËɯ 8ÈÙËɀÚɯ ÐÕÛÌÙÕÌÛɯ ÚÌÊÜÙÐÛàɯ ÛÌÈÔɯ ÐÚɯ ÛÖɯ ÉÌɯ

complimented on acting so promptly and with such efficiency ȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÓÓɯ×ÈÚÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÕȭɂ 

ɁThis is no longer a police investigation. I need your assurance that no copies of the 

video existȭɂ 

ɁNone of us have oneȮɂ replied Sawyer honestly. ɁCan I ask you a question, Majorȳɂ  

Ɂ(ÍɯÐÛɀÚɯÙÌÓÌÝÈÕÛȭɂ 

ɁHow did you let this happen? How did Prince William end up on this slab ȳɂ 

Ɂ(ÕÚ×ÌÊÛÖÙɯ2ÈÞàÌÙȮɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÈËÝÐÚÌËɯÐÕɯËÜÌɯÊÖurse of the role that the police will play. 

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 possibleȭɂ  



Act 1 : Scene Five 

ñSomething wicked this way comes.ò  

Macbeth 

 

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

semi darkness. He glanced at his alarm clock. The green figures showed 5 am. He 

groaned.   

When he had first arri ved in London and looked at the map, ShepÏÌÙËɀÚɯ!ÜÚÏɯ

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 he had been emailed. He had wanted to go back to it, but 

ÞÖÙÒɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÖɯÐÕÚÈÕÌɯÏÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÏÈËɯÛÐÔÌɯÛÖɯËÙÈÞɯÉÙÌÈÛÏȭɯ)ÖÕÕàɯÏÈËɯÐÕÚÐÚÛÌËɯÖÕɯÚÌÕËÐÕÎɯ

ÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÖ×ÖÚÈÓɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÊÓÐÌÕÛÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÕÐÎÏÛȮɯÙÌÚÜÓÛÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÛÌÈÔɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯÜÕÛÐÓɯÔÐËÕÐÎÏÛȭɯ'ÌɀËɯ

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 

ÛÏÌɯÚÔÈÓÓɯÔÌÛÈÓɯÍÙÈÔÌËɯÞÐÕËÖÞÚɯÈÕËɯÛÙÐÌËɯÛÖɯÈËÔÐÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÌÞɯÖÍɯ2ÏÌ×ÏÌÙËɀÚɯ!ÜÚÏɯ1ÖÈËȭɯ'ÐÚɯ

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.  

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

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 something 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 end, like a lens. He put out a hand to touch 

it. 

It shot backwards, disappearing under the door.  

(ÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯÐÕÚÛÈÕÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯËÌÈÍÌÕÐÕÎɯÊÙÈÚÏɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙɀÚɯÓÖÊÒɯÚ×ÓÐÕÛÌÙÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ

frame as a huge weight forced it inwards at tremendous speed. The door crunched into 

#ÈÕɀÚɯÍÖÙÌÏÌÈËȮɯÛÏÙÖÞÐÕÎɯÏÐÔɯÉÈÊÒÞÈÙËÚɯÖÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÍÓÖÖÙȭɯ!ÌÍÖÙÌɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÙÌÈÊÛȮɯÛÏÙÌÌɯÍÐÎÜÙÌÚɯ

dressed in black and wearing balaclavas glided into the room. The largest of the invaders 

ÐÕÚÛÈÕÛÓàɯÓÈÕËÌËɯÈɯÚÈÝÈÎÌɯÒÐÊÒɯÐÕɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÙÐÉÚȭɯ 

The breath was ÉÓÈÚÛÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÉÖËàɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÊÖÓÓÈ×ÚÌËɯÖÕÛÖɯÏÐÚɯÒÕÌÌÚȭɯ!ÓÖÖËɯÖÖáÌËɯ

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.  

ɁFinish itȮɂ 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: Scene One 

ñCry óhavoc,ô and let slip the dogs of war.ò  

Julius Caesar 

 

19th December 

 

ÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÜÕÛÐÓɯÓÜÕÊÏÛÐÔÌɯÛÏÌɯËÈàɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÙÜÔÖÜÙɯÏÈËɯÉÙÖÒÌÕɯÛÏÈÛɯ%ÐÖÕÈɯÈÕËɯÏÌÙɯÍÙÐÌÕËɯ

-ÐÊÒàɯÞÌÙÌɯÍÐÕÈÓÓàɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯÝÐËÌÖɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚȭɯ3ÖÎÌÛÏÌÙɯÞÐÛÏɯÌÐÎÏÛɯÖÍɯ%ÐÖÕÈɀÚɯ

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 first-year student. He 

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

Ɂ+ÖÖÒȮɯÛÈÒÌɯÐÛɯÌÈÚàɯàÖÜɯÓÖÛȭɯ(ɀÔɯÚÛÈÙÛÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÚÐÊÒɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚȭɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÈÉÚÖÓÜÛÌÓàɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÚÛɯ

ÉÜÕÊÏȮɯÖÒÈàȳɯ(ɀÔɯÚÛÈÙÛÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÍÌÌÓɯÓÐÒÌɯÚÖÔÌɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯÉÓÖÖËàɯÙÜÉÉÌÙÕÌÊÒÌÙȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÖÕÓàɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÎÖÛɯÐÛɯ

ÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÓÌÍÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÌÉɯ×ÈÎÌȭɯ$ÝÌÙàÖÕÌɯÌÓÚÌɯÞÏÖɯÊÓÖÚÌËɯËÖÞÕɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÉÙÖÞÚÌÙɯÞÐÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯ

lost it. SomÌÖÕÌɀÚɯËÖÕÌɯÈɯÚÞÌÌÛɯÕÜÔÉÌÙɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÙÐËɯÖÍɯÐÛȭɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÊÖ×àɯÐÛȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÈÙÌɯÚÖÔÌɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯ

sweet codecs flashed in  ÛÏÈÛɯÔÈÒÌɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÜÚÜÈÓɯËÖÞÕÓÖÈËɯÛÖÖÓÚɯÜÚÌÓÌÚÚȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɀÝÌɯÛÈÒÌÕɯ

ÚÊÙÌÌÕÚÏÖÛÚɯÈÕËɯ(ɀÔɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯFacebook those. But this whole thing is freaking me ou t. Do 

you think the government might come after me if I do that ȳɂ 

At last the student stopped complaining, fumbled with the computer mouse and the 

ÝÐËÌÖɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËɯ×ÓÈàÐÕÎȭɯ%ÐÖÕÈɀÚɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÐÔ×ÙÌÚÚÐÖÕɯÞÈÚɯÖÍɯÈɯÔÖÕÛÈÎÌɯÖÍɯÊÓÐ×ÚȮɯÛÈÒÌÕɯÍÙÖÔɯÚÌÊÜÙÐÛàɯ

cameras all pointing at the same tree lined street. In each shot there was either a vehicle 

ÎÖÐÕÎɯ×ÈÚÛɯÖÙɯÚÖÔÌÉÖËàɯÞÈÓÒÐÕÎȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯËÈÙÒɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÔÜÊÏɯÛÖɯÚÌÌȭɯ3ÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÐÊÛÜÙÌɯ

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. 

Ɂ2ÏÐÛȮɯ(ɯÙÌÊÖÎÕÐÚÌɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯ/ÌÛÌÙɯ/ÈÕɯÚÛÈÛÜÌɯÐÕɯ'àËÌɯ/ÈÙÒȵɯ2ÏÐÛȮɯÔàɯÔÜÔɯÓÐÝÌÚɯÕÌÈÙɯ

there in Notting Hill Ȯɂ cried one of the students. As the group watched, the picture suddenly 

shook then settled.  

ɁI ÙÌÊÒÖÕɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÔÌÙÈÚɯÉÌÐÕÎɯ×ÖÚÐÛÐÖÕÌËɯÚÖÔÌwhereȮɂ babbled their host. ɁIt 

áÖÖÔÚɯÐÕɯÈÕËɯÖÜÛȭɯ(ÛɯÊÏÈÕÎÌÚɯÐÕɯÈɯÔÐÕÜÛÌɯÛÖɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÊÈÔÌÙÈȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯÏÈÕËɯÏÌÓËɯÖÕÌȮɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯ

ÔÖÉÐÓÌȮɯÈɯÚÔÈÓÓɯÞÐÙÌÓÌÚÚɯÜÕÐÛɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàȭɯ(ɀÔɯÎÜÌÚÚÐÕÎɯÖÕÌɯÖÙɯÛÞÖɯÔÌÎÈ×ÐßÌÓɯÙÌÚÖlutionȭɂ 

ɁShut up Martin, you tool Ȯɂ said one of the other boys. Ɂ3ÏÐÚɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÈÕɯÌ×ÐÚÖËÌɯÖÍɯ24. Jack 

!ÈÜÌÙɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÖɯÙÖÓÓɯÖÜÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÜÕËÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÉÌËɯÈÕËɯÞÏÈÊÒɯàÖÜɯÖÍÍȭɯ)ÜÚÛɯÓÌÛɯÜÚɯÞÈÛÊÏɯÛÏÌɯ

thingȭɂ  

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 o ÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÙÖÕÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÉÌȭɯ%ÐÖÕÈɀÚɯ

heart jumped. She recognised it immediately. Then her hand flew to her mouth as the 

ÍÐÎÜÙÌɀÚɯÉÜÙËÌÕɯÊÈÔÌɯÐÕÛÖɯÝÐÌÞȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÍÌÓÌÚÚɯÉÖËàɯÖÍɯÈɯàÖÜÕÎɯÔÈÕȮɯÕÈÒÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ

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.  

I 



3ÏÌɯÊÈÔÌÙÈɯÍÙÖáÌɯÉÙÐÌÍÓàɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɀÚɯÍÈÊÌȮɯÛÏÌÕɯÑÜÔ×ÌËɯÈÕËɯÊÜÛɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÝÐÌÞɯ

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.  

ɁOh my God!Ɂ shouted one of the girls. Ɂ(ÛɯÚÈàÚȱɯÞÏÈÛɯËÖÌÚɯÐÛɯÚÈàȱɯ2ÏÈÓÓɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȳɂ 

Ɂ)ÌÚÜÚȮɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÙÐÎÏÛȵɯ6ÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÐÛȳɯ(ɯÔÐÚÚÌËɯÐÛȳɂ said another girl.  

Ɂ(ÛɯÚÈàÚɯȿÚÏÈÓÓɯËÐÚÚÖÓÝÌɀɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒȮɂ said the boy using the computer.  

ɁWhat does it meanȳɂ 

Ɂ"ÙÈ×ɯÒÕÖÞÚȭɯ(ɀÝÌ Googled it, but there are thousands of possiblesȭɂ  

Fiona gasped. She had seen the words before. A very long time ago.  

 The camera jumped back oncÌɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɀÚɯÍÈÊÌȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÕÖɯÔÖÝÌÔÌÕÛȭɯ

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: Scene Two 

ñAnd thus I clothe my naked villany, 

with odd old ends stolôn out of holy writ, And seem a saint, when most I play 

the devil.ò 

Richard III  

 

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

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 William had been murdered? For the  

ÏÜÕËÙÌËÛÏɯÛÐÔÌɯÏÌɯÞÐÚÏÌËɯÏÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÓÐÚÛÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÉÐÎÞÐÎÚɯÜ×ÚÛÈÐÙÚɯÈÕËɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÔÈÙÛɯ

enough to keep an illegal copy of the video. 

3ÏÌɯ(ÕÚ×ÌÊÛÖÙɀÚɯÔÖÉÐÓÌɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÙÐÕÎÐÕÎɯÊÖÕÚÛÈÕÛÓàɯÚÐÕÊÌɯÛÏÌɯÝÐËÌÖɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÙÌÔÖÝÌËɯ

from the internet. Several journal ists from the more sensationalist papers had heard 

ÙÜÔÖÜÙÚɯÖÙɯÚÌÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÝÐËÌÖɯÈÕËɯ2ÈÞàÌÙɀÚɯȿÕÖɯÊÖÔÔÌÕÛɀ reply was starting to wear thin, even 

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

official liaison between tÏÌɯ,ÈÑÖÙɀÚɯ1ÖàÈÓɯ2ÌÊÜÙÐÛàɯÛÌÈÔÚɯÈÕËɯ2ÊÖÛÓÈÕËɯ8ÈÙËȭ 

2ÈÞàÌÙɀÚɯÔÖÉÐÓÌɯ×ÏÖÕÌɯÉÌÌ×ÌËɯÈÚɯÈɯÕÌÞɯÛÌßÛɯÈÙÙÐÝÌËȭɯ'ÌɯÎÓÈÕÊÌËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯËÐÚ×ÓÈàɯÈÕËɯ

ÐÔÔÌËÐÈÛÌÓàɯÛÏÙÜÚÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÔÈÓÓɯ×ÏÖÕÌɯÐÕÛÖɯÏÐÚɯ×ÖÊÒÌÛȮɯÐÎÕÖÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÑÖÜÙÕÈÓÐÚÛɀÚɯÔÌÚÚÈÎÌȭɯ'Ìɯ

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.  

ɁCan you keep it brief Brigadier ȳɂ  

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÈËÝÐÚÐÕÎɯàÖÜɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖàÈÓɯ/ÙÌÚÚɯ.ÍÍÐÊÌɯÏÈÚɯËÌÊÐËÌËɯÛÖɯÎÖɯ×ÜÉÓÐÊɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯËÌÈÛÏɯÖÍɯ

the Prince. The news embargo will be lifted at 6 pmȭɂ The clipped military tones on the other 

end of the line showed no signs of wanting to be anything  but brief.  

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÝÐËÌÖȳɯ(ÚɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈÕàɯÔÌÕÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÈÛȳɯ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÖÍÍÐÊÐÈÓɯ

ÊÈÜÚÌɯÖÍɯËÌÈÛÏȳɯ2ÏÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÉÌɯÊÖÕÚÜÓÛÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯ2ÊÖÛÓÈÕËɯ8ÈÙËɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÚÛɯÚÛÙÈÛÌÎàɯÍÖÙɯ

releasing the newsȳɂ  

ɁCalm yourself, Inspector. The two police office rs who discovered the body have been 

ÐÕÛÌÙÝÐÌÞÌËɯÈÕËɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÚÈÛÐÚÍÐÌËɯÛÏÌàɯÞÐÓÓɯÕÖÛɯÊÖÔ×ÙÖÔÐÚÌɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÝÌÙɯÚÛÖÙàȭɯ'ÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯ(ɯÕÌÌËɯ

your assurance that there is nobody else there that knows about the video or has any other 

information ȭɂ 

ɁI am calmȭɂ Sawyer could feel his voice rising. ɁI told the Major the officers had the 

ÚÌÕÚÌɯÛÖɯÊÈÓÓɯÐÛɯÐÕɯÈÚɯÈÕɯÜÕÐËÌÕÛÐÍÐÌËɯÉÖËàȭɯ6ÏÌÕɯàÖÜɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÊÖÔÌɯÜ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÊÖÝÌÙɯ

story, what exactly do you meanȳɂ 

ɁThe second point that I would like to raise is in relation to the online dissemination of 

the video. This situation is not entirely under control ȭɂ 

ɁWhat do you mean? My men performed miracles getting that video offline ȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÈÍÙÈÐËɯÐÛɀÚɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÊÖÔ×ÓÐÊÈÛÌËɯÛÏÈÕɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ(ÕÛÌÙnational websites have been 

publishing r ÜÔÖÜÙÚȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÉÌÊÖÔÌɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÖÎÎÌÙÚɀɯÏÖÛɯÛÖ×ÐÊɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯËÈàȭɯ8ÖÜɯÔÈàɯÏÈÝÌɯÔÈÕÈÎÌËɯ

I 



to prevent the video from redistribution on YouTube, but screen shots of His Royal Highness 

are appearing everywhere. I 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 

ÖÉÚÌÚÚÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÐÚɯ×ÏÙÈÚÌɯȿÚÏÈÓÓɯËÐÚÚÖÓÝÌɀȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÐÕɯËÈÕÎÌÙɯÖÍɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÊÖÕÛÙÖÓȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÎÌÛɯÛÏÌɯ×ÐÊÛÜÙÌȭɯ6ÌɀÓÓɯÎÌÛɯÖÕɯÐÛȭɂ  

ɁWe feel your assurances that you could control the material online were extremely 

naive. As a result, we have had to develop an emergency strategyȭɂ !ÙÐÎÈËÐÌÙɯ/ÌÛÌÙÚɀɯÝÖÐÊÌɯ

had taken on an acid edge.  

Ɂ+ÖÖÒȮɯ(ɀÔɯÈÕɯÖÓË-ÍÈÚÏÐÖÕÌËɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌÔÈÕȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÌɯËÌÛÈÐÓÚɯÖÍɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÌÊÏÕÖɯÚÛÜÍÍȭɂ 

Sawyer cursed to himself. Why was he apologising to this prick?  

ɁNo matter. From this point forward you need no longer concern yourself with this 

issue. Our technology teams have assumed control of the online threatȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÖɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÊÜÛɯÜÚɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÖÖȳɂ 

ɁNow 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 sensitiv ity to the family. We will explain later that the video is 

clearly a malicious fakeȭɂ 

ɁWhat are you going to sayȳɂ  

ɁThe 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 instantlyȭɂ 

Ɂ Õɯ13 ȳɯ ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÊÙÈáàȳɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÊÙÌÈÛÌɯÌÝÌÕɯÔÖÙÌɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕÚȭɯ3ÏÐÚɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÈɯÉÓÖÖËàɯ

soap operaȭɂ 

ɁGiven 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 offȭɂ The Brigadier paused briefly. ɁThe 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. I am sure 

you can see the veracity of thatȭɂ  

ɁYou want to minimise public aggravation with something as weak as that ȳɂ  

ɁYes, 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 I make 

myself understoodȳɂ The phone fell silent. ɁInspector, are you still there? It is essential that 

you complyȭɂ  

ɁI understandȮɂ said Sawyer. Ɂ3ÏÌɯ/ÈÓÈÊÌɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÛÜÙÌɯ

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 coincidenceȳɂ 

ɁCongratulations, Inspector. You appear to have hit the nail on the head. I am sure you 

ÞÐÓÓɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÐÚɯÈɯÊÌÙÛÈÐÕɯ×ÖÌÛÐÊɯÐÙÖÕàɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÐÛÜÈÛÐÖÕȭɯ.ÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÛÐÔÌɯ

that the Palace has had to adapt a story of a Royal death in a road accidentȭɂ 



Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÖàɀÚɯÔÖÛÏÌÙȭɂ 

ɁThe 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. Please cancel 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 ȭɂ 

ɁSo do you have a fall guy lined up for us? How do we go about looking for someone for 

a crime that diËÕɀÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕȳɂ 

ɁPut plans in place as you would do normally to find a hit -and-ÙÜÕɯËÙÐÝÌÙȭɯ6ÌɀÓÓɯ×ÙÖÝÐËÌɯ

àÖÜɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÌÝÐËÌÕÊÌɯàÖÜɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÊÙÌÈÛÌɯÈɯÊÖÕÝÐÕÊÐÕÎɯÚÛÖÙàȭɯ(ɀÔɯÚÜÙÌɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÍÓÜÚÏɯÖÜÛɯ

some interesting characters and as is usual I believe, plenty of people will come forward 

with bogus stories saying that they are the guilty party ȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÎÙÌÈÛȭɯ,ÌÈÕÞÏÐÓÌɯàÖÜɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÈÓɯÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÖÕɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÔÜÙËÌÙȳɯ

And leave us out in the coldȭɂ Sawyer replied bitterly.  

ɁThis 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 requiredȭɂ There 

was a click and the line went dead.  



Act 2: Scene three 

ñO! it is excellent to have a giantôs strength. But it is tyrannous to use it like a 

giant.ò  

Measure for Measure 

 

he first thing he was aware of was a constant rumbling noise, occasional hissing, and 

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 sensation 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. 

Ɂ"ÈÓÔɯËÖÞÕȭɯ8ÖÜɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÚÛÈàɯÊÈÓÔȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÈɯÔÐÚÛÈÒÌȭɯ$ÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÈÓÙightȮɂ Dan 

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.  

ɁHelloȭɂ #ÈÕɀÚɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÞÈÚɯÊÙÈÊÒÌËɯÈÕËɯËÙàȭɯɁHello. Can you hear me? Who are you? Hey! 

Can you hear meȳɂ There was no response. ɁHey!Ɂ 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 speakers. 

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 - God Save 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 ld have expected was 

Queen Elizabeth II 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 

#ÈÕɀÚɯÝÐÌÞȮɯÞÈÓÒÐÕÎɯ×ÈÚÛɯÏÐÔɯÈÕËɯpositioning themselves behind the Queen. 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 clean-shaven and 

of white European origin. The largest of the three men was directly behind the Queen. The 

man thÌÕɯÚÓÖÞÓàɯÙÈÐÚÌËɯÏÐÚɯÎÙÌàɯ×ÐÚÛÖÓȮɯ×ÖÐÕÛÐÕÎɯÐÛɯËÐÙÌÊÛÓàɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ0ÜÌÌÕɀÚɯÏÌÈËȭɯ 

ɁWho are you? What do you want with us ȳɂ #ÈÕɀÚɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÞÈÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÌËÎÌɯÖÍɯÛÖÛÈÓɯ×ÈÕÐÊȭɯ 

T 



3ÏÌɯÔÈÕɀÚɯÙÌÚ×ÖÕÚÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÔÖÝÌɯÛÏÌɯÎÜÕɯÊÓÖÚÌÙɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ0ÜÌÌÕȭ 

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.  

ɁQuiet, old bitchȮɂ he spat. Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÙÌÊÖÎÕÐÚÌËɯÏÌÙÌȭɂ  

He then lowered the gun and turned his attention to Da n. ɁYou. American. Find 

2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯ3ÙÜÛÏȭɯ%ÖÓÓÖÞɯàÖÜÙɯËÌÚÛÐÕàɯÖÙɯàÖÜɯÉÖÛÏɯËÐÌȭɂ 

Dan tried to control the panic but failed. ɁHelp!Ɂ he screamed. ɁHelp us!Ɂ  

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. ɁKeep your mouth shut and listen boy, 

ÖÛÏÌÙÞÐÚÌɯÚÏÌɀÓÓɯÚÜÍÍÌÙɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÛÈÒÌɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÈÔÌȭɂ  He swung the pistol around and cracked 

the Queen lightly on the side of the head. ɁYou have been chosen to deliver us 

2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯ3ÙÜÛÏȭɯ(ÛɯÐÚɯàÖÜÙɯËÌÚÛÐÕàȭɂ The man spoke with conviction. ɁIf you do not wish 

to see this charlatan Queen, this thief of nobility die and then yourself blamed and killed, 

you will find it ȭɂ  

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÛÏÌȱɯËÌÚÛÐÕàȳɯ3ÏÐÚɯÐÚɯÊÖÕÕÌÊÛÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÈÛɯÌÔÈÐÓɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÐÛȳɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÐÛɯÚÈÐËȭɯ3ÏÌɯ

ÝÐËÌÖȭɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÐÛȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÐÛɯÚÏÖÞÚȭɂ 

ɁThe message was there, cut into the royal whelp before he diedȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ ÙÖàÈÓɯ ÞÏÌÓ×ȳɯ 8ÖÜɯ ÔÌÈÕɯ ÚÖÔÌÉÖËàɯ ÌÓÚÌȳɯ 8ÖÜɀÝÌɯ ÒÐÓÓÌËɯ ÚÖÔÌÉÖËàɯ ÌÓÚÌȳɯ 8ÖÜɯ

murde red a member of the Royal Familyȳɂ  

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.  

Ɂ8ÌÚȮɯÞÌɯÒÐÓÓÌËɯÏÌÙɯÎÙÈÕËÚÖÕȮɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÉÓÖÕËɯÉÖàȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯËÌÈËɯÈÕËɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÏÈÔɯØÜÌÌÕɯÞÐÓÓɯ

die too unless you accept your destinyȭɂ 

Dan was stunned. ɁYou killed Prince William ȳɂ  

The man lazily raised the pisÛÖÓȮɯ ×ÖÐÕÛÐÕÎɯ ÐÛɯ ËÐÙÌÊÛÓàɯ ÈÛɯ #ÈÕɀÚɯ ÏÌÈËɯ ÈÕËɯ ÚÔÐÓÌËȭɯ

Ɂ1ÌÔÌÔÉÌÙȮɯÞÏÌÕɯËÌÈÛÏɯÊÖÔÌÚȮɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÐÚɯÓÌÍÛȭɯ8ÖÜɀÝÌɯËÐÚÈ××ÌÈÙÌËɯÐÕÛÖɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÌɯ

true English raceȭɂ Dan could feel himself panicking as the barrel approached his forehead. 

ɁWhen death is about to ÊÓÈÐÔɯàÖÜȮɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÞÖÕËÌÙɯÞÏàɯàÖÜɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚ×ÌÕËɯÔÖÙÌɯÖÍɯàÖÜÙɯÓÐÍÌɯ

following your true destiny ȭɂ The man lowered the gun and moved closer, whispering. ɁIf 

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 

ÞÈÛÊÏÌËɯÏÌÙɯËÐÌȭɯ6ÌɯÓÌÍÛɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÙÒɯÖÕɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɀÚɯÊÏÌÚÛɯÞÏÌÕɯÏÌɯËÐÌËȭɯ3ÏÐÚɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÚÐÎÕɯÓÌÍÛɯÉàɯ

ÛÏÌɯÍÙÈɯÙÖÚÐɯÊÙÖÚÚÌɯÛÏÈÛɯ×ÖÐÕÛÚɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàȭɯ ÊÊÌ×ÛɯàÖÜÙɯËÌÚÛÐÕàȭɯ3ÌÓÓɯÔÌɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÙÌÈËàɯÛÖɯÍÐÕË 

2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯ3ÙÜÛÏɯÖÙɯ(ɀÓÓɯÒÐÓÓɯÏÌÙɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÞɯÐÕɯÍÙÖÕÛɯÖÍɯàÖÜȭɯ2ÏÌɀÓÓɯËÐÌɯÏÌÙÌɯÈÕËɯÕÖÞɯÈÕËɯÚÖɯ

will you ȭɂ 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, ɁȿYea all which it Inherit, shall 

dissolveȭɀɁ  

ɁWhat? Is that Shakespeareȳɂ 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 

Tempest?  

#ÈÕɯÊÖÜÓËɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɀÚɯÈÙÔÚɯÚÏÈÒÐÕÎɯÈÚɯÏÐÚɯfingers tight ened on the trigger. Then there 

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 



ÍÈÓÓÐÕÎɯ ÛÖɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÍÓÖÖÙȭɯ 3ÏÌɯ ÔÈÕɯ ÊÖÓÓÈ×ÚÌËɯ ÛÖɯ ÏÐÚɯ ÒÕÌÌÚȮɯ ÒÕÖÊÒÐÕÎɯ #ÈÕɀÚɯ ÊÏÈÐÙɯ ÖÝÌÙɯ ÈÕËɯ

crumpling on top of him.  

Ɂ&ÌÛɯÉÌÏÐÕËɯÏÌÙȵɯ3ÏÌàɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÙÐÚÒɯÏÐÛÛÐÕÎɯÏÌÙȭɯ&ÌÛɯÏÌÙɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÏÌÙÌȵɁ one of the two 

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 

ËÌÈËɯÔÈÕɀÚɯ×ÐÚÛÖÓɯÈÕËɯÚÛÙÈÐÎÏÛÌÕÌËɯÜ×ȮɯÚÛÈÙÐÕÎɯÈÛɯ#ÈÕȭɯ%ÖÙɯÈɯÔÖÔÌÕÛɯÏÌɯÚÛÖÖËɯÔÖÛÐÖÕÓÌÚÚȮɯ

ÚÌÌÔÐÕÎÓàɯÜÕÚÜÙÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÖɯËÖȭɯ3ÏÌÕɯÚÜËËÌÕÓàɯÏÌɯÉÌÕÛɯËÖÞÕɯÈÕËɯ×ÜÚÏÌËɯÛÏÌɯÎÜÕɯÐÕÛÖɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯ

cheek.  

ɁYou cannot escape from your destinyȮɂ 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. Ɂ2ÏÌɀÚɯÎÖÕÌȭɯ1ÖÖÔɯÊÓÌÈÙȮɯ

requesting clean up team. Blue team look for a trace on exits two and threeȭɂ The voice 

crouched down beside him, and Dan saw a tall blond haired soldier in his late forties. He 

was holding  ÈɯÓÈÙÎÌɯ×ÐÚÛÖÓȭɯ3ÏÌɯÔÈÕɀÚɯÐÊàɯÉÓÜÌɯÌàÌÚɯÚÛÜËÐÌËɯÏÐÔɯÞÐÛÏɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛȭɯ 

ɁWho the hell are youȳɂ said the Major.  

 

 

 



Act 3: Scene One 

ñAll the worldôs a stage, And all the men and women merely players: They 

have their exits and their entrances.ò  

As You L ike It 

 

20th December 

 

n the north bank of the River Thames, sandÞÐÊÏÌËɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯ2ÐÙɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛÖ×ÏÌÙɯ6ÙÌÕɀÚɯ

ÔÖÕÜÔÌÕÛÈÓɯ2Ûɯ/ÈÜÓɀÚɯ"ÈÛÏÌËÙÈÓɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÐÔ×ÖÚÐÕÎɯÚØÜÈÙÌɯÔÈÚÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÞɯ,ÐÕÐÚÛÙàɯ

of Defence, stands a majestic gothic chateau. Whitehall Court looks as if it has 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.  

#ÈÕɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎɀÚɯ×ÌÕÛÏÖÜÚÌɯÍÓÈÛÚȭɯ'ÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÚÓÌ×Ûȭɯ+ÈÚÛɯÕÐÎÏÛȮɯÛÏÌɯ,ÈÑÖÙɯ

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 p×ÌÙɀÚɯÛÏÙÌÈÛÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÐÔÈÎÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

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 

2ÌÊÙÌÛÚɯ  ÊÛȭɯ 'Ìɯ ÏÈËɯ ÛÏÌÕɯ ÛÈÒÌÕɯ #ÈÕɀÚɯ ÍÐÕÎÌÙ×ÙÐÕÛÚɯ ÈÕËɯ ÙÜÕɯ ÛÏÌÔɯ ÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯ Èɯ ×ÖÙÛÈÉÓÌɯ

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 interrog aÛÐÖÕȮɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯ

ÔÐÕËɯÙÌ×ÓÈàÌËɯÛÏÌɯÒÐËÕÈ××ÌÙɀÚɯÛÏÙÌÈÛȯɯno police, no army, nobody from the authorities. Say 

nothing.  

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÚÖÙÙàȮɂ Dan had said. Ɂ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏàɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÒÐËÕÈ××ÌËȭɯ(ÛɯÔÜÚÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÈɯ

ÔÐÚÛÈÒÌȭɯ6ÌɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÌÕɯÛÐÔÌÚɯÈÓready. It all went by so quick. I just figured they 

ÞÌÙÌɯÊÙÈáàɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌȭɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÈÒÌɯÐÛɯÐÕȭɂ 

Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÛÙÜÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÕÕÖÊÌÕÛɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÎÌÛɯÊÈÜÎÏÛɯÜ×ɯÐÕɯÌßÛÙÈÖÙËÐnary eventsȮɂ said the Major, Ɂor 

ÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌàɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÕÕÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚȭɯ!ÜÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÚÛÙÈÕÎÌȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯÊÖÕÕÌÊÛÐÖÕɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯ

see between you and Prince William or the Queen and this terrorist group. From an 

ÈÕÈÓàÛÐÊÈÓɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÖÍɯÝÐÌÞɯÐÛɀÚɯÜÕÓÐÒÌÓàȮɯÉÜÛɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓÌȮɯÐÛɯÌÕËÌËɯÜ×ɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÈɯÔÐÚÛÈÒÌɯÖÕɯ

O 



their partȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÚȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÙÐÎÏÛȭɯ(ÛɯÏÈÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈɯÔÐÚÛÈÒÌȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌÔɯÛÖɯÞÈÕÛɯÔÌɯÍÖÙɯ

ÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ(ɀÔɯÈÕɯ ÔÌÙÐÊÈÕȮɯ(ɀÔɯÑÜÚÛɯÖÝÌÙɯÏÌÙÌɯÛÖɯÞÖÙÒȭɂ Dan tried to encourage the Major.  

Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÓÐÚÛÌÕÐÕÎȭɯ(ÛɯÔÈàɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÖÜÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈɯÔÐÚÛÈÒÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÈÕɯÐÕÐÛÐÈÓɯ

reason as to why they took yÖÜȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÚÌÌÐÕÎɯÐÛȭɂ 

Dan tried to think of something the Major might buy into. ɁMaybe 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  storyȳɂ  

The Major leaned back on his chair, looking at Dan. ɁPublicity 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 so farȭɂ 'Ìɯ×ÈÜÚÌËȮɯÚÌÌÔÐÕÎÓàɯÊÖÕÛÌÔ×ÓÈÛÐÕÎɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯ

idea. 

ɁAnd as I am an American, it has more poignancy. It would have been a lead story 

Stateside as well as over hereȭɂ  

ɁHow soȳɂ  

ɁCNN 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 ȭɂ 

ɁTrue enoughȭɂ 3ÏÌɯ,ÈÑÖÙɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÛÈÒÐÕÎɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÐËÌÈɯÔÖÙÌɯÚÌÙÐÖÜÚÓàȭ 

Ɂ(ɯÑÜÚÛɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÌÓÚÌɯÛÖɯÚÈàȮɂ said Dan. ɁWho are they anyway? Do you think 

ÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÚÖÔÌɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÙÌÓÐÎÐÖÜÚɯÎÙÖÜ×ȮɯÐÕɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÊÙÈáàɯÙÖÉÌÚȳɂ  

ɁWhen the terrorist whispered in your ear, what did he say ȳɂ 

#ÈÕɀÚɯÏÌÈÙÛɯÑÜÔ×ÌËȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯÏÈËɯÛÏÌɯ,ÈÑÖÙɯÏÌÈÙËȳɯɁ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÙÈÔÉÓÐÕÎȮɯ

making rando m threats, saying he was going to kill the Queenȭɂ  

3ÏÌɯ,ÈÑÖÙɀÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÏÈÙËÌÕÌËɯÈÕËɯÏÐÚɯÛÖÕÌɯÉÌÊÈÔÌɯÈÉÙÜ×ÛȭɯɁ6ÌɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÞÖɯÞÈàÚɯÖÍɯ×ÓÈàÐÕÎɯ

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 investi ÎÈÛÐÖÕɯËÌÝÌÓÖ×Úȭɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯ

ÚÈàÐÕÎɯàÖÜɀËɯÉÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ3ÖÞÌÙɯÖÍɯ+ÖÕËÖÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÜÔÉscrews and on the rack, but not far off. If 

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 I want would be to subject you to severe and 

ÙÈÛÏÌÙɯÉÈÙÉÈÙÖÜÚɯÐÕÛÌÙÙÖÎÈÛÐÖÕɯÛÌÊÏÕÐØÜÌÚȭɯ3ÖɯÉÌɯÏÖÕÌÚÛȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÕɯÈ××ÙÖÈÊÏɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÈÔɯÚÛÐÓÓɯ

seriously consideringȭɂ His words hung in the air.  

ɁThe second wayȳɂ A weak ÚÔÐÓÌɯÈ××ÌÈÙÌËɯÖÕɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÓÐ×Úȭ 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÚÌÊÖÕËɯÞÈàɯÐÚɯÛÖɯÎÐÝÌɯàÖÜɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÕÌÍÐÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯËÖÜÉÛȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯàÖÜȭɯ(ÍɯàÖÜɯÛÌÓÓɯÔÌɯ

everything, and I mean everything that you can think of, I can  then decide which route to 

takeȭɂ 

ɁYou were watching from up above. You must have heard everything that was said 

anyway. You already know as much as me, or moreȭɂ Dan started to worry. Was the Major 

testing him? 

ɁNo. We arrived in our observation position  only a few seconds earlier. I had to take 

ÐÔÔÌËÐÈÛÌɯÈÊÛÐÖÕȭɯ'ÌÙɯ,ÈÑÌÚÛàɀÚɯÓÐÍÌɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯËÈÕÎÌÙȭɯ.ÜÙɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÜÕÐÛÚɯÏÈËɯÕÖÛɯÚÌÊÜÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯ

perimÌÛÌÙɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÌɯÍÐÎÏÛȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÚÐÔ×ÓàɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÛÐÔÌȭɯ6ÌɯÓÖÚÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÌÙÙÖÙÐÚÛÚɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌàɯ

exited the building ȭɂ 

ɁBut you heard the man scream out that Shakespeare quoteȳɂ  

ɁYes. Did you recognise itȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÛɀÚɯÍÙÖÔɯThe Tempest. I studied English at college and it rang a bellȭɂ 



ɁCorrectȮɂ ÚÈÐËɯÛÏÌɯ,ÈÑÖÙȮɯÚÜÙ×ÙÐÚÌËɯÈÛɯÈɯÚÛÙÈÕÎÌÙɀÚɯÒÕÖÞÓedge of Shakespeare. ɁDan, do 

you have any idea why he used that quote? Was anything said before that would make any 

sense of itȳɂ 

ɁNo. Nothing ȭɂ 

Ɂ ÕËɯàÖÜɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÙÌÊÖÎÕÐÚÌɯÐÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÈÕàÞÏÌÙÌɯÌÓÚÌȳɂ 

ɁAnywhere else? What do you mean? The playȳɂ 

3ÏÌɯ,ÈÑÖÙɀÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÏÈËɯÊÏÈÕÎÌËȮɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÍÛɯÚÔÐÓÌɯÏÈËɯÙÌturned. Ɂ8ÖÜɀÝÌɯÚÐÎÕÌËɯÛÏÌɯ.ÍÍÐÊÐÈÓɯ

Secrets Act. What I am about to tell you must remain confidential. Two words from that 

quote 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 

ÑÖÎɯàÖÜÙɯÔÌÔÖÙàɯÖÕɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÔÐÚÚÌËȭɂ The Major spun his laptop around to face 

Dan and launched a file.  

Dan recognised the video immediately.  

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɀÚɯÊÈÙȮɂ said the Major pointing at a limo usine as it drove past. ɁThey 

included some film, CCTV of the street the Prince drove down in Mayfair before the next 

section, which is I am afraid quite horrific ȭɂ Dan watched in relief as the Major fast 

forwarded past the part of the video where Dan had  seen his own face. 

Ɂ(ÍɯÐÛɀÚɯ""35ȮɯÊÈÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÛÙÈÊÌɯÐÛȳɂ said Dan, regretting instant ly that he had drawn 

attention to the footage he was in. 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ""35ɯÚÖÜÙÊÌɯÞÈÚɯÌÈÚàɯÛÖɯÐÚÖÓÈÛÌɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÈÝÈÐÓÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

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 

ØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕȭɯ(ÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯÛÈÒÌɯÔÖÕÛÏÚɯÛÖɯÛÙÈÊÌɯÌÈÊÏɯÖÕÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÞÌɀÓÓɯ×ÌÙÚÌÝÌÙÌɯÐÕɯÈÕàɯÊÈÚÌȭɂ  

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.  

ɁMajor Barnes-)ÖÕÌÚȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÖɯÚÈàȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÚÖɯÏÖÙÙÐÉÓÌɯÐÛɀÚɯÜÕÙÌÈÓȮɯÓÐÒÌɯÚÖÔÌɯÚÖÙÛɯ

ÖÍȱɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞȭɯ'ÖÞɯËÐËɯÐÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕȳɯ2ÜÙÌÓàɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɯÞÈÚɯÜÕËÌÙɯÎÜÈÙËȳɂ 

ɁIt 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 professionalsȭɂ 

ɁAnd now they have the Queen. Incredibleȭɂ  

ɁNot 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 I 

do when Her Majesty insistsȳɂ 

ɁBut you found her quickly enough ȳɂ 

ɁThat was our one piece of luck. She had a tracking tag in a piece of jewellery, the one 

precaution she did allow me, but the signal died last night. If it was up to me, they would 

ÏÈÝÌɯÛÙÈÊÒÌÙÚɯÐÔ×ÓÈÕÛÌËɯÜÕËÌÙɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÚÒÐÕȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ#ÜÒÌɯÖÍɯ$ËÐÕÉÜÙÎÏɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÏÌÈÙɯÖÍɯÐÛȭɂ He 

smiled grimly. ɁI think that policy may be updated nowȭɂ  

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÔÈÒÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËÚɯÊÜÛɯÖÕɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɀÚɯÊÏÌÚÛȳɯ3ÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɯÚÏÖÜÛÌËȳɂ 

Ɂ1ÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÞɯÞÌɯÑÜÚÛɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞȭɂ The Major paused and seemed to be making a decision. 

Ɂ(ɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÈÙÙÌÚÛɯàÖÜȮɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÈÎÙÌÌɯÖÕɯÈɯÊÖÔ×ÙÖÔÐÚÌɯÚÖÓÜÛÐÖÕȭɯ(ɯÞÈÕÛɯàÖÜɯÛo stay here in this 

ÍÓÈÛȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÚÌÊÜÙÌɯÈÕËɯÔÖÕÐÛÖÙÌËȭɯ2ÖÔÌɯÛÌÈÔɯÔÌÔÉÌÙÚɯÞÐÓÓɯÎÖɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÖɯàÖÜÙɯÍÓÈÛɯÐÕɯ2ÏÌ×ÏÌÙËɀÚɯ

Bush and sweep it for surveillance devices, improve security and then you can go back there 

ÞÏÌÕɯÈËÝÐÚÌËȭɯ8ÖÜɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÜÕËÌÙɯÚÜÙÝÌÐÓÓÈÕÊÌɯÈÛɯÔàɯËÐÚÊretion. I want you to report in to me 



ËÐÙÌÊÛÓàȮɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÕÌßÛɯÍÐÝÌɯËÈàÚɯÞÏÐÓÌɯÞÌɯÔÈÒÌɯÈɯÛÏÙÌÈÛɯÈÚÚÌÚÚÔÌÕÛȭɯ3ÏÌÕɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÈÛɯ×ÌÙÐÖËȮɯ(ɀÓÓɯ

give you a final decision. Oh and my men will bring you new clothes, your laptop and some 

other essentials to keep you goÐÕÎȭɯ8ÖÜɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÙÌÛÜÙÕɯÛÖɯÞÖÙÒȮɯÚÖɯÞÌɀÓÓɯËÙÖ×ɯàÖÜɯÚÖÔÌɯÊÈÚÏȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÎÙÌÈÛȮɯÛÏÈÕÒÚɯÚÖɯÔÜÊÏȭɂ 

Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÌÕÛÐÙÌÓàɯ ÚÌÓÍÓÌÚÚɯ ÖÕɯ Ôàɯ ×ÈÙÛȭɯ 1ÌÚÖÜÙÊÌÚɯ ÈÙÌɯ ÚÖÔÌwhat stretched while the 

machinery grinds into action and I have higher priorities than babysitting you.  My advice to 

àÖÜɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÚÖÜÕËɯÊÖÜÕÛÌÙɯÐÕÛÜÐÛÐÝÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÚÖÜÕËɯÍÙÖÔɯÈɯ×ÚàÊÏÖÓÖÎÐcal point of view. You 

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 ȭɂ  

 



Act 3: Scene Two 

ñThis was the unkindest cut of all.ò  

Julius Caesar 

 

ÐÚɯÔÖÉÐÓÌɀÚɯÐÕÚÐÚÛÌÕÛɯÙÐÕÎɯÞÖÒÌɯÏÐÔȭɯ%ÖÙɯÈɯÔÖÔÌÕÛȮɯ#ÈÕɯÏÈËɯÕÖɯÐËÌÈɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÏÌɯÞÈÚȭɯ 

ɁAnd where the hell have you beenȳɂ )ÖÕÕàɀÚɯÛÖÕÌɯÞÈÚɯÓÈÊÌËɯÞÐÛh anger. ɁCome on 

ÔÈÛÌȮɯÖÜÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÐÛȭɯ-ÖÉÖËàɀÚɯ×ÈÙÛÐÊÜÓÈÙÓàɯ×ÓÌÈÚÌËɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ(ÕɯÍÈÊÛɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËɯÎÖɯÚÖɯÍÈÙɯÈÚɯÛÖɯ

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, 

àÖÜɯËÖɯÙÌÈÓÐÚÌɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÐËËÓÌɯÖÍɯÈɯÍÜÊÒÐÕÎɯÌÊÖÕÖÔÐÊɯÊÙÌËÐÛɯÊÙÜÕÊÏȳɯ8ÖÜɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÑÜÚÛɯ×ÐÚÚɯ

off for the day and not even bother calling in ȭɂ 

ɁIɀÔɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÚÖÙÙàȮɯ)ÖÕÕàȭɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÐÛɀÚɯÐÕÊÙÌËÐÉÓàɯÜÕprofessional but I was pretty badly 

mugged. I spent yesterday in hospital and only got out this morning ȭɂ Dan was surprised by 

how easily the lie flew from his mouth.  

ɁShit, mateȮɂ )ÖÕÕàɀÚɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÞɯÍÜll of interest. ɁWhat the bloody hell happened? I 

ÏÖ×ÌɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÖÜÙɯÙÐÝÈÓÚɯÖÙɯÚÖÔÌɯËÖËÎàɯÉÙÈÕËÐÕÎɯÈÎÌÕÊàɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÊÙÖÊÒɯÔàɯ

favourite creative director ȳɂ 

ɁVery amusing but no actually, I really have no idea who it was ȭɂ 

ɁNow be serious, mate. How aÙÌɯàÖÜȳɯ+ÖÚÌɯÈÕɯÌàÌȳɯ ɯÍÌÞɯÛÌÌÛÏȳɯ(ɯÏÖ×ÌɯàÖÜɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÛÖÖɯ

ÏÖÙÙÐÉÓàɯÉÌÈÛÌÕȭɯ.ÜÙɯÙÌÚÐËÌÕÛɯÉÐÛɯÖÍɯ-ÌÞɯ9ÌÈÓÈÕËɯÛÖÛÛàɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÉÌɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÜ×ÚÌÛɯÐÍɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÓÖÚÛɯ

àÖÜÙɯÓÖÖÒÚȭɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÈɯÉÐÎɯÍÈÕɯÖÍɯàÖÜÙÚɯÕÖÞɯÈÍÛÌÙɯàÖÜɯÙÌÚÊÜÌËɯÏÌÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȭɯ(ɯ

hope that you didn ɀÛɯÓÖÚÌɯàÖÜÙɯÓÈ×ÛÖ×ȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÊÖÔ×ÈÕàɯ×ÙÖ×ÌÙÛàȮɯÔÈÛÌȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜÙɯÊÖÕÊÌÙÕɀÚɯÝÌÙàɯÛÖÜÊÏÐÕÎȮɯ(ɯÍÌÌÓɯÜÕËÌÙÞÏÌÓÔÌËȮɯ)ÖÕÕàȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÉÜÔ×ɯÖÕɯÔàɯÏÌÈËɯ

that would make the Elephant Man blush and some pretty choice cuts and bruises over the 

ÙÌÚÛɯÖÍɯÔÌȭɯ(ɀÔɯÐÕɯÈɯÍÈÐÙɯÈÔount of pain tooȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÓÓɯ×ÈÚÚɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËɯÈÙÖÜÕËȭɯ(ɯÈÚÚÜÔÌɯàÖÜɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÖÍÍÐÊÌɯÛÖËÈàȮɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÎÌÛɯ

ÔÜÊÏɯËÖÕÌɯÖÕɯÈɯ%ÙÐËÈàȮɯÉÜÛɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÚÌÌɯàÖÜɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÞÌÌÒÌÕËȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÓÓɯÛÙàȭɯ!ÜÛɯÙÌÈÓÐÚÛÐÊÈÓÓàȮɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÚÜÙÌȭɂ 

ɁReallyȳɂ )ÖÕÕàɀÚɯÛÖÕÌɯÞÈÚɯÓÌÚÚɯÚàÔ×ÈÛÏÌÛÐÊ. ɁWhen do you think you will make it? 

Tuesday? That fat perv from airport parking is back in at the end of next week ȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÚÜÙÌȭɯ(ɯÍÌÌÓɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÉÈËȭɯ3ÏÌɯÞÌÌÒɯÈÍÛÌÙȳɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÎÖÛɯÔÜÎÎÌËȮɯàÖÜɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÎÖÛɯÍÜÊÒÐÕÎɯÓÌ×ÙÖÚàȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÐÕɯÈɯÓÖÛɯÖÍɯ×ÈÐÕɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯreally concentrate. Can I call you next weekȳɂ 

Ɂ2ÜÙÌȭɯ6ÌɀÓÓɯÚ×ÌÈÒɯÓÈÛÌÙȭɂ The phone went dead.  

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 

ÔÈÙÒÌËɯȿ1ÖàÈÓɯ2ÌÊÜÙÐÛàɀɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯËÌÊÐËÌËɯÛÖɯ×ÐÊÒɯÐÛɯÜ×ȭɯ 

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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×ÈÚÚÌÚɯ ÛÖɯ ÚÖÔÌɯ ÖÍɯ +ÖÕËÖÕɀÚɯ ÔÖÚÛɯ ×Ö×ÜÓÈÙɯ ÈÛÛÙÈÊÛÐÖÕÚȭɯ 'Ìɯ ÍÓÐÊÒÌËɯ ÐÛɯ Ö×en. It included 

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 staÙÛÐÕÎɯÛà×ÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÞÖÙËÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌÙÌɯÊÈÙÝÌËɯÖÕɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɀÚɯ

ÊÏÌÚÛȮɯȿÚÏÈÓÓɯËÐÚÚÖÓÝÌɀȭɯ ɯÊÖÕÍÜÚÐÕÎɯÔÈÚÚɯÖÍɯÕÖÕÚÌÕÚÌɯÊÈÔÌɯÜ×ȮɯÙÈÕÎÐÕÎɯÍÙÖÔɯÊÖÖÒÌÙàɯÛÐ×ÚɯÛÖɯ

song lyrics and blogs. Next he went online and searched for the quote from The Tempest the 

kidnapper had ÚÊÙÌÈÔÌËɯÈÛɯÏÐÔȮɯȿYea all which it Inherit, Shall dissolveȭɀɯ ÚɯÏÌɯÚÜÚ×ÌÊÛÌËȮɯ

dozens of websites talking about The Tempest and 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.  

(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÊÓÌÈÙɯËÈàɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ,ÈÑÖÙɀÚɯÚÜÎÎÌÚtion that he should get out 

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 corri dor, 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 

!ÌÕȭɯ Úɯ#ÈÕɯÞÈÚɯÚÛÈÕËÐÕÎȮɯÚÛÈÙÐÕÎɯÜ×ÞÈÙËÚȮɯÛÏÌɯÊÓÖÊÒɯÚÛÙÜÊÒɯÏÈÓÍɯ×ÈÚÛɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÜÙȮɯÛÏÌɯÊÓÖÊÒɀÚɯ

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 connection 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: Scene Three 

ñSomething is rotten in the state of Denmark.ò 

Hamlet 

 

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

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 a book 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.  

ɁNow then Fee-Fee, my little code crackerȮɂ he used to say, ɁÓÌÛɀÚɯÚÌÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÌɯÊÈÕɯÍÐÕËɯ

today shall weȳɂ She had felt involved with him and special. ɁDo you know how many 

ciphers there are in public monuments in London ȳɂ he had joked. ɁDozens. And most are 

ÚÛÐÓÓɯÏÐËËÌÕȵɯ-ÖÞɯÓÌÛɀÚɯÚÌÌɯÐÍɯÞÌɯÊÈÕɯÍÐÕËɯÖÕÌȵɁ  

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 

ÍÖÓÓÖÞÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÔÖÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÍÖÖÛÚÛÌ×ÚɯÈÕËɯÏÌÓ×ÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÊÏÈÙÐÛÈÉÓÌɯÊÈÜÚÌÚɯÐÕɯ ÍÙÐÊÈȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯ

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. 

ɁShakspur? Is statueȭɂ 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 I and Mary Queen of Scots. He assumed one day Queen Elizabeth II would be 
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entombed here, but what about Prince William? Was this to be his final resting place? He 

ÞÈÚɯÊÏÐÓÓÌËɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÚÖÔÌÞÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯ×ÙÌ×ÈÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɀÚɯ

funeral. He stopped walking and leaned against the wall. Surrounded by stone royalty, he 

began to get the eerie 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 st reamed 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 were carved 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 Poetsɀ 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. 

!ÌÓÖÞɯÛÏÌɯÉÖÖÒÚȮɯ2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯÍÐÕÎÌÙɯ×ÖÐÕÛÌËɯÛÖɯÈɯÚÊÙÖÓÓɯÖÍɯ×ÈÙÊÏÔÌÕÛȭɯ(ÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÚÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

ÚÛÈÛÜÌɯÛÏÌɯÐÔÈÎÌÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÙÌÌɯàÖÜÕÎɯÔÌÕɀÚɯÍÈÊÌÚɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÊÈÙÝÌËɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯanaemic stone. 

Shakespeare himself was staring straight out into the Abbey.  

(ÕɯÈÕɯÐÕÚÛÈÕÛȮɯÈÓÓɯÖÍɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÐËÌÈÚɯÖÍɯÓÌÈÝÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ ÉÉÌàɯÝÈÕÐÚÏÌËȭɯ6ÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÒÐËÕÈ××ÌÙɀÚɯ

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



Act 3: Scene Four 

ñAll that glisters is not gold. 

Often have you heard that told.ò  

The Merchant of Venice 

 

ÐÖÕÈɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÏÖÓËɯÉÈÊÒɯÍÙÖÔɯ×ÜÚÏÐÕÎɯ×ÈÚÛɯÈɯÍÈÔÐÓàɯÖÍɯÛÖÜÙÐÚÛÚɯÈÛɯ0ÜÌÌÕɯ$ÓÐáÈÉÌÛÏɀÚɯ

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 

ÓÖÖÒÌËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ0ÜÌÌÕɀÚɯËÌÈÛÏɯÔÈÚÒȭɯ(ÛɯÏÈËɯÈɯÚÌÕÚÌɯÖÍɯÙÌÚÐÎÕÈÛÐÖÕɯÈÕËɯËÌÍÌÈÛɯÈÚɯÐÍɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯ

great victories, Elizabeth knew she had left her kingdom to an uncertain future. Fiona 

bÙÜÚÏÌËɯ×ÈÚÛɯÐÛɯÈÕËɯÏÌÈËÌËɯÛÖɯ/ÖÌÛÚɀɯ"ÖÙÕÌÙɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɯÔÖÕÜÔÌÕÛȭ 

Dan was staring intently at the carved parchment on the monument. A quote from one of 

2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯ×ÓÈàÚɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÐÕÚÊÙÐÉÌËɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÖÕÌɯÈÕËɯ#ÈÕɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÓÌÈÕɯÐÕɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÖÜÛɯ

the word s. The type was small and had, at some point in the past, been painted over. He 

started to read it through.  

 
 

The Cloud c up t  Towôrs. The Gorg eous Pala c es  
The Solemn Temples. The Grea t  Globe i t self  

yea all whi c h i t  Inheri t , 
Shall dissolve;  

And like t he base less Fabri c k of a Vision  
Leave no t  a wre c k 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 ShakeÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯ3ÙÜÛÏȭɯ(ÛɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÉÌȭɯ!ÜÛɯÞÏÈÛȳɯ'ÌɯÏÈËɯ

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. 

'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËȭɯ6ÏàɯÞÖÜÓËɯÈÕɯÌß×ÌÕÚÐÝÌɯÔÖÕÜÔÌÕÛɯÚÖɯÉÙÐÓÓÐÈÕÛÓàɯÊÈÙÝÌËɯÏÈÝÌɯÚÜÊÏɯ

bad typography? Looking closer he noticed something genuinely peculiar. One of the words 

ÛÏÈÛɯ#ÈÕɯÏÈËɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÚÈÐËɯȿfabrick ɀɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛɯÈÛɯÈÓÓȭɯ.ÕɯÊÓÖÚÌÙɯÌßÈÔÐÕÈÛÐÖÕɯÛÏÌɯȿÈɀɯÐÕɯ

ÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËɯÞÈÚɯÈÊÛÜÈÓÓàɯÈÕɯȿÕɀȭɯ(ÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÈàɯȿfabrick ɀȮɯÐÛɯÚÈÐËɯȿfnbrick ɀȭ 

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.  

2ÏÌɯÒÕÌÞɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËÚɯȿÚÏÈÓÓɯËÐÚÚÖÓÝÌɀɯÍÌÈÛÜÙÌËɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÕÜment, but it was the cloaked 

man in the video that had convinced her to come down here. She had seen a badge on his 

cloak, a red rose inside 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 research on the Rosicrucians before. Back in history they were 

known as experts at cryptography, and she knew the Shakespeare monument was funded 
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and built by Alexander Pope and Sir Christopher Wren, both Rosicrucians, in the eighteenth 

century. She had a faint idea 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 Rosicrucians had brought attention to the 

Shakespeare monument 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 

2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯÍÌÌÛȭɯ2ÏÌɯØÜÐÊÒÓàɯÓÖÊÈÛÌËɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÛÛÌÙÚɯ33ȮɯÊÈÙÝÌËɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÛÜÌɯÉÈÚÌȭɯ%ÐÖÕÈɯ

knew these initial s were a reference to thirty three, or 33°, a highly significant number to 

Rosicrucians and Freemasons alikeȭɯ 3ÏÌÕɯ ÚÏÌɯ ÚÈÞȮɯ ÖÕɯ 2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯ ÊÈÚÜÈÓÓàɯ ÊÙÖÚÚÌËɯ

stocking covered legs, engravings of roses and crowns. Could that be important? Fiona 

ÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÊÖÕÝÐnced; the roses could also have referred to the Tudor dynasty of which Queen 

Elizabeth I 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 ɬ 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 greatest 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 fingertip rested on just one word - ȿ3ÌÔ×ÓÌÚɀȭɯ%ÐÖÕÈɯ

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 

ÖÍɯ0ÜÌÌÕɯ$ÓÐáÈÉÌÛÏɀÚɯÍÈÝÖÜÙÐÛÌɯ×ÖÙÛÙÈÐÛɯÈÙÛÐÚÛÚȭɯ3ÏÌɯ×ÈÙÛÐÊÜÓÈÙɯÔÐÕÐÈÛÜÙÌɯÖÍɯ!ÈÊÖÕɯÊÖ×ÐÌËɯÏÌÙÌɯ

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.  

ɁExcuse meȮɂ said Fiona. Ɂ6ÖÜÓËɯàÖÜɯÔÐÕËɯÚÛÌ××ÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÖÕÌɯÚÐËÌȮɯ(ɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÊÓÖÚÌÙɯ

ÓÖÖÒɯÏÌÙÌɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÔÐÕËȳɂ The man looked at her for an 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.  

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÚÖÙÙàȮɯ(ɯÈÚÒÌËɯàÖÜɯÛÖɯÔÖÝÌɯÚÖɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÓÖÖÒɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÔɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÏÌÈÙËɯ

meȭɂ Fiona started to get annoyed.  

Dan sighed. Ɂ+ÖÖÒȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÞÏàɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÌÐÛÏÌÙɯÚØÜÈÚÏɯÜ×ɯÖÙɯÞÈÐÛɯÈ couple of 

minutesȭɂ  



Ɂ+ÐÚÛÌÕȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÌßÛÙÌÔÌÓàɯÐÔ×ÖÙÛÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÔÌɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÓÖÖÒɯÈÛɯÛÏÐÚȭɯ(ɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÚÛÜËàɯÛÏÐÚɯ

ØÜÖÛÈÛÐÖÕȮɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÔÐÕËȭɂ  

Dan stood up straight and looked at the girl more closely. Ɂ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɀÔɯ

ËÖÐÕÎɯÏÌÙÌȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɀÝÌɯÚÌÌn that quotaÛÐÖÕɯÚÖÔÌÞÏÌÙÌɯÌÓÚÌɯÙÌÊÌÕÛÓàȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɀÔɯÚÛÜËàÐÕÎɯÐÛɯÛÖÖȭɂ  

Even though he was a bit intimidating, Fiona found herself wanting to carry on talking. 

Ɂ#ÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɀÔɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÊÙÈáàɯÖÙɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÉÜÛɯÊÈÕɯ(ɯÈÚÒɯàÖÜȮɯËÐËɯàÖÜɯÚÌÌɯÐÛɯÖÕɯÈÕɯÖÕÓÐÕÌɯ

videoȳɂ  

Ɂ(ɯÚÈÞɯÐÛȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÒÐÕËÈɯÈȱɯÜÔÔÔȱɯÏÖÔÌɯÔÖÝÐÌɯàÖÜɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÚÈàȭɂ 

Ɂ-ÖÞɯÓÖÖÒȮɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɀÔɯÖÍÍɯÔàɯÙÖÊÒÌÙɯÖÙɯÈÕything, but in the video, was there 

anyone, how can I put this, unexpected in itȳɂ Fiona felt her pulse quicken. 

ɁWhen I say home movie, it was more of a snuff movie to be honest. It had someone, 

/ÙÐÕÊÌɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɯÐÕɯÐÛȭɯ ÕËɯÏÌɯÞÈÚȮɯÞÌÓÓɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯÌÈÚàɯÞÈàɯÛÖɯ×ÜÛɯÛÏÐÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÚÏÖÞÐÕÎɯÏÐÚɯ

deathȭɂ  

ɁYes I knowȮɂ Fiona said in a rush. Ɂ(ɀÝÌɯÚÌÌÕɯÐÛɯÛÖÖȮɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÚÖÔÌɯÖÍɯÔàɯÚÛÜËÌÕÛÚȮɯÐÛɯ

was awfulȭɂ  

ɁStudents? Are you like an English teacher or someÛÏÐÕÎȳɯ!àɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàȮɯÔàɯÕÈÔÌɀÚɯ#ÈÕȭɯ

(ɀÔɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÚÖÙÙàɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯàÖÜÙɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌȮɯÈÕËɯÚÖÙÙàɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÌÎÎɯÖÕɯÔàɯÏÌÈËɯ

ÛÖÖȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÕÖÙÔÈÓÓàɯÓÖÖÒɯ(ɀÝÌɯËÖÕÌɯÍÐÝÌɯÙÖÜÕËÚɯÞÐÛÏɯ,ÐÒÌɯ3àÚÖÕɯÈÕËɯÍÈÓÓÌÕɯÈÚÓÌÌ×ɯÐÕɯa wind 

ÛÜÕÕÌÓȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÊÖÕÕÌÊÛÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÚȮɯÉÜÛɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÌɯËÌÛÈÐÓÚȭɂ 

Fiona smiled. Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÛÖËÈàɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ8ÌÚȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛɯÈÞÍÜÓɯÕÌÞÚȭɯ,àɯ

ÕÈÔÌɀÚɯ%ÐÖÕÈȮɯÈÕËɯÕÖȮɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÈÕɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÛÌÈÊÏÌÙȮɯ(ɀÔɯÈɯÜÕÐÝÌÙÚÐÛàɯÓÌÊÛÜÙÌÙȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÞÖÕɀt take 

that as an insultȭɂ  

ɁNo, of course not, teachers do a damn fine job. Apart from my old history teacherȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÚ×ÌÊÐÈÓÐÚÌɯÐÕɯ$ÓÐáÈÉÌÛÏÈÕȱɯÏÐÚÛÖÙàȭɂ  

ɁThere are exceptions to every rule, even ones as illogically formed as mine. Professor 

%ÐÖÕÈȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÈɯpleasure to meet youȭɂ Dan reached out his hand. Fiona hesitated for a second 

before shaking it.  

ɁSo Dan, did you see the words cut into his chestȳɂ 

ɁYes I didȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÈÚÚÜÔÌɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÕÖÛÐÊÌËɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯÛÞÖɯÞÖÙËÚɯÈÙÌɯÏÌÙÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÛÈÛÜÌȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏàɯ(ɯÊÈÔÌɯ

down h ereȭɂ  

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÔÜÚÛɯÉÌɯÞÌÓÓɯÙÌÈËȭɯȿ2ÏÈÓÓɯËÐÚÚÖÓÝÌɀɯÊÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÔÌÈÕÛɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÚȮɯÞÏÖÌÝÌÙɯÊÜÛɯÛÏÌÔɯÖÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÞÖÙÓËɯÏÌÙÌȭɂ 

Ɂ%ÐÖÕÈȮɯÓÌÛɯÔÌɯÈÚÒɯàÖÜɯÈɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÙÐÎÏÛȳɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÈɯÞÖÙÓËɯÌß×ÌÙÛɯÖÙɯ

anything, I loved Eng lish classes at college and majored in it, so I know a lot of the spelling 

ÐÚɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÔÌÚÚÌËɯÜ×ɯÐÕɯ.ÓËÌɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÈÕËɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÈÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÊÏÌÊÒɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÖÙËɯÏÌÙÌɯÖÜÛȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÉÌɯ

ÙÐÎÏÛɯÊÈÕɯÐÛȳɯ-ÖÛɯÌÝÌÕɯ2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÚ×ÌÓÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËɯȿÍÈÉÙÐÊÒɀɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÕɯÕɯÞÖÜÓËɯ

heȳɂ %ÐÖÕÈɯÍÖÓÓÖÞÌËɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÍÐÕÎÌÙȮɯÓÌÈÕÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÊÓÖÚÌÙɯÛÖɯÌßÈÔÐÕÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÛÜÌȭɯ 

ɁAnd another thing Ȯɂ Dan continued, ɁÛÏÌɯÓÈàÖÜÛɯÐÚɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÞÌÐÙËȭɯ,ÈàÉÌɯ(ɀÔɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÈÕÈÓȮɯ

ÉÜÛɯ(ɯÞÖÙÒɯÐÕɯËÌÚÐÎÕɯÚÖɯ(ɯÎÌÛɯ×ÈÐËɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÛÏÐÕÎÚȭɯ+ÖÖÒȮɯÖÜÙɯÍÈÝÖÜÙÐÛÌɯÛÞÖɯÞÖÙËÚȮɯȿÚÏÈÓÓ 

ËÐÚÚÖÓÝÌɀɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ2ÌÌɯÏÖÞɯÛÏÌàɯÈÙÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÖÞÕɯÖÕɯÈɯÓÐÕÌȳɯ(ÛɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÔÈÒÌɯËÌÚÐÎÕɯÚÌÕÚÌȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯ

does it meanȳɂ  

Fiona looked at him in surprise. The misspelling and anom alies in layout were classic 

signs of a cipher. ɁWhy are you so interestedȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÔà reasons. What were you going to do if you found anything out ȳɂ 

Fiona leant forward to look at the quotation. Ɂ(ɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÐÛɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏȭɯ&ÖɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ

police I supposeȭɂ 



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: Scene Five 

ñThere is nothing either good or bad, 

But thinking makes it so.ò  

Hamlet 

  

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

by high iron gates. Behind this glowered the grey Palace. It was a vast, flat-fronted 

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 

ÖÕɯÚÏÖÜÓËÌÙÚȮɯÈÓÓɯÌÈÎÌÙɯÛÖɯÊÈÛÊÏɯÈɯÎÓÐÔ×ÚÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ0ÜÌÌÕɀÚɯÊÙÐÔÚÖÕɯÚÖÓËÐÌÙÚȮɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÕÖÐÚàɯ

ÈÕËɯÌßÜÉÌÙÈÕÛɯ×ÙÌÌÕÐÕÎȭɯ3ÏÌÚÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÚÛÜÔÌËɯ×ÙÐËÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ0ÜÌÌÕɀÚɯÔÐÓÐÛÈÙàɯÔÈÊÏÐÕÌȮɯÈɯ

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 blooms 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.  

4ÕÚÌÌÕȮɯÉÌÓÖÞɯÛÏÌɯÊÙÖÞËɀÚɯ×ÈÛÐÌÕÛɯÍÌÌÛȮɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÈÙÛɯÖÍɯ!ÜÊÒÐÕÎham Palace continued to 

beat. Sixty feet down under the streets was a self sufficient military bunker designed to keep 

ÛÏÌɯ1ÖàÈÓɯ%ÈÔÐÓàɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÏÈÙÔɀÚɯÞÈàɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÌÝÌÕÛɯÖÍɯËÐÚÈÚÛÌÙȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÉÜÐÓÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯƕƝƚƔÚɯÉÜÛɯÖÝÌÙɯ

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. They were 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.  

Ɂ+ÐÚÛÌÕɯÉÖàÚȮɯÜÓÛÐÔÈÛÌÓàɯÏÌɀÚɯÈɯÊÐÝÝàɯÞÏÖɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÐÕɯÛÏe wrong place at the 

S 



wrong time ȭɂ The Major was speaking calmly. Ɂ6ÏÈÛÌÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÒÐËÕÈ××ÌÙÚɀɯÐÕÛÌÕÛÐÖÕÚȮɯÏÌɀÚɯ

oblivious to them. The American seems convinced that it was all a case of mistaken identity. 

CIA and MI5 buy that too ȭɂ  

Vaughan, a brute of a man, tall, huge shoulders, flat face, nose broken and disfigured, 

blond hair shaved back, spoke first. ɁWhat do you think bossȳɂ  

Ɂ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÈÕàɯÓÖÎÐÊÈÓɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯÞÏàɯÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÒÐËÕÈ××ÌËȭɯ'ÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯÞÌɯÏÈÝÌɯ

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 frenzyȭɂ  

Ɂ!ÜÛɯÏÌɀÚɯÉÈÊÒɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÙÌÌÛÚɯÕÖÞɯÉÖÚÚȰɯÞÏàɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÉÜÎÎÌÙɯÖÍÍȮɯÙÜÕɯÉÈÊÒɯÏÖÔÌɯ

to the States or at least claim diplomatic immunity? Is he fucking with us ȳɂ  

Ɂ-Öȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓÌɯÏÌɯÞÐÓÓɯÓÌÈÝÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÕÖÛɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÞȭɯ'ÌɯÍÌÌÓÚɯ×ÈÙÛÓàɯÙÌÚ×ÖÕÚÐÉÓÌɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ

Queen not being rescuedȮɂ the Major paused, ɁÞÏÐÊÏɯÏÌɯÐÚȭɯ ÓÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÏÌɀÚɯÚÊÈÙÌËȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÔàɯ

instinct after talking to him , ÏÌɀÓÓɯÛÙàɯÈÕËɯÏÌÓ×ɯÐÍɯÏÌɯÊÈÕȮɯÈÛɯÓÌÈÚÛɯÍÖÙɯÈ while. I put the 

frighteners on him and he agreed to stay in the secure Whitehall Court flat ȭɂ  

ɁWhat do we know about this Dan Knight bloke ȳɂ said Vaughan.  

Ɂ'ÌɀÚɯÎÖÛɯÕÖɯÔÐÓÐÛÈÙàɯÛÙÈÐÕÐÕÎȮɯÐÕɯÍÈÊÛɯ×ÙÌÊÐÚÌÓàɯÛÏÌɯÖ××ÖÚÐÛÌȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÖÝÌÙɯÏÌÙÌɯÛÖɯÞÖÙÒɯÈÛɯÈɯ

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 ȭɂ 

ɁOne nightȳɂ  

The Major smiled. ɁThe 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 academic. The 

details are in his fileȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÖɯÏÌɀÚɯÈɯÊÙÌÈÛÐÝÌɯÛà×ÌȮɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÈɯÕÖÕÊÌɯÛÖÖȮɂ said Vaughan, a tight grin spread on his 

face as he spoke. Ɂ,ÖÚÛɯÖÍɯȿÌÔɯÈÙÌȮɯÙÐÎÏÛȳɂ Vaughan laughed at his own joke. Ɂ'ÌɯÚÜÙÌɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÈɯ

tough guy. He looked pretty messed up w hen we scraped him off the floorȭɂ 

A new voice broke into the conversation. ɁI think we should bring him in, bust his chops, 

ÒÕÖÊÒɯÏÐÔɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÐÍɯÏÌɀÚɯÏÐËÐÕÎɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÛÏÌÕɯÑÜÚÛɯÍÓÜÚÏɯÏÐÔɯÈÞÈàɯÈÕËɯÍÖÙÎÌÛɯ

him. Old school styleȭɂ  

Jackson had been the 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.  

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯnot going to happenȮɂ snapped the Major. ɁYou sound like that plod Sawyer, 

ÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÈ××ÙÖÈÊÏɯÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÛÈÒÌȭɯ6ÌɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÎÐÝÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÎÜàɯÚÖÔÌɯÙÖÖÔȭɯ'ÌɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯ

ÒÕÖÞɯ ÞÏÈÛɯ ÏÌɀÚɯ ËÖÐÕÎȮɯ ÖÙɯ ÞÏàɯ ÏÌɀÚɯ ÐÕÝÖÓÝÌËȭɯ 'Ìɯ ÊÌÙÛÈÐÕÓàɯ ÏÈÚɯ ÕÖɯ ÈËËÐÛÐÖÕÈÓɯ ÜÚÌÍÜÓɯ

informati ÖÕȭɯ!ÜÛɯÐÛɀÚɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓÌɯÛÏÌɯÒÐËÕÈ××ÌÙÚɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÎÌÛɯÐÕɯÊÖÕÛÈÊÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÐÔɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯÌÝÌÕɯÐÍɯÐÛɀÚɯ

only to kill him ȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÒÐËÕÈ××ÌÙÚɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÉÈÊÒȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÈɯÔÜÛÏÈÍÜÊÒÐÕɀɯÞÈÚÛÌɯÖÍɯÔÜÛÏÈÍÜÊÒÐÕɀɯÚ×ÈÊÌȭɯ(ÍɯÏÌɯ

had any value at all,  they would have taken him with them. But  ÛÏÌàɯËÐËÕɀÛȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÑÜÚÛɯ

dumped him. Right? Now if for some reason they decided taking him with them was too 



ËÐÍÍÐÊÜÓÛȮɯÞÏàɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÏÌàɯÑÜÚÛɯÒÐÓÓɯÏÐÔȳɯ(ÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÈɯ×ÐÌÊÌɯÖÍɯ×ÐÚÚȭɂ The other 

ÚÖÓËÐÌÙÚɯÕÖËËÌËɯÈÛɯ)ÈÊÒÚÖÕɀÚɯÔÐÓÐÛÈÙàɯÓÖÎÐÊȭɯɁIt was a fuck-up getting him involved, plain 

and simple. But they had an initial reason. I buy into the idea of them grabbing some bloke 

who would go running to the press ȭɂ 

Ɂ)ÈÊÒÖɀÚɯÎÖÛɯÈɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÉÖÚÚȮɂ chipped in Vaughan. Ɂ#ÖÕɀÛɯÍÖÙÎÌÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÝÐËÌÖɯÞÈÚɯÖÉÝÐÖÜÚÓàɯ

supposed to create a huge public panicȭɂ 

Jackson jabbed his finger at the Major. ɁSomething else has been bothering me. Why grab 

someone in a flat? Why not just grab someone on the streetȳɂ 

ɁSo what do you reckon Jackoȳɂ said Vaughan. 

ɁThey grabbed the twat because ÏÌɀÚɯ Èɯ ÍÜÊÒÐÕÎɯ ÓÖÜËÔÖÜÛÏɯ  ÔÌÙÐÊÈÕɯ ÔÈÙÒÌÛÐÕÎɯ

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 thatȭɂ 

Ɂ)ÈÊÒÖɀÚɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÉossȭɂ said Vaughan. ɁKnight would have gone cackling to the media on 

both sides of the pond and squealed like a pig with a spear up its jacksieȭɂ 

ɁFact isȮɂ said Jackson, ɁÛÏÌàɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÐÕÝÖÓÝÌËȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯÞÈàɯÛÏÌàɀÓÓɯÙÐÚÒɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÐÕɯ

contact with him agÈÐÕȮɯÌÝÌÕɯÐÍɯÍÖÙɯÚÖÔÌɯÍÜÊÒÌËɯÜ×ɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯÛÏÌàɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÛÖȭɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯÛÌÓÓɯÔÌɯÏÌɀÚɯ

the only fucking lead we got. Pleaseȭɂ 

The Major let the debate run its course before speaking. Ɂ.ÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌɯ(ɀÝÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ

through. The chances of Dan Knight being significant or u seful to them from this point 

onwards are minute. However, much as I enjoy your rather colourful mono logues, Sergeant 

)ÈÊÒÚÖÕȮɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÔÈÐÕÛÈÐÕɯÊÖÝÌÙÛɯÚÜÙÝÌÐÓÓÈÕÊÌɯÖÕɯÏÐÔɯÍÖÙɯÕÖÞȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÜÕÓÐÒÌÓàɯ

anything will come out of it, but those are your  ordersȭɂ 

ɁOkay bossȮɂ said Vaughan. Ɂ6ÌɀÓÓɯÒÌÌ×ɯÈɯÞÌÈÛÏÌÙɯÌàÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÐÔ×ɯÈÕËɯÚÌÌɯÞÏÈÛɯ

ÏÈ××ÌÕÚȭɯ!ÜÛɯÈÚÚÜÔÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÈÕÚÞÌÙɯÐÚɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÚÛÜÊÒɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÉÐÎɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕȯɯ6ÏÈÛɯ

are these terrorists up toȳɂ  

ɁIf I knew that, Sergeant VaughanȮɂ said the Major, Ɂwe would be a damn sight closer to 

finding out why they murdered the heir to the throne and what they want with our Queen ȭɂ 

 

 

 



Act 3: Scene Six 

ñMy words fly up, my thoughts remain below: Words without thoughts never 

to heaven go.ò 

Hamlet 

 

s the caÍÍÌÐÕÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÍÍÌÌɯÍÐÓÛÌÙÌËɯÐÕÛÖɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÚàÚÛÌÔɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÍÌÌÓɯÏÐÚɯÔÐÕËɯÙÌÓÈßɯ

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 

ÚÛÖÕÌÞÖÙÒȭɯ(ÍɯÏÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞÕɯÏÖÞɯÊÖÓËɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÖÜÛÚÐËÌȮɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÌÈÚÐÓàɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÍÖÖÓÌËɯ

into thinking it was a glo ÙÐÖÜÚɯÚÜÔÔÌÙɀÚɯËÈàȭɯ ÚɯÏÌɯÎÈáÌËɯÈÊÙÖÚÚɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÖÔȮɯ%ÐÖÕÈɯÈ××ÌÈÙÌËɯ

on the far side of the café.   

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.  

ɁHey there Fiona, mind if I join you ȳɂ He indicated a chair opposite her and sat down. 

ɁIt lÖÖÒÚɯÓÐÒÌɯàÖÜɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÏÈÝÌȮɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÐÛȳɂ  

#ÈÕɀÚɯÊÏÌÌÒÚɯÊÖÓÖÜÙÌËȭɯɁ8ÌÈÏȮɯÓÖÖÒȮɯ(ɀÔɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÈàÐÕÎɯÚÖÙÙàȭɯ!ÈÊÒɯÛÏÌÙÌȮɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ ÉÉÌàȮɯàÖÜɯ

ÚÈÐËɯàÖÜɀËɯÚÌÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÝÐËÌÖȭɯ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÔÐÕËɯÐÍɯÞÌɯÛÈÓÒɯÔÖÙÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÈÛȳɂ  

ɁI was about to chat about it, but you walked off ȭɂ 

ɁI kÕÖÞȮɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÙÜËÌȭɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÌßÊÜÚÌÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÈÓÓɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÚÈàɯÐÚɯ(ɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÏÜÎÌɯ

amount on my mind ȭɂ  

Ɂ6ÌÓÓɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÖÕÌȮɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÙÐÎÏÛȭɯ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÞÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÚÛÈÙÛɯÖÝÌÙȳɯ/ÙÌÛÌÕËɯ(ɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÈɯÑÌÙÒȳɂ  

Ɂ(ɀÓÓɯÈÊÊÌ×ÛɯàÖÜÙɯÏÈÓÍɯÉÈÒed apologyȭɂ 

ɁI can bake it a bit more if you likeȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɀÓÓɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÌÕËɯÜ×ɯÉÜÙÕÐÕÎɯÐÛɯÛÖɯÈɯÊÙÐÚ×ȭɯ+ÌÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÓÌÈÝÌɯÐÛȭɂ 

ɁThanks, I appreciate that. So, wÏÈÛɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯÏÌÙÌȳɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÖÉÝÐÖÜÚÓàɯÚÖÔÌɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯ

expert, with your books and everything ȳɂ 

ɁYes, (ɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌɯ(ɯÈÔȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÏÌÙÌɯÉÌÍÖÙÌȭɯ ÚɯÚÖÖÕɯÈÚɯ(ɯÚÈÞɯÛÏÌɯÝÐËÌÖɯ(ɯÒÕÌÞɯ(ɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯ

ÊÖÔÌɯÈÕËɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÓÖÖÒȭɯ(ɀÔɯÚÜÙÌɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÊÐ×ÏÌÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯØÜÖÛÈÛÐÖÕɯÊÈÙÝÌËɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÕÜ-

mentȭɂ  

ɁWait up ɬ a cipherȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕÐÕÎɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÝÌÙàɯÞÌÓÓȮɯÈÔɯ(ȳɂ Fiona allowed herself a tiny smile. ɁMy area 

of expertise in history is cryptography ȭɂ Dan still looked blank. ɁSecrecy, spying, codes, that 

kind of thing. When I 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 ȭɂ  

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

A 



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. ɁThat sounds like a geeky childhood, running around old churches and things. I bet 

àÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯÈɯÛÖÔÉÖàȭɯ8ÖÜɀÝÌɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÚÊÈÙɯÚomewhere from falling out of a tree ȭɂ  

Ɂ(ɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÞÌÐÙËȮɯÉÜÛɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÞÏÌÕɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÈɯÒÐËɯɬ you just 

ÛÏÐÕÒɯÞÏÈÛÌÝÌÙɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯËÖÐÕÎɯÐÚɯÕÖÙÔÈÓɯÌÝÌÕɯÐÍɯÐÛɯÓÖÖÒÚɯÍÜÕÕàɯÛÖɯÖÛÏÌÙɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÙÜÌɯÌÕÖÜÎÏȭɯ2ÖɯÛÌÓÓɯÔÌɯ/ÙÖÍÌÚÚÖÙɯ%ÐÖÕÈȮɯÞÏÈÛɀÚ a cipherȳɂ 

Fiona shifted in her chair, flicking her wayward hair back over her shoulders. ɁCiphers 

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 usedȭɂ  

ɁWhat has this got to do with /ÙÐÕÊÌɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɀÚɯÔÜÙËÌÙɯÈÕËɯÈɯÚÛÈÛÜÌɯÖÍɯ2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌȳɂ 

ɁIt 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 screen for a few seconds, but I saw 

it was the symbol for the Rosicruciansȭɂ 

ɁThe who? Rosey whatȳɂ 

ɁThe Rosicrucians. An ancient secret society. Really quite important back in history. 

They were especially powerful in the time of Queen Elizabeth the first ȭɂ  

ɁSo you came here to try and find a connection between the Rosicrucians and the 

statueȳɂ 

ɁYesȭɂ 

Ɂ%ÐÖÕÈɯËÖɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËÚɯȿÙÖÚàɯÊÙÖÚÚɀɯÔÌÈÕɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯàÖÜȳɂ asked Dan.  

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÔÌÈÕɯȿfra rosi crosseȳɂ  

Ɂ8ÌÚȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÐÛȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÌÙÌɯÏÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÏÌÈÙËɯÛÏÈÛȳɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÈÚɯÏÖÞɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÚÐcrucians used to label themselves. 

It means the brotherhood of the rose in crossȭɂ  

Dan ignored her question. ɁTell me, what sort of people were they, these Rosicrucians? 

Scholars, soldiers, bakersȳɂ 

ɁDefinitely scholars and soldiers. They were hugely imperialistic. They believed England 

was the natÜÙÈÓɯÓÌÈËÌÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÏÈËɯÈɯÝÐÚÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÈɯÕÌÞɯÞÖÙÓËɯÖÙËÌÙɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯȿ3ÏÌɯ-ÌÞɯ

 ÛÓÈÕÛÐÚɀȮɯÉÈÚÌËɯÖÕɯÈɯÉÖÖÒɯÞÙÐÛÛÌÕɯÉàɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÍÖÜÕËÌÙɯÈÕËɯÓÌÈËÌÙɯ2ÐÙɯ%ÙÈÕÊÐÚɯ!ÈÊÖÕȭɂ 

ɁSir Francis Bacon. So he was some sort of power crazed lunatic? The Doctor Evil of the 

Seventeenth Centuryȳɂ 

Ɂ-ÖɯÕÖȮɯÕÖÛɯÈÛɯÈÓÓȭɯ&ÖËȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÈÕÕÖàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÏÌÈÙɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ.ÕÌɯÖÍɯÔàɯ

favourite ways of summing him up to my students is to quote the writer and poet Alex ander 

Pope, who incidentally commis ÚÐÖÕÌËɯ2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯÔÖÕÜÔÌÕÛɯÏÌÙe in the Abbey. Pope 

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. I believe he pretty much formalised science as a form of 

studyȭɂ 

ɁBut that was all hundreds of years ago. What has any of that got to do with Prince 

William ȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÒÕÖÞȮɯÐÛɯÚÌÌÔÚɯÊÙÈáàȭɯ!ÜÛɯ(ɀÔɯÚÜÙÌɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÚÐÊÙÜÊÐans are behind his murder. And for 

ÚÖÔÌɯÙÌÈÚÖÕȮɯÛÏÌàɀÝÌɯÚÜÉÛÓàɯËÙÈÞÕɯÈttention to this statueȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÚÖÔÌɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÈɯÊÐ×ÏÌÙɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÛÜÌȳɂ 



Ɂ8ÌÚȮɯ(ɀÔɯÚÜÙÌɯÖÍɯÐÛȭɂ  

Dan started to get excited. Was that what ShakeÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯ3ÙÜÛÏɯÞÈÚȳɯ ɯÏÐËËÌÕɯÊÐ×ÏÌÙɯÖÕɯ

2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯÔÖÕÜÔÌÕÛȳɯɁSo was Shakespeare a Rosicrucianȳɂ 

ɁNÖȭɯ'ÌɯÓÐÝÌËɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÈÚɯ!ÈÊÖÕɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÞÖɯÔÌÕɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÔÖÙÌɯ

different. Shakespeare was far too common to be invited into a secret society like thatȭɂ  

Ɂ2ÖȮɯÓÌÛɀÚɯÈÚÚÜÔÌɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÊÐ×ÏÌÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÛÜÌȭɯ'ÖÞɯËÖɯÞÌɯÍÐÎÜÙÌ it 

outȳɂ  

ɁCiphers are an art form as much as a science, there are quite literally hundreds of 

ËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÛɯÛà×ÌÚȮɯÚÖÔÌɯÚÐÔ×ÓÌȮɯÚÖÔÌɯÐÕÊÙÌËÐÉÓàɯÊÖÔ×ÓÌßȭɯ!ÈÊÖÕɀÚɯÖÞÕɯÊÐ×ÏÌÙÚɯÜÚÜÈÓÓàɯÜÚÌËɯÈɯ

mix of mathematics and clues like spelling mistakes, layout, weird use  of words, things like 

that, often in combination with something visual ȭɂ 

ɁWhen I started talking about the spelling mistakes and strange layouts in the inscription 

it set off alarm bells in you headȳɂ 

ɁExactly!Ɂ  

ɁSo what do we doȳɂ  

Fiona glanced at Dan. He had leaned in closer too, his chin rested on his hand as he 

listened. Ɂ(ɀÝÌɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÔÈËÌɯÚÖÔÌɯÏÌÈËÞÈàȭɂ  

Ɂ(ɯÊÈÕɯÚÌÌɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÞÙÐÛÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯËÖÞÕɯÐÕɯàÖÜÙɯÕÖÛÌÉÖÖÒȭɯ ÕËɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯ

another book. Whyȳɂ 

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

ɁThe Tempest? You brought the play? Whyȳɂ 

ɁI wanted to check the quote in the play against the quote on the monumentȭɂ 

ɁWhyȳɂ 

Ɂ(ÚɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜÙɯÍÈÝÖÜÙÐÛÌɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕȳɯȿ6Ïàȳɀɯ'ÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÕÌÝÌÙɯËÖÕÌɯÈÕàɯÙÌÚÌÈÙÊÏȳɯ%ÐÙÚÛɯÙÜÓÌȮɯ

always check your sourcesȭɂ She lifted up her notepad. Ɂ(ɀÝÌɯÊÖÔ×ÈÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯÖÙÐÎÐÕÈÓɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯ

the one on the monumentȭɂ  

 
Original  

 

The cloud-capped 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 

 

The Cloud cupt Towõrs, The Gorgeous Palaces 

The Solemn Temples, The Great Globe itself 

Yea all which it Inherit, 

Shall dissolve; 

And like the baseless Fnbrick of a Vision 

Leave not a wreck behind 



 

 

Dan studied the quotes. Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÔÈËȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÈÙÌɯÓÖÈËÚɯÖÍɯËÐÍÍÌÙences between the twoȭɂ 

ɁI knowȭɂ 

ɁWhyȳɂ He checked himself. Ɂ(ɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÒÌÌ×ɯÈÚÒÐÕÎɯÞÏàȭɯ!ÜÛɯÊÖÔÌɯÖÕȵɯ ÕɯÖÍÍÐÊÐÈÓɯ

ÔÖÕÜÔÌÕÛɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛɯÍÈÔÖÜÚɯ×ÓÈàÞÙÐÎÏÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌàɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÎÌÛɯÛÏÌɯØÜote 

right? It makes no senseȭɂ 

Ɂ4ÕÓÌÚÚɯàÖÜɯÈÚÚÜÔÌɯÐÛɀÚɯËÌÓÐÉÌÙÈÛÌȮɯÈÕËɯÈɯÞÈàɯÛÖɯÏÐËÌɯÚÖÔÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÐÕÍÖÙÔÈÛÐÖÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ

ÍÖÙÔɯÖÍɯÈɯÊÐ×ÏÌÙȭɯ8ÖÜɯÚ×ÖÛÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÔÐÚÚ×ÌÓÓÐÕÎɯÖÍɯȿÍÕÉÙÐÊÒɀɯÍÖÙɯȿÍÈÉÙÐÊÒɀɯÊÖÕÝÐÕÊÌËɯÔÌȭɯ

Making a mistake with a quote is one thing, but somet hing so clumsy? It has to be a cipherȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÖɯÏÖÞɯËÖɯÞÌɯÎÖɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÍÐÕËÐÕÎɯÛÏÐÚɯÊÐ×ÏÌÙȳɯ(ɯÚÛÐÓÓɯËÖÕɀÛɯØÜÐÛÌɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÖÕÌɯÐÚȭɂ Dan 

pulled his chair around the table to get a better look.  

Ɂ#ÖÕɀÛɯÞÖÙÙàȮɯÐÛɯÔÈÒÌÚɯÔÖÙÌɯÚÌÕÚÌɯÞÏÌÕɯàÖÜɯÚÌÌɯÖÕÌȭɯ Úɯ(ɯÚÈàɯÛÖɯÔàɯÚÛÜËÌnts; with 

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 

quotation. 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 outȭɂ 

ɁSounds logical, if confusing. How the hell do you do it ȳɂ 

ɁOkay, the first question is, how big is the grid ȭɂ 

Dan glanced at the pad and then back at Fiona. ɁLet me get this straight. We need to 

ÊÙÌÈÛÌɯÈɯÎÙÐËɯÖÍɯÓÌÛÛÌÙÚɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯØÜÖÛÌȭɯ'ÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯÞÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÖÞɯÉÐÎɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÐËɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯ

ÉÌɯÈÕËɯÞÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÞÖÙËɯÛÖɯÚÛÈÙÛɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÐËɯÞÐÛÏȳɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÐáÌɯÖÍɯÐÛȭɂ Fiona smiled as she spoke, starting 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. 

ɁWhat about starting with the word temple Ȯɂ said Dan, ɁÈÍÛÌÙɯÈÓÓɯÐÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËɯÖÓËɯ6ÐÓÓɯÐÚɯ

pointing to ȭɂ 

ɁNot 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 ȭɂ 

Fiona replaced the pen on the table. Ɂ-ÖȮɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÔÜÊÏɯÚÐÔ×ÓÌÙɯÚÐÎÕÈÓɯÞÌɀÝÌɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯ

ÉÌÌÕɯÎÐÝÌÕȮɯȿÚÏÈÓÓɯËÐÚÚÖÓÝÌɀȮɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËÚɯÊÜÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɀÚɯÊÏÌÚÛȭɂ 

ɁOf courseȭɂ 

Ɂȿ2ÏÈÓÓɯËÐÚÚÖÓÝÌɀɯÐÚɯÛÏÐÙÛÌÌÕɯÓÌÛÛÌÙÚȭɂ Fiona huddled over the paper, sketched out a grid 

and began to add the letters from the inscription. Dan found himself examining her hands as 

she carefully 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.  

 



 
 
ɁOkayȮɂ she said, ɁÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÖÜÙɯÎÙÐËȭɯ-ÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÌɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯËÖɯÐÚɯÍÐÕËɯÛÏÌɯÊÐ×ÏÌÙȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÕÖÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÊÓear what a cipher isȭɂ 

ɁThink of it like a stencil, a pattern that highlights letters on the grid. Those letters are 

ÛÏÌÕɯÎÙÖÜ×ÌËȭɯ3ÏÌÕɯÛÏÌàɯÙÌÝÌÈÓɯÈÕɯÈÕÈÎÙÈÔɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯàÖÜÙɯÚÌÊÙÌÛɯÔÌÚÚÈÎÌȭɂ  

Ɂ6ÌɀÙÌɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÝÐÚÜÈÓɯ×ÈÛÛÌÙÕȳɯ3ÏÈÛɯÚÐÛÚɯÖÕɯÛÖ×ɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÎridȳɂ  

ɁYes. There will be clues in the grid too. You know the misspelling you saw on the 

ÊÈÙÝÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËɯȿÍÈÉÙÐÊÒɀȮɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÛÏÌɯȿÈɀɯÞÈÚɯÚÜÉÚÛÐÛÜÛÌËɯÍÖÙɯȿÕɀɯÛÖɯÊÙÌÈÛÌɯȿÍÕÉÙÐÊÒɀȳɂ 

ɁHow could I fnget ȳɂ 

ɁLook, are you taking this seriously ȳɂ 

ɁMore than you ÒÕÖÞȭɯ!ÜÛɯàÖÜɯËÖɯÚÖÜÕËɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÔàɯÜÕÐÝÌÙÚÐÛàɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÓÌÊÛÜÙÌÙȭɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯ

be offended. She was my fantasy older woman when I was a kidȭɂ 

Fiona smiled. Ɂ,ÈàÉÌɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯ(ɯÈÔɯÈɯÓÌÊÛÜÙÌÙȮɯÊÏÌÌÒàȭɯ ÕàÞÈàȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÐÚÚ×ÌÓÓÐÕÎɯÐÚɯ

obviously central to the cipher.  /ÓÜÚɯ(ɯÈÓÚÖɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÛɀÚɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÓÐÒÌÓàɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËɯȿÛÖÞɀÙÚɀɯÐÚɯ

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 ȭɂ 

Dan stood up from his chair. ɁI agree, but something else is more important. Can we take 

ÈɯÍÐÝÌɯÔÐÕÜÛÌɯÉÙÌÈÒȳɯ(ɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÊÜ×ɯÖÍɯÊÖÍÍÌÌȭɯ(ɀÔɯÞÙÌÊÒÌËȮɯÖÙɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯ(ɯÚÈàɯ

rackedȭɂ 

Fiona looked on in astonishment. Ɂ6ÌɀÝÌɯÖÕÓàɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËȭɂ 

ɁI really need to have my head together on this, so I think another coffee could do the 

business. Do you want anythingȳɂ  

ɁNo. Nothing for me ȭɂ  

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 

ÙÌÍÌÙÌÕÊÌɯÛÖɯȿ33ɀɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÖÛÛÖÔɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÛÜÌɯÞÈÚɯÙÌÓÌÝÈÕÛȳɯ%ÐÖÕÈɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÜÙÌɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÈɯ

Masonic reference to 33°. She tried every third letter but with n o luck. 

She was starting to get stuck. Maybe a coffee or perhaps a herbal tea ÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÚÜÊÏɯÈɯÉÈËɯ

ÐËÌÈȭɯ%ÐÖÕÈɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÜ×ɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÛÈÉÓÌȭɯ2ÏÌɯÊÈÜÎÏÛɯÚÐÎÏÛɯÖÍɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÛÈÓÓɯÍÙÈÔÌɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÌÔÌÙÎÌËɯ

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.  

ɁBoy, do I need this. Come on, at least you can share this with meȳɂ 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 .  



Ɂ8ÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÏÈÝÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ&ÖɯÖÕȮɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛȮɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÔÌȮɯ(ɯÞÐÓÓȭɂ 

ɁNo, this is fineȭɂ  

Ɂ8ÖÜɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÊÙÜÔÉɯÖÕɯàÖÜÙɯÊÏÐÕȭɂ Dan took a sip of his coffee. ɁWant a tasteȳɂ  

Fiona shook her head. 

ɁAnyway, Fiona, while I was over there, I had an  ideaȭɂ 

ɁGo aheadȭɂ 

ɁCheck this outȭɂ Dan was smiling. Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯ ÈÉÖÜÛɯ Èɯ ÊÙÖÚÚȳɯ 3ÏÈÛɀÚɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÚÐÎÕɯ ÖÍɯ ÛÏÌɯ

1ÖÚÐÊÙÜÊÐÈÕÚȮɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÐÛȳɯ8ÖÜɯÚÈÐËɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÙÖÚÌɯÞÐÛÏÐÕɯÈɯÊÙÖÚÚȭɯ ÕËɯÞÌɯÈÙÌɯÐÕɯÈɯÊÏÜÙÊÏȭɂ 

ɁGood. +ÌÛɀÚɯÚÌÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÓÌÛÛÌÙÚɯÞÌɯÎÌÛɯÖÍÍɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÐËɯÐÍɯÞÌɯÔÈÒÌɯÈɯÊÙÖÚÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÖÜÙɯÔÐÚÚ×ÌÓÛɯȿÕɀɯ

at its centre.ɂ She traced a cross with her finger and wrote down the letters that came out of 

it.   

 
Ienfboelt 

 

2ÏÌɯÚÛÈÙÌËɯÏÈÙËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÛÛÌÙÚɯÉÜÛɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÈɯÔÌÈÕÐÕÎÍÜÓɯÈÕÈÎÙÈÔɯÐÕɯÐÛȮɯÕÖÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÞÏÌÕɯÚÏÌɯ

tried Latin and Greek. ɁNo, ÐÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÙÐÎÏÛȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÏÈÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÌÓÚÌɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÔÐÚÚÐÕÎȭɯ3ÌÓÓɯ

me your impressions of the statueȭɂ 

Ɂ%ÙÖÔɯ Èɯ ËÌÚÐÎÕɯ ×ÖÐÕÛɯ ÖÍɯ ÝÐÌÞȮɯ àÖÜɀÝÌɯ ÎÖÛɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÍÐÎÜÙÌɯ ÖÍɯ 2ÏÈÒÌspeare himself, the 

quotation, the pillar with the heads on, and of course the arch it all s its insideȭɂ 

ɁThe arch. What did you notice about thatȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÔÜÊÏɯÓÐÒÌɯÐÛɯÈÕàÞÏÌÙÌɯÌÓÚÌȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÈÙÌɯ×ÓÌÕÛàɯÖÍɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÚÛÈÛÜÌÚɯÈÕËɯÍÓÖÞÌÙàɯ

ÐÕÚÊÙÐ×ÛÐÖÕÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÕÖÛɯÛÖÖɯÔÈÕàɯÈÙÊÏÌÚȭɯ%ÙÖÔɯÈɯ×ÜÙÌÓàɯËÌÚÐÎÕɯÚÛÈÕË×ÖÐÕÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÈɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÚÛÙÖÕÎɯ

shape. Iconic. What are you thinking ȳɂ 

ɁIt could be too simple, but the best ciphers often are. If we just imagine a large arch in 

the middle  of the grid that ÔÐÔÐÊÚɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÈ×ÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÌɯ2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɯÐÚɯÚÛÈÕËÐÕÎɯÐÕȱɁ Fiona 

quickly leaned over the note pad. ɁNow if we also assÜÔÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯȿÕɀɯÐÕɯȿÍÕÉÙÐÊÒɀɯÐÚɯ

significantȭɂ 

She started writing down letters. 

  
eiahwsleesfnbriccaecosplae 

 

She stopped. Ɂ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯ#ÈÕȭɯ3ÏÈÛɯÍÌÌÓÚɯÛÖÖɯÙÈÕËÖÔȭɯ(ɀÔɯÚÜÙÌɯÞÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÍÐÕËɯÈÕɯÈÕÈÎÙÈÔɯ

in there if we looked, but I was expecting something neater and more conciseȭɂ 

ɁWhat nextȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÚÛÈÙÛÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÍÌÌÓɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯÕÖ-ÖÕÌɯÏÈÚɯÌÝÌÙɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÐÚɯÊÐ×ÏÌÙȰɯÐÛɀÚɯÛÖÖɯÞÌÓÓɯ

ÏÐËËÌÕȮɯÐÍɯÐÛɀÚɯÏÌÙÌɯÈÛɯÈÓÓȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛȳɯ-ÖÞɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÚÈàÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÉÌɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÙÌȳɂ Dan sat back in his seat and 

rubbed his eyes. ɁGod, what a fool I am. I was starting to believe we were going to crack it. 

As if it would be so easyȭɂ He stood up. ɁFiona, thanks for everything. But I really need to 

goȭɂ 

 ÚɯÏÌɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËɯÛÖɯÞÈÓÒɯÈÞÈàɯÏÌɯÏÌÈÙËɯ%ÐÖÕÈɀÚɯÝÖÐÊÌȭɯɁ2ÐÛɯËÖÞÕȭɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÈàɯ(ɀËɯÎÐven upȭɂ 

He turned back and looked at her. Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÓÈÚÛɯÈÙÊÏɯ(ɯËÙÌÞɯÞÈÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÜÚÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯȿÕɀɯÐÕɯȿÍÕÉÙÐÊÒɀɯ

ÉÜÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÐÍɯÞÌɯÜÚÌɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËÚɯȿÞÙÌÊÒɀɯÈÕËɯÛÖÞɀÙÚɯÛÖɯËÐÊÛÈÛÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÐáÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÈÙÊÏȱɁ She drew 

as she spoke, the strokes of the pen quick and certain over the top of the grid.  



 

She wrote down the letters the new arch threw out.  

 
ascrifnbncoha 

 

Fiona saw it immediately. Ɂ#ÈÕɯÓÖÖÒȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÈɯÕÈÔÌȭɂ She wrote it down.  

 

 
francis bacon h 

   

 

ɁWhat about the hȳɂ   

ɁEasy, just ignore itȭɂ 

ɁIgnore itȳɂ 

ɁH was used silently in Elizabethan English. The arch shape is a perfect anagram of 

Francis Baconȭɂ 

 

 

 



Act 4: Scene One 

ñWhy then the worlds mine oyster, 

Which I with sword will open.ò  

The Merry Wives of Windsor 

 

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

stumbled upon part, or possibly all, of ShakeÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯ3ÙÜÛÏȭɯ%ÐÖÕÈɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯ

ÈÎÙÌÌËɯÛÖɯÔÌÌÛɯÜ×ɯÖÕɯ2ÜÕËÈàɯÛÖɯÛÈÓÒɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÌÝÌÕɯÔÈÕÈÎÌËɯÛÖɯÚÜÎÎÌÚÛɯ

ÚÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÈÓÒɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌȭɯ8ÌÛɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯËÈàɯÞÖÙÌɯÖÕɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÍÖÜÕËɯÏÐmself trapped in 

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 feel physically sick.  

'ÌɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯÓÈ×ÛÖ×ɯÈÕËɯÞÌÕÛɯÖÕÓÐÕÌȭɯ'ÌɯÛà×ÌËɯȿ0ÜÌÌÕɯ$ÓÐáÈÉÌÛÏɯ((ɀɯÐÕÛÖɯ&ÖÖÎÓÌɯÈÕËɯ

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.  

A fter 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 

of tÏÌɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɀÚɯËÌÈÛÏȭɯ'ÌɯÙÌÈËɯÈɯØÜÖÛÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÖÍÍÐÊÌÙɯÐÕɯÊÏÈÙÎÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÐÖÕȮɯÈÕɯ

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 

%ÐÖÕÈɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕÌËɯÛÏÌɯÈÜÛÏÌÕÛÐÊÐÛàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÝÐËÌÖȭ 

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 Appointment and 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 

ÏÖÔÌȭɯ'ÌɯÓÖÊÈÛÌËɯÚÖÔÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÒÕÖÞÕɯ ÔÌÙÐÊÈÕɯÕÌÞÚɯÉÓÖÎÚɯÈÕËɯÙÌÈËɯ"--ɀÚɯÊÖÝÌÙage. 

After just a few minutes the message was clear ɬ 6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɀÚɯÔÜÙËÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÞÖÙÓËÞÐËÌɯÌÝÌÕÛȭɯ

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. He had gÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÐÛÊÏàɯÍÌÌÛɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯÈÕËɯÏÐÚɯÛÏÌÕɯÎÐÙÓÍÙÐÌÕËɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÖÖɯÏÈ××àȭɯ

D 



What was that phrase she used? Ah yes, he remembered, that was it. 2ÏÌɀËɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÏÐÔɯÈÕɯ

'emotional cripple, unable to commit.' He half smiled , she had had a tongue like a razor 

blade, that girl . 2ÏÌɀËɯÔÈËÌɯÏÐÔɯÌÝÌÕɯÒÌÌÕÌÙɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÈËɯØÜÐÊÒÓàɯÈÕËɯÊÖÔÌɯÈÕËɯ

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: Scene Two 

ñCowards die many time before their deaths. The valiant never taste of death 

but once.ò  

Julius Caesar 

 

21st December 

 

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

Defence, it was easy for Sergeant Theodore Jackson to track Dan Knight as he left 

Whitehall 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 

ÙÖÖÍȮɯËÖÐÕÎɯÚÜÙÝÌÐÓÓÈÕÊÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÌÕÛÙÈÕÊÌɯÛÖɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÈ×ÈÙÛÔÌÕÛɯÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÝÌÙàɯÉÖÙÐÕÎɯ

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.  

ɁUnit two, this is HQ. Sit rep on target. Over ȭɂ It  was the Major.  

ɁRoger HQ. Eleven hundred hoursȭɂ He saw the doors of Whitehall Court open. Dan 

appeared. Ɂ3ÈÙÎÌÛɯÐÕɯÚÐÎÏÛȭɯ)ÜÚÛɯÓÌÈÝÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎȭɯ(ÛɯÓÖÖÒÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÏÌɀÚɯÛÈÒÐÕÎɯÈɯÙÐÎÏÛɯËÖÞÕɯ

Horse Guards Parade, likely to be heading over to the bridge to cross onto the Southbank 

and the London Eye. Overȭɂ  

ɁRoger thatȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÛÈÙÎÌÛɯÚ×ÌÕÛɯÛÏÌɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÐÕɯ6ÏÐÛÌÏÈÓÓɯ"ÖÜÙÛȭɯ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÔÈÒÌɯÈÕàɯÊÈÓÓÚȮɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÖÍɯ

interest on the video from flat. He went online, we tracked his activity. He spent a few hours 

reading up  ÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖàÈÓɯ%ÈÔÐÓàɯÈÕËɯ'ÐÚɯ'ÐÎÏÕÌÚÚɀɯËÌÈÛÏȭɯ3ÏÌɯÚÌÙÝÌÙɯÓÖÎɯÐÚɯÈÝÈÐÓÈÉÓÌɯÍÖÙɯ

your analysis. No email or mobile activity. Over ȭɂ  

ɁRoger that. What is your assessment? Overȭɂ  

Ɂ+ÖÞɯÙÐÚÒȮɯÏÌɀÚɯÐÕɯÈɯÉÜÚàȮɯÛÖÜÙÐÚÛɯÈÙÌÈȮɯÉÖËÐÌÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯáÖÕÌȭɯ.ÝÌÙȭɂ  

ɁRoger tÏÈÛȭɯ&ÌÛɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯ'0ɯÐÔÔÌËÐÈÛÌÓàȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÈɯËÌÝÌÓÖ×ÔÌÕÛɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÞÈÕÛɯÈÓÓɯ

ÌàÌÚɯÖÕɯÐÛȭɯ6ÌɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÚÖÔÌɯ×ÖÚÐtive information from MI5 on the identity of the kidnappers. 

An expert criminal profiler is coming in to brief us at fourteen hundred hours ȭɂ  

ɁRoger and outȭɂ  

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 

T 



nowhere on the pavement, a startling and complex brass edifice about the length of a 

Spitfire fighter plane from World War II.  

Along one side were carved hundreds of names of pilots who had lost their lives. The 

ÖÛÏÌÙɯÚÐËÌɯÞÈÚɯËÖÔÐÕÈÛÌËɯÉàɯÊÈÙÝÐÕÎÚɯÖÍɯ2Ûɯ/ÈÜÓɀÚɯ"ÈÛÏÌËÙÈÓȮɯÍÐÎÏÛÌÙɯÈÐÙÊÙÈÍÛȮɯÌß×ÓÖÚÐÖÕÚȮɯÍÐÙÌȮɯ

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 

ÜÕËÌÙɯÛÏÙÌÈÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌàɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÍÓÐÕÊÏÌËɯÍÖÙɯÖÕÌɯÔÖÔÌÕÛȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÏÈËɯÚÛÈÙÌËɯÈɯÍÈÕÛÈÚÛÐÊÈÓÓàɯ

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 

ÍÙÖÕÛɯÖÍɯÏÐÔɯÚÛÖÖËɯÛÏÌɯ+ÖÕËÖÕɯ$àÌȮɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËɀÚɯÓÈÙÎÌÚÛɯ%ÌÙÙÐÚɯÞÏÌÌÓȭɯ(ÛɯÛÖÞÌÙÌËɯÈÉÖÝÌɯÛÏÌɯ

nearby build ings, dozens of glass cylindrical capsules hanging from the pure white steel 

frame. In each of the capsules he could see groups of people, silhouettes in the low light. The 

$àÌɀÚɯÚÓÖÞɯÙÖÛÈÛÐÖÕɯÔÈËÌɯÐÛɯÚÌÌÔɯÚÛÈÛÐÖÕÌÙàȮɯÉÜÛɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÊÙÖÚÚÌËɯ'ÜÕÎÌÙÍÖÙËɯ!ÙÐËÎÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ

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.  

ɁOn your own? Or with a group ȳɂ The attendant looked at Dan as he spoke.  

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÖÕɯÔàɯÖÞÕȭɂ 

ɁHey, a fellow American. Want to come in with our group bud ȳɂ Dan turned round to 

see a cluster of four 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. 

ɁSure, why notȳɂ 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 

ÓÖÖÒÌËɯÛÐÕàɯÍÙÖÔɯÜ×ɯÏÌÙÌɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÙÌÈÓÐÚÌËɯÏÌɀËɯÓÌÍÛɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÎÏÛɯÖÕȭ 

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

guysȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÌàɯÐÛɀÚɯÕÖɯ×ÙÖÉÓÌÔȭɂ The voice belonged to one of the almost identical twins, a big 

ÔÈÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÍÓÖÙÐËɯÊÏÌÌÒÚɯÈÕËɯÈɯÔÖ×ɯÖÍɯÜÕÙÜÓàɯÎÙÌàɯÏÈÐÙɯÜÕËÌÙɯÈɯ"ÏÐÊÈÎÖɯ!ÌÈÙÚɀɯÊÈ×ɯÚÌÛɯÖÍÍɯÉàɯ

a moustache sitting on top of grey stubble.  

The group ignored Dan. Instead they jostled for position, s napping pictures of Big Ben, 

2Ûɯ/ÈÜÓɀÚɯ"ÈÛÏÌËÙÈÓɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ+ÖÕËÖÕɯÚÒàÓÐÕÌɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÊÈ×ÚÜÓÌɯÙÖÛÈÛÌËȭɯ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɀËɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÛÜÙÕɯÖÍÍɯÛÏÌɯÍÓÈÚÏȮɂ said Dan. Ɂ8ÖÜɀÓÓɯÑÜÚÛɯÎÌÛɯ×ÐÊÛÜÙÌÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÓÐÎÏÛɯÍÓÈÚÏÌÚɯ

against the glass and a black backgroundȭɂ  

ɁNeat idea, budȭɂ  

Dan sÔÐÓÌËȭɯ'ÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÏÌÈÙËɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÜÚÌɯÛÏÈÛɯ×ÏÙÈÚÌɯÍÖÙɯàÌÈÙÚȭɯɁSo where are you guys 

fromȳɂ  

ɁBostonȭɂ The man was standing behind Dan, looking over his shoulder towards St 

/ÈÜÓɀÚɯ"ÈÛÏÌËÙÈÓɯÈÕËɯ3ÖÞÌÙɯ!ÙÐËÎÌȭɯ 

ɁBoston? Sweet town. Very European. You sound a bit more west coast to meȮɂ said Dan, 

Ɂmaybe over to Caliȭɂ 

Suddenly Dan felt a huge arm snake round his neck. It jerked tight on his throat and he 

felt a cold metal object push into his back.  

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯ(ɀÔɯÍÙÖÔɯ*ÌÕÛȮɯàÖÜɯÊÜÕÛȭɂ The voice had changed. The odd American 

accent was gone to be replaced by a harsh London growl. Ɂ6ÌɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÞÈÛÊÏÐÕÎɯàÖÜ, 

#ÈÕÕàɯÉÖàȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯ×ÓÈàÐÕÎɯÈÛȮɯÚÖÕȳɯ'ÖÞɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ

ÍÐÕËɯ2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯ3ÙÜÛÏɯÛÈÒÐÕÎɯÈɯÙÐËÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ+ÖÕËÖÕɯ$àÌȳɯ3ÏÐÕÒɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯsee it from up here? 

6ÐÕÒÐÕÎɯÈÛɯàÖÜɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÏÈ××àɯÊÈÛɀÚɯÈÙÚÌȳɂ #ÈÕɀÚɯÌàÌÚɯÉÜÓÎÌËɯÐÕɯ×ÈÕÐÊɯÈÕËɯ×ÈÐÕɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÐ×ɯÖÕɯ

his throat tightened. He could see the reflection of the men in the glass.  

Ɂ6ÈÐÛȮɯÞÈÐÛȮɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÍÖÜÕËɯÐÛȮɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÊÙÌÛȭɂ He felt the grip on his throat lessen. Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯ

ÛÙÜÌȮɯ(ɯÍÖÜÕËɯÈɯÕÈÔÌɯÖÕɯ2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯÔÖÕÜÔÌÕÛɯÐÕɯ6ÌÚÛÔÐÕÚÛÌÙɯ ÉÉÌàȮɯ2ÐÙɯ%ÙÈÕÊÐÚɯ!ÈÊÖÕȭɯ

3ÏÈÛɀÚɯ2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯ3ÙÜÛÏɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÐÛȳɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÔÌÈÕÛȳɂ The grip on his throat relaxed 

and he breathed in relief, but then suddenly the  arm tightened again and he was pushed 

forward, his head cracking against the glass window.  

Ɂ8ÖÜɀÝÌɯËÐÚÊÖÝÌÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÕÈÔÌȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÙÜÛÏɯÞÌɯÚÌÌÒȮɯàÖÜɯÐËÐÖÛȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÌÓÚÌɯÐÚɯÛÏÌÙÌȳɯ6ÏÈÛɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛɯÔÌɯÛÖɯËÖȳɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛȵɁ 

ɁYou were right, Lutherȭɂ It was a new voice in the group. ɁYou can see it in his eyes, he 

ÞÈÕÛÌËɯÛÖɯÙÜÕɯÈÞÈàȮɯÛÖɯÈÝÖÐËɯÏÐÚɯËÌÚÛÐÕàȭɯ+ÖÖÒɯÈÛɯÏÐÚɯÍÈÊÌȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯÚÛÙÌÕÎÛÏȮɯÑÜÚÛɯ

cowardice and fearȭɂ #ÈÕɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÎÓÈÚÚȮɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɀÚɯÙÌÍÓÌÊÛÐÖÕȭɯ'ÌɯÞas 

grinning, his teeth bared in a snarl, his voice tense. 

ɁI agree, but Damascus says he is the one we seek. He cannot be questionedȭɂ  

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



+ÜÛÏÌÙȮɯÏÌɀÚɯÞÌÈÒȭɯ6ÌɯÚÏÖÜÓd just kill him ȭɂ  

Ɂ-ÖɯÞÈÐÛȮɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËȮɂ said Dan, fighting to speak, Ɂ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏàɯàÖÜɯ

ÞÈÕÛɯÔÌȳɯ+ÜÛÏÌÙȳɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯàÖÜÙɯÕÈÔÌȳɯ6ÏÖɯÐÚɯ#ÈÔÈÚÊÜÚȳɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯ1ÖÚÐÊÙÜÊiÈÕÚɯÈÙÌÕɀÛɯàÖÜȳɯ(Úɯ

he your leader? Tell me what you want from me! Ɂ  

Luther slightly loosened his grip on Dan as he reached into his pocket for something 

with his free arm.  

ɁWe want the proof of the fra rosi crosse, ShakeÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯ3ÙÜÛÏȭɯ8ÖÜɀÝÌɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚɯ

name and now you need to take the great step beyond that. If you test our patience any 

ÔÖÙÌȮɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯÈÙÌɯÚÖɯÉÓÐÕËɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯàÖÜÙɯËÌÚÛÐÕàȮɯàÖÜÙɯÖÞÕɯËÌÈÛÏɯÈÕËɯÏÌÙÚɯÞÐÓÓɯÊÖÔÌȭɯ

And neither will be quick or painless ȭɂ +ÜÛÏÌÙɯÉÙÖÜÎÏÛɯÏÐÚɯÏÈÕËɯÐÕɯÍÙÖÕÛɯÖÍɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÍÈÊÌȭɯ'ÐÚɯ

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 

ÊÖÕÛÙÈÚÛÐÕÎɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÙÐÕÒÓÌËɯÚÒÐÕȭɯ+ÜÛÏÌÙɯÉÙÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÕÎÌÙɯÊÓÖÚÌÙɯÛÖɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÏÌÈËȮɯ

ÏÖÓËÐÕÎɯÏÐÔɯÛÐÎÏÛÌÙɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÚÛÙÜÎÎÓÌËȭɯ'ÌɯÛÙÈÊÌËɯÛÏÌɯÕÈÐÓɯÐÕɯÈɯÚÔÈÓÓɯÈÙÊÏɯÖÕɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÊÏÌÌÒȮɯÛÏÌÕɯ

with a sÏÈÙ×ɯÔÖÝÌÔÌÕÛɯ+ÜÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÙÜÚÛɯÛÏÌɯÌÕËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÕÎÌÙɯÜ×ɯÐÕÛÖɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÕÖÚÌȭɯ/ÈÐÕɯÚÏÖÛɯ

ÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÏÌÈËȭɯ3ÏÌɯÔÌÕɯÉÜÙÚÛɯÖÜÛɯÓÈÜÎÏÐÕÎȭɯ#ÈÕɯÊÖÜÓËɯÚÌÌɯÏÐÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÎÓÈÚÚȭɯ'Ìɯ

looked pathetic and frightened.  

Ɂ2ÏÌɀÓÓɯÓÖÚÌɯÈɯÓÖÛɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÈɯÍÐÕÎÌÙɯÚÖÖÕȮɯ#ÈÕÕàɯÉÖàȭɯ,ÈàÉÌɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÔÖÝÌɯÖÕÛÖɯÏÌÙɯÌàÌÚɯ

ÈÕËɯÚÌÕËɯàÖÜɯÛÏÖÚÌȭɯ%ÈÕÊàɯÛÌÓÓÐÕÎɯàÖÜÙɯÔÈÛÌÚɯÛÏÌɯ0ÜÌÌÕɀÚɯÎÖÛɯÏÌÙɯÌàÌɯÖÕɯàÖÜȳɯ(ÍɯàÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯ

ÈÕàɯÔÈÛÌÚȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÚȭɯ(ɯÍÈÕÊàɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÖÍɯÈɯ#ÈÕÕàɯÕÖ-matesȭɂ   

#ÈÕɀÚɯÉÙÌÈÛÏɯÞÈÚɯÊÖÔÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÙÈÚ×Úȭɯ3ÏÌɯÊÈ×ÚÜÓÌɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÞɯÕÌÈÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÌÕËɯÖÍ its journey, 

he was only minutes away from getting out of there. Luther unhooked his arm from around 

#ÈÕɀÚɯÕÌÊÒȭɯ#ÈÕɯÚ×ÈÕɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÈɯÚÕÜÉ-nosed matt black revolver pointed at him.  

Ɂ+ÈËÐÌÚɯÈÕËɯÎÌÕÛÓÌÔÌÕȮɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÚÏÖÙÛÓàɯÉÌɯÓÈÕËÐÕÎȮɯÞÌɯÏÖ×ÌɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÌÕÑÖàÌd your flight on 

ÛÏÌɯ !ÙÐÛÐÚÏɯ  ÐÙÞÈàÚɯ +ÖÕËÖÕɯ $àÌȭɯ (Íɯ àÖÜɀËɯ ÓÐÒÌɯ ÛÖɯ ÓÖÖÒɯ ÛÖÞÈÙËÚɯ ÛÏÌɯ $ÈÚÛɯ ÊÖÙÕÌÙɯ ÐÕɯ

È××ÙÖßÐÔÈÛÌÓàɯÖÕÌɯÔÐÕÜÛÌɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÛÈÒÐÕÎɯÈɯ×ÏÖÛÖÎÙÈ×ÏɯÖÍɯàÖÜÙɯÎÙÖÜ×ȭɂ The metallic voice 

echoed through the capsule.  

Luther smiled, the severed finger nowher e to be seen. ɁNot very thoughtful, boy. The 

0ÜÌÌÕɯÎÐÝÌÚɯàÖÜɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÕÎÌÙɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÎÐÝÌɯÏÌÙɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÙÌÛÜÙÕȭɯ'ÖÞɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȳɯ&ÖÛɯ

something for the old bird ȳɂ +ÜÛÏÌÙɯÎÙÈÉÉÌËɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÓÌÍÛɯÏÈÕËɯÈÕËɯàÈÕÒÌËɯÏÐÚɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÍÐÕÎÌÙɯ

backwards. A jolt of pain shot thr ÖÜÎÏɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÈÙÔɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÚÊÙÌÈÔÌËɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÍÌÓÛɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÕÎÌÙɯÚÕÈ× 

out of its socket.  

Ɂ3ÏÌÙÌȮɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÔÖÙÌɯÌÝÌÕɯÕÖÞȭɯ-ÌßÛɯÛÐÔÌɯÐÛɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÈÕɯÌàÌɯÍÖÙɯÈÕɯÌàÌȮɯÉÐÉÓÌɯÚÛàÓÌȭɯ%ÐÕËɯ

2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯ3ÙÜÛÏȭɯ2ÈÝÌɯàÖÜÙɯÓÐÍÌɯÈÕËɯÏÌÙÚȭɂ  

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. 

ɁNow be a good boy, unless you want your spine to be splattered all over Londonȭɂ 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.  

.ÕÊÌɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ$àÌɯÈÕËɯÍÙÌÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÙÖÞËÚȮɯ+ÜÛÏÌÙɯÓÌÈÕÛɯÖÝÌÙɯÈÕËɯÞÏÐÚ×ÌÙÌËɯÐÕɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯ

ear. Ɂ#ÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÙÜn to the police or those Royal Security soldier wankers. We 

know who you talk to , boy. Go anywhere near your Embassy, the cops or the soldiers and 

àÖÜɀÓÓɯËÐÌȭɯ1ÜÕɯÈÞÈàɯÈÕËɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÍÐÕËɯàÖÜȮɯÛÌÈÙɯàÖÜÙɯÌàÌÚɯÖÜÛɯÈÕËɯ×ÐÚÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÓÌÚȭɯ(ɀÓÓɯÊÏÖ×ɯÖÍÍɯ

your meat anËɯÛÞÖɯÝÌÎɯÈÕËɯÊÏÖÒÌɯàÖÜɯÞÐÛÏɯàÖÜÙɯÉÈÓÓÚȭɯ(ɀÓÓɯÎÈÎɯàÖÜɯÖÕɯàÖÜÙɯÖÞÕɯÌÕÛÙÈÐÓÚɯÈÕËɯ

drown you in your own cowardly piss ȭɂ 

Ɂ2Öɯ(ɀÔɯÖÕɯÔàɯÖÞÕȳɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÛÈÓÒɯÛÖɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÌÓÚÌȳɂ 



ɁBloody 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 ɬ and the Queen gets 

ÚÛÜÍÍÌËɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɯËÙÖÞÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÖÓËɯÊÖÞɀÚɯÍÌÛÐËɯÉÓÜÌɯÉÓÖÖËȭɂ Luther leant forward and 

whispered into his ear. Ɂ6ÏÌÕɯàÖÜɯÍÐÕËɯÐÛȮɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÍÐÕËɯàÖÜȮɯËÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÞÖÙÙàɯÈÉÖÜÛɯthatȭɂ He 

stood up, his voice suddenly jovial and normal. Ɂ-ÖÞɯÛÏÌÕɯ#ÈÕÕàɯÉÖàȮɯ(ɀÔɯÕÐ××ÐÕÎɯÖÍÍɯÛÖɯ

ÛÏÌɯÉÖÖáÌÙɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÉÖàÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÌÓÚÌɯ(ɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÛÈÓÒɯÛÖɯàÖÜɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÍÐÙÚÛȭɂ  

 

 

 



Act 4: Scene Three 

ñWe few, we happy few, we band of brothers. For he that sheds his blood with 

me shall be my brotherñ  
Henry V 

 

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

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 protectively on his knees.  

ɁGood newsȮɂ said the Major. ɁTwo breakthroughs. First of all, we have a positive ID on 

ÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯËÌÈËɯÒÐËÕÈ××ÌÙÚȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÐËÌÕÛÐÍied as the same man in the video featuring the 

Princeȭɂ The Major produced a police photo of a round faced skinhead with florid red 

cheeks.  

ɁNick Grey, known as Manchester Nick. A history of mental illness with form for GBH 

and attempted murder. Passed capable 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 pregnantȭɂ 

Vaughan laughed. Ɂ ÕÖÛÏÌÙɯ×ÈÚÚ×ÖÙÛɯÚÏÈÎɯÌÏȭɯ6ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÞÓÐÍÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÐÕÊÌɯÛÏÌÕȳɂ 

ɁHe 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 ȳɂ  

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.  

ɁGentlemen, my name is Doctor Peter Dawkins. I am from MI5 and my role is to give 

advice in regards to the psychological profiling and psychogr È×ÏÐÊɯÈÕÈÓàÚÐÚɯÖÍɯ×ÖÛÌÕÛÐÈÓȱɯ

suspectsȭɂ Dawkins stumbled on the word, as if searching for the correct phrase. His eyes 

flicked around the room. ɁIn essence, the likelihood is ninety seven percent that the 

terrorists are a religious and political secret societyȭɂ 

ɁWhat about the other three percentȳɂ asked the Major. 

ɁThere 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 ȭɂ 

ɁDo you have any particular suspectsȳɂ  

ɁThere is a shortlist, Majorȭɂ Dawkins opened his briefcase and slid out two 

photographs. One was a digital image captured from a video. It  showed the kidnapper, 

ÐËÌÕÛÐÍÐÌËɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯ,ÈÑÖÙɯÈÚɯ,ÈÕÊÏÌÚÛÌÙɯ-ÐÊÒȮɯËÙÈÎÎÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɀÚɯÉÖËàȭɯ3ÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÈɯ

close up photograph of the robe he had been wearing when the Major had killed him.  

ɁThere is a small design that is consistent across the images. An icon of a red rose within 

ÈɯÊÙÖÚÚȭɯ(ɯÈÚÚÜÔÌɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÚÌÌÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÝÐËÌÖȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÚÐÎÕɯÖÍɯÈÕɯÈÕÊÐÌÕÛɯÚÌÊÙÌÛɯ

order called the Rosicrucians. They were formed around the time of Queen Elizabeth back in 

the sixteenth centuryȭɂ 

Jackson leant forward in his chair and spoke directly to Dawkins. ɁSo they want us to 

ÞÖÙÒɯÖÜÛɯÞÏÖɯÛÏÌàɯÈÙÌȳɯ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÚÌÕËÐÕÎɯÜÚɯÊÓÜÌÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÐÊÒɯÍÜÊÒɯÐÕɯ2ÖÔÈÓÐÈȭɂ Two of the 

T 



other soldiers around the table laughed.  

Dawkins looked confused by the comment, his eyes shifting to Jackson for explanation. 

ɁSorry DocȮɂ said Jackson, Ɂme 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 

ÉÜÙÕÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɀÚɯÌàÌÉÈÓÓÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÊÐÎÈÙÚȭɯ'ÌɀË ÓÌÈÝÌɯÛÏÌɯÉÖËÐÌÚɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÚÖɯÞÌɀËɯÒÕÖÞɯÐÛɯ

ÞÈÚɯÏÐÔȭɯ%ÜÊÒɯÒÕÖÞÚɯÞÏàȮɯÈÕËɯÈÕàÞÈàɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÚÖÙÛÌËɯÖÜÛɯÞÐÛÏɯ

an axeȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÌɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÏÌÙÌɯÛÖɯÛÈÓÒɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÏÖÞɯàÖÜɯÌÈÙÕɯàÖÜÙɯ×ÖÊÒÌÛɯÔÖÕÌàɯÚÖÓËÐÌÙȭɯ#ÈÞÒÐÕÚȮɯ×ÓÌÈÚÌɯ

continueȭɂ  

ɁThank you Major. Ho wever, your Sergeant does make an interesting point. The 

1ÖÚÐÊÙÜÊÐÈÕÚɯÏÈÝÌɯÔÈËÌɯÐÛɯÊÓÌÈÙɯÛÖɯÜÚɯÛÏÌàɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÐËÌÕÛÐÛàɯËÐÚÊÖÝÌÙÌËȭɯ6ÌɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÈɯ

profile on them hereȮɂ he tapped his briefcase, ɁÉÜÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÍÓÐÔÚàɯÌÝÐËÌÕÊÌȮɯÚÌÌÐÕÎɯÈÚɯÖÜÙɯ

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 ȭɂ 

ɁSo most of them are peaceful and happy -go-ÓÜÊÒàȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÔÐÕÖÙÐÛàɯÖÍɯ×ÚàÊÏÖÚɯÖÕɯ

the rampage, going around radicalising vulnerable people like our dopey skinhead and 

ÔÜÙËÌÙÐÕÎɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌȭɯ8ÖÜɯÚÜÙÌɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÔÜÚÓÐÔÚȳɂ said Vaughan, causing laughter 

from the soldiers. 

Dawkins seemed embarrassed. ɁFor the sake of this converÚÈÛÐÖÕȮɯ(ɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÙÌÚÛÙÐÊÛɯ

ourselves to these radical Rosicrucians from this point forward ȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÈÏɯÚÜÙÌȮɯÞÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÖÕɯÈɯÏÐ××àɯÏÜÕÛȮɂ laughed Vaughan.  

ɁYou spoke of a shortlistȳɂ interrupted the Major.   

ɁI 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 innovative theory on how to 

trace our terroristsȭɂ  

The Major looked surprised. Ɂ1ÌÈÓÓàȳɯ$ßÊÌÓÓÌÕÛȭɯ+ÌÛɀÚɯÏÌÈÙɯÐÛȭɂ  

ɁThe CIA found the connection. The founder of the main Rosicrucian movement was Sir 

Francis Bacon, the Elizabethan philosopher and statesman. OnÌɯÖÍɯ!ÈÊÖÕɀÚɯÉÐÎɯÐËÌÈÚɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÈÛɯ

ÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÜÕÍÖÙÌÚÌÌÕɯÍÜÛÜÙÌɯ$ÕÎÓÈÕËɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌÊÖÔÌɯÛÏÌɯȿ-ÌÞɯ ÛÓÈÕÛÐÚȮɀɯÈɯÎÖÓËÌÕȮɯÈÓÓɯ×ÖÞÌÙÍÜÓɯ

country that ruled the world ȭɂ 

ɁHe predicted the British Empire ȳɂ said Jackson. 

Ɂ-ÖȮɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÈÚɯËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÛȭɯ!ÈÊÖÕɀÚɯȿ-ÌÞɯ ÛÓÈÕÛÐÚɀɯÞÈÚɯÈɯbook detailing a whole new 

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 Godȭɂ 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. ɁAbout 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 archiÛÌÊÛɯÞÏÖɯËÌÚÐÎÕÌËɯ2ÈÐÕÛɯ/ÈÜÓɀÚɯ"ÈÛÏÌËÙÈÓȭɯ6ÌɯÍÖÜÕËɯÔÌÕÛÐÖÕɯ

of a document written by Wren hinting at a great treasure bequeathed by Bacon that he, 



6ÙÌÕȮɯÏÈËɯÈÊÊÌÚÚɯÛÖȭɯ6ÙÌÕɯÎÈÝÌɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÚÐÊÙÜÊÐÈÕɯÓÌÈËÌÙÚɯÛÞÖɯÞÖÙËÚȮɯȿÚÏÈÓÓɯËÐÚÚÖÓÝÌɀȮɯÈÚɯÈɯ

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 ȭɂ 

ɁThe time was right for what ȳɂ said Jackson. 

ɁTo create the New Atlantis of course. For England to take its rightful plac e as leader of 

the world ȭɂ  

ɁSo, let me get this straightȮɂ said the Major. ɁAfter hundreds of years, an aggressive 

splinter group of the Rosicrucians has chosen this moment to emerge from hiding and take 

ÓÌÛÏÈÓɯÈÊÛÐÖÕɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÜÚȭɯ3ÏÌɯ×ÏÙÈÚÌɯȿÚÏÈÓÓɯËÐÚÚÖÓÝÌɀɯÐÚɯÈɯÊÓÜÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÌÈËÚɯÛÏÌÔɯÛÖɯÚÖÔÌɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯ

treasure they believe will help them bring about this new improved version of England, this 

-ÌÞɯ ÛÓÈÕÛÐÚȭɯ6ÌɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯȿÚÏÈÓÓɯËÐÚÚÖÓÝÌɀɯÐÚɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɯ×ÓÈàɯThe Tempest, but 

that quote is used in any number of places. Films, TV shows, statues, books, never mind the 

play itself. What is its significanceȳɂ 

Ɂ1ÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÞȮɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÚÖɯÚÜÙÌɯÐÛɯÔÈÛÛÌÙÚȭɂ 

ɁWhy on earth notȳɂ The Major looked surprised. ɁThey carved it on the body of Prince 

William. It must be import antȭɂ 

ɁThe 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 securedȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÌàɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÙÌÈÚÜÙÌɯÍÖÙɯÚÜÙÌȮɂ said the Major. Ɂ,ÈàÉÌɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÚÛÐÓÓɯ

looking for it ȭɂ 

Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÞÏàɯÉÌɯÚÖɯ×ÜÉÓÐÊɯÜÕÓÌÚÚɯÛÏÌàɯÈÙÌɯÐÕɯÈɯ×ÖÚÐtion of  power alreadyȳɂ  

Jackson spoke up. ɁIt could be simply to throw us off track. These fuckers seem to enjoy 

trying to fuck with us ȭɂ 

ɁA diversionary tactic? It makes a kind of senseȭɂ The Major nodded reluctantly.  

Dawkins sighed. ɁTo be blunt, we know almo st nothing about what that phrase really 

ÔÌÈÕÚȮɯÖÙɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÌÐÙɯ×ÓÈÕɯÐÚȭɯ(ɀËɯÙÈÛÏÌÙɯÍÖÊÜÚɯÖÜÙɯÛÐÔÌɯÕÖÞɯÖÕɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÌɯËÖɯÒÕÖÞȭɯ6ÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯ

strong lead on how to find them, and we also think we know how much time we have ȭɂ 

ɁYou can work out where the freaks areȳɂ said Vaughan. Ɂ6ÌɀÝÌɯËÙÈÞÕɯÈɯÉÓÈÕÒɯÚÖɯÍÈÙȭɯ

They dissolved into thin fucking air ȭɂ  

Dawkins smiled. Ɂ(ɯÔÈàɯÉÌɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÏÌÓ×ȭɯ2ÐÙɯ%ÙÈÕÊÐÚɯ!ÈÊÖÕɀÚɯÉÐÙÛÏ×ÓÈÊÌɯÐÚɯËÖÊÜÔÌÕÛÌËɯÈÚɯ

being in London. More precisely it was at York House on the Strandȭɂ  

ɁYork House? IsnɀÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÔÌËÐÌÝÈÓɯÔÈÕÚÐÖÕɯÈÓÖÕÎÚÐËÌɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÝÌÙɯÕÌÈÙɯÛÏÌɯ2ÈÝÖàɯ'ÖÛÌÓȳɂ 

ɁYes Major. It became the spiritual heartland for many Rosicrucians, a kind of private 

ÊÏÜÙÊÏȭɯ'ÐÚɯÕÜÙÚÌÙàȮɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÉÙÖÜÎÏÛɯÜ×ɯÈÚɯÈɯàÖÜÕÎɯÊÏÐÓËɯÏÈÚɯÉÌÊÖÔÌɯÈɯÚÏÙÐÕÌȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯ

immenselàɯÐÔ×ÖÙÛÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌÔȭɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÚÜÙÌɯÛÏÌàɯÞÐÓÓɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÜÚÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÐÓËing as an essential 

part of their rituals ȭɂ 

ɁIf we track who goes into that building, we find a link to the Rosicruci ansȳɂ asked 

Vaughan.  

ɁOh yes, indeed that is the caseȭɂ Dawkins voice picked up and a smile appeared. ɁHalf 

of the building is privately owned, but the other half is used as an art gallery. It is also hired 

ÖÜÛɯÛÖɯ×ÙÐÝÈÛÌɯÎÙÖÜ×ÚȮɯÉÖÖÒɯÊÓÜÉÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÒÌȭɯ6ÌɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÚÐÛÖÙÚɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÚÛɯ

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 ȭɂ 

The Major stood up and began to pace about the room. Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÊÓÌÝÌÙȭɯ(ÍɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÚÐÊÙÜÊÐÈÕÚɯ

would ever overlook anything, then this could be it ȭɂ He turned to his team. ɁThe first step 

ÞÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÛÖɯÐÕÝÌÚÛÐÎÈÛÌɯ-ÐÊÒɯ&ÙÌàɀÚɯÉÈÊÒÎÙÖÜÕËɯÈÕËɯÈÚÚÖÊÐÈÛÌÚȭɯ6ÌɯÈÓÚÖɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÐÕÛÌÙÝÐÌÞɯÛÏÌɯ

ÔÌÔÉÌÙÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯ ÛÓÈÕÛÌÈÕɯÚÖÊÐÌÛàɯÈÕËɯÔÖÕÐÛÖÙɯ8ÖÙÒɯ'ÖÜÚÌȭɯ5ÈÜÎÏÈÕȮɯ(ɀÔɯÎÐÝÐÕÎɯàÖÜɯÍÐÌÓËɯ

ÊÖÕÛÙÖÓɯÖÝÌÙɯ Ó×ÏÈɯÜÕÐÛȭɯ8ÖÜɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÓÐÚÛɯÖÍɯ-ÐÊÒɯ&ÙÌàɀÚɯÒÕown associates. I want them hit 

ÏÈÙËɯÈÕËɯÍÈÚÛȭɯ6ÏÖɀÚɯÚÌÌÕɯÏÐÔȮɯÞÏÌÙÌȮɯÞÏÌÕȭɂ 

Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÈɯÝÌÙàɯÓÖÕÎɯÓÐÚÛȮɯÑÜÚÛɯÍÖÜÙɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌȭɂ 

Ɂ(ÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÈÚÌɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÎÌÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌÔɯØÜÐÊÒÓàȭɯ)ÜÚÛɯËÖɯÔÌɯÈɯÍÈÝÖÜÙȭɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯÒÐÓÓɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÈÕËɯ

ËÖÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÍÐÕÎÌÙÌËȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÊÏÈ×ȳɂ 

ɁRigÏÛɯÉÖÚÚȮɯ(ɀÓÓɯËÖɯÔàɯÉÌÚÛȭɂ 

Ɂ)ÈÊÒÚÖÕȮɯ(ɯÞÈÕÛɯàÖÜɯÛÖɯ×ÜÛɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙɯÈɯÛÈÊÛÐÊÈÓɯÛÌÈÔȭɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÙÜÕÕÐÕÎɯ!ÌÛÈɯÜÕÐÛȭɯ(ɯÞÈÕÛɯ

ÐÔÔÌËÐÈÛÌɯÐÕÛÌÙÝÐÌÞÚɯÖÍɯÌÝÌÙàÖÕÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÐÚɯ ÛÓÈÕÛÌÈÕɯÎÙÖÜ×ȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯËÖÕÌɯØÜÐÌÛÓàɯÈÕËɯ

effecÛÐÝÌÓàȭɯ(ɀÔɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÓÖÖÒɯÈÛɯÔÈÒÐÕÎɯÚÖÔe discreet high level enquiries into the 

Church and the Freemasonsȭɂ The Major snapped his fingers. ɁWait a minute. The 

Freemasons. Dawkins. Do you remember all that bad publicity about them, when was it, 

about eight or so years agoȳɂ 

ɁYes of course, I believe the publication of a book detailing their secrets may have been 

responsibleȭɂ 

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

Does that ring a bell with anyoneȳɂ  

ɁOh yes indeed, Majorȭɂ Dawkins smiled. ɁIt was hiÎÏɯ×ÙÖÍÐÓÌɯÈÛɯ,(ƙȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÓÖÛɯÖÍɯ

casework available. Surveillance, a wire tap at the time. Sebastian Moseley I believe his 

ÕÈÔÌɯÞÈÚȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈÕɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÖÙàȭɂ 

ɁA disgruntled former leader, sets up his own rad iÊÈÓɯÍÈÊÛÐÖÕȳɯ(ÛɀÚɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓÌȭɯ"ÈÕɯàÖÜɯ

detaÐÓɯÚÖÔÌɯÙÌÚÖÜÙÊÌɯÐÕÛÖɯÏÐÔɯÈÕËɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÔÌɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÓÌÚȳɯ(ɀÓÓɯÞÖÙÒɯÐÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÌÕËȭɂ    

ɁOf course, Majorȭɂ 

The Major smiled. ɁLooks like we have some proper direction at lastȭɂ 

ɁMajor Barnes-)ÖÕÌÚȮɯ(ɀÔɯÈÍÙÈÐËɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÐÚɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÐÚÚÜÌɯÞÌɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÊÖÕÚÐËÌÙȭɯ!ÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÛÏe 

1ÖÚÐÊÙÜÊÐÈÕÚɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯËÌÔÈÕËÌËɯÈÕàɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯÙÈÕÚÖÔȮɯÞÌɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÛÏÌàɯÈÙÌɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÈɯ

ritualised timetable ȭɂ 

ɁMeaningȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÚÜÚ×ÌÊÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÕÖɯÊÖÐÕÊÐËÌÕÊÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÐÚɯÏÈÚɯÏÈppened at this time of year. They believe 

that when New Atlantis arrives it will be o n January the first, and it will be heralded by a 

ÎÙÌÈÛɯÚÈÊÙÐÍÐÊÌɯÈÚɯÈɯÚàÔÉÖÓɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÞɯÌÙÈȭɯ+ÌÎÌÕËÚɯÚÛÈÛÌɯ-ÌÞɯ8ÌÈÙɀÚɯ#ÈàɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯËÈàɯÞÏÌÕɯ

ÛÏÌɯ3ÏÙÌÌɯ*ÐÕÎÚɯÝÐÚÐÛÌËɯ,ÈÙàȮɯ)ÖÚÌ×ÏɯÈÕËɯ)ÌÚÜÚȭɯ.ÕɯÛÏÈÛɯËÈàȮɯÛÏÌɯ*ÐÕÎÚɯÙÌÊÌÐÝÌËɯ)ÌÚÜÚɀɯ

blessing and were given a thousand years of heavenly wisdom to take back to their own 

×ÌÖ×ÓÌȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÌßÛÙÌÔÌÓàɯÓÐÒÌÓàɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÏÈÛÌÝÌÙɯÛÏÌàɯÈÙÌɯ×ÓÈÕÕÐÕÎɯÞÐÓÓɯÊÜÓÔÐÕÈÛÌɯÖÕɯ-ÌÞɯ8ÌÈÙɀÚɯ

Eveȭɂ 

ɁYou mentioned the freaks have a sacrificeȳɂ said Vaughan. 

ɁYes indeed they doȭɂ #ÈÞÒÐÕÚɀɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÍÈÓÛÌÙed. ɁAnd we believe they already have their 

victim lined up. The Queenȭɂ  

 

 



Act 4: Scene Four 

ñWhen sorrows come, they come not single spies, But in battalions.ò  

Hamlet 

 

iona absentmindedly ran her finger around the rim of her wine glass as the news 

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.  

3ÏÌɯÕÌÞÚɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛÌÙɀÚɯÞÖÙËÚɯÚÖÜÕËÌËɯÏÖÓÓÖÞȭɯɁThe public got what they were waiting 

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 

ÉÌÌÕȮɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɀÚɯÍÈÛÏÌÙȮɯÏÐÚɯ1ÖàÈÓɯ'ÐÎÏÕÌÚÚɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɯ"ÏÈÙÓÌÚȮɯÈÕËɯÏÐÚɯÚÌÊÖÕËɯÚÖÕɯ'ÈÙÙàȮɯ

È××ÌÈÙÌËɯÐÕɯÍÙÖÕÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÙÖÞËÚȭɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɯ"ÏÈÙÓÌÚɯÚ×ÖÒÌɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯËÌÌ×ɯÙÌÚ×ÌÊÛɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ×ÜÉÓÐÊɀÚɯ

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 

ÍÌÞɯÞÌÌÒÚȭɯ!ÜÛɯÚÖÔÌɯÊÖÔÔÌÕÛÈÛÖÙÚɯÏÈÝÌɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÕÖÛÌɯÖÍɯÐÕÚÐÕÊÌÙÐÛàɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɀÚɯ

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 

ËÌÈÛÏɯÖÍɯÈɯÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖàÈÓɯ%ÈÔÐÓàȭɯ.ÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȮɯÞÏÌÕɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɀÚɯÔÖÛÏÌÙɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌÚÚɯ#ÐÈÕÈɯ

died, her apparent lack of emotion or involvement outraged many p eople. That story was 

brought to life quite wonderfully in the movie The Queenȭɂ  

%ÐÖÕÈɀÚɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛÚɯËÙÐÍÛÌËɯÈÞÈàɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ35ɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯÊÖÕÛÌÔplated her half full glass of 

wine. Her attention snapped back when the commentary turned to the subject of the PrinceɀÚɯ

funeral.  

ɁThe 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 Buckingham Palace, now back to 

Natashaȭɂ The camera switched back to the studio, where the news anchor briskly began the 

next story.  

Ɂ6ÐÓÓɯàÖÜɯÛÜÙÕɯÐÛɯÖÍÍȮɯ×ÓÌÈÚÌɯ%ÐÖÕÈȳɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÉÌÈÙɯÐÛɯÈÕàɯÔÖÙÌȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÉÌÌÕɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɀÚɯËÌÈÛÏɯ

constantly for daysȭɂ %ÐÖÕÈɀÚɯfriend Nicky Dudley leaned forward from the cream coloured 

ÚÖÍÈɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯÚÏÈÙÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÎÙÈÉɯÚÖÔÌɯÊÙÐÚ×ÚɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÖËÌÕɯÉÖÞÓɯÖÕɯ%ÐÖÕÈɀÚɯÊÖÍÍÌÌɯÛÈÉÓÌȭɯ

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. ɁSince we saw that 

ÝÐËÌÖȮɯ(ɯÑÜÚÛɯÍÌÌÓɯÚÖɯÚÜÙÌɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÓàÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚɯÖÍɯÈɯÙÖÈËɯÈÊÊÐËÌÕÛȭɯ6ÏÌÕɯÐÛɯ

happened last week everyone I spoke to thought the Prince had been murdered. Then 

yesterday when I 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 I was 

into crop circles and sat at home reading Dan Brown books on the toilet, the bitch. IÛɀÚɯÈɯ

jokeȭɂ  

Fiona looked at Nicky and smiled weakly. They had clicked on the first day they met. 

 ÓÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌàɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÌÈÊÏɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÍÖÙɯÓÖÕÎȮɯÐÛɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÛÈÒÌÕɯ%ÐÖÕÈɯÓÖÕÎɯÛÖɯÙÌÈÓÐÚÌɯÛÏÌàɯ

F 



ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÔÖÙÌɯËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÛȭɯ-ÐÊÒàɯÞÈÚɯÖÜÛÎÖÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÊÖÕÍÐËÌÕÛ around new people, 

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.  

ɁYes, I know what you meanȮɂ said Fiona, Ɂ(ɀÝÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÝÐËÌÖɯÈɯÓÖÛɯÙÌÊÌÕÛÓàȭɂ 

ɁAnyway, why are we moping? We should be out enjoying ourselves ȭɂ Nicky smiled 

mischievously.  

Ɂ(ɯÏÖ×ÌɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÔÌÈÕɯÓÐÒÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÞÌÌÒȭɯ3ÏÈÛɯ2ÛÜËÌÕÛɯ4ÕÐÖÕɯÉÈÙɯÞÈÚɯÍÜÓÓɯÖÍɯÌÐÎÏÛÌÌÕɯàÌÈr 

olds. I felt like their mother ȭɂ  

Ɂ.ÏɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÌàɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÖÍɯàÖÜȭɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÍÈÕÛÈÚàȮɯÛÏÌɯÖÓËÌÙɯÞÖÔÈÕȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯ

about that rugby looking type with the blond hair ȳɂ 

ɁNicky! How dare you. I might be the fantasy of some drunken posh public schoolboy 

ÞÏÖɯÞÈÕËÌÙÚɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÐÚɯÊÖÓÓÈÙɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÜ×ɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÏÐÚɯËÈËËàɀÚɯàÈÊÏÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯ

ÔÌȮɯÏÌɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÔàɯËÙÌÈÔȭɂ 

ɁYes, I 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 thinks Paris is a city as opposed to 

a heroine of modern cultureȭɂ 

ɁVery funny ȭɂ Fiona felt slightly annoyed. ɁWell I met someone actually. Yesterdayȭɂ 

ɁOh really, do tell ȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÚÛÈÙÛɯÏÌɀÚɯÎÖÙÎÌÖÜÚȭɂ 

Ɂ ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÚÜÙÌɯÏÌɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÎÈàȳɂ  

Ɂ'ÌɀÚɯÈɯÊÙÌÈÛÐÝÌɯÛype, very arty, very well dressed. Looks like he takes care of himselfȭɂ 

ɁHow old ȳɂ 

ɁNo idea, I would guess mid to late thirties? A bit older than us ȭɂ 

ɁWhere I come from everyone is married by the age of twenty two or propping up a free 

council flat with ÈɯÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯÖÍɯÒÐËÚȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯËÌÍÐÕÐÛÌÓàɯÎÈàȭɂ 

Ɂ-Öȵɯ ÕàÞÈàȮɯÐÛɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÔÈÛÛÌÙȭɯ-ÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÐÓÓɯÊÖÔÌɯÖÍɯÐÛȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÛÏÐÚɯ ÔÌÙÐÊÈÕɯÎÜàɯ(ɯÔÌÛɯ

whilst I was at Westminster Abbey ȭɂ 

ɁReally? 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 cassockȳɂ 

Ɂ-ÐÊÒÚȵɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯÛÖÔÖÙÙÖÞɯÍÖÙɯÉÙÌÈÒÍÈÚÛȭɂ 

Ɂ!ÙÌÈÒÍÈÚÛȳɯ4ÔȮɯÏÖÕÌàȮɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÕÖÙÔÈÓÓàɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÕÎɯàÖÜɯËÖɯÈÍÛÌÙȮɯàÖÜɀÝÌȮɯàÖÜɯ

ÒÕÖÞȱɯÚÏÈÎÎÌËɯÏÐÚɯÉÙÈÐÕÚɯÖÜÛȳɂ 

Ɂ-ÐÊÒàɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÈɯÚÊÈÕËÈÓȵɯ(ÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ6ÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÝÐËÌÖȭɂ 

Nicky sat upright, swinging her head to look at Fiona. Ɂ'ÌɀÚɯÚÌÌÕɯÐÛɯÛÖÖȳɂ -ÐÊÒàɀÚɯÝÖÐÊÌɯ

had an edge of suspicion. ɁDid you explain your ideas to him and more importantly did he 

ÛÏÐÕÒɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÊÙÈáàɯÊÖÕÚ×ÐÙÈÊàɯÍÙÌÈÒÚȳɂ 

Ɂ-Öȭɯ(ÕɯÍÈÊÛȮɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÖÍɯÈɯÞÖÉÉÓÌɯÞÌɯÎÖÛɯÖÕɯØÜÐÛÌɯÞÌÓÓȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯ(ɯÈÚÒÌËɯ

you overȭɂ 

ɁWhat, to talk about menȳɂ  

ɁNicky, stop it. I real ÓàɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÛÈÓÒȭɯ6ÌɀÝÌɯÔÈËÌɯÈÕɯÈÔÈáÐÕÎɯËÐÚÊÖÝÌÙàɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯ

what it meansȭɂ 

ɁHoney! Open that other bottle and tell me moreȭɂ 

 

 



Act 4: Scene Five 

ñLet us assay our plot, which if it speed, 

Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed.ò  

A llôs Well That Ends Well 

 

he soldiers looked at Dawkins in shock. 

ɁNew Years Eve. Not much timeȮɂ said the Major. 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÛÌÔÌÕÛɯ ÖÍɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÍÜÊÒÐÕÎɯ ÊÌÕÛÜÙàȭɂ Jackson looked angry. 

Ɂ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÚÕÌÈÒàɯÍÜÊÒÌÙÚȮɯÛÏÌÚÌɯ1ÖÚÐÊÙÜcians. The fuckers are probably laughing at 

usȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÌɀÝÌɯ ÎÖÛɯ Èɯ ×ÓÈÕɯ ÖÍɯ ÈÊÛÐÖÕɯ ÕÖÞɯ ÛÏÈÕÒÚɯ ÛÖɯ #ÖÊÛÖÙɯ #ÈÞÒÐÕÚȭɯ (ɀÔɯ ÊÏÈÚÐÕÎɯ Ü×ɯ ÛÏÐÚɯ

%ÙÌÌÔÈÚÖÕɯÓÌÈËÌÙȮɯ,ÖÚÌÓÌàȭɯ8ÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯàÖÜÙɯÖÙËÌÙÚȱɁ 3ÏÌɯ,ÈÑÖÙɀÚɯÔÖÉÐÓÌɯÙÈÕÎȭɯ'ÌɯËÜÎɯÏÐÚɯ

hand into his pocket, glanced at the screen and took the call. ɁRS HQ, Barnes-Jonesȭɂ 

ɁMajor Barnes-)ÖÕÌÚȮɯÐÛɀÚɯ#ÈÕɯ*ÕÐÎÏÛȭɂ  

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÙÖÕÎȳɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÝÌɯÏÈËɯÌÕÖÜÎÏȭɂ  

ɁWhat do you mean? We agreed that you would spend a couple of days taking it easyȭɂ 

3ÏÌɯ,ÈÑÖÙɯÏÌÈÙËɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÙÌÚÚɯÐÕɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÈÕËɯÛÙÐÌËɯÛÖɯÊÈÓÔɯÏÐÔɯËÖÞÕȭɯɯ 

Ɂ(ɯÑÜÚÛɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÏÖÞɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÏelp youȭɂ 

Ɂ#ÈÕɯÓÐÚÛÌÕȭɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÛÈÒÐÕÎɯàÖÜɯÖÍÍɯÚÜÙÝÌÐÓÓÈÕÊÌȭɯ&ÌÛɯɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯàÖÜÙɯÕÖÙÔÈÓɯÓÐÍÌȭɯ6ÌɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯ

making excellent progress here and the investigation is in full swing ȭɂ 

Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÈɯÔÐÚÛÈÒÌɯ(ɯÎÖÛɯÐÕÝÖÓÝÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯ×ÓÈÊÌȭɯ8ÖÜɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÔÌȮɯËÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜ?ɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÚȮɯÞÌɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÖÕɯàÖÜÙɯÚÐËÌɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ8ÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÍÌÌÓɯ×ÙÌÚÚÜÙÌËɯÐÕɯÈÕàɯ

way, just stay around in case we need youȭɂ 

Ɂ-ÖȮɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛȭɂ  

3ÏÌɯ,ÈÑÖÙɀÚɯÛÖÕÌɯÏÈÙËÌÕÌËȭɯɁListen here, Knight. This is a national emergency. You do 

not have the right to w ÈÓÒɯÈÞÈàȭɯ(ɀÔɯÐÚÚÜÐÕÎɯàÖÜɯÈɯËÐÙÌÊÛɯÖÙËÌÙȭɯ8ÖÜɯÞÐÓÓɯÕÖÛɯÙÐÚÒɯ×ÓÈÊÐÕÎɯ

0ÜÌÌÕɯ$ÓÐáÈÉÌÛÏɀÚɯÓÐÍÌɯÐÕɯÈÕàɯÔÖÙÌɯËÈÕÎÌÙɯÉàɯàÖÜÙɯÓÈÊÒɯÖÍɯÊÖ-operation. Do you hear meȳɂ  

Ɂ-ÖȮɯ(ɀÔɯÚÖÙÙàɯ,ÈÑÖÙȮɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÖÙËÌÙɯÔÌɯÈÙÖÜÕËȭɯ(ɀÔɯÈÕɯ ÔÌÙÐÊÈÕɯÊÐÛÐáÌÕȭɯ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯ

about running ÈÞÈàɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÐÚɯÓÈÚÛɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÈÕËɯÕÖÞȮɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÖËÈàȮɯ(ɀÝÌɯËÌÊÐËÌËɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÌßÈÊÛÓàɯ

ÞÏÈÛɯ(ɯÈÔɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯËÖȭɯ(ɀÔɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÐÛɯÕÖÞȭɯ(ɀÓÓɯÎÖɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÈ×ÈÙÛÔÌÕÛȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɀÔɯÑÜÚÛɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯ

ÔàɯÎÌÈÙɯÛÏÌÕɯ(ɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎȭɯ(ɀÔɯÏÌÈËÐÕÎɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯÔàɯÈ×ÈÙÛÔÌÕÛɯÐÕɯwest 

+ÖÕËÖÕȭɯ(ɀÔɯÌßÏÈÜÚÛÌËȮɯ(ɀÝÌɯÏÈËɯÌÕÖÜÎÏȭɯ%ÐÕËɯàÖÜÙɯ0ÜÌÌÕɯÖÕɯàÖÜÙɯÖÞÕȭɯ&ÖÖËÉàÌȭɂ 
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Act 4: Scene Six 

ñSome rise by sin And some by virtue fallñ  

Measure for Measure 

 

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

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

taken the lead in a Shakespearian play, ehȳɂ Luther lightly slapped Dan on the cheek 

with the flat of his hand. Ɂ-ÖÞɯËÖÕɀÛɯÍÖÙÎÌÛɯÓÈËȮɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÎÖɯÕÌÈÙɯÛÏÈÛɯ,ÈÑÖÙɯÖÙɯÏÐÚɯ

lot aÎÈÐÕȮɯÈÓÙÐÎÏÛȳɯ(ÍɯàÖÜɯÛÈÓÒɯÛÖɯÏÐÔȮɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÒÕÖÞɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÕɯÐÛɀÚɯÎÖÖËɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÚÞÌÌÛÏÌÈÙÛɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜɯ

ÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÖÓËɯËÌÈÙȭɯ(ɀÓÓɯÊÏÖÒÌɯàÖÜɯÖÕɯàÖÜÙɯÖÞÕɯÐÕÛÌÚÛÐÕÌÚȮɯÈÓÙÐÎÏÛȳɂ  

Ɂ(ɯÎÌÛɯÐÛȭɯ8ÖÜɀÓÓɯÒÐÓÓɯÔÌɯÐÍɯ(ɯÛÈÓÒɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ,ÈÑÖÙȭɯ8ÖÜɀÓÓɯÒÐÓÓɯÔÌɯÐÍɯ(ɯÛÈÓÒɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌȭɯ8ÖÜɀÓÓɯÒill 

me if I go anywhere near the AmeriÊÈÕɯ $ÔÉÈÚÚàȭɯ 8ÖÜɀÓÓɯ ÒÐÓÓɯ ÔÌɯ ÐÍɯ (ɯ ËÖÕɀÛɯ ÍÐÕËɯ ÛÏÐÚɯ

2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯ3ÙÜÛÏȭɯ ÕËɯÐÍɯ(ɯËÖɯÍÐÕËɯÐÛȮɯÛÏÌÕɯÞÏÈÛȳɯ8ÖÜɀÓÓɯÒÐÓÓɯÔÌȳɂ 

ɁThen my boy, you might just live to die a natural death, sitting in front of the fire 

gobbing on to disinte rested grandchildren about how you once managed to save your rotten 

neck by following your destiny ȭɂ Dan looked up and nodded. Luther laughed. ɁGood lad! 

No soldiers. No police. If fact, nobody that wears a uniform at all, not even a lollipop 

ladyȭɂ+ÜÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÉÙÌÈÛÏɯÞÈÚɯÊÓÖÜËàɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÓËɯÈÐÙȭɯɁJust one more thing. You have until New 

8ÌÈÙɯÛÖɯÚÖÓÝÌɯàÖÜÙɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÙÐËËÓÌȭɯ3ÌÕɯËÈàÚȭɯ3ÏÌÕɯÐÛɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÖÝÌÙȭɂ 'ÌɯÎÙÈÉÉÌËɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÚÞÖÓÓÌÕɯÏÈÕËɯ

ÈÕËɯÚØÜÌÌáÌËɯÐÛɯÐÕɯÈɯÔÖÊÒɯÏÈÕËÚÏÈÒÌȭɯ/ÈÐÕɯÙÜÚÏÌËɯÜ×ɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÈÙÔȮɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÊollapsed onto the 

ground. When he looked up, the Rosicrucian was gone. 

!ÈÊÒɯÐÕɯ%ÐÖÕÈɀÚɯÍÓÈÛȮɯ-ÐÊÒàɯÈÕËɯ%ÐÖÕÈɯÞÌÙÌɯÚÛÐÓÓɯËÌÌ×ɯÐÕɯÊÖÕÝÌÙÚÈÛÐÖÕȭ  

ɁSo honey, this boy you met, is he on your side with everythingȳɂ asked Nicky. 

ɁYes, he actually helped me find the cipher. He had some good ideasȭɂ  

ɁWhy is he so interestedȳɂ  

Ɂ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÒÕÖÞȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÒÕÖÞȮɯÔÈàÉÌɯÏÌɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÌËɯÐÕɯàÖÜȭɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯàÖÜɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÛÙÜÚÛɯàÖÜÙɯ

instincts on this one. Give him a chanceȭɂ  

ɁBut it did s eem a bit weird as well. Why is ÏÌɯÚÖɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÌËȳɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÚÊÈÙàȭɯ,ÈàÉÌɯ(ɯ

should back off? Go to the policeȳɂ 

Ɂ"ÖÔÌɯÖÕɯÏÖÕÌàȮɯËÖÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÊÙÈáàȭɯ*ÌÌ×ɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÐÛȭɯ3ÏÌàɀËɯÉÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÓÐÒÌÓàɯÛÖɯÓÖÊÒɯ

àÖÜɯÜ×ɯÛÏÈÕɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÌÓÚÌȭɯ&ÐÝÌɯÛÏÌɯÉÖàɯÈɯÉÙÌÈÒȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÚÊÈÙàȮɯÉÜÛɯÌßÊÐÛÐÕÎɯÛÖÖȮɯÙÐÎÏÛȳɯ(ɀÔɯÚÜÙÌɯ

he has his reasons. I think you should help him every way you can, and see how it develops. 

"ÖÔÌɯÖÕȮɯÓÐÍÌɀÚɯÍÖÙɯÓÐÝÐÕÎȭɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÊÏÐ×ɯÐÕɯÛÖÖȮɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯÕÌÌËɯÐÛȭɂ 

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

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛȳɯ(ɯËÖɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÓÖÝÌɯÖÜÙɯÎÐÙÓàɯÊÏÈÛÚȮɯÉÜÛɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÛÖÓËɯÔÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ

ÏÖÞɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÐÕÛÖɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÐÚɯÏÐÚÛÖÙàɯÚÛÜÍÍȭɯ8ÖÜɯÓÖÖÒɯÔÖÙÌɯÓÐÒÌɯàÖÜɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯ×ÜÛÛÐÕÎɯÖÕɯ×ÈÙÛÐÌÚɯÖÙɯ

working in PR, not studying for a history doctorate ȭɂ  

Ɂ2ÖɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÏÌÓp this boy out? Give the poor lad a seeing to in the sack at the very leastȳɂ 

ɁNicks! Okay, yes, yes, whatever. NÖÞɯÈÕÚÞÌÙɯÛÏÌɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕȭɯ6ÏàɯÈÙÌÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÐÕɯ/1ɯÈÕËɯ

partiesȳɂ 

Ɂ-ÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÚÛÌÙÌÖÛà×ÐÕÎ, honeyȭɂ 

ɁWell, we are pretty different ȭɂ 

ɁNo, fair enÖÜÎÏȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÛÖÓËɯàÖÜɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÔàɯËÈËɯËÐÌËɯÓÈÚÛɯàÌÈÙȭɂ 

Ɂ8ÌÚȮɯ(ɀÔɯÚÖÙÙàɯÛÖɯÉÙÐÕÎɯÐÛɯÜ×ȭɯ6ÈÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÈÊÛÓÌÚÚȳɂ  

L 



Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÍÐÕÌȮɯÙÌÈÓÓàȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÏÈËɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÛÖɯËÙÐÕÒɯÛÖɯÛÈÓÒɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȭɯ ÕàÞÈàɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÏÐÚɯ

fault I 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 I 

discovered boys and started going to the gym.ɂ Nicky laughed nervously.  

Fiona looked over at her friend and saw a tear on her cheek. Ɂ.Ïɯ-ÐÊÒàȮɯ(ɀÔɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯ

sorryȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÏÌÓ×ɯÐÛɯÚÖÔÌÛÐÔÌÚȭɂ Nicky wiped her cheek and leaned forward to pick up her 

glass of wine. Ɂ,àɯËÈËɀÚɯÉÐÎɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ1ÖÔÈÕÚȭɯ'e was only a teacher at the local 

school. It was nothing special, not like your dad, the famous Elwood Fletcher ȭɂ Fiona drew 

her legs up to her chest defensively, wrapping her arms around her knees. ɁTell me Fiona, 

how many books has he got publishedȳɂ 

ɁTwo or threeȭɂ 

ɁTwo 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 

!!"ȮɯÈÓÓɯÖÍɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÞÌÙÌɯÙÌÑÌÊÛÌËȭɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÌËɯÐÕɯÐÛɯÈÛɯÍÐÙÚÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÔàɯÚÐÚÛÌÙɯ,ÈÕËÈɯ

was fascinated. They would spend hours together discussing ideas. I felt left out. I just 

wanted dad to spend hours with me. So I pretended I was interested. But over time I grew to 

love itȭɂ  

ɁYeah, I know that feeling. Me and my brother were the same. I used to think my father 

ËÐËÕɀÛɯÓÖÝÌɯÔÌɯÈÚɯÔÜÊÏɯÈÚɯÏÐÔȭɯ2Öɯ(ɯÛÏÙÌÞɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÐÕÛÖɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÐËÌÈÚȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÞÈàɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÊÓÖÚÌɯ

to him. Looking back on it now, I just needed the attention. In the end, my father and 

brother fell out, but in my case it turned into a career ȭɂ  

ɁYes, that was me and my sister too. I 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 theologyȭɂ  

Fiona giggled. Ɂ8ÌÚȮɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÈɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯÖÍɯÕÌÙËÚȭɂ The mood was broken by the ring of 

a mobile. Fiona sprung to her feet and scurried into the kitchen to find her phone.  

Ɂ#ÈÕȵɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈɯÚÜÙ×ÙÐÚÌȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÚÖɯÚÖÙÙàɯÛÖɯËÐÚÛÜÙÉɯàÖÜȭɯ"ÈÕɯ(ɯÊÖÔÌɯÖÝÌÙȳɂ  

Ɂ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÞÌɯÏÈËɯÈÙÙÈÕÎÌËɯÛÖɯÔÌÌÛɯÛÖÔÖÙÙÖÞȳɯ(ɀÝÌɯÈÊÛÜÈÓÓàɯÎÖÛɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÖÝÌÙɯÏÌÙÌɯÈÛɯ

ÛÏÌɯÔÖÔÌÕÛȭɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÐËËÓÌɯÖÍɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ!ÜÛɯÐÛɀÚȱɁ  

ɁForget it. See you tomorrowȭɂ Before Fiona could reply the phone went dead.  

Standing in the cold night on the bank of the River Thames, waves of nausea swept 

ÛÏÖÜÎÏɯ#ÈÕɀÚɯÉÖËàȭɯ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏàɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯÙÜÕÎɯÏÌÙȭɯ'ÌɯÚÓÖÞÓàɯÉÌÎÈÕɯÛÖɯÙÌÛÙÈÊÌɯ

his steps back to the 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.  

Ɂ#ÜËÌȮɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯÈÓÙÐÎÏÛȳɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÚÖɯ×ÈÓÌɯËÜËÌȭɂ 

ɁI need a hospitalȭɂ Dan staggered as he spoke and the attenËÈÕÛɀÚɯÈÙÔɯÚÏÖÛɯÖÜÛɯÛÖɯ

steady him.  

Ɂ6ÖÈÏȮɯÚÛÌÈËàɯÖÕɯËÜËÌȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÊÖÖÓȮɯÔÈÕȭɯ6ÌɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÈɯ×ÈÙÈÔÌËÐÊɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ"ÏÐÓÓȮɯ(ɀÓÓɯÎÌÛɯàÖÜɯ

helpȭɂ The teenager released him and swung around, sprinting back towards the ticket 

offi ce. 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: Scene One 

ñThis above all: to thine own self be true and it must follow as the night the 

day, thou canst not be false to any man.ò  

Hamlet 

 

22nd December 

 

he café in the British Library was separated from the library by huge windows. It was 

early and the building was still quiet. From where Dan sat he could see each person 

as they walked in.  

The café was festooned 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 from A Christmas Carol by 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 not 

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 x-rayed, 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 differen t. Her clothes seemed more stylish and her hair was loose, the chestnut 

strands flowing over her shoulders.  

Ɂ2ÖÙÙàɯ(ɀÔɯÓÈÛÌȮɂ she said. Ɂ3ÏÌɯÉÜÚÌÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÙÜÉÉÐÚÏȭɯ-ÖɯÛÜÉÌȭɯ2ÜÕËÈàɯÛÐÔÌÛÈÉÓÌȱɁ Her 

voice trailed off.  

Ɂ+ÌÛɯÔÌɯÎÜÌÚÚɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÛÏÐÕÒÐÕÎȭɂ Dan raised his hands in a mock gesture of 

surrender. Ɂ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÞÖÕËÌÙÐÕÎɯÐÍɯ(ɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÐÕɯÈɯÍÐÎÏÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÛÙÜÊÒɯÈÕËɯÚ×ÌÕÛɯÛÏÌɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ

sidewalk drink ing lighter fluid and then managed to slam my fingers in the front door when 

I finally dragged my sorry ass ho me, rightȳɂ 

Fiona smiled and sat down. ɁTo be honest, I was wondering what I was doing here. We 

hardly know each other, and here you are looking like some sort of designer tramp ȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÍÈÐÙɯÌÕÖÜÎÏȭɯ%ÖÙɯÈÓÓɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞȮɯàÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÈÕɯÈßÌɯÔÜÙËÌÙÌÙȵɁ  

ɁAnd yo u could be a kitten drowner ȭɂ  

Ɂ,ÐÈÖÞȵɯ3ÏÌɯÛÙÜÛÏɯÉÌÏÐÕËɯÔàɯÉÈÛÛÓÌɯÚÊÈÙÚɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÝÌÙàɯÎÓÈÔȭɯ(ɀÔɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÚÖÙÙàɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÓÈÚÛɯ
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ÕÐÎÏÛɯÛÖÖȭɯ(ɯÚÏÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÏÈÚÚÓÐÕÎɯàÖÜɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÏÖÕÌȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÚÜÙ×ÙÐÚÌËȭɯ8ÖÜɯÚÖÜÕËÌËȱɯÊÖÕÍÜÚÌËȭɂ  

ɁI had a pretty messed up eveningȭɂ For a moment Dan was tempted to tell Fiona 

everything. It would have felt wonderful. Ɂ%ÐÖÕÈȮɯ(ɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÚÈàȮɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÐÛÏɯ

you at Westminster Abbey was pretty special for me, I was in the middle of something. I 

ÙÌÈÓÓàɯÍÌÓÛɯÓÐÒÌɯ(ɀËɯÚÊÙÌÞÌËɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÖÊÏȮɯÉÜÛɯàÖÜɯÔÈËÌɯÈɯËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÊÌȭɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯ

know each other but the way you popped into my life was just amazing ȭɂ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÏÖ×ÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÈɯÊÖÔ×ÓÐÔÌÕÛȮɯÈÓÛÏÖÜÎÏɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÚÜÙÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÚÊÙÌÞing any poochesȭɂ  

Dan looked down at his coffee and stirred it, staring at the brown liquid as it whirled 

round the green ceramic mug. ɁThis sounds a bit nuts but I know a lot more about this 

whole business with Prince William and I need someone to share withȭɂ 

ɁWhat? What else do you knowȳɂ %ÐÖÕÈɀÚɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÙose. 

Ɂ!ÈÚÐÊÈÓÓàȮɯÈÚɯ(ɀÔɯÚÜÙÌɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÐÔÈÎÐÕÌȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÉÐÎɯÚÌÊÜÙÐÛàɯÛÌÈÔȮɯÈɯÔÐÓÐÛÈÙàɯÜÕÐÛɯ

controlled by the Royal Family investigat ÐÕÎɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɀÚɯËÌÈÛÏȭɂ 

ɁWhat, investigating the stupid idea that it was a hit -and-runȳɂ 

Ɂ-ÖȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÈɯÊÖÝÌÙɯÚÛÖÙàɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÌÚÚȭɯ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÐÕÝÌÚÛÐgating the truth ȭɂ 

ɁThe video. The Rosicruciansȭɂ 

ɁYesȭɂ  

Fiona thumped the table with her fist. Ɂ(ɯÒÕÌÞɯÐÛȭɯ ÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÛÜÍÍɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÞÚȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÓÐÌÚȵɯ

6ÌÓÓɯ(ɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÚÖÔÌɯÕÌÞÚɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜɯÛÖÖȭɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯËÐÕÕÌÙɯÞÐÛÏɯÔàɯÉÌÚÛɯÍriend last night, 

-ÐÊÒàȮɯÈÕËɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÛÖÛÈÓÓàɯÖÕɯÖÜÙɯÚÐËÌȭɯ(ɯÛÖÓËɯÏÌÙɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÖÜÙɯËÐÚÊÖÝÌÙàɯÈÕËɯÚÏÌɯÚÈàÚɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÏÈ××àɯ

ÛÖɯÏÌÓ×ȭɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÈɯÝÌÙàɯÊÓÌÝÌÙɯÎÐÙÓȭɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÚÛÜËàing to get her history doctorate at the university ȭɂ  

Fiona had known of the secret for only twen ty four hours and already she had told 

someone else? Could he really trust her? He realised he had no choice. ɁThis girl Nicky. Do 

you trust herȳɂ  

Ɂ.ÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȭɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÉÌÚÛɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚȭɂ Fiona paused then made up her mind. Ɂ(ɀÓÓɯÛÌßÛɯàÖÜɯÏÌÙɯ

number. Maybe you should call her yourself ȳɂ %ÐÖÕÈɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÜ×ɯ-ÐÊÒàɀÚɯÕÜÔÉÌÙɯÖÕɯÏÌÙɯ

phone and forwarded it to Dan.  

ɁHave you told anyone else about thisȳɂ  

ɁNo, I was waiting until I had spoken to you. I wanted to go to the police but Nicky 

thought we should wait until I saw you. She thought it could cause a lot of trouble, and she 

said you and I should decide what to do together ȭɂ  

Ɂ2ÏÌɀÚɯÈɯÊÓÌÝÌÙɯÎÐÙÓȭɯ ÕËɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÙÐÎÏÛȭɯ3ÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯÎÌÕÜÐÕÌÓàɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÐÛ-and-run. 

Telling them about a cipher on a statue and ranting about the video will only get us in 

trouble and confuse everythingȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÖÞɯÊÖÔÌɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÚÖɯÐÕÝÖÓÝÌËɯÈÕàÞÈàȳɯ ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÚÖÔÌɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÚ×àȳɂ 

Dan burst out laughing. Ɂ.Ïɯ)ÌÚÜÚȭɯ%ÐÖÕÈȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÚÖɯÍÜÕÕàȭɂ 

%ÐÖÕÈɀÚɯÛÖÕÌɯÚÏÈÙ×ÌÕÌËȭɯɁ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÝÌÙàɯÙÜËÌȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯÈÔɯ(ɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÕkȳɂ She folded 

her arms and looked away. 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÚÖÙÙàȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÈÜÎÏÚɯÈÙÌɯÐÕɯÚÏÖÙÛɯÚÜ××ÓàɯÛÏÌÚÌɯËÈàÚȭɯ-ÖȮɯ(ɀÔɯÌßÈÊÛÓàɯÞÏÖɯàÖÜɯ

think I am. I fell into this whole thing by accident ȭɂ 

ɁHowȳɂ Fiona was still feeling angry.  

ɁWell ɬ the simplest way of expl aining it is, um, how can I put this, the Rosicrucians 

killed Prince William, and then they grabbed me because I work in the media. They held me 

at gunpoint and wanted me to go to the press. But I was rescuedȭɂ  

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

byȳɂ 



ɁA military unit controlled by the Royal Family, who know the video is real ȭɂ 

Ɂ2ÖɯÞÏàɯËÖɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÛɀÚɯÈɯÊÈÙɯÈÊÊÐËÌÕÛȳɂ 

ɁThe military are controlling them, and all of the media. They think the truth wo uld 

ÊÙÌÈÛÌɯ×ÈÕÐÊȭɯ/ÓÜÚȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÖɯÐÛȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÌÓÚÌɯÐÕÝÖÓÝÌËɯÛÖÖȭɂ 

Fiona leant forward. ɁWhoȳɂ 

This was the moment Dan had been rehearsing. Everything depended on how Fiona 

reacted. Ɂ3ÏÐÚɯ ÐÚɯ ÑÜÚÛɯ ÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯ àÖÜɯ ÈÕËɯ (ȭɯ 8ÖÜɯ ÊÈÕɀÛɯ ÛÌÓÓɯ -ÐÊÒàȭɂ Fiona nodded. ɁThe 

1ÖÚÐÊÙÜÊÐÈÕÚɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÑÜÚÛɯÒÐÓÓɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÈÓÚÖɯÒÐËÕÈ××ÌËɯÛÏÌɯ0ÜÌÌÕȭɂ 

ɁThe Queen!Ɂ 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. ɁWhat happened? How did they get 

herȳɂ  

Dan shrugged. ɁShe was up on their Scottish estate, out in her Land Rover. It was 

×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÈɯÏÌÓÓÜÝÈɯÓÖÛɯÌÈÚÐÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯàÖÜɀËɯÛÏÐÕÒȭɂ 

Fiona felt herself calming down. She glanced over, the two men had gone back to their 

conversation. ɁThe Rosicrucians have the Queen and this army unit is trying to find her? But 

why are you still involved ȳɂ  

Ɂ(ɯÎÖÛɯÐÕÝÖÓÝÌËɯÉàɯÈÊÊÐËÌÕÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÕÖÞɯ(ɀÔɯÊÖÔÔÐÛÛÌËɯÛÖɯËÖɯÞÏÈÛÌÝÌÙɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÛÖɯÏÌÓ×ȭɂ 

ɁWe need to tell these soldiers about the cipher we found. Todayȭɂ 

ɁNo!Ɂ Dan almost shouted. He checked himself and took a deep breath. Ɂ6ÌɯÊÈÕɀÛȭɯ-ÖÛɯ

yet anyway. We need to get more useful information, something more compelling. It was an 

ÈÔÈáÐÕÎɯÈÊÊÐËÌÕÛɯ(ɯÔÌÛɯàÖÜɯÈÕËɯÞÌɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯÊÐ×ÏÌÙȮɯÉÜÛɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÕÌÌËɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÔÖÙÌɯ

ÊÖÕÊÙÌÛÌɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÓËÐÌÙÚȭɯ3ÏÌàɀÓÓɯÑÜÚÛɯÓÈÜÎÏɯÈÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÕÖÞȭɯ6ÌɀÓÓɯÖÕÓàɯÎÌÛɯÖÕe 

ÚÏÖÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌÔȮɯÐÛɯÕÌÌËÚɯÛÖɯÙÐÎÏÛȭɯ ÕËɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÔÜÊÏɯÛÐÔÌȭɂ He looked at her. Was it 

obvious he was lying?  

ɁNot much time ȳɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÚÖÓËÐÌÙÚɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÛÏÌɯ0ÜÌÌÕɯÞÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÒÐÓÓÌËɯÖÕɯ-ÌÞɯ8ÌÈÙɀÚɯ#ÈàɯÜÕÓÌÚÚɯÛÏÌàɯÍÐÕËɯÏÌÙȭɂ 

Ɂ.Ïɯ Ôàɯ &ÖËȮɯ ÛÏÈÛɀÚɯ ÑÜÚÛɯ ÖÝÌÙɯ Èɯ ÞÌÌÒȵɯ (ÛɀÚɯ ÛÏÌɯ ƖƖÕËɯ ÛÖËÈàȭɂ Fiona felt her heart 

hammering again. What had she stumbled into?  

Ɂ(ɯÒÕÖÞȭɯ(ɯÍÌÌÓɯÐÕÝÖÓÝÌËȭɯ(ɀÓÓɯËÖɯÞÏÈÛÌÝÌÙɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÈÕtime to helpȭɂ 

ɁOh, me tooȭɂ %ÐÖÕÈɀÚɯÔÐÕËɯÞÏÐÙÓÌËȭɯ3ÖɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÏÌÓ×ɯÚÈÝÌɯÛÏÌɯ0ÜÌÌÕɯÞÈÚɯÈÕɯ

astouÕËÐÕÎɯÍÌÌÓÐÕÎȭɯ!ÜÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÑÜÚÛɯËÖÐÕÎɯÏÌÙɯÉÌÚÛɯÍÖÙɯ0ÜÌÌÕɯÈÕËɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàȱɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯ

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. ɁMy original idea for today 

was to do some background research, something we could have shown the police. But 

things have changed. There is something I can do to help us get the evidence we need for the 

soldiers, Danȭɂ 

ɁWhat is itȳɂ  

Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÈɯÞÏÈÛȮɯÐÛɀÚ a whoȭɂ She took a deep breath. ɁMy father. You know I talked 

about him when we were going around Westminster Abbey yesterday ȭɂ  

ɁSure, I remember. He got you into all thisȭɂ 

Ɂ6ÌÓÓɯÐÛɀÚɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÔÖÙÌɯÊÖÔ×ÓÐÊÈÛÌËɯthan ÛÏÈÛȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÈɯÞÈÓÒÐÕÎɯencyclopaedia when i t comes 

to the history of ciphers, ElizabeÛÏÈÕɯÔàÚÛÌÙÐÌÚɯÈÕËɯÚÌÊÙÌÛɯÚÖÊÐÌÛÐÌÚȭɯ(ÕɯÍÈÊÛȮɯÏÌɀÚɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯ

forgotÛÌÕɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÈÕɯ(ɀÓÓɯÌÝÌÙɯÒÕÖÞȭɂ 

ɁThis is great! When can we go and see himȳɂ 



Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÐÔ×ÓÌȭɯ6ÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÎÌÛɯÖÕȭɯ6ÌɯÏÈËɯÈɯÍÈÓÓÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÕɯÏÐÔɯ

ÍÖÙɯÛÏÙÌÌɯÔÖÕÛÏÚȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÚÌÙÐÖÜÚÓàɯÐÓÓȭɂ Fiona stopped. 

ɁYou okayȳɂ   

ɁNot completely, to be honestȮɂ she replied, forcing a smile, ɁÐÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÈɯÉÐÛɯ×ÈÐÕÍÜÓȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÈɯ

paranoid schizophrenic with compli ÊÈÛÐÖÕÚɯ ÐÕÊÓÜËÐÕÎɯ ÔÐÓËɯ ËÌÔÌÕÛÐÈȭɯ 'Ìɀs very 

ÜÕ×ÙÌËÐÊÛÈÉÓÌɯÈÕËɯÎÌÛÚɯÛÌÙÙÐÉÓÌɯÔÖÖËɯÚÞÐÕÎÚȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɯÏÌɯÞÈÚȭɯɁ 

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÚÖɯÚÖÙÙàȭɂ 

Ɂ'ÌɀÚɯÐÕɯÈɯÏÖÚ×ÐÛÈÓɯÜ×ɯÕÌÈÙɯÔÜÔȮɯ2ÏÈÒÌÚ×ÌÈÙÌɀÚɯÏÖÔÌɯÛÖÞÕɯÖÍɯ2ÛÙÈÛÍÖÙË-upon-Avon in 

ÍÈÊÛȭɯ  ɯ ÉÐÛɯ ÐÙÖÕÐÊɯ ÊÖÕÚÐËÌÙÐÕÎɯ ÌÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ (ɀÔɯ ÕÖÛɯ ÚÜÙÌɯ ÏÖÞɯ ÔÜÊÏɯ àÖÜɯ ÒÕÖÞɯ ÈÉÖÜt 

schizophrenia, but he has delusions, including hearing voices. They give him instructions. 

(ÛɀÚɯÝÌÙàɯÚÊÈÙàɯÞÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÎÌÛÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛȭɂ  

ɁSounds very difficult for you to cope with ȭɂ  

ɁIt is, 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 

ÛÏÌɯÓÌÊÛÜÙÌɯÊÐÙÊÜÐÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ42 ȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÎÖÛɯÚÏÌÓÝÌÚɯÍÜÓÓɯÖÍɯÉÖÖÒÚɯÏÌɀÚɯÞÙÐÛÛÌÕȮɯÔÈÐÕÓàɯÉÐÖÎÙÈ×ÏÐÌÚɯ

ÖÍɯ$ÓÐáÈÉÌÛÏÈÕɯÍÐÎÜÙÌÚȭɯ8ÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÑÜÚÛɯÓÖÚÌɯÈÓl that knowledge ȭɂ 

ɁDo you think he could help us ȳɂ  

Ɂ(ɀÔɯÚÜÙÌɯÖÍɯÐÛȭɯ6ÌɀÓÓɯÎÖɯÈÕËɯÚÌÌɯÏÐÔȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯØÜÐÛÌɯÏÈÙËɯÍÖÙɯÔÌȭɂ 

ɁI can imagine, seeing a parent or anyone you care about when they are sick is always 

difficult ȭɂ 

Ɂ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÖɯÐÛɯÛÏÈÕɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ3ÏÌɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÕɯÏÐÔɯÚÐÕÊÌɯ2Ì×ÛÌÔÉÌÙɯÐÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÈÍÛÌÙɯ

things had been getting gradually worse at home I had a huge argument with him and left. I 

ÒÕÌÞɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÏÐÚɯËÐÚÌÈÚÌɯÔÈÒÐÕÎɯÏÐÔɯÉÌÏÈÝÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈàɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÑÜÚÛɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯËÌÈÓɯÞÐÛÏɯÐÛɯÈÛɯ

the time. After I left, he tried to kill my mother by locking her in the barn, his office, and 

setting it on fire. I 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 weeksȭɂ 

Ɂ ÕËɯàÖÜɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÕɯÏÐÔɯÚÐÕÊÌȳɂ  

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 

ÚÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÛÖÖɯÉÈËÓàɯÏÜÙÛȭɯ 




