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PROLOGUE 
 

FIFTEEN MONTHS AGO 
 
 “It’s in Freiburg, Germany. I’m sending the details through 
right now.” 
 “Uh-huh.” 
 “The target’s got nothing to tell us. No creativity needed.” 
 “Uh-huh.” 
 “It should look…opportunistic. A mugging.” 
       “Uh-huh.” 
 

* 
 After walking quickly across the empty park, Dietmar Beck 
entered an avenue of majestic oak trees. Captivated by the colorful 
setting, he slowed his pace, and then came to a standstill.  
 Massive, charcoal-grey oak trunks framed a quiet country lane. 
Like great monoliths, they endured, ancient and silent, in austere 
counterpoint to the ceaseless whisperings of the thousands upon 
thousands of restless leaves that danced and fluttered in a flaming 
canopy of golden-amber glory. 
 Beck stood, awed, breathing in the heady aroma of earth and 
trees, until a quick glance at his watch got him moving again, his 
shoes crunching on the gravel road. 
 He was on his way to meet an old friend, Jürgen Hillier, to talk 
over recent media speculation that suggested Europe might be 
heading for civil war. 
 Idly contemplating the prospect of war, Beck observed the 
arrival of two men at the far end of the avenue. They were 
sauntering in the direction of the park. Rough and heavyset, they 
seemed to move with the casual grace of predators. 
 A tremor of uncertainty stirred Beck’s pulse. Unexpectedly, he 
felt exposed and unnerved. Was there a studied laziness to the easy 
stride of the men ambling toward him?  
 He found himself weighing the unsettling caprice of fate. 
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 The larger of the two looked like a gypsy. Brightly colored 
tassels were tied into the thick black hair that hung about his 
shoulders. He was carrying something––a ball, or a rock.  
 Beck considered changing direction, even turning back. There 
was still time. But then his moment of doubt was swept aside. He 
was giving in to prejudice, he decided––a rush to judgment based 
entirely on the appearance of two strangers. Continuing on, his 
pace unchanged, he closed the gap between them, nodding as the 
men strolled by.  
 The big gypsy dipped his head in response.  
 Beck smiled to himself. He was reflecting on the incautious 
nature of a wild imagination when his peripheral vision warned of 
sudden movement. He turned directly into the blow that broke his 
cheekbone. A second blow caught him on the side of his head. 
Exploding pain shattered his awareness. As he hit the ground the 
two men leapt upon him, holding him down, pounding his skull 
with the rock. 
 It was over in seconds, the men vanishing quickly into the 
trees lining the lane. 
 The body on the ground stirred once, sighed, and lay still.  
 There was a moment of calm, of perfect stillness, when all was 
hushed to silence. Then a light breeze wandered through the trees, 
stirring gently the rich autumnal colors of the beautiful avenue. 
 

TWELVE MONTHS LATER 
 
 Completing the transfer from videotape to DVD, Sarah Wood 
removed the disk and placed it carefully inside the box of a well-
known movie. The box was then returned to its original position 
midway along a shelf of popular films. The delicate videotape was 
taken from the old machine, slipped into its cardboard sleeve, and 
locked in an antique bureau. The two machines were switched off 
and unplugged. 
 Her secret weapon was ready. 
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CHAPTER 1 
 

THE PRESENT 
 
 The motorway ahead dissolved into a dark grey blanket of rain. 
Flickering shards of lightning flared through heavy gloom, chased 
by the deep resonance of echoing thunder. 
 For several heartbeats, Hanson Shaw was driving blind. His 
windshield wipers, thrumming at a racing rhythm, were rendered 
useless by the intensity of the downpour. 
 He eased back on the accelerator.  
 Hoping for a traffic report, he switched on the radio and 
caught the end of a news update, picking up a note of concern 
about the well-being of James Moore, Prime Minister of Great 
Britain and Northern Ireland:  
 “…who has not been seen in public for three days. And while we know 
several top-level meetings have been cancelled, there’s still no comment from 
Downing Street, other than it was a private matter…”  
 There was mounting media speculation, but no traffic report. 
He turned the radio off. 
 The snippet of news hinted at a delicate glossing-over of the 
truth. Shaw was not surprised. James Moore had often found 
himself out of step with reality. Dissimulation, even outright lying, 
had become one of the defining characteristics of his government.  
 Hailed as a political visionary, Moore had swept into office 
promising creativity, sensitivity, and fairness for all. 
 But that was in the past.  
 After three disappointing years, the man was floundering. A 
tiny working majority in Parliament had sucked the life from his 
grandiose vision. Ambitious plans had given way to a grim struggle 
for survival.  
 Written off as inept, James Moore had been transformed into 
Dismal Jimmy, a political disaster, stumbling from one crisis to 
another, while his government scrambled to complete its first full 
term in office. 
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 The latest fiasco involved proposals for the introduction of 
tough new immigration regulations. The media had savaged the 
scheme.  
 “…draconian and over-simplistic. A mindless response to justifiable 
charges of government incompetence…”  
 The new proposals had spawned a series of protest meetings 
and marches in London. Violence had flared––three people were 
dead and dozens more injured––the unrest culminating in an effigy 
of the prime minister burning brightly in Trafalgar Square. 
 According to the protesters, more rallies were planned…  
 Abruptly, Shaw’s train of thought was disrupted by a once-
familiar sense of misgiving. Recollections of civil disorder vanished 
from his mind. Something was happening.  
 He sat up straight.  
 Pins and needles were tingling in his head, electromagnetic 
pulses oscillating around his brain. Bizarre sensations. A sharp 
smarting behind his eyes left him blinking rapidly to forestall tears. 
Nebulous thoughts and ideas assumed indeterminate shapes on the 
edge of his awareness, dissolving upon scrutiny into formless 
clouds of obscure meaning. 
 Shaw knew what was happening. For the first time in almost 
six years, warning flags were fluttering in his mind, alarm bells 
ringing out. A flurry of impressions, vivid and uncontrollable, was 
about to invade his consciousness, and overwhelm his senses. 
 He was stunned. The reappearance of these symptoms was 
totally unexpected. He had suffered several migraine headaches 
during the past year, but this was the first time since leaving 
Scotland Yard that the associated complications had reappeared. 
 Diagnosed as a form of visual alert for the severe migraines 
that followed, Shaw’s disorder had been a part of his life since 
childhood. But the diagnosis had explained only part of what was 
going on. There was another side to his affliction: often, the 
unsettling visions brought with them a penetrating acuity.  
 The pictures told a story.  
 Even as a child, Shaw had understood the need to keep this 
arcane inner awareness hidden from the outside world.  
 But at that moment, his pressing concern was to prepare 
himself for what was about to happen. Cautiously, he eased his car 
across the inside lane of the motorway and onto the hard shoulder.  
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 Switching on his hazard lights, he brought the vehicle to a halt.  
Taking a half-empty box of migraine tablets from the glove 
compartment, he dry-swallowed two pills.  
 In the past, during full-blown attacks, Shaw had experienced 
spontaneous spells of contemplative abstraction. While the pictures 
flooding his awareness often gave rise to insight, they sometimes 
swamped his mind. And chaos followed. Occasionally, so intense 
had been the assault, he had lost consciousness.  
 It began. The haze of a dissociated state slipped over him like a 
shroud. He took a breath, readying himself for cerebral anarchy. 
 The images came. But there was no kaleidoscope of chaos. 
Smeared beneath a film of carmine, the abstract visuals tumbling 
over his awareness evolved quickly into recognizable pictures: 
 Spring flowers, shifting patterns of trees, scant windblown leaves. 
Branches silhouetted against a pale, wintry sky. 
 Shaw felt the soft reverberation of distant sounds.  
 Shuddering echoes like a deep, guttural growl. And the muffled thud of 
hoof beats on a woodland track.  
 Two heavy trucks were rumbling by in the near lane of the 
motorway. The ground trembled, the car quivered.  
 A tall horseman glimpsed between glittering silver birches, his chest 
heaving, his breathing labored. He turned suddenly, backlit by the sun, 
revealing the jumbled features of a vaguely familiar face.  
 Almost at once, the pictures began to fade, easing themselves 
into Shaw’s memory as though images from a dream.  
 After a moment he was able to consider the nature of what 
had just happened.  
 Many were the times he had asked himself if the intuitive 
episodes might be explained away simply as vivid imagination––or 
perhaps the visions of involuntary meditation. Either prospect 
offered a fine sliver of rationale. But in the end, he had always 
disregarded the lure of such easy answers, largely because they 
could never account for the acute, lifelike depth of the experiences. 
 And he rejected such easy answers now.  
 Shaw was certain of one thing only: his unique disorder was 
grounded firmly in the real world. It was a fact of life. Whatever 
was going on, when his inner awareness seized possession of his 
mind, it was not magical, or metaphysical, or even mystical. It was 
merely inexplicable, a point of consciousness that lay beyond the 



An Essential Deception 

4 

bounds of rational comprehension. And that was really the only 
way to look at it. 
 A few minutes later, as the migraine began to confront Shaw’s 
medication, he was back on the motorway. Although disturbed by 
the return of his peculiar visions, he was nonetheless intrigued by 
the nature of the imagery.  
 The buzz of his telephone was almost lost amid the sound of 
heavy rain bouncing over the car. Pressing the steering wheel 
command button, he leaned toward the speaker.  
 “Hello?” The speaker crackled as the road eased down into a 
long valley. “Hello?” 
 “Hanson? It’s Piers.”  
 “Hey Piers! How are things?” 
 “Chaotic. Where are you?” 
 “In the car, heading into London.” 
 “Hanson, I need to consult you. Soon as possible.”  
 “Are we talking Home Office or Justice?” 
 “Frankly, I’m not sure at this stage.” 
 “I’m on my way to a client meeting right now. But I could 
meet you—say, around six thirty.” There was a moment of silence, 
the crackle of static.  
 Then Amery’s voice was resonating loudly: “Six thirty? Right, 
yes, that could work.”  
 But a disquieting notion was beginning to intrude into Shaw’s 
thoughts. Recalling the snippet of news on the radio, he was 
suddenly uneasy. Had some kind of drama befallen James Moore? 
In an instant the idea leapt from the earliest stirrings of concern 
into outright conviction.  
 Dismal Jimmy was in trouble.  
 Spring flowers, shifting patterns of trees, scant windblown leaves. The 
momentary flash of memory was completely unexpected. It left 
him blinking rapidly and feeling even more unsettled. “Piers? 
Listen, I’ve changed my mind. I’ll come straight to your office now 
if you’re free.” 
 “Well yes, that would be ideal. Thank you. I appreciate this 
very much, Hanson.”  

 Shaw was given directions to a private mews off Victoria 
Street in Westminster and advised to follow instructions upon 
arrival. 
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 CHAPTER 2 
 
 
 Hanson Shaw disliked the rain. His right knee had been rebuilt 
following a training accident at Scotland Yard. It was now stronger 
than ever, but it tended to ache in wet weather. It was aching when 
he drove through the arched entranceway of the small mews in 
Westminster. 
 Divine justice, Shaw decided, the price for aborting a client 
meeting. Although the storm was held to blame, the woman on the 
phone had tutted unhappily. His current assignment was slipping 
behind schedule. 
 Parking his car, Shaw observed the approach of an armed 
security guard. 
 “Leave your keys in the vehicle.” The guard’s semiautomatic 
carbine became a pointer. “When you enter the building, take the 
lift to the fourth floor.”  
 Stepping out of the elevator, Shaw was greeted by an 
unsmiling, middle-aged woman dressed in black. Initially, her eyes 
rested on him without curiosity. But then, taking a single backward 
step, she seemed to study him more intently for several seconds. 
 Apparently satisfied he was the expected visitor; she led the 
way across the reception area to an imposing corner office.  
       The large room was beautiful. Shaw’s immediate impression 
was of high ceilings, tall windows, and antique furniture.  
 A smiling Piers Amery stepped across a richly embossed carpet 
to shake the visitor’s hand. “Hanson, thanks for coming straight 
in.” He extended an arm toward the other person in the room. 
“Let me introduce Alexander Hardy, head of internal security.” 
 The two men offered a study in opposites. Amery was tall, 
spare, grey, and angular, with a stiff, self-effacing nervousness. 
Agitated, he seemed anxious to please, a placatory smile animating 
pinched features. At first glance, Alexander Hardy had the look of 
an over-fleshed kewpie doll. His large face was deep red, his lips 
full and blubbery. But his pale, wolf-grey eyes demolished the 
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initial impression. Rising from his chair, the big security chief 
exuded the no-nonsense experience of command. “Good to meet 
you,” he said, nodding gravely.  
 “Sorry, Hanson but we’ll need you to sign the Official Secrets 
Act before we go any further.” Amery sighed his apologies. “That’s 
not a problem, is it?” 
 “No, of course not.” 
 “Excellent. You remember the drill.”  
 A single-page document was laid on the table. Shaw scrawled 
his signature over it.  
 Amery was bobbing his head in gratitude. “Good. Excellent. 
Right. Well, I must dash, so I’ll leave you gentlemen to it. But we’ll 
need to catch up, Hanson, when you’re up to speed. I’ll call you.” 
Gathering up a pile of folders, he nodded to Hardy, grinned at 
Shaw, and left the room.  
 “Make yourself comfortable.” Hardy was gesturing toward two 
luxurious settees that faced each other across a black lacquer coffee 
table. “Would you care for a cup of coffee, or perhaps a glass of 
Glenfiddich?” He sat himself on the front edge of his desk, his 
hand resting on a dark blue folder. 
 “Coffee, please.” 
 Hardy gave a slight nod of approval, as though his guest had 
passed a trifling test. Pressing a button on his intercom, he moved 
across to the window. “You know, Dr. Shaw, you’re something of 
a puzzle.” 
 “Am I?” 
 “I’ve heard you described as an enigma. And I’ve been asking 
myself—what exactly is an enigma?” He sounded thoughtful. 
 Shaw shifted slightly on the settee.  
 Hardy turned, his pale eyes settling on his guest. “Your rather 
sudden departure from Scotland Yard was quite unexpected––took 
everyone by surprise.” 
 “It was time for a change.” Shaw again became aware of the 
ache in his knee.  
 “I understand that Special Branch and MI5 made interesting 
offers.” The big security chief smiled thinly. “But instead you 
became an historian. Wrote a couple of books.” 
 “Books, occasional papers, and articles. Then there’s lecturing, 
research projects. It keeps me busy.” 
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 “And you find this work…rewarding?” The tone was distinctly 
patronizing. 
 “Satisfying.” 
 Hardy nodded at the folder on his desk. “According to your 
file, you’ve always had the ability to cut straight to the heart of an 
investigation. Do you know why you’re here?” 
 “The prime minister?” 
 The big man remained perfectly still, as though waiting for his 
visitor to continue.  
 Shaw smiled. “It was a reasonable assumption.”  
 Following a soft tap at the door, the woman in black wheeled a 
small trolley into the room. The aroma of freshly brewed coffee 
filled the air. Placing a tray on the ornate table in front of Shaw, 
she turned away and left without a word. 
 Hardy moved to the front of his desk. “Please, help yourself.” 
He seemed caught in a moment of indecision. “I would like to ask 
you something.” 
 Shaw poured his coffee, mixed in the cream. 
 “I should like to know what you see as the greatest single 
challenge facing this country today.” Standing behind the matching 
settee, the security chief folded his arms and waited.  
 Turning away from Hardy’s gaze, Shaw’s eyes settled on an 
early Canaletto on the wall. The luminous blues of water and sky 
had kept alive a moment in time from a Venetian summer of 
almost three hundred years earlier. “Blinkered indecision,” he said, 
at last, gazing intently at the masterpiece.  
 Frowning, Hardy looked thoughtful. “Would you define that 
for me?” 
 “A refusal to face reality, combined with an inability to take 
effective action.” 
 “Yes, very good.” The big security chief nodded. “All right.” It 
was almost as though a password had been uttered. Visibly more 
relaxed, he came around to sit on the matching settee. “But that 
was last week. Since then the nation’s problems have grown 
exponentially. We’re now in serious trouble.” 
 “The prime minister?” 
 Hardy stared at his guest, a final wavering. Swallowing his 
uncertainty, he nodded slowly.  
 “Is he unwell?” 
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 “A pertinent question. I wish I could answer you.” Hardy ran 
his hand over his hair, hinting at the depth of his anxiety. “But, you 
see, our prime minister, James Moore, is missing.” 
 Shaw’s instant of confusion was followed by a frozen moment 
of shock. Unexpectedly, his mind seized upon a memory: spring 
flowers, shifting patterns of trees, scant windblown leaves. His pulse was 
thumping in his temples. A lingering echo of the migraine eased 
over his awareness. Mindful of the silence in the room, he became 
conscious of the ticking of a carriage clock. He observed his own 
hand placing a cup on the coffee tray. Branches silhouetted against a 
pale, wintry sky. He found his voice. “Missing? I don’t understand.”  
 “Gone. Not here. Absent.” 
 They both sat perfectly still, Shaw in shock, Hardy waiting.  
 The former detective realized he had presupposed some kind 
of accident, or possibly a serious illness. But this was a catastrophe. 
“You make it sound as if he’s lost.” 
 “He may be lost. We don’t know. Right now, ‘missing’ is the 
word in vogue.”  
 “Since when?”  
 “Sunday.” 
 “How many people are aware of this?” 
 “An ever-widening circle.” Hardy sighed, his expression grim. 
“Deputy prime minister, Moran has taken charge of the day-to-day 
running of the country. Naturally, his aides and the cabinet are 
aware of the situation. Additionally, the scale of the search now 
underway is unprecedented, so the media will soon have their teeth 
into this. Frankly, as far as I’m concerned, that can’t happen soon 
enough.” He seemed deflated, as though failure in his search for 
Moore had been preordained.  
 “I imagine your first thoughts must have been to link the 
disappearance with these damn demonstrations.” Once again, vivid 
pictures intruded into Shaw’s awareness: a tall horseman glimpsed 
between glittering silver birches…the jumbled features of a vaguely familiar 
face. 
 “Yes,” Hardy was saying. “A reaction to Mr. Moore’s new 
immigration policy seems likely. We’ve ruled out nothing yet. Of 
course…” 
 But Shaw was no longer listening. His thoughts had leapt back 
to those few minutes beside the motorway; he saw again those 
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tumbling images. And now he recognized the jumbled, provokingly 
familiar features.  
 Sitting alone in his car, he had seen the face of a man gone 
missing.  
 At the time his thoughts had been meandering over Dismal 
Jimmy’s troubles. Was that the connection? It all made no sense. 
But then it never did. Falling beyond any rational explanation, his 
strange acuity had always defied logic.  
  Taking control of the meeting, he raised a hand to interrupt 
Hardy. “Was Mr. Moore alone, riding in the woods, when he 
disappeared?” His tone was measured, calm.  
 Hardy’s cool demeanor vanished. “How could you possibly 
know that?” he whispered, incredulous. “Has someone spoken 
with you already?” 
 Shaw shook his head, flexed his aching knee, and settled 
himself comfortably against the back of the settee. He offered a 
sympathetic smile. “No one has talked to me about any of this. But 
Mr. Moore is known to be a keen horseman. I imagine, at times, he 
rides alone?” 
 “Ah. Yes, of course,” Hardy muttered soberly. “Quite right.” 
Blinking rapidly, he stared at Shaw. A frown appeared. And then, 
the question the visitor knew would follow: “But then, how did 
you know he was riding in the woods?”  
 “Supposition.” The former detective raised his eyebrows. 
“There appear to be no witnesses.”  
 “Ah. Yes. Of course.” Clearly off-balance, Hardy seemed 
confused. He quickly came back to the moment, pouring himself a 
cup of black coffee. “I’m aware of your reputation, of course,” he 
mumbled, still unsettled. “But I must say that demonstration was 
remarkable.” 
 Massaging his knee, the former detective handed back the 
meeting to his host. “Who’s heading up the inquiry?” 
 “Commander Wallis.” 
 Shaw recalled John Wallis as a capable but uninspiring officer. 
“How may I be of help?”  
 Hardy cast a wary eye over his visitor. “Our initial investigation 
has so far turned up very little, although there is something…but 
perhaps I should cover a bit of background.” He sipped his coffee. 
“James Moore owns two horses. One is stabled in London; the 
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other is kept at the Cotswolds farm of the Honorable Jason 
Hutton, near Chipping Camden. Mr. Moore had arranged to ride 
for about an hour with Hutton on Sunday morning.  
 “As they were preparing to leave, the stable manager noticed 
that Hutton’s mount was staggering. It couldn’t be ridden. Later 
tests showed that the animal had been drugged with a powerful 
anesthetic. Anyway, the prime minister set off alone. He didn’t 
return. Almost an hour later his horse was located, tethered to a 
tree in some dense woodland. It was unharmed. But there was no 
trace of Mr. Moore. The police, supported by armed troops, were 
on the scene almost immediately. They searched every square inch 
of Hutton’s land, but found nothing.”  
 “Surely, a security detail accompanied the prime minister?” 
 “It was standard procedure for two government cars to circle 
the farm during the time the prime minister was riding. They drove 
along the lanes surrounding the property. The people in those cars 
saw nothing.” Hardy sounded bitter.  
 “Interesting.” 
 “Baffling.” The security chief was recovering his poise. “Now, 
the reason we’ve invited you here today.” He placed his cup on the 
tray. “Unexplained references have been found in Mr. Moore’s 
pocket diary, which was among his things at the farm. Similar 
references were discovered on a separate notepad in his office. 
They may have an historic significance.” 
 “I see.”  
 “Both articles are now in the hands of the police, but you may 
have a look at them if necessary. The diary note read, ‘discuss L of 
J with Giles.’ The notepad was slightly more forthcoming. Mr. 
Moore had written, ‘The Lions of Jerusalem?’ with a question 
mark. Then, further down the page, using the same pen, he’d 
written the word ‘Halifax?’ again with a question mark.” He stared 
expectantly at the former detective.  
 But Shaw was again recalling images and sounds: Shuddering 
echoes like a deep, guttural growl. And the muffled thud of hoof beats on a 
woodland track. Eventually, he framed a question. “What do your 
own people make of it?” 
 “Nothing.” Hardy shook his head, disgusted. “Absolutely 
nothing.” 
 “What action has been taken so far?” 
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 “We’ve made a number of assumptions. First, that ‘L of J’ 
refers to The Lions of Jerusalem. Second, that the prime minister 
wanted information about them, that he intended to ask his 
principal private secretary, Giles Twyler, to get that information for 
him.” 
 “Might Twyler have done so?” 
 “Not according to the PPS. Then there’s the single-word 
question, ‘Halifax?’ A city in Yorkshire and towns overseas––in the 
United States, Canada, and so on. A financial institution. And a 
wartime cabinet minister. Right now we’re looking at Halifax in 
Yorkshire. The prime minister’s late father was born there.” He 
sighed, a note of frustration. “But we have nothing at all on these 
Lions of Jerusalem. That’s a dead end.”  
 “Perhaps not.” Shaw had resumed his measured tone. “I may 
have something, although it relates to the rather distant past.”  
 Hardy was frowning as though assessing a new threat.  
 “The term, ‘Three Lions from Jerusalem,’ was given to three 
knights Richard I sent back to England in the autumn of 1192. The 
knights were to assist the justiciars in charge of the country to 
counter the rebellious activities of Prince John.”  
 “We’re talking, what? Eight hundred years ago?” Hardy looked 
lost. “I was hoping for something a little more recent.”  
 “Perhaps it’s time for some research.”  
 “Yes, of course. But does this possible connection tell us 
anything more right now?”  
 “Well, the lions of 1192 were in conflict with the forces of 
Islam.”  
 The observation gave Hardy a moment of pause. 
 “Would you like me to attempt a profile of these people? Put 
some flesh on the bones?” 
 “If that’s possible, yes. There may be no connection. But I’d 
like to be certain of that.” 
 “I understand.” 
 “But discretion will be essential.”  
 Shaw stood up, flexed his knee again. “I may need to confer 
with a number of experts in the field.” 
 “Fine, just don’t tell them anything.”  
 “By the way, are there any other horses stabled at the farm in 
Chipping Camden?” 
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 Hardy’s thin smile reappeared. “Still a detective at heart, eh?” 
He shook his head. “Two ponies and a nag. But not a suitable 
mount for Hutton among them.”  
 “A pity.” Shaw was nodding, looking thoughtful. “In terms of 
procedures, should I communicate with you directly?” 
 “Talk to me or Piers.” The security chief offered his hand. “I 
appreciate your support, Dr. Shaw, and look forward to working 
with you.” 
 

* 
 When the woman in black entered the room to remove the 
coffee tray, Hardy was gazing out the window. Glancing at her, the 
security chief indicated she should join him.  
 Together, they watched Shaw’s navy blue Jaguar turn right into 
Victoria Street. 
 Hardy crossed to his desk. “So, what were your immediate 
impressions of Dr. Shaw?” 
 “There’s something rather unsettling about him. But I can’t 
put my finger on it.”  
 A government vetting committee had selected Yvonne Mills 
for her position as personal assistant to Hardy. The committee 
members had been particularly impressed by her acute powers of 
observation. She was highly experienced, patient, thorough, and 
totally unflappable, in all respects ideally suited to the post. 
 “What can you tell me?” Hardy pressed. 
 Miss Mills cast her mind back to the moment of Shaw’s arrival. 
He was not unattractive, she decided: early thirties, tall and slim, 
blue eyes, dark hair, a pleasant face. But he appeared to possess a 
singular, indefinable quality that she found difficult to put into 
words. 
 She spoke as though thinking aloud. “I seemed to perceive an 
intangible air that affected the space around him, rather in the 
manner of a living energy field.”  
 Hardy was fascinated. “Really?” 
 “I don’t believe I’ve ever encountered anything quite like that 
before. Perhaps the director of MI5 said it best: the man’s an 
enigma.”  
 Looking thoughtful, Hardy flicked through the pages of the 
former detective’s file. “Yes. Look, perhaps you’d arrange for 
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Forester to see me before I leave this evening. I think we’ll ask him 
to keep an eye on Dr. Shaw for a while.” 
 “Yes, sir.”  
 Taking the coffee tray with her, Miss Mills returned to her own 
office. She made a note on her action pad to call Forester, which 
meant there were two calls she would be making regarding the 
somewhat unsettling visit of Dr. Hanson Shaw. 
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 CHAPTER 3 
 
 
 Peering at himself in the mirror, Jürgen Hillier straightened his 
tie. Pulling on his jacket, he crossed the room and resumed his seat 
in front of the doctor’s desk.  
 Senior Oncologist Dieter Gruber completed his notes. He 
looked pensive as he rose from his chair. Stepping around to the 
front of his desk, he leaned against the desktop and folded his 
arms.  
 The two men looked at each other in silence. 
 It was the patient who spoke. “How long?” 
 Gruber exhaled slowly. “I believe we’re looking at somewhere 
between three and six months.” He pursed his lips. “Of course, 
you could surprise us again.”  
 Staring at his doctor, Hillier took a few moments to reconcile 
himself to the stark new reality. “I think I’d guessed as much.” His 
voice was steady. “The level of discomfort has increased. And 
I’m…fatigued much of the time.” 
 “Discomfort? Fatigued?” the doctor permitted himself a wry 
smile. “I’ve never met anyone quite like you, Jürgen.” 
 A half smile touched Hillier’s face. “You mean I should be 
dead by now.” 
 “That you’re still walking around is impressive.” 
 “Un-discharged responsibilities, Dieter.” Hillier searched for a 
comfortable position on the chair. “Unfortunately, they weigh 
heavily upon me.” 
 “Well, discharge them, and quickly. There’s still time for that 
fishing trip.” He crossed the room to a glass-fronted cabinet. “I 
have some new tablets for you. For now.” 
 “For now?” 
 “Soon we may introduce a palliative that will feed directly into 
your system, supplied by a small bottle that will slip into your 
pocket. But we’re not there yet.” Gruber placed a small plastic 
container on the desk. “One tablet every hour. No more. If you 
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need additional assistance, ring me. We should speak regularly 
from now on.” 
 The patient picked up the container, studied the label. “Are 
they going to slow me down, like the blue pills?” 
 “I’m afraid so.” 
 Hillier nodded.  
 “If you cannot reach me, talk to my assistant, Joseph.”  
 “I may need to travel.” 
 Gruber raised his eyebrows. 
 “Paris.” 
 “Then you should take someone with you. I could arrange 
that, given sufficient notice.” 
 “Thank you.” 
 A few minutes later, Hillier was instructing his driver to take 
him home. Carefully, he settled himself into the back of his 
Mercedes limousine, adjusting the seat belt to minimize movement.  
 So it was the end at last, he thought calmly. Just a few months 
left in which to do so much. He stared out of the window at the 
darkening Berlin skyline but saw nothing, his mind awash with 
pressing matters.  
 First, he must tender his resignation as interim leader of the 
society, and instruct the elders to call the Assembly. The age-old 
election process would then take its majestic course, in spite of the 
fact that there was really only the one contender.  
 His thoughts settled on his old friend, Dietmar Beck, who had 
been bludgeoned to death just over a year earlier on the edge of a 
park in Freiburg. His natural successor, Dietmar had been a 
popular choice and might have been an outstanding leader. But 
that fine prospect was lost forever, along with many of the 
principles that had guided The Lions of Jerusalem for so long.  
 Now, the man who had arranged the murder of his friend 
would seize the leadership, and there was nothing he could do to 
stop him. His delaying tactics were at an end.  
 He had run out of time.  
 Suddenly, as the car turned left into Potsdamer Strasse, pain 
was tearing through him. Quickly, reaching into his pocket for the 
new medication, Hillier extracted a single pill from the small 
container and pushed it into his mouth. The calming effect was 
nearly instantaneous. At once, he was breathing more easily. 
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Carefully, he eased the angle of his backrest by pressing the 
electronic seat adjustment. Then, willing himself to relax, he closed 
his eyes.  
 A few months and all the fretting would be over, he told 
himself––just a few more months.  
 God help the society.   
 And God help the world. 
 

* 
 The ghost of a smile gave way to a frown when Sarah Wood 
replaced the telephone receiver. Having guessed the government 
would draft Hanson Shaw into the search for the missing prime 
minister, she was experiencing a curious mix of feelings: self-
satisfaction mingled with anxiety.  
 The security services were responding effectively. That was 
reassuring. But the arrival of Shaw was likely to pose problems for 
the society. 
 Yvonne Mills’s description of the ‘Shaw Phenomenon’ pushed 
its way into her thoughts: “I seemed to perceive an intangible air 
that affected the space around him, rather in the manner of a living 
energy field.”  
 Yvonne was an important asset. Operating at the heart of 
government security, the woman had always displayed a cool 
objectivity. But Shaw had disturbed that rock-solid composure. He 
had left the special contact agitated and confused.  
 Perhaps she should have anticipated that, Sarah thought. Her 
own research had suggested an inability by insiders to explain 
Shaw’s remarkable success while serving with the police. The 
highly observant Yvonne Mills had apparently accomplished more 
than most, and after only a few seconds in the former detective’s 
company. 
 Sarah was not anticipating any new developments regarding 
the search itself. Not yet. Such things took time. The authorities 
had only just begun their efforts to unravel the extraordinary 
mystery. She had to let them do their jobs. 
 But the ‘Shaw Phenomenon,’ that was something else. She 
resolved to meet the former detective at the earliest opportunity. 
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* 
 Alone in his study, billionaire financier Edward Cheyne reread 
the short e-mail from Centurion, a key contact within the higher 
echelons of the British government.  
 James Moore was missing. Gone.  
 “Gone where?” Cheyne demanded aloud. “What the fuck’s 
going on? Missing? Oh, for Christ’s sake!” Angrily, he stabbed the 
intercom to buzz his secretary. 
 “Yes, sir?” 
 “Get Malensky in here, now.” 
 “Yes, sir.” 
 Cheyne was working to contain his rising anger. What the hell 
was going on? London had always been a shambles, a complete 
bloody shambles.  
 His eyes returned to the e-mail.  
 Missing.  
 Was it possible? Moore’s government was a fiasco. Perhaps 
something like this was inevitable, even symptomatic of Britain’s 
troubles today. “Unbelievable!” 
 As an Englishman, Cheyne was not simply angry he was 
embarrassed. Rising from his chair, he stepped over to the window 
and watched the traffic flowing smoothly along Park Avenue 
twenty-five stories below. Slowly, he began to calm himself. New 
York had always lifted his spirits. It was one of the few places left 
on earth where a successful man could still breathe. 
 “Change is coming,” his rich baritone voice announced to the 
city outside his window. “Change so profound, it’ll redefine the 
power centers of the modern world.” He sighed in frustration. 
“And it can’t come soon enough.” 
 A short while earlier he had been in an excellent mood. An 
informant had confirmed that Jürgen Hillier was on the home 
stretch of terminal cancer. It was the end of the old man’s delays, 
the end of his excuses for holding up the Assembly. The German 
would now have no choice but to announce his retirement, which 
meant a leadership election would take place within twenty-eight 
days. But perhaps ‘election’ was not the right word, he thought, 
luxuriating in a brief moment of self-satisfaction. “No, not the 
right word at all. For in reality, Hillier will be announcing my 
coronation.”  
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 Cheyne had known for some time that the interim leader of 
the society was seriously ill. Nonetheless, the financier’s patience 
had been sorely tested. But now he could smile at the bitter irony 
of the situation, reflecting that impending death was the only 
reason the aging German was still alive. 
 This unforeseen development in London, however, had taken 
the shine off the good news from Berlin. If true, it could prove to 
be a highly disruptive complication.  
 There was a sharp knock at his door. 
 “Come.” 
 His elderly director of operations, Igor Malensky, entered the 
study. “Centurion?” the old man wheezed. 
 “What’s going on?” 
 “I telephoned him as soon as I saw the e-mail. It’s true. James 
Moore has vanished.” He shrugged. “No one knows a damn thing. 
It’s chaos over there.” 
 “It makes no sense.” 
 “Disappeared while out riding.”  
 “Our plans are shredded, absolutely bloody shredded!” Cheyne 
motioned his employee to a chair. “May Christ preserve us from 
lunacy.” He looked at the old man over the top of his reading 
glasses. “Theories?” 
 “Centurion used the word ‘missing,’ but I’m inclined to think 
‘kidnapped.’” Malensky’s indeterminate eastern European accent 
had become more pronounced, and that suggested he was feeling 
pressured. Despite a first-class university education in England, he 
had never shaken off his roots.  
 “Kidnapping.” Cheyne considered the idea. “So much more 
difficult than assassination.” 
 “And as we know, it implies an ongoing purpose.” 
 “Yes.” Moving back to his desk, Cheyne stared at the e-mail 
once more. “Recommendations?” 
 “I believe we should consider the possibility of a direct threat.” 
 “Another candidate?”  
 “Unlikely. But until we know more, it might be politic to 
assume the worst. The risk of direct competition remains the weak 
link in our strategy. Any stalwart candidate poking his head above 
ground must be stomped out of contention, ruthlessly.”  
 “What about Gustav Hamel? Could he be involved?” 
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 “Hamel’s little more than a yapping dog. He has no stomach 
for action.” 
 “Yes, I’m inclined to agree. But we shouldn’t underestimate 
the influence of Herr Hamel.” Cheyne’s anger flared. “He’s a 
damned nuisance! He refuses to see that I want only what’s best 
for all of us. His constant, carping criticism is hurting me among 
the undecided electors.” Pushing himself away from his desk, the 
financier stalked back to the front window. “What the hell is he 
doing in London?” His fingers tapped out a nervous drumbeat on 
the window frame. “Frankly, it would better serve the world if 
Gustav Hamel returned to Vienna in a box.”  
 The old man gave no reaction. 
 Cheyne folded his arms. “So, competition?” 
 “As I say, it’s unlikely. But to some extent, we’re competing 
already with whoever’s got James Moore.”  
 Cheyne frowned at the prospect of more bad news. “How?” 
 “When the story breaks, it’ll become a media firestorm.” 
 “Pushing us into the shadows.” 
 “Oh, swamping our program completely, unless…” Malensky 
paused dramatically. 
 “Go on.” 
 “Unless we can upstage the kidnapping of a British prime 
minister.” 
 Slumping into a chair, Cheyne weighed the old man’s words. 
“You’re talking about the fallback target.”  
 Malensky nodded. 
 “But could it be set up in time?” 
 A hint of self-satisfaction moved over the old man’s face. “I’ve 
been playing it safe, moving forward with the arrangements for 
both targets.” 
 Cheyne was taken aback. “Everything’s…in place?” 
 “You have only to give the word.” 
 The Englishman found a smile. “You’ve done well, Igor!” 
 Malensky ventured a grin. 
 “But it would have to be convincing. We couldn’t afford the 
slightest doubt.” 
 “Absolutely.”  
 “You really think it would smother the coverage of Moore’s 
kidnapping?” 
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 “Done properly, it should smother everything. Especially if it 
happens after London’s big news has enjoyed a few days in the 
sun. And in the madness that follows, Moore’s disappearance 
could actually work for us.” 
 “Yes, I see that.”  
 “Given the timetable, the fallback target is the only realistic 
option right now.” 
 The Englishman reached a decision. “You’re right, Hillier’s 
announcement will happen soon and we must be ready. I agree, so 
let’s start the ball rolling.”  
 “Commencing with the Italian operation?” 
 Cheyne nodded. “As planned.” 
 “Three or four days should be sufficient to settle details on the 
ground,” Malensky said. “After that, it’s just a question of selecting 
the right moment.” 
 “Good. You can start the tactical elements in Britain at the 
same time.” 
 “Right.”  
 “The next few weeks are going to be very demanding, Igor. 
But when they’re over, the society will be ours. And we’ll be on our 
way.”  
  

* 
 Hanson Shaw was driving along Park Lane, reflecting upon his 
extraordinary meeting with Hardy.  
 The prime minister of Great Britain and Northern Ireland had 
vanished, got lost in the woods. It seemed impossible, a diabolical 
practical joke. But, according to Alexander Hardy, the impossible 
had happened. The man was gone; no—missing, Shaw reminded 
himself, grasping at the finest wisp of reassurance. Missing. 
Nonetheless, whatever the nomenclature, Britain was left with a 
gaping hole at the head of government. 
 Shadows of catastrophe drifted among the deeper recesses of 
the former detective’s mind. Was Hardy correct? Were Moore’s 
immigration proposals behind his disappearance? If so, what did 
that mean for the country? Might the authorities overreact, and 
crack down on immigrant communities? 
 Britain was a multicultural society. Although politically dead, 
multiculturalism was a fact of life. The prospect of heavy-booted 
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security personnel stomping over racial and cultural sensitivities 
raised the prospect of a calamitous outcome.  
 But Shaw was beginning to think like a detective again, and 
that had consequences. 
 He turned his thoughts to the experience on the motorway. 
After six years of deep slumber, his special acuity had awoken. 
Visions were once again invading his mind; breathing life into a 
subconscious inner awareness he thought was lost forever. 
 He was back in a universe of one.  
 At Scotland Yard, his remarkable acuity had often left his 
colleagues breathless. Time and again he had sliced through the 
initial fog of bland inquiry, delivering extraordinary insights and 
exceptional results.  
 He had gained a reputation.  
 And now those disturbing images of misadventure, crime, and 
catastrophe were again intruding into his world, to be forged upon 
his consciousness.  
       He supposed it was inevitable that bitter memories should 
follow in their wake––stark, lingering recollections of a life turned 
upside down. 
       Consequences. 
 Gently, he pushed the memories aside.  
 Making his way through the busy traffic around Marble Arch, 
Shaw saw groups of demonstrators making for the tube station. 
Amid a plethora of placards and posters, a bright red banner was 
screaming a mute demand: MOORE MUST GO!  

 “You’re too late, guys,” he muttered, his smile skeptical at 
the irony, “James Moore has already gone.” 
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