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 …sample excerpt one… 

Chapter 22 
  

     Gorhambury House. St Alban’s, County of Hertfordshire, England. 
1581 

…His return to Gorhambury from the European continent was a sad 
occasion.  During his absence of several years he had received news 
of the death of his foster father, Sir Nicholas Bacon, aged 
seventy.  Paulet had told Francis the Queen had determined he should 
remain on his grand tour of Europe and so he had had no option but to 
write to Lady Anne to express his condolences to her. Anthony had 
returned earlier to comfort his mother while Francis continued his 
journeys. On his arrival Lady Anne had asked to see Francis privately 
the following morning. 

During his time abroad Francis had travelled widely, accompanied at 
all times by Paulet, taking time in all the great capitals of Europe to 
learn their languages, to study their art and history, and to learn the 
new fashions and styles of the great European Renaissance. It was 
over two years since they had departed from Paris. They went first to 
Lisboa, then to Madrid and Cordoba, and on to Verona, Venezia, 
Firenze and Roma. In Paris he met and held talks with Pierre de 
Ronsard, then fifty-five, the philosopher poet of the French 
Renaissance.  While on his travels he visited Greece and Egypt and 
several countries of the ancients and learned of their mystical Orders. 
He studied the teachings of Arabian lore and Egyptian mysticism, and 
of the Kabbalah and their ability to write and transcribe codes in a 
printed page with messages which were invisible to the uninitiated… 
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…In the morning Francis had gone down to breakfast with Lady Anne, 
but thought best not to tell her of his experience that night.  They had 
drunk some wine with their meal of cold meats and cheese and dried 
fruits when Lady Anne sat back in her chair to speak. 

“I need inform you of news you need be made aware,” she quietly. 

“On the occasion of Sir Nicholas’s passing no right or condition of his 
Will and Testament was given to you.  My two sons Nicholas and 
Anthony are to inherit all of Sir Nicholas’s worldly goods, and full title to 
Gorhambury, where in my lifetime I am to reside.” 

Francis rose to kiss the hand she proffered him.  She had been good to 
him but strict in behavior as had Sir Nicholas. If he had ever seen them 
as his parents it somehow now seemed in abstract form, but he had a 
great affection for them as they did for him. His relationship with his 
real mother, the Queen, he felt was only now beginning. Her visits to 
him as a child had usually been brief and questioning. 

Lady Anne had said no more than she need say. She had done her 
duty as the Queen had requested, but by her words Francis knew not 
to discuss the subject of his real mother, or even of his real father of 
whom he still had no knowledge. Further, that since his foster father 
had made no provision for him it was a sure sign of his real 
parenthood.  He felt that his future was now surely to be in the hands 
of the Queen. This he surmised with some trepidation of the new 
existence that was soon to open up before him… 

 

…His adventures in Europe had taught him many things of the senses. 
He had not forsaken his passion for Marguerite. He had written her 
many sonnets to express his love for her but received no reply. She 
had been in his thoughts nearly every day, and despite attempts by 
Paulet to introduce Francis to as many young Princesses of European 
blue blood as possible, he had done little more than dance and joke 
with them, ignoring their sometimes obvious advances. But with his 
good sense of humor and gentle wit he had charmed his way into the 
hearts of many who were to remember his name in future. 

Francis had written a recent ode to Marguerite and, having not heard 
from her had not sent it, so as not to show her how much her denial of 
him injured his feelings. He had heard rumor of her affairs, both of 
those past and new, and for the first time the green eyed monster of 
jealousy had disturbed and dismayed him.  His poem had lain for many 
moons in a drawer of his bureau unsent since he had first written it and 
Francis would read it from time to time hoping one day he could 



 

destroy it, having dispensed with the feelings for Marguerite that 
tugged daily at his heart. 

  

“My love is as a fever, longing still for that which longer nurseth the 
disease; 

Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill, the uncertain sickly 
appetite to please. 

My reason, the physician to my love, angry that his prescriptions are 
not kept, 

Hath left me, and I desperate now approve, desire is death, which 
physic did except. 

Past cure I am, now reason is past care, and frantic-mad with 
evermore unrest; 

My thoughts and my discourse as madmen’s are, at random from the 
truth vainly express’d. 

For I have sworn thee fair, and thought thee bright, who art as black as 
hell, as dark as night.”… 

 

…sample excerpt two… 
 

Chapter 70 
  

Highgate. London. December. 2014 

 

... But as the author of the plays published in the name of 
Shakespeare, few knew him. Francis was said to have been buried at 
St Albans Church but when his tomb was opened for investigation no 
trace of human remains were found.  As for the Stratford actor 
Shaksper his tomb too held no remains.  



 

What a strange world it was we lived in, Mrs G considered, in which 
truth was often stranger than fiction, but who was to tell which from 
which?  Did we in reality live our lives in a blinkered three dimensional 
fantasy without any idea of what was happening in a parallel fourth 
dimensional world of space and time, let alone a parallel Universe of 
infinite multi parallel Universes, as some now believed existed. In that 
her thoughts were in common with Francis. Infinity had been a subject 
that fascinated them both since the discovery of finitude might provide 
the conclusion to the scientific quest for the beginning of the Universe 
and man’s existence. 

The modern concept of Cryogenics was for the body to be deep frozen 
on death in order to be re-instated alive at some future date. It would 
seem, Mrs G thought, that if Francis had indeed tried all forms of 
reincarnation with John Dee in his attempts to discover a means to 
immortality, then the act of his stuffing the bird showed he had not yet 
found it.  If this was so then perhaps her quest had failed and Ethan 
was right. She needed to go home, and perhaps even accept his 
promise of long life, if she could believe him!  

With her day done Mrs G took the waiting taxi back to the Ritz for her 
last night in London. Tomorrow she was to be on the final leg of her 
adventure before she set off for Boston with whatever secrets she 
might still discover. The cold of Highgate Hill had chilled her to the 
marrow, as it had once done Francis, and as she sat in the back of the 
taxicab she coughed violently and once again brought blood on to her 
handkerchief as she had increasingly done since her visit to her Harley 
Street doctor. She had ignored his warning that she needed treatment 
at London’s Lister Hospital for unknown diseases. There had not been 
the time. 

She had been too busy wanting to complete her mission. The weeks 
away had gone by so fast but yet her adventure seemed like an age. 
One in which she had relived her life anew in a world in which time 
meant nothing and everything. She went early to bed to be ready for a 
5.00am call to get to her to the Lufthansa flight to Berlin the following 
morning. It departed from London’s inner City airport, situated by rail 
on the Thames not far from the ancient Tower of London. There was 
no sign of Ethan and she hoped he would not know of the small central 
London business airport. She locked and chained her room door and 
slipped between the bed sheets with a sigh of relief. Tomorrow was 
another day.  She would call the children in the morning and tell them 
she would be back in the next few days… 

 

 



 

…sample excerpt three… 

Chapter 75 
  

Washington DC. Phillip Buonarroti’s Office. December 

  

…As far as Phillip knew no similar phial had been found on or near 
Abe’s body, but from his inquiries it seemed it may only have needed a 
fraction of the fluid’s spores to be ingested, by contact or inhalation, to 
cause virtually instant death in its concentrate form.  A powerful 
antibiotic by the name of Coliston discovered some fifty years ago had 
a similar effect and had been banned, since there had been no known 
way to effectively dilute its potency.  How long the effects of Abe’s 
discovery might last was also an unknown factor. Did it have a shelf life 
and if so what was it?  He was totally in the dark. 

Phillip had made discreet inquiries but it seemed Abe had been 
working on his project for several years to culminate his life’s work and 
had played his cards close to his chest.  No patent for it had been 
taken out as far as it was possible to ascertain, which in the 
competitive world of giant pharma the drug companies might have 
stolen or imitated once published. From Phillip’s inquiries it seemed 
Abe’ laboratory assistants knew nothing of it but had said Abe often 
worked late at night on his own pet projects. He had done so on 
occasions from the small laboratory at his home, and may well have 
not wanted to expose his research team to the drug’s dangers. 

Since Mrs G was not a chemist it was unlikely she would have played 
any part in the drug’s creation but perhaps Abe might have left its 
formula with her. One way or another on her return Phillip swore he 
would find out and, if she had it and refused to tell him, then he would 
have it forced out of her.  It was of far greater importance for its secrets 
to be in the hands of the Order and their choice of its best use.  Phillip 
was not a weak man but his ambitious wife Ursula, of German 
extraction, had always been his driving force in decisions of 
conscience, and she had urged him not to get bogged down in 
sentimentalities. He was to see himself as a commander in battle, she 
had said, in which lives were expendable in order to win. She did not 
appreciate that once on the battlefield only confusion reigned. 

Ursula had spotted Phillip early in his career and was behind his every 



 

move. She knew all about Phil’s sexual preferences and saw no 
reason to put a stop to his pastimes with his youthful assistant. It let 
her off the bondage hook, which had become boring, and she had her 
own more interesting fish to fry in the gymnasium where she exercised 
daily. Her body was strong and her figure still taut and there were 
many young athletic women who liked the flattery she gave them and 
her open attentions in the locker rooms and showers. Hardly a week 
went by without a new soapy conquest! 

But God forbid that her Phil should fall in love in some silly infatuation. 
She would soon put a stop to that. Life was good, and if Phil’s 
ambitions were realized she and he would be sitting pretty at the top of 
Washington’s messy pile. She knew its reality and had no illusions 
about the world. She was lucky to have been born twenty years after 
the end of World War Two and to have avoided the post war 
deprivation her parents had suffered. Now that Germany was back on 
its feet with a woman at its head who dominated European politics, she 
was proud of the German race and its peoples’ determination to be 
“Uber Alles" once more. She sympathized with Hitler’s ambition to 
restore the chaos of Germany’s social crisis in the Depression years 
after the first World War with strong leadership. She approved of order, 
which she saw as sadly lacking in the USA of today. 

Phillip did his best as a layman to explain to the meeting the properties 
of sulphonamides, and despite his own lack of detailed knowledge the 
members had been happy to accept his explanation. One other 
concern bothered him that he did not mention to them. Suppose Mrs G 
was to disclose Abe’s project publicly in the book she intended to 
publish?  As the elixir of life it was said to be then she may see it as the 
purpose of her Holy Grail that its benefits should be revealed to the 
world. What had Abe told her? If so had she told anyone 
else?  Perhaps the children?  He dismissed the thought. He realized he 
was getting paranoid and shook it off. In any event she had said she 
would send him a draft of her book in advance… 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

…sample excerpt four… 

Chapter 76 
  

Brookline. Boston. December. 2014 

  

...Gerry had come down to breakfast early and found Esther preparing 
the table. He told her they had a guest and Esther had said nothing 
when Ben had joined them. She was looking forward to Mrs G’s return. 
It had been a responsibility having the kids under her eye and she did 
not like the thought of strangers staying overnight. She hoped Gerry 
knew what he was doing inviting his tutor back. He didn’t look like any 
professor she had ever met, but then that was not so many. They had 
taken their orange juices and coffee and donuts into the conservatory, 
the overnight snow melting on its windows. In half an hour Marianne 
had joined them looking a little dazed, and Ben began where he had 
left off. He had called a taxi to come an hour ahead and needed to 
finish what he had started. 

  

“The Shakespeare plays when written were bang up to date with 
events of their time but the publication dates on their covers were often 
out by many years since the texts were often copied and re-copied, or 
were updates of plays which had been written or performed years 
earlier. Macbeth had been written to please King James 1st on his 
ascendancy to England’s throne and to whom Bacon owed his then 
upcoming career.  “Double double toil and trouble” were words known 
to millions but they did not realize the famous dance of the witches 
round their cauldron referred to the rotation of the planets in the 
celestial world. Macbeth was written to provoke a new moral outlook on 
the world as was that of Anthony and Cleopatra, and of the resistance 
to it from the wiles of women to achieve their own ends.” 

  

“Several of the Shakespeare plays. Hamlet, Lear, Macbeth, Othello 
and Cymbeline showed a knowledge of moving stars as were shown in 
the Elizabethan Chronicles publications of Raphael Holinshead of 
those times, of which we have a record today.  Other plays; Loves 
Labour Lost; TheWinter’s Tale and The Merchant of Venice, all contain 



 

references to newly discovered stars. It is likely that the setting of 
Hamlet was in Denmark due to the presence there of Tycho Brahe who 
had built an observatory on an island by the name of Hven where he 
lived and worked. He had observed a new supernova in 1572 which 
was very likely the star described in Hamlet in the ghostly walks of the 
dead King.” 

  

“If it was a new star it would have possibly been the first since the birth 
of Christ which had led the three wise men of the Magi to him, and so a 
portent of some great event, possibly a new King or the much 
prophesied Apocalypse.  The 1572 supernova proved to be a turning 
point in astronomical history and was shortly after to be followed by the 
Great Comet of 1577 when many people forecast a disaster or “dis-
astra”, the Latin meaning of “against the stars”, which would follow.” 

  

“The towers and turrets of Tycho Brahe’s fantastical home were likely 
the model for Prince Hamlet’s castle of Elsinore. Tycho, who wore a 
silver nose in place of the one he had lost in a duel, was supported by 
the Danish King who spent an entire ton of gold setting up the world’s 
first scientific observatory on Hven which mapped seven hundred and 
seventy seven stars. King James 1st of England had visited it with his 
Danish wife as did John Dee and Digges and most probably Bacon 
and their friends.”  

 

…sample excerpt five… 
 

Chapter 83 
  

Washington DC. USA. Late December. 2014. Phillip Buonarroti’s Office 

…The package Phillip had received was well sealed, and he tore away 
the last pieces of paper from it with his hands. Inside was a thick 
gummed envelope, and inside it loose-leaf sheets of paper, some 
typed in small print but with handwritten notes which had been 
scanned and copied, some of which appeared to be hieroglyphics or 
equations. It must be the “book” Mrs G had promised him. About fifty 



 

pages Phillip estimated.  Most probably she had not had time to finish 
it. Mrs G had been busy but it was shorter than he had expected. 
There was no covering note.  

If the information the “book” may contain was to touch on Abe’s 
invention, or his connection with the Order, it would not see the light of 
day. He, Phillip, would make sure of that. He felt sure that Abe would 
not have told Mrs G of the Order’s intentions to use his elixir 
selectively, but then again he might have done. The thought made 
Phillip’s stomach queasy and he quickly popped another Zantac from a 
packet he always kept handy.  It was a good job that Noi, his assistant, 
politely ignored his flatulence. Fortunately it was a sign of appreciation 
to the Chinese, someone had once said. 

He leafed quickly through the loose pages of which he could make little 
sense.  The words and numbers appeared jumbled, with drawings of 
strange symbols. Arrows pointing here and there, and more annoyingly 
much of it seemed a scribbled mess, perhaps in code; but if so then 
the Order had contacts who could deal with that. He remembered that 
the last time he had heard from Ethan he had said Mrs G had been in 
hospital unwell after a car accident. Perhaps her mind had been 
wandering and what he was looking at was just the product of her 
delusion? 

The sheets were un-numbered without any apparent order.  Perhaps 
Mrs G had died, as Ethan had predicted, and so she had had no time 
to complete them. But if so then who had sent them and why?  Phillip 
had some calls to make and would try to make sense of it all later 
when the office was quieter during the Christmas period just days 
away.  

He crossed the room to the wallsafe, having checked the latest code 
sent that hour to his lap top.  The papers would be secure in the safe 
for the time being.  As he opened it he saw once again the phial Abe 
had given to him.  The book was nothing compared to the dilemma the 
phial presented in finding the secret formula of its contents.  It was 
essential to find Mrs G to learn what she knew. Where the frigging hell 
was Ethan? Phillip had relied on him too much. What was Ethan’s 
goddam problem?  Phillip’s normally well-controlled temper rose. No 
trusting these foreigners he thought, but then again he had never 
questioned where Ethan had come from. Too late now, “the son of a 
bitch,” he spoke out loud. 

  

“In time we hate that which we often fear”, was a quotation of 
Shakespeare that rung in Phillip’s ears and disquieted him. He had an 



 

intimate knowledge of the history of the Founding Fathers, and as a 
Mason had always known perfectly well of Bacon’s supreme role in its 
Masonic ideals. Washington’s Folger Library was a mine of material on 
Bacon’s life. Although he believed Bacon was the author of the 
Shakespeare plays what was the point in upsetting the public’s view of 
Shakespeare as a commoner from nowhere? It was the sort of thing 
that gave people hope, not realizing that intellect was born and bred in 
the bone… 

 

 …sample excerpt six… 
 

Further information: 
  

Further information relating to references within The Royal Secret are 
available via our web site or social media sites listed below, where we 
have compiled details, pictures and websites of subjects within The 
Royal Secret: 

Web: http://www.theroyalsecret.info 

Twitter: www.twitter.com/theroyal_secret 

Facebook: www.facebook.com/theroyalsecret.book 

Pinterest: www.pinterest.com/theroyalsecret 

Pearltrees: www.pearltrees.com/the_royal_secret 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


