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Beck's Game
Series 1 : Part 2
Seven Sisters

ANTIQUE SHOP

A sense of ordered chaos greeted visitors and prospective customers to a shop not far
from Edgware Road Station.
 The owner  liked the  style,  eccentric  people  were her  main  customers  and overly
ordered surroundings  may  not  entice  them  to  enter  and then discover  the  hidden
treasures within.
 The bell on the door rang, like something from a radio comedy sketch, and two men
entered, one about ten years older than the other.
 'I still don't get why you couldn't have just bought it and kept it aside until you found
someone suitable.' Rhys waited whilst Alex closed the door behind him, the bell rang
again.
 'One thing I have to make clear,' Alex looked him in the eyes. 'If you are going to do this,
if you are going to take Seven Sisters and be my in the tribe, you have to obey the rules
of the Game.'
 'But you can't hold one even for a minute?'
 Alex didn't respond but went and stood by the shop counter, although he didn't call for
attention, Rhys assumed the noise of them entering would be enough to do that.
 Changing the subject Rhys joined him looking around the shop. 'That's a lot of junk.'
 'Yes.'
 'How did you know the fob was here?'
 'Token. I just did. I kept my eye on it. When a Player leaves the Game, sometimes it's
easy to track; in this case... to here.' Alex indicated the piles of antiques scattered about
the room.
 'What would happen if no one buys it?'
 'I think it's more a case of who gets to be the first to buy this one. I'm not the only one
who knew it was for sale here. But I made sure I had control of it.'
 'Even if you can't touch it?'
 'Yes.'
 'Hello?' An old eccentric looking lady appeared as if by magic behind the counter. 'Are
you two alright?'
 Alex smiled and nodded. 'Yes thanks. You have put a fob watch aside for me. I put down
a deposit...'
 Recognition dawned in the face of the shop owner. 'Yes, unusual object. Have you come
to buy?'
 'I have.'
 The shop owner nodded and turned to head into the back room. 'Ok, just wait there for
me please.'
 Alex lowered his voice so only Rhys could hear him. 'When she comes back make sure
that when she hands it over you take it. I can not touch it.'
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 'Oh come on...'
 'Seriously if I'm caught I could be out of the Game, or-.'
 'Who would know?'
 Alex  looked  around  him  in  a  conspiratorial  manner.  'Anyone  can  be  working  for
another tribe. Guardians are everywhere, not just on the tube. This could be a set up.
She hands it to me and there's a camera somewhere and they've got proof I've broken
the rules.'
 Rhys paused, again it worried him, what was he getting himself into? 'Wow! You know
when you say stuff like that it scares me a little.'
 'If you don't have the courage to play, maybe you shouldn't.'
 'Then I think about the money.'
 'And the trouble you're in...'
 Rhys let out a breath. 'If you weren't paying for that B and B I'd be on the streets by
now.'
 'I'm rich, I'm a very good Player. You don't know about the bonuses yet... plus you'll
pay me back.'
 Every time they talked it revealed new information about the Game, Rhys wondered if
he would ever get his head round it all.
 'Bonuses?'
 'Time for that later, you're only a beginner... you're not even that. What's keeping her
so long?'
 When those moments of doubt passed Rhys just felt the frustration of not knowing it
all, he just wanted to get on with it.
 'Seriously, I owe you one, not just for that but for everything, for introducing me to the
Game.'
 'Well it's not all philanthropic. I get something out of it too. When you're in the tribe
we can  work together.  Tribe  mates  and a  member  of  the  tribe  who is  a  mate  are
different things. You'll have the money to pay me back and you'll be able to do me some
favours.'
 'It's  a  deal.'  And  now  it  seemed  exciting  again.  'He  just  kicked  me  out  of  my
apartment...'
 Alex laughed. 'It was a box, you just had room for a bed. You're better off out of there.
But payday is in two days and you need to be signed up. There's only four a year, you'd
be waiting months until the next one.'
 They both turned as the shop owner came back. She didn't look happy.
 'It was Mr Kane wasn't it?'
 Rhys could tell Alex had also picked up on the change of mood.
 'Yes.'
 There was a moment's pause. 
 'I'm really sorry but I can't seem to find it.'
 Rhys noted Alex's normally confident manner slip, just for a second.
 'Oh. It is important, I said it was when I put down the large deposit and it's important
we, he, gets it today.'  It  seemed amiable but there was steel running through those
words and the shop owner noted this.
 'Ok, but I don't know where...'
 Alex smiled and leant forward, just slightly.
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 'That's not good enough.'
 The shop owner flicked her gaze to Rhys, but he felt it safer to just ignore it.
 'We have other nice fob watches he might like, I can show you,' she carried on.
 'He  needs  that  one.  That  specific  one.'  With  each  sentence  Alex  lost  more  of  the
friendliness. 'I asked you to look after it.'
 'I know, I'm sorry.'
 'So what has happened to it?'
 'I'm... I... er one of the others might have moved it...'
 'Moved it?'
 'Or  sold  it,'  when she said  it  she  whispered it,  maybe  hoping it  might  soften  the
meaning. Rhys could tell she was a little bit scared; so was he to be honest, he'd never
seen Alex like this.
 'Sold it?' Alex's words were hard and heavy. 'You can't have sold it, it was put aside for
me.'
 'I don't know what else to say.'
 'Well think of something.'
 Panic was building in the woman's eyes and Rhys felt sorry for her, but then if the
token had been sold to someone else his chance to play the Game, to improve his life, to
fix his problems were gone with it. Worse whoever had it might also be playing in his
place.
 'I can ask the others who work here.' The shop owner was almost stammering now. 'I
can look at the records of purchases over the last week...'
 'Well get cracking.'
 Rhys wouldn't have been surprised if Alex marched the woman out the back himself.
All traces of calmness had gone, it was just anger.
 'If you've sold it, and lets hope you haven't, but if... you had better get it back to sell to
me. And I need it by close of business tonight at the latest. Do you understand?'
 'But we don't always record who bought what and even then, how do I get them to
return it? You can have your deposit back.'
 'I want the watch. I need it by this evening. I'll come back at four o'clock. It had better
be here.' Alex put a card on the counter. 'Here is my number, call me with good news.'
 With that Alex turned and headed to the door. The bell rang as he opened it and and
not paying Rhys any attention he marched out the door and down the street.
 Rhys looked back at the woman, was she shaking? Just a little?
 'Thanks,' he muttered and too left the shop.

ARNOS GROVE STATION

The circular  entrance hall,  over looked by the large windows above,  was empty of
customers, in fact other than the bored looking member of staff Laura and Neil would
have been alone.
 Neil was still staring at the big circular display in the middle of the hall, the old ticket
booth. Subtle he was not. Not that it mattered, the member of staff hadn't seemed to
notice them.
 Regardless Laura felt a frustration; Neil was going to attract attention eventually. She
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crept her way across the room to join him.
 'Hurry up,' she whispered.
 Neil stopped his examination of the booth. 'I'm going as fast as I can...' he said a little to
loudly for her liking.
 'Shush.'
 'Will you calm down? It's not like we've been followed. If we're caught the Piccadills
will just assume we're trying a normal raid. So don't keep making such a fuss, act like
this is normal. It's been a free station for ages anyway, everyone knows it's an obvious
target and nobody is watching.'
 'I suppose, it's not like we've not got a long standing free station ourselves. But what if
that's a lie? I just don't want to bump into any Old Joe. Ours is bad enough.'
 Neil paused and then laughed. 'Never had the experience.'
 Laura let out a sigh. 'Please just get on with it.'

BOWES ROAD

Fifi  was  stood  on  the  pavement  searching  her  pockets.  'Wait,  wait.  It's  here
somewhere.'
 Sophie rolled her eyes and laughed. 'Are you sure you've not lost it again?'
 'No, it's somewhere. Just hang on...'
 'You need to put it on a lanyard around your neck,' Sophie half joked as not for the first
time she found herself stood on the side of a road whilst her friend looked for her
Oyster Card.
 'You know what? I think I've lost it,' Fifi eventually concluded.
 'Told you. How many Oysters have you lost in the last year?'
 'Yeah well rub it in. It's not like I can get free travel.' She turned to look back the way
they had come. 'I must have left it in the cafe. Whoever finds it has had a good day, I'd
just topped it up.' She paused for a moment to consider.
 'What are you going to do?' Sophie decided to break the silence.
 'Stuff it someone will have taken it by now, I'll use my card.' Turning back to face the
other way she carried on to the nearest station. 'Did I tell you what Clara said to me the
other day? I tell you what, I'm not speaking to her any more.'

CHURCH STREET

Surprisingly Alex was waiting for Rhys when he left the shop.
 'Thanking her rather undermined me,' he said.
 'Sorry I just felt awkward.'
 Suddenly Alex marched off down the road and once again Rhys found himself having
to hurry to keep up with him.
 'So what happens now?' Rhys asked.
 'Well just think about what will happen if you don't get that token.'
 'No token means I can't play.'
 'Means your homeless and broke in London. And you need to be in before payday so
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we're against the clock.'
 'How do I get paid if I've only had a station for one or two days?'
 'Doesn't matter you'll get your share of the total profit for the tribe. Seven Sisters will
have accrued some money since it's been empty. Raiders only take up until they are
there so if it's raided at nine pm ten per cent from all fares after that will be banked at
midnight and everyone needs to be back at their station before midnight to transfer
their the raided totals to their siphon or they lose it. So at the very least there's a few
hours a day it's been making profit.'
 'Do I get less for that?'
 'No you get equal but that just means you'd better play your part for the next quarter
or the tribe won't be happy. It's moot anyway, they had better find that token or it'll be
over before it's begun.'
 'Could we just look for another one?'
 Both men stopped to cross the road, there was plenty of mid-morning traffic.
 'They can be hidden anywhere and although there are some, there aren't ever that
many stations that are empty at  any one time.  Besides Seven Sisters is  Victorian;  I
knew where that one was simply because...  well that's complicated.'  Alex waved the
point away. 'When a Player retires from the Game their token is returned to the tribe
chief to process it, they have your coded information on them, just in case. Once the
tribe chief has cleared it he gives it to the King who releases it for a new potential
Player to find. On occasion, that doesn't always happen, like with Leo's... The King isn't
happy about this but he allows it for some reason. It's a loophole. I knew where Leo's
went and told them to keep it for me.'
 'Because you can't hold it yourself, I know.'
 The traffic cleared and they both crossed the road.
 'You are only entitled to play the Game if you have a token. If you have two you are
considered  cheating,  taking  profit  twice  over.  If  it's  from  another  tribe  you're
considered a parasite by them and a traitor by yours. If it's for the same line you're
getting twice the profits of the other Players. Making sure everyone sticks to the rules
is a good thing.'
 'So you're thrown out of the Game.'
 'Something like that. They can make you retire.'
 Alex was once again marching like he had a destination in mind. The plan was to go
straight to the Palace at this point with the token so Rhys wasn't so sure what Alex
intended to do with the interruption to the day.
 'Couldn't you have asked someone else to look after it, a non Player?'
 'When you've been playing as long as I have you only know Players and Guardians. You
don't want to let a Guardian know too much, or they'll want to play and won't be happy
they've been kept in the dark for so long, especially if they've been working for you.
Best to make sure they understand their place, that's why they are not allowed to touch
a token unless they are taking the profits from a caught raider, and also why you should
never let Sven know the full story, got that?'
 'Ok.'  Rhys thought  back to  Alex's  comments  days ago when they first  met,  that  if
something “sounds too good to be true, it isn't”. At first this was a simple game to make
lots  of  money,  now the price  was slowly  becoming evident,  a  list  of  strict  rules.  It
seemed a lot to remember and he felt the fear he'd break them before he'd even learnt
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them all.
 Alex slowed his pace. 'You know it's nice to have a proper friend again.'
 'Glad to help,' it seemed and odd thing to say but it was all Rhys could think of.
 Alex looked at his watch. 'You know I'm fairly confident we'll get the token and Seven
Sisters will be your by this evening. If we don't hear from her by four I'll use other
methods... In the meantime,' he pointed ahead of him to Edgware Road station. 'Do you
want to go on a raid with me?'

ARNOS GROVE STATION

Despite her promise to let it go Fifi would still stop to check her pockets every few
steps for her Oyster Card,  something that was beginning to irritate Sophie as she'd
suddenly find her friend was no longer keeping pace with her.
 It was as she entered Arnos Grove station that once more she noticed the absence of
her companion from her side.  Looking back Fifi  was just  outside the entrance way
rummaging through her handbag for probably the fifth time.
 'I thought you were going to let it go,' Sophie called out.
 'Yeah hang on.' Fifi searched for a few more seconds and then gave up. 'It's driving me
mad.'
 'As you said it's probably in the cafe.'
 Fifi joined her as Sophie was about to go through the turnstile. 
 'Yeah I'm thinking I should go back and ask... Hey look at those two, by the big round
thing.' Remaining just inside the hall Fifi nodded to the only other two customers. A
bored looking member of staff was sat reading a book paying no attention to anything
that was going on.
 'Not so loud,' Sophie moved back to her. 'They'll hear you. And it's call a passimeter.'
 'Show off. Seriously look at them. Talk about a domestic.'
 Trying to be a subtle as she could Sophie had to admit that the man and woman
seemed to be having quite a difference of opinion. 'Well don't stare.'
 'I wonder what it's about.' Fifi pattered her pockets one more time. 'Look it's no good
I'm going to have to go back to the cafe. You go ahead.'
 Somewhat relieved to be allowed out of the drama of the lost card Sophie nodded. 'Ok
then. Give us a call about Liam's party.'
 'Will do.'
 With that Fifi turned and left and Sophie entered through the turnstile.

Laura stopped what she was about to say and looked over Neil's shoulder.
 'Oh.'
 'What now?' Neil turned to look behind him. 'It's just a GeeYou.'
 'Great now she knows you're looking at her.'
 'What is wrong with you? We're just a couple at a station.'
 Laura turned so she was looking at  a  poster  on the wall  of  the passimeter.  'I  just
believe in not taking an overly causal approach to this. Remember what we are trying
to do here? We can't be the only ones to make the connection and guess the treasure is
here. What if the Piccadill's know, have known, it's here all along?' She nodded at the
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staff member. 'And it's guarded? Not all Piccadill's wear a collar, they just want you to
think they do.'
 As she said this she noted the GeeYou march pass her to head down to the platform.

Sophie was really trying not to watch the couple argue. They seemed to be trying to
keep it low key but were failing. They stopped as she walked passed them.
 Her phone rang. Annoyed by this she stopped and pulled the device out of her pocket.
It was her mum. 'Hi. I'm on my way back. Fifi isn't coming she's lost her Oyster again
and went back to the cafe.' As much as she tried to ignore them Sophie kept finding her
attention drawn back to the arguing couple as she spoke. 'She thinks it's there, but I
don't think she'll find it, you know what it's like.'

'Oh that's convenient,' muttered Laura as she watched the GeeYou stop at the entrance
to the walkway that led to the stairs. 'Look, she's watching us. Trying to pretend she
isn't but I bet you anything she's a Guardian. We've been spotted.'
 Neil shook he head. 'Ok I admit that is bad timing. Just keep it cool and we'll go.' He
knew this would end up a waste of time.
 Laura shook her head.  'No I  need to know.'  As causally  as possible she started to
descend to the walkway, in doing so passing the potential Guardian. He could see she
was trying to listen into the phone conversation.
 Laura stopped and hurried back to join Neil. 'Did you hear...?' she whispered. 'We're in
trouble.'  At this point Laura blatantly stared at the young woman who turned away
looking embarrassed.
 'What did she say?'
 'That we think it's here but she doesn't think we'll find it. She's on to us I swear it.'
 'So just walk away,' Neil whispered.
 'Do you not understand what this could mean?' Laura hissed. 'If they are on to us, we'd
better go on the attack.'

Sophie felt the awkwardness of having been spotted watching the arguing couple. She
turned as they passed by. Knowing her luck they'd end up in the same carriage.
 She quickly finished the conversation and hung up, yet waited for the pair to head
further  down  the  walkway.  But  they  had  stopped  not  far  from  where  she  stood,
probably  still  arguing.  She'd have to pass them again and pretend she hadn't  been
watching.
 As she made her way along the walkway they split up and seemed to be blocking her
path. She didn't like this. Were they really that upset?
 'Excuse me.' she politely asked the woman as she tried to get by.
 'Finished watching us have you?' she responded.
 'Calm down.' The man tried, he clearly didn't want a confrontation.
 The best way was just to apologise. 'I was on the phone, I'm sorry. I wasn't really being
nosey.'
 'Yeah, right. We know you work for them.'
 What was this about? 'Work for who?'
 'You guard the Underground.'
 This was the last thing she was expecting to hear. Had they been an upset customer
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she'd had to deal with, before her promotion? Had they remembered her and taken a
grudge? Then by chance saw her here watching them? It seemed a bit of a stretch. She
was also conscious that there was nobody else around in the walkway.
 'Well yes I suppose I was...' she started trying to explain.
 The woman took a step forward and Sophie felt herself go cold. 'Well at least you're
honest. Looks like we'll have to deal with you first then.'
 The man seemed just as surprised by this as Sophie was. 'Don't go hardcore' he cried.
 However the woman pointed in the direction they had come. 'I think you had better
come with us.'

EDGWARE ROAD STATION

'Your  first  raid.'  Alex  smiled  as  he  stood  watching  the  public  pass  him  by  on  the
pavement.
 'And this is allowed?' Rhys asked. 'After all I'm not a Player yet.'
 'Technically it's a grey area, but you will become a Player soon and you're with me. I
trust you. Besides it'd be worse for you then for us if something goes wrong.'
 'Join up or shut up?'
 'Yes.'  Alex  took  a  step  back  as  a  group  of  women  wandered  passed,  deep  in
conversation and carrying many shopping bags. 'Most new Players don't have a mentor,
they're just thrown into it and have to work it all out for themselves. When they do
their first raid they are most often caught.  If  you are the rules say the holders can
transfer the total on the captives token to their own; it's one of only two exceptions
allowing you to hold another token. But there must be a caught raider around to give it
back to after the transfer. As I said some tribes are harsher than others and so having
your token emptied is not always the only penalty.'
 'What happens?' Yet again Rhys had the realisation that this definitely was not free
money.
 'Don't get caught and you won't need to find out.  Although the Hammers are very
strange. Vince from Green Park got caught the other day at Shepherd's Bush Market
and they stuck this thing up his nose and gave him a hair cut. I've managed to avoid it
but  he's  not  the  only  one  to  have  something  like  that  happen,  their  chief  is  a  bit
peculiar by all accounts. They're an odd tribe in general but others are more obvious, if
you know what I mean. '
 The whole incident with the runaway train came back to Rhys' mind, what lengths
would these people go to for their profit? 'That doesn't reassure me.'
 'So this,' Alex pointed to the station entrance in front of them, 'is held by the Bakers.
Bakerloo a portmanteau of Baker Street and Waterloo. I've not been here for ages. I
sometimes do the other one.'
 In  the  few  months  that  he  had  been  in  London  Rhys  had  got  used  to  using  the
Underground, but now that he looked at the station on the corner, its name displayed
across the top of the building, Rhys felt like it was all new.
 People  overtook both of  them as  they hurried  inside.  Coming the  other  way  new
arrivals left the station rushing to their destinations.
 'Be alert,' warned Alex, 'anyone can be a Guardian, they watch everyone, and if they
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think you are on a raid they'll try and stop you. When you're in a station they can get
you. You are only safe when you leave the premises... sort of... not really... maybe.' 
 'What about on the actual trains?'
 'Don't even think about it. You're a new Player so no one will know you. I've been
playing for years that's why I'll only travel on the Victoria Line, you're safe on your own
tribe's line. Use taxis for the any other travel.'
 'Not buses are they involved too?'
 Alex let out a loud laugh. 'No, only you'll have the money not to need buses soon. Also
the  DLR  and  National  Rail  are  safe,  not  part  of  the  Game.  Just  the  nine  main
Underground  lines  not  including Circle  and Waterloo  And City,  there's  no  point  in
including them.'
 By now they had made it through the turnstiles joining the rest of the crowds as they
made their way to the platforms.
 'As I said its been a while since I was here. I think the siphon is this way,' Alex kept his
voice  low  and  Rhys  could  just  about  make  out  what  he  was  saying.  His  partner
managed to walk in such a way that he blended in with everyone else, that was until he
saw an obscure doorway halfway along a passage.
 With just  a  quick look about  him Alex pulled a small  tool,  like a cross between a
screwdriver and a knife,  out if  his pocket and faster than Rhys thought possible he
inserted it into the lock. He pushed the door just wide enough to get through and Rhys
guessed he should follow.
 As  soon as  he  was  inside  Alex  shut  the  door  and they  found themselves  in  total
darkness. There was a pause and then a beam of light as his friend stood shining a
torch at a siphon just like the one he had seen at Highbury And Islington. In the same
way Alex pulled his token out and attached it to the box at the top of the pole and
waited for a few moments.
 'Just  after  rush  hour  is  always  a  good  time,'  he  whispered.  'You've  had  a  lot  of
passengers so there is a lot of money to take. Most Players know this so will be off
raiding  but  it  leaves  stations  with  less  defences  although  Guardians  will  be  more
vigilant.'
 'We got down here with no problems though,' Rhys observed. It actually was as easy as
just walking through a door. 'No one seemed to be watching and I take it that the public
weren't paying us any attention.' He found himself feeling more confident about getting
involved now he had seen it was this easy.
 'No, if you get in easily don't become complacent.' Alex disconnected the token and put
it back in his pocket. 'Sometimes they wait for you on the way out, then they know for a
fact you are a Player, no danger in attacking a GeeYou; there can be trouble if you do.
Remember if they catch you they get all the money on the token, everything you've
raided since midnight.' In the gloom Alex nodded to the door. 'We have no idea what is
waiting for us out there.'

INSIDE THE BACK OF A VAN

Sophie had been somewhat amused when she saw where she'd been taken. She had
guessed her brain was still processing the reality of her situation and so the proper
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fear would hit her later, but the cliché of being marched to a white van did register.
 Keeping things as inconspicuous as possible she was led out of the station and to the
nearby vehicle and told to climb in the back and not make a fuss. The man seemed to
be as nervous as her; she could hear him protesting quietly. The woman had got in the
back with her and, now out of sight, she had been gagged, her hands bound behind her
back and her feet tied together with rope. She had to allow this to happen, there was
nothing she could do.
 Now as she felt the movement of the van it became a reality and she began also to feel
afraid. 

EDGWARE ROAD STATION

'So what do we do?' Rhys imagined the moment he stepped outside he'd find he was
grabbed and knocked out, it was not a comfortable vision. Alex however seemed calm.
 'We're in a busy station in London. No Guardian can make it obvious, the GeeYous
might not notice two men enter a door, but they will notice a kidnapping. Again a good
reason to raid in the day. Incidently, as I said, always make sure the door of a siphon
room is closed properly after you enter it and when you leave a raid, it's safe for you
and it's a bit of respect we show each other, it also stops the GeeYous, including the
staff, from wondering in. You could lose the raid if you don't and it's reported.' Alex
grinned. 'Don't panic, it'll be fine.'
 Even so the apprehension did not abate.
 Gently  Alex  stepped  forward,  turned  off  the  torch  and  opened  the  door  a  small
amount. He stood close to listen, there seemed to be the odd person passing but not
much more. Satisfied he opened the door wider and strolled out. Taking his cue Rhys
did the same.
 The door clicked when it was shut behind him and Alex turned to walk in the same
direction as a group of women who had appeared.
 Keeping level with them the two men made their way to the platform.
 Trying to stay as inconspicuous as possible Rhys scanned around him. He just wanted
to  get  out  of  the  station,  to  safety.  Why  were  they  heading  deeper  inside  to  the
platform? Despite the urge to turn and run he did the same as Alex and kept silent.
 What  was  that?  Just  further  down  the  tunnel  was  movement.  Giving  into  the
temptation Rhys grabbed a quick glance. A man, a cleaner with a brush and a pan at the
end of a pole was sweeping something up. Did he just look at him?
 Rhys found himself quickening his pace but felt Alex's hand on his shoulder to slow
him.  The  gaggle  of  women  were  busy  chatting  and  laughing,  carrying  bags  and
oblivious to both of them.
 They were now level with the cleaner and Rhys tried his best to ignore him, but he
couldn't  help  himself.  Just  another  quick  glance,  he  had to  know.  The  cleaner  had
stopped  sweeping  and  was  now  very  obviously  standing  watching  the  group.  He
seemed strong and had both a brush and a pole, if he was a Guardian, were either of
these items what they seemed?
 Then they were ahead and everything inside him told Rhys not to turn round. He
didn't like the fact they were heading further away from ground level and safety but
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there was nothing he could do.
 Yet again the temptation was too strong and he turned round just a little trying to
pretend  he  was  scratching  his  head.  The  cleaner  was  now  clearly  following  them.
Somehow another one had joined him.
 Alex  remained just  behind the  gang of  women.  How was  he  so  calm?  Adrenaline
pumped hard and Rhys fought the desire to just run. He took a deep breath and turned
once more, the cleaners were closer, and then he lost control.
 Rhys felt his legs beneath him charge and quickly he was pushing the women out of his
way and running ahead.
 'Hey!' they called out after him, clearly annoyed.
 Regardless he ran on.
 Another shout behind him must have been for Alex's benefit but this time Rhys didn't
stopped.  More  noise  followed  and  without  turning  he  knew  the  “cleaners”  were
coming.
 On down the tunnel, there was a sound coming from one of the platforms, could he
make it in time?
 Pushing more people out his way he saw the archway to the platform and the train just
pulling  alongside.  The  doors  opened  and,  with  no  regard  for  others  getting  off  or
waiting to get on, he pushed himself onboard. People complained loudly, he didn't care.
 A hand grabbed his arm and he froze, had he been caught?
Then he heard the noise of the doors closing and he turned. Alex stood next to him not
looking happy
 'Well that was rubbish,' he complained.
 'Sorry.'
 The train  pulled  away  and  Rhys  could  see  the  cleaners  standing on  the  platform
looking into the carriage.
 There were a few other people in the carriage but all were either busy listening to
headphones, reading or chatting. None were paying them any attention.
 'Is this bad?' he asked Alex who had taken a seat away from the other passengers.
 'Yes.' He sighed. 'It's not ideal, but if you see a group of GeeYous it's a good idea to stick
with them and not go tearing off and drawing attention to yourself. But it was your first
time and we made it  so  I'll  let  it  go.  As  it  is  they don't  know where we'll  get  off.
Marylebone is next, National Rail, we could go far. Or after that Baker Street a nexus, or
we could just stay on here until Oxford Circus a nexus with our own Victorian line and
where we'd be very safe.'
 Alex glanced at Rhys. 'Don't look so worried it's all good practice. Actually that was an
easy one; those Guardians are getting on a bit, did you see? I don't know why I don't do
it more often.'

UNKNOWN

It seemed a very long time that they'd been travelling but eventually Sophie felt the van
stop and the vibration of the engine cut out.
 Doors were opened and then footsteps. There was sound outside the back and then
her doors opened. The man nodded inside but said to the woman. 'This is all  a bit

12 Beck's Game S1 P2: Seven Sisters



much. If she's a GeeYou we could get sanctioned. I'm not comfortable bringing her here
either.'
 'How you manage to play I've no idea. Listen, now we're safe so let's find out exactly
how much she knows. It could be helpful.'
 Using a knife he'd got from somewhere, the man cut the ropes from Sophie's feet and
indicated that she should leave the van. However as her hands were still bound this
was  harder  than  she  appreciated  and  eventually  she  had  to  be  pulled  out  by  the
woman.
 On exiting the van she found she was in a warehouse, scattered around inside were
several cars in various states of repair.
 The man closed the doors and led her to a small partitioned area bringing a seat with
him.
 'Sit down,' he said and she obeyed.
 Sophie found she'd given up trying to work out what was going on. On the journey the
more she thought about it the more scared she got. If she just let her mind go blank the
fear eased. By this point she was almost a robot, just functioning as needed. Of course
she'd heard about kidnappings, but she never expected it to happen to her.
 When she was sat the gag was removed.
 'Ok just so you know you can scream and shout as much as you like, no one will hear
you.' The woman waved around her. 'Go on, give it a go. Scream.'
 'Just calm,' the man said to the woman. 'I don't approve of terrifying her.'
 Sophie just waited. The woman went off somewhere.
 'Look, sorry, I'll admit this might seem a bit drastic...' the man started.
 The  woman  appeared  with  more  rope.  'You  had  to  go  and  cut  the  others,'  she
interrupted as she bound Sophie to the chair.
 The man ignored the woman instead keeping his attention on her. 'Please be as honest
with us here as you were at the station.'
 Sophie decided to stay silent, she wanted to know more before she spoke.
 'Were the Piccadills expecting us?'
 'I think you've made a big mistake here,' Sophie was surprised how steady her voice
was. 'I don't know what you mean.'
 'Look let's not do this. You admitted it at Arnos Grove. It's obvious it's a free station.
It's been free for ages, the token must have been found by now. It's raided all the time,
everyone knows where the siphon is yet you do nothing about it. Only when we turn up
you appear  and know  we  are  looking for  something.  We  heard  you on  the  phone
reporting us.'
 'That was to my mum.'
 'Nice try,' the woman interrupted. 'I heard you.'
 'What I don't get,' the man continued, 'is if the Piccadills know where the treasure is
why don't they claim it.'
 'Treasure?' despite being bound Sophie couldn't resist asking.
 '”The Game ends when the treasure is found”, right? We're just doing it to be released.
Maybe the Piccadills don't want the Game to end. If it was found and hidden in the
passimeter in a free station that is left deliberately unguarded. The Players will raid,
get the money and go not thinking anything more about it.'
 'I  honestly  don't  know what  you are  taking  about.'  Sophie  found herself  relaxing.

13 Beck's Game S1 P2: Seven Sisters



Whatever this was they had the wrong person, all she had to do was prove it and she'd
be let go; at least she hoped, this man seemed more interested in this treasure than in
hurting or robbing her. Just prove mistaken identity and she'd be fine.
 'You said you worked for them.' The woman seemed to not want to be forgotten.
 'I said I worked for the Underground. TFL. I used to be in customer services... I'm not
even at Arnos Grove. I have no idea what you want.'
 The man went silent. 'You said you saw us looking for it on the phone.'
 'I was talking about my friend, Fifi, she'd lost her Oyster. Look you can use my phone
and call the number. I can show you my ID whatever you want. I don't even know what
a Piccadill is. Just let me go.'
 The man turned to the woman. 'I'll get her phone.'

OXFORD CIRCUS

They had taken the option of carrying on to Oxford Circus and it was with some relief
that they pulled up and got out on to the platform. The train was packed with other
passengers by this time, which was another relief.
 Amidst  the  crowds  Alex  and  Rhys  alighted  and  made  their  way  through  the
labyrinthine passageways to the escalators and then up to ground level.  Neither of
them saying anything until they were outside.
 'So how was it?' Alex asked as they emerged on to the street busy with hundreds of
shoppers and businessmen.
 'Scary and kind of fun.' Rhys looked at the tourists and the locals and felt an inward
pride, he knew a big secret about this city that none of them did.
 'Well we've just upped the cash you will get on payday.' Alex pattered his pocket where
the token was. 'Do you fancy some lunch?'

PHONE CONVERSATION

Metropolitan Chieftain: Did you hear something went down at Canary Wharf?

Victorian Chieftain: I really don't have the time for this.

Metropolitan Chieftain: The Jubilee Chief is doing everything she can to keep it quiet.

Victorian Chieftain: So you're doing what you can to make sure it's too late.

Metropolitan Chieftain: I was bored. I started spreading the news just before all this
runaway train business.  If  I'd known that was coming I'd not have bothered,  that's
more fun; although everyone knows about that by now.

Victorian Chieftain: If you're so bored you can always retire.

Metropolitan Chieftain: Very funny. But I do what I do to stop you lot getting bored as
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well.

Victorian Chieftain: Forgive me if I don't display any gratitude.

THE WAREHOUSE

The woman had taken her phone and handbag and disappeared with it alongside the
man. Sophie sat bound to the chair lost in her thoughts, for some reason no longer
anxious but curious about what it was she had stumbled into.
 Was there treasure hidden in the passimeter at Arnos Grove? It was all very strange.
The man seemed to believe her when she insisted she had no idea what was going on
and as such became less threatening.
 After a while both the man and the woman returned. The man had her phone.
 'Ok, we believe you. You're not a Guardian.'
 Sophie let out a deep sigh. 'Thank you. I wouldn't even know what a Guardian was...
Now can you untie me please?'
 An awkward look passed between the man and the woman.  This  time it  was the
woman  who spoke.  'The  problem  is  we've  kidnapped  a  GeeYou,  what  with  all  the
attention being on us Centrals at the moment due to the train incident last week... If
you go to the police, it'll all become public, the other tribes will insist the King should
get involved. It's all a bit messy... if the King sanctions us, this close to payday, well our
tribe won't like it and more problems...'
 The man looked away as the woman spoke.
 'What does that even mean?' Insist on her ignorance, it seemed the only way. 'I won't
go to the police. I have no idea what this is about, please I promise. Just let me go.'
 'I'm not even sure we should tell the Chief,' the man seemed cautious as he spoke, as if
the implications of their error were too much.
 'She's going to have to stay here until we can work out what to do,' the woman replied.
 'Look  if  you  let  me  go  now  I  promise  I  won't  go  to  the  police.  This  will  all  just
disappear. But keep me here it will be noticed I've gone missing, people will look for
me. My phone will be traced. It will all lead back to you. You've just made a phone call...'
 'I don't know,' the woman.
 'She's making a good point.' The man replied. 'At the moment she doesn't really know
anything, even who we are, not really. We want to make it go away.'
 'But if she goes to the police. Maybe we should take her straight to the King-'
 'Why?' The man seemed confused. 'You just said if the King finds out we're in trouble.'
 'We can make something up. Pre-emptive strike,' the woman insisted.
 'No, I don't like this. It's gone too far. We should never had captured her and brought
her here.' He let out a sigh. 'I think we have to trust her.' He nodded towards the doors.
'Let her go.'
 The woman looked angry. 'How you survive in this I'll never know. We should take her
to the King, it's trouble.'
 'Which I why I want to get out. I thought that was the whole purpose of this.' He turned
his attention back to Sophie and took command. 'Ok we are trusting you. We've been
through your phone and wallet, there is no indication you are involved in this, but we
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now know where you live. If you don't keep your word we will come after you. Got
that?'
 'You can't let her go.' the woman protested.
 'We have to,' the man held his gaze.
 'I should never have come to you.'
 'You promise?' the man asked her.
 Sophie felt the rush of adrenaline and nodded as she didn't trust herself to speak. Now
it was almost over the weight of  the ordeal with making itself known and she just
wanted to cry. She nodded again.
 'Ok then.'
 

A PUB

It was the same pub they had had dinner in when they first met, different table. Alex
ordered and they supped drinks awaiting their dinner.
 'How does a junction work?' Rhys asked as he put down his teapot.
 'A nexus?'
 'Is that what you call it? Oxford Street, and plenty of other stations have more than one
line, so what happens?'
 'A nexus holder has special privileges. The tokens are not hidden in London. If a nexus
station becomes free, the token is cleaned by one of the chiefs and passed to the King
as normal. He opens a bidding for it from the holders of the tribes connected. As a bit of
advice I'd suggest you avoid them for your early raids, just stick to single line stations;
oh and give the Central Line a miss until you know what you're properly doing, they
have a reputation.'
 'Ok. So what do they bid, money?'
 'No, it's just a sign of intent. It's done anonymously so only the King knows who is after
it. Length of time as a Player, the amount they have raided and guarded at their current
station, are all taken into consideration and the King awards the nexus to the winner.
As a result they get pay from all lines that pass through that station. The holder of
Oxford Circus for instance will get pay from Central, Victoria and Bakerloo. She's safe at
all  those  line's  stations  and  from  the  members  of  all  those  tribes.  But  she's  also
responsible for all three tribes meaning she's three times as likely to be dragged into
problems and conflicts between each tribe, especially as one lot are the Centrals. It's
the only way you can change tribe as well. If a single line station becomes free the tribe
are informed if anyone wants to swap before the token is given to the King, and they
can bid amongst themselves for it. It's a tribe issue and each one has a different way of
doing it. But you can't change tribes unless you hold a nexus and then bid on a single
line if it comes up, but there's no reason why anyone should.'
 Rhys poured himself more tea. 'And you say you are rich and you don't hold a nexus,
they must be loaded.'
 Alex  put  down  his  pint.  'Oh  they  are.  Personally  I'm  happy  with  Highbury  And
Islington. It makes enough and I always thought nexus holders can be a bit of a traitor
at  times.  One of  the problems with this  game is  there are traitors,  you have to  be
careful who you trust.'
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 'Ok,' Rhys wasn't certain quite how to reply.
 'Besides,' Alex carried on, 'you can't bid to become tribe chief at an election if you've
ever held a nexus, conflict on interest.'
 'What do you mean?'
 'There are sixteen stations on the Victoria line, thirteen are in play, most are nexus
points, but we lost Seven Sisters and Victoria. Victoria is a nexus with the District tribe
so they'll be a bid on that soon. Seven Sisters is free standing and a new Player can take
it,  well  you will  take it.  The current chief  is  at  Pimlico but  he's  getting...  he's  near
ending that role.”
 Rhys smiled it was becoming clear to him. 'And you fancy the role when it comes up.
Get me onside and you've got one vote already.'
 Alex laughed. 'Something like that. Plus it's always good to have people owe you.' Over
his shoulder an man approached. 'Ah here comes lunch.'
 Rhys paused until  the waiter had gone. 'Why are only thirteen in play if  there are
sixteen stations?'
 'Ah,' Alex stopped just short of putting his fork in his mouth. 'With the exception of
Jubilee, don't cross the river. The south is not a place you want to go to.'
 'Really? Why?'
 They were interrupted by Alex's phone ringing. He glanced at the screen. 'The shop,'
he said before answering it.

THE WAREHOUSE, PERIVALE

Laura and Neil sat in the van, now parked outside the warehouse on the industrial
estate.
 'You just let her go,' Laura shook her head. 'I didn't agree to that.'
 'What else could we do? She had a point and as a GeeYou she'll not have the first clue
about what we're talking about. Not that it actually matters, but I trust she won't go to
the police.'
 'If she did the Chief would find out,' Laura started. 'But she's not a true GeeYou is she?
She works for TFL... I think we should do some checking. I've no doubt she'll be doing
the same. We should not have let her go. What is her address? You said you'd made a
note of it. We should both have a copy.'
 Neil shrugged. 'I didn't bother to be honest. If we had it it could all go too far.'

NOTTING HILL

For the second time that day Rhys found himself in a chaotic and small musty shop.
However this time Alex was not with him.
 'I don't like it,' he had said after he'd hung up from the call in the pub. 'It's too neat.'
 'They found the fob.'
 'It's not a fob it's a token. And yes, one of their other staff members had sent it to be
repaired,  or  so  she  thought.  Couldn't  tell  the  time  on  it,  stupid  woman,  it's  not
supposed to tell the time, sent it to a watchmakers would you believe.'
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 'So we just go and collect it. Why are you worried?'
 'As I said it's too neat.'
 It  all  seemed a little paranoid to Rhys.  Alex kept his calm when being followed in
Edgware Road but gets all jumpy when, for what seemed a legitimate reason, the fob,
sorry token, was discovered. He'd refused to go and collect it himself.
 'Technically speaking you are safe unless you are in enemy lines, but in reality that's
not always the case.'
 'Oh great.'
 'Have a guess at what line goes through Notting Hill Gate.'
 'I'll  get a taxi,'  Rhys paused and looked embarrassed. 'If  I  could borrow some cash
please.'
 Alex laughed. 'Don't worry, you'll pay me back when we're tribe mates and you've been
paid.' He handed over a fifty pound note. 'And we've got the token now, or as good as.'
 'Thanks. Earlier you seemed sure we'd get it, now you're paranoid.'
 'Earlier I knew what lengths I'd be prepared to go to to get it. Now it just turned up. I
was expecting more of a struggle.'
 A taxi ride later and now Rhys was waiting for the old man to return with his fob,
token. Surrounded by many clocks all telling different times, some on the walls, some
on tables and counters. The big grandfather clocks stood on the floor ticking noisily.
Elsewhere various parts  of  the mechanisms were stacked in piles,  complicated cog
structures with no faces or hands. 
 There was movement from the back room and eventually he returned holding a folded
cloth.
 'Unusual piece, not seen one like this before.' The man unwrapped the cloth and there
in the middle was Rhys' token. He was almost there, the answer to all his problems.
 'Didn't really have much time to look at it. Are you sure you just want to take it?'
 Rhys held his hand out. 'Yes please.'
 'Are you sure? If  you've got someone else to try and fix it I'll  match the price.  I'm
fascinated by it and now I wish I'd had more time for studying it.'
 'No it's ok.'
 The man looked reluctant. 'I can sell you a working one. I've got lots here, take your
pick. What is it for? A special occasion?'
 'Something  like  that.  But  I  just  want  that  one  please.'  Rhys  felt  himself  growing
impatient. Had Alex been right? Was this a trap after all?
 He turned to look behind him, it was mid afternoon and the street outside was busy.
Was there someone waiting for him out there?
 'I don't see why. If I could have it one more day I'm sure I can-'
 'Give it to me!' Rhys shocked himself with the outburst and the man was taken aback.
Without another word he put the token on the counter and took a step back.
 Rhys leant forward and picked it up. It felt strange in his hands. This small object was
going to be the focus of his life for the next... however long.
 'Thank you,' he said trying to take back his previous temper.
 The man just nodded once. 'Well I have a lot to do, if you don't mind.' With that he
turned and left for the back room leaving Rhys alone with his token.
 'Seven Sisters here I come.'
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He'd called a taxi immediately and jumped in the back, pulling the divider shut so as to
give the impression he didn't want to be disturbed.
 As they drove off he took the token out of his pocket and looked at it. It did look like a
fob watch, he guessed it was designed to. He flicked open the lid and looked at the
inside. Instead of the usual clock face the only marking was the number twelve at the
top where it normally stood and pointing at it was the only hand. It was still although
he could see nowhere to wind it. Written on the face were the words, “Are you clever?”
 It was then that he noticed the engraving on the inside of the lid “To make this work
take it”. Had he read that properly? Take it? What did that mean? It was curious and no
wonder the watchmaker had been so interested.
 It was heavier than he expected. On the back was a small bump which seemed to be
there for opening. He pulled at it and it swung back, just like the lid had done. Here
however  instead  of  the  face  were  four  small  holes  in  a  diamond  formation,  Rhys
assumed this is what connected with the siphons. He ran his thumb over them, feeling
the shape.
 It  was  then  he  noticed  the  writing  on  the  inside  of  the  bottom  lid.  He  assumed
somewhere it would say “Seven Sisters” but on inspection this read, “Deep within the
curve of  the early  hours.”  Rhys  read it  a  few more times,  just  as  confusing as  the
previous message and no indication that this was for Seven Sisters, he hoped it was the
right fob and that the real one hadn't been got by someone else. Maybe Alex had been
right, it was a trap, or at least someone else was after it.
 For the moment however Rhys realised there was nothing more he could do. Closing
both lids Rhys put the token in his pocket and looked out the window. Alex would be
waiting to take him to the Palace. This was all very weird.

SOPHIE'S HOME, COCKFOSTERS

'You were gone a long time,' her mum called out as she got in the door. 'Did Fifi find her
Oyster?'
 Taking her coat and shoes off Sophie went into the kitchen. Her mum was busy stirring
a bowl.
 'What's that?' she asked.
 'I just fancied making a cake,' her mum replied. 'It's not often we both get the same
days off work. I've finished my crossword book and thought it'd be fun to do some
baking together, but you didn't come back.'
 Sophie picked up the kettle to fill it with water. 'Sorry, something came up.'
 'That Fifi is always having dramas.' Her mum put the bowl down on the counter. 'Listen
don't get involved again, it was bad enough last time.'
 'No it wasn't that.' Sophie regretted saying that as it was a good excuse to cover her,
but she also didn't want to lie to her mother. 'It's all a bit complicated,' she tried to
wave it all away.
 'Should I be concerned?' Suddenly her mum was serious.
 'No, nothing like that. Kind of boring really.'
 'You weren't at another auction buying more junk?'
 It would be easy to lie and say yes. What would be worse a small lie like this one or

19 Beck's Game S1 P2: Seven Sisters



telling her mother that she'd just been kidnapped? She had fully meant to keep her
word and not report it, the threat about them knowing her address was enough, on the
way back she'd thought of nothing else. Despite it all she'd felt that whatever nonsense
those two had been involved in it wasn't a threat to the general public, if she thought it
was it  would have been a harder choice.  The fact  they just  let  her walk out of  the
warehouse knowing their location in Perivale was some back up to this theory. The
problem would be if her mum found out, she'd insist she did go to the police. When her
mum was determined about something it was hard to disagree.
 'No. I fell asleep on the Underground and rode the line down to Heathrow.' It was a lie
after all and Sophie hated the fact that she'd told it.

EUSTON STATION

Alex was sat at the table of the bar just outside the main entrance of Euston where they
had agreed to meet up.
 'That was quick,' was his greeting to Rhys.
 Rhys pulled up a chair and sat opposite him. 'So it's official. I have the fob.'
 'Token.'
 'Token.'
 Alex pushed a pint glass over to his companion. 'We should go the Palace straight
away.'
 'Bit of a contradiction?' Rhys indicated the beer he'd just been given.
 'Muted celebration. We can have a proper one later.'
 'You're still worried?' Rhys took a sip.
 'It was too easy. That woman in the shop, she acted like it was impossible to get back...'
 'Maybe it happened just as she said. She mentioned it to her staff and someone owned
up?'
 'I knew something wasn't right, give them enough rope...  Why didn't she know her
staff were sending items away to be fixed? The more I think about it the less I like it.'
 'Why bother?'
 Alex picked up his own glass. 'People, Players, have their own reasons.'
 'Back to vague and cryptic I see.'
 'Where's your confidence suddenly come from?'
 Rhys tapped his pocket and Alex nodded.
 'How did you know it was in that shop?'
 'Junk shops are often where they end up. But,' he paused to look about him, a habit
Rhys guessed he'd soon adopt. 'I suppose I can tell you. Leo, who had Seven Sisters
before you, had found another token for a second tribe and despite the penalty had
been holding both stations. When we, that is the Victorians, found out we confronted
him. He denied it and said he only had the one. But we'd had him followed and saw
where he disposed of the second. He tried to prove his innocence but unfortunately for
him he'd got rid of the wrong token. He'd sold Seven Sisters to the shop and when he
showed us the token he had it was for the other station.'
 'So what happened?'
 'I went straight to the shop made sure they put it aside for me. It was obvious he was
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out at that point. But it's hard to keep such a scandal quiet especially when it involves
another tribe.'
 'When you say “we” do you mean the whole Victorian tribe, or just you?'
 'Does it matter?'
 'I think you answered that anyway. But what I meant was what happened to Leo?'
 'He had to retire from the Game. The one other exception for holding a second token is
to take it from a retired Player to your chief for processing, but you must inform them
you are bringing it before you do in case you caught.'
 'And you think the other tribe are behind this paranoia of yours?'
 'If this game teaches you anything it's to trust nothing. Yes, his other tribe weren't too
happy he'd been playing them off against us. If they think the one he sold was their
token and not ours they'd want it back in the same way I do.'
 'But how can you tell? I've looked at it and it doesn't say Victoria or Seven Sisters.'
 'It won't. There is a lot of information programmed into it that the siphons or other
readers can access, all that information will be in there.' He glanced about him once
more. 'I'm thinking the other tribe know the token is for Seven Sisters and wanted to
keep it free for ease of access in raids. Punishment if you like. They get to the token
before I do, convince the woman in the shop not to let me have it. When I cause a fuss
she gives in and organises a way to appease me. I have to believe that at the moment.'
 'What if my token isn't a real one?'
 'If it looks like mine I'd say it was real. Maybe they thought I'd go with you and, as I
said, Players aren't always safe from other tribe members anywhere. The fact that until
you see the King you are a GeeYou means you are protected.'
 'They can't harm the public.'
 'Officially no, but remember the runaway train? It doesn't always stop them.'
 'Let me guess who Leo's other tribe was...'
 'Yes they were.'
 Rhys looked at his watch. It was getting on for early evening. 'I think we should go.'
 Alex nodded. 'You're right.'
 'Taxi?'
 'No,' he put down the remains of his drink. 'We can walk from here. Out in the open
feels better.'

HAMPSTEAD ROAD

The traffic was slow moving and Rhys guessed why Alex had said to walk rather than
get a taxi.
 'So I guessing “the Palace” is not Buckingham Palace then?'
 'You guess right.'
 'And “the King” is not...'
 'Well the country currently has a Queen so no it's not Elizabeth, or Charles or anyone
connected.'
 'It's probably all a bit below them,' Rhys joked. He still found he was having to march
to keep pace with his companion.
 'I wouldn't say that. They might know about it all.'
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 'Really?' Rhys shook his head to clear it, it was a distraction to the conversation. 'So
who is this King?'
 'The man that oversees the Game. You'll meet him in a bit, other than that there is not
much more to say.'
 'Does he play to? Does he have a tribe?'
 'No he's neutral, although his Palace is on the Northern Line. It was built in soon after
the Game officially started, kept the station closed for years.'
 'So it's in a station?'
 'Yes but one that's not in play. When you look at the map it's the most obvious one to
orphan as it were, the Northern Line is a bit odd anyway.'
 'The token has a weird message on it. I take they all have that so anyone finding it
might be led to the Palace.'
 'Yes.'
 'Of course it's all one thing.'  Rhys stopped. He'd read the cryptic message so many
times in the taxi ride from the shop he'd memorised it. 'To make this work take it deep
within the curve of the early hours.'
 Alex too stopped. 'And what does that mean to you?'
 'Early hours, Morning. Curve is Crescent and deep within means Underground Station.'
 'And here we are.' Alex pointed up ahead to the station on the other side of the road.
'Mornington Crescent or as we know it The Palace.'

SOPHIE'S HOME, COCKFOSTERS

Sophie sat in front of the computer and felt guilty. Guilty for lying to her mother but
also guilty for what she was about to do. Search to find out what the events of the day
had been about. She had promised it would be the end of it, but it was too strange.
 She  opened  the  search  engine  and  paused.  What  to  look  for?  Treasure  London
Underground. Millions of results all mainly tourism activities. Treasure Arnos Grove.
Nothing useful.
 After a few more attempts Sophie concluded it wasn't going to be straightforward.
However she'd always enjoyed antiques and auctions in the hope she'd come across
something  worthwhile.  If  there  was  treasure  out  there,  would  it  be  so  bad  if  she
investigated?

MORNINGTON CRESCENT

Alex led the way and as they got inside he approached a member of staff standing by a
map of the Underground.
 'Deep within the curve of the early hours,' was all he said.
 The woman nodded and started to march off.
 'He's with me,' Alex added pointing to Rhys.
 The woman turned back and gave Rhys a good stare. Then once more she marched off
towards, and then down, the stairs and if Rhys thought he'd had trouble keeping up
with Alex he'd not been expecting this speed.
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 At the bottom of the steps he was led through the passageway and up to a door in the
wall. The woman swiped a card into a small reader and the door opened. She ushered
them both inside.
 It wasn't what Rhys was expecting, a small room, like the ones he'd seen the siphons
in. However there were a few chairs up against the wall.
 The woman remained outside and once he and Alex were inside she marched off
closing the door behind her.
 'Waiting room?'
 Alex nodded. 'She's gone to request an audience for us.'
 Rhys took a seat whilst his friend remained standing.
 'So it's not going to be for today?'
 'If he's in residence and is not too busy he'll make it. Answering people who turn up
with  a  token  is  a  bit  of  a  priority.  Remember  normally  they  have  no  idea  about
anything.'
 'But she'll know this is different.'
 'Might give them another reason to see us as soon as possible.'  At this Alex did sit
down. 'So to pass the time, go on fire more questions at me.'
 Rhys smiled. 'Glad you said that. All this stuff with Leo, how long ago was that? You
said you had two Players leave...'
 'Victoria was nothing to do with Leo, it just happens they are free at the same time. It
was a while ago to be honest. Seven Sisters has been free too long. I say recently but I
suppose it wasn't. Feels like it though, there was a lot of hurt feelings.'
 'He'd been your friend before?'
 'Something like that.'
 Rhys could tell this was as far as he should push this topic. 'Ok so another one. The
way you talk is that there is a lot of  money involved in this Game. There's a lot of
passengers true and ten per cent from each one is a lot four times a year, but in my
head it doesn't quite add up.'
 Alex let out a sigh, it was as if he was thinking the best way of phrasing the answer.
'The Game is, how can we say it? Subsidised, it has to be; ok that's a guess. The King
runs it, TFL host it but there are people higher up who, well lets just say they have an
active interest in it.'
 'Why the cloak and dagger?'
 'Honestly? Because I don't really know the answer to that one. There are rumours and
myths, you'll hear these. I don't believe them all but I suppose as they say there is no
smoke without fire; I just try not to be caught up in it.'
 “But why do it? Why does this game exist?”
 As he said this the door opened and the woman marched back in. 'The King will see
you now.' She then pressed a button on the wall that Rhys hadn't noticed up until then.
A section of the wall pulled back to reveal a lift.
 Both Rhys and Alex stood and followed her into the revealed space. 'That was quick,'
Alex commented. The woman didn't reply.
 The door closed and soon Rhys felt the room descending.
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THE PALACE

When the door opened it was to an anteroom, the other side of which were a set of
large and heavy double doors. The women left the lift ahead of them and opened the
way into a  large chamber,  but remained inside the anteroom. Stepping inside Rhys
noted it wasn't a palace in that is wasn't luxurious, but it was impressive. Old train
carriages were displayed like museum exhibits, which Rhys guessed they sort of were.
Elsewhere other historic memorabilia from the Underground was arranged in glass
cabinets and cases.
 The other side of this display the floor, with rows of chairs like in a lecture theatre,
gently sloped downwards, focusing on a simple long seat, like it had been taken from
an old carriage. Sat on it in a white shirt and dark trousers was a middle aged man.
 Was  this  the  King?  Did  he  bow?  Rhys  looked  to  Alex  for  his  cues.  Alex  simply
approached and waved a hand in the man's direction.
 'Good evening,' he said. He turned to Rhys. 'This is your new King.'
 The man laughed and stood up. 'We have a new Player then?'
 Rhys nodded.
 'Good.' The King looked Rhys up and down and smiled. 'I take it you know...' he stopped
and looked in Alex's direction.
 'Alex' his friend replied. 'I hold Highbury And Islington.'
 'A Victorian?'
 'The token he found is for Seven Sisters,' Alex continued.
 The King paused. 'Oh that one. Someone wasn't playing by the rules properly there. I
take it you've been training an apprentice?' He switched his attention back to Rhys. 'Do
you need me to do all the normal explanations?'
 Rhys shook his head.
 'Doesn't say much,' the King commented to Alex.
 'It's probably all still a bit new to him.'
 'I see.' He held out his hand to Rhys. 'So let me see your token.'
 Rhys pulled his token from his pocket and handed it the King.
 'Do I  need an interview of initiation or something?'  Rhys asked,  more because he
didn't want to remain silent the whole time.
 The King laughed. 'No we're not the Masons. If you've got one of these and understand
the rules you can sign up. I will need you to actually sign some things though.'
 The King wandered over to a large wooden desk set up against the wall. On it was
various stationary items and an old dial ring telephone. Next to the desk was a filing
cabinet. 'Don't be mistaken I don't do all the work from here, it's just the Throne Room
for  official  meetings.  We've  got  a  few of  them coming up thanks  to  some reckless
behaviour last week.'
 The King picked up a sheaf of papers from the desk and handed them to Rhys with a
pen. 'To play you need to fill in these. I know it's tedious but rules are rules and if you
play we need to know you will stick to them. Oh and I need a photograph.' Without
warning and before Rhys could respond he picked up a camera and snapped a picture
of him.
 Rhys looked at the paper in his hand, the first sheet of paper was a standard personal
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information sheet. Underneath it was quite a think stapled stash of papers.
 'I need you to fill that form in please and those are the full rules. I need you to sign the
back page to say you agree to them.'
 Rhys found the space to sign the rule sheet and after doing so handed it back over.
 'Right I will programme this,' the King held up the token and put the signed form down
on the  desk.  'But  now you have signed you are  an official  Player.  I'll  be  back in  a
moment. Please fill in the other form as quickly as you can.'
 With that the King left them going through a door at the back of the room. Rhys looked
at the pile of paper on the desk.
 'Don't worry I've told you all they say,' Alex advised. 'Besides you're a Player already
now.'
 It felt good and somewhat scary at the same time.
 Rhys found the spaces he was supposed to fill in on the other document and having
completed it put the form and the pen back down on the table with the other one.
 'Welcome to the Victorians,' Alex grinned. 'We'll go and see your station and then we'll
have to go and see the Chief.'
 Rhys nodded.
 He was about to say something when the door opened and the King emerged holding
the token.
 He waited until he had rejoined both Rhys and Alex before speaking. 'Welcome to the
Game Rhys. Payday is in two days so it's good timing for you.'
 'Thank you,' Rhys took his token back and felt the weight of it in his hand. 'So that's it?'
he asked.
 The King paused. 'Almost, firstly here is your special Oyster. It means free travel on the
network and only your tribe chief and myself can track you.' He stopped for a second
and then turned to Alex. 'One more thing, you said the token was for Seven Sisters?'
 'Yes,' Alex replied.
 'Well it's all programmed for Rhys, but I have some news for you. It's not the token for
Seven  Sisters.  Our  new  Player  has  the  token  for,  and  is  therefore  the  holder  of,
Greenford. He's not a Victorian but a Central. I fear your apprentice is now your rival.'

This is a series one story for Beck's Game. The next part is Greenford...
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