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Beck's Game
Series 1 : Part 5

Arnos Grove

FOUR MONTHS PREVIOUSLY

RUISLIP ROAD, GREENFORD

Neil was putting pressure on him. 'Go on do it.'
 'This is too weird,' Rhys stood looking over to the other side of the road.
 'Of course it's weird,' Neil insisted. 'But it needs to be done. Just go over and talk to them.
“Want a job?” It's your opening line.'
 Rhys subtly nodded to the man and the woman sat under the ATM. 'I used to avoid them. I'd
go and find another hole-in-the-wall if there were people sitting under it.'
 Neil let out an exasperated sigh. 'So what? You are just going to guard your own siphon room
all day, and go on raids, and eat and take care of other business all at the same time. You're not
keeping on using my Guardians.'
 'Are you sure this isn't an indignity?'
 'Who to?'
 'This is so weird.' Rhys complained as he crossed the road, noting that his friend and support
was staying where he was.
 The man was sat in between two of the ATMs whilst the woman was sat just passed the end
one.  They looked up expectantly as he approached.  At  the machine and inserted his  card,
waited for a few moments and then ejected it.
 'Excuse me, if you could just spare...' the man said looking up at him.
 'No sorry,' Rhys replied and taking his card started to back away.
 Across the road Neil chuckled and rolled his eyes. 'He is hopeless,' he said to himself as he
crossed over.
 Rhys saw him coming but didn't stop walking away.
 Neil approached the ATMs and once again the man looked up at him. 'Excuse me, if you could
just spare...' the man started.
 'You saw me talking to my friend on the other side of the road?' Neil asked.
 The man nodded.
 Neil pulled out of his pocket a twenty pound note. 'This is yours if you go catch up with him
and start talking to him. Tell him you want a job. He'll freak but it'll be funny.'
 The man frowned but went to take the note surprised he was being given it first. Neil grinned
and with that the man ran off after Rhys.

OLDFIELD LANE, GREENFORD

The man behind the counter looked expectantly at Rhys as he approached. It was ironic that
everyone he was trying to talk to wanted something from him, but none of them would guess
what he wanted from them.
 'Excuse me,' Rhys started. 'I can't help noticing your shop is directly opposite the entrance to
the Underground. I gather you must see a lot of people go in and out?'
 'I am too busy to watch people,' the man replied.
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 'But we also notice,' Neil butted in, 'that your shop is empty of customers quite a bit of the
time.'
 'The man said nothing.
 'This is your business isn't it? Only we were wondering if there was another service you could
provide and earn some extra money?' Neil pulled a wad of notes from his pocket. 'It won't take
up too much of your time.'

GREENFORD PLATFORM

'The secret is to not tell them too much, only enough for them to think they know it all.' Neil
stood on the platform in the middle of the day. No one was waiting for a train, several people
were waiting for Rhys to appear and explain their new jobs.
 Rhys was at the far end with Neil. 'It's easy for you. You're used to doing this.'
 'You have to start somewhere. Look that's,' Neil looked up and counted, 'one, two, three, four,
five of them that you got in three days. I'd say out of that you'll get two loyal, and you need
four in total at a guess, so you'll have to keep replacing until you've got enough you can rely on,
but for the moment that's good. As I said, don't tell them everything whatever you do, they are
your employees and there to do as you say. Do not be intimidated.'
 Rhys took a deep breath. 'I feel ridiculous. I can't just go and boss these people around.'
 'Well you are their boss.'
 Fearing everything that could possibly go wrong Rhys walked further up the platform, it was
strange to believe he had employees whereas a few days ago he couldn't even find himself a
job.
 'How are you all?' he asked as he approached.

FOUR MONTHS LATER

LANCASTER GATE MANAGER'S OFFICE

The Piccadill Chieftain tapped the desk she was sat at. Boudicca was stood at her side.
 'How long do we give them?' Boudicca asked.
 'It's a better offer than they deserve.'
 'Will you go through with it if they agree?'
 The Chief sighed. 'Why not? She's stubborn, I like that as a quality for the tribe. Heathrow's
been losing us money since Brendon went. I'm surprised no one wanted it in the bidding and
goodness knows what's happened to the token by now. I keep asking the King to issue a new
one and he says he does but they never seem to be discovered, it's very odd. But he did put the
Arnos Grove one in Arnos Grove, the idiot. I'll just get him to give the next one to her, if she
accepts the offer that is.'
 'How long will you give them?'
 'Did you say you'd sent Fifi away?'
 Boudicca nodded.
 'Good, she might retain a little loyalty to a former friend. Do me a favour and think up a good
lie to tell her in case anything should happen.'
 The phone on the desk rang. The Chief answered it and after a brief conversation hung up.
'Well Sam and Nathan have the gas. I'm so proud of our tribe.'
 'What is it?'
 The Chief shook her head. 'No idea, but they know what they're doing; or at least they claim
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they do and that's good enough for me. When they said lethal you should have seen them
smile.' The Chief stood up. 'You know what? I'm hungry. I'd get something delivered but that
might not be the subtlest of moves. Go and find a random Guardian out there and get them to
bring us something, get yourself whatever you want too.'
 'Really? Now?' Boudicca looked surprised.
 'Yes, let them stew down there. The ideal they hand over Sophie, we raid, capture the three
Centrals  and chain they up somewhere until  their  chief  calls  begging to  make an offer.  If
anything we'd get some status for raiding that hermit's siphon. The other option, we can still
raid it but we'd need to wait for the gas to clear,' she looked at the clock on the wall. 'The
problem would be I'm not sure it'd be safe by midnight.'
 Boudicca nodded and left the office.
 The Chief waited for a few moments after the door closed before picking up the phone once
more and dialling a number.
 'Hello, yes it's me. Things are going to plan and I'll have Sophie for you in a few hours.' She
paused to hear the response. 'Yes I'm very certain, let's just say I've made her an offer she can't
refuse, or at least if she does she'll very much regret it.'

LANCASTER GATE SIPHON ROOM

The sudden panic in the room had awoken Malcolm from his  sleep and he was hurriedly
informed of their situation.
 'And we think there are several of them waiting outside the door?' he pointed to the barricade.
 'She told us on the phone,' Joe muttered. 'I always knew I'd die in this room. Still it's a way out
of the Game I suppose.'
 Sophie stood up and looked back up to the vent. 'I'm going to have to do it aren't I?'
 'No!' chorused Rhys and Neil.
 'But there isn't another option.'
 'And do you think she'll be true to her word?' Joe interjected.
 'We, I, can deal with that later.'
 'How long do we have to make a decision?' Malcolm asked.
 'She didn't say.'
 'We'll call her and ask,' Joe stood up and made for the phone. 'I regretted letting you answer it
the moment I said it. Move.'
 'We can't just call them,' complained Rhys.
 'Why not?' asked Joe as he picked up the receiver and dialled the Manager's Office.

HIGHBURY & ISLINGTON STATION

Alex was several hours early, he hated it when this happened. The problem was he had some
business to do and had no idea if he'd back in time to bank before midnight.
 At the bottom of the escalator he followed the music until he found Sven strumming away on
his guitar. He waited to be acknowledged and for the music to stop.
 'Moonlight Sonata,' he observed.
 'Meeting later?' Sven looked up from the guitar.
 'Yes. I need you to be extra vigilant until midnight.'
 'Do you now?'
 'Yes.' Alex turned to go. 'There seems to be trouble on the Central Line again, you may have an
increase in GeeYous and raiders might take advantage of this. Be alert.'
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 'I don't think it would affect out here.'
 'I don't pay you to think, just to grunt and do.'
 With that Alex marched off towards his siphon room and the music started up once more.

THE PALACE

The King sat at the desk but was staring deeply into the distance.
 The phone rang and broke him from his thoughts. He looked at it for a few moments but then
stood up and walked away.

SOPHIE'S HOME, COCKFOSTERS

Sophie's mother looked at the clock on the wall again and frowned.
 'Where is that girl?' she muttered before picking up the phone to call her. It went to voicemail.
'Sophie Love? Look I don't know where you are. The man called wanting to know if you still
wanted that cabinet. I said yes so he dropped it off, but I need to go to work. Oh and Fifi called
asking for you to call her when you got home. She said you'd know what it was about. Bye
Love.'
 After  hanging  up  Sophie's  mother  sat  down  to  put  her  shoes  on  when  the  phone  rang.
Hurriedly she rushed to answer, not looking at the display.
 'Hello Love. I just left you a message...' she trailed off and listened for a moment.
 'Is he?' she paused. 'Again? Look I'm just on my way to work, but thanks for the call... Oh? I
understand but you know how much it's going to cost if we have to find a home...' She went
quiet. 'I'm not sure... I'll see what I can do.'

PECKHAM

Susan looked out the window as she washed up the dinner things. That van was blocking the
drive. It'd had better be gone in the morning for the school run.
 She rinsed out the last of the mugs and set them on the drying stand.
 'Katie,' she called out. 'I hope you are getting your bag ready for school tomorrow.'

OXFORD CIRCUS

The queue down to the station once more extended to street level, the whole of Zone One of
the Central Line had been shut.
 A passer-by looked at the queue and smiled. Her phone rang. 'You're late,' she answered, 'and
I know it's not because of what's happening on the Central Line.' She waited for a response,
there didn't seem to be one. 'Anyway I might just have a gift for you, that's if you talk to me
nicely.'
 The woman hung up and then once more looked at the queue to get in. It was a mixed set of
circumstances, she'd profit a lot from them but they had better clear by midnight if there was
any hope of making some money to bank today.
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LANCASTER GATE SIPHON ROOM

'Half an hour,' Joe said as he hung up the phone.
 'That's longer than I expected,' remarked Neil. 'Especially as they refused to answer for so
long.'
 'The longer they leave us to discuss it the more chance we might convince ourselves it's not
that bad of an option,' Joe advised.
 'Or the more I'll fight for it, 'Sophie added.
 'Not happening,' Rhys insisted.
 'Won't your lot send help?' Sophie asked.
 Neil and Joe looked at each other as if waiting to see who would respond.
 'They will try, but we're a base under siege,' Neil admitted. 'We know the Piccadills have taken
over and closed the station, that will be waved in front of their faces. At the moment I'd say
our  lot  are  standing  around  helpless  trying  to  work  out  what  to  do.  This  hasn't  really
happened before, well at least not in recent history.'
 'So what we can do is to try and work out what it is they want from you,' Joe once more went
and sat on his mattress. 'Let's start at the beginning. You get a job offer for the Underground
but you'd never applied, you threaten to leave and you get promoted.'
 'It's odd but I didn't think about it too much.'
 'Fifi  your  former  friend  disappears  and  turns  up  three  days  later  but  doesn't  say  what
happened. Turns out she found a token and joined the Piccadills,'  Rhys added. 'It  must be
something she said about you that alerted them, something that seems innocuous on it's own
unless added to other information they already have.'
 'She disappeared on the night we first met you,' Neil added.
 'You mean you first kidnapped me,' joked Sophie.
 'What's this?' asked Joe.
 'It's nothing. I'm over it now,' Sophie laughed.
 'We thought she was a Guardian trying to cause us problems at Arnos Grove.'
 'So you kidnapped her?'
 'They were looking for buried treasure. I didn't realise it but it makes sense now, you both
were on one of these raid things and thought this siphon thing,' she pointed to the pole that
was in the corner of the room, 'was in the passimeter. Your raid was the treasure.'
 'Not quite and I was strong-armed into the kidnapping...'
 'The mythical treasure, it's been years since I heard about that,' interrupted Joe. 'I once had a
friend who was convinced it was Excalibur, would never get his head round the fact that both
stories were a myth. Hang on... you mean there are still some people who are stupid enough to
believe it? Why would anyone think it was at Arnos Grove for goodness sake? Don't tell me you
fell for it.'
 'Yeah,' Neil sighed. 'It was just a frustration you know? They say the Game ends when the
treasure is found. We were both desperate to get out of it so we thought we'd give it a go.'
 'First I've heard of this myth,' commented Rhys. 'Why Arnos Grove?'
 'Pieces just seemed to fit together. It's had been free for a long time, one of the longest of the
free stations. I mean normally if the token doesn't seem to be found after a couple of years a
new one is issued and placed in a more obvious location. But that didn't seem to happen here.
Seems to happen to the Piccadills a lot. Anyway what with the age of the station itself and the
passimeter et centra, we just thought it seemed a likely candidate. So we did some research
and we'd convinced ourselves if there was something it'd be in the passimeter; it made sense
at the time. But you're right,' Neil nodded to Joe, 'it's just a story and we're trapped in the
Game.'
 'So you thought Sophie was what, guarding the treasure and you kidnap her?' Joe asked.
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 'Yeah kind of, we thought she'd bring down trouble on us, so decided the best thing to do was
get out of there and seeing as we thought she knew about the treasure we'd question her...
until we discovered our mistake.'
 'And you became friends?' Joe continued.
 'Well I'd become intrigued. I like antiques so I thought if there was a treasure at this station
it'd be worth a bit of an investigation myself, I'd asked my friend to come with me. But Fifi
disappeared and my first thought was that she'd been kidnapped like I'd been. So I went back
to Neil's place to rescue her; she wasn't there and instead Neil offered to help me search.'
 'I was feeling a bit guilty. Rhys had just moved in so he joined us.'
 'She turns up three days later and is acting all weird.'
 Joe waited for them to finish speaking. 'And did you tell this Fifi you were looking for treasure
at Arnos Grove?'
 'Yeah I had to give her a reason to meet me there late at night. And to be honest since she
came back she doesn't say much so it's all I can think of to get any kind of reaction from her. I
don't know why. As it is we've not actually spoken for a while now; then she does this.' Sophie
waved her hands to indicate the room.
 'Think about it,' Joe waited for the penny to drop. 'She's a Player now, she knows more than
you do; no wonder she's acting strange. Then she tells her new tribe you're investigating the
treasure and you think it's on their property. Either you know something they don't or they
want to beat you to it.'
 'You mean it's all a big misunderstanding...?' started Sophie. 'Look at him, we finally crack it
and he's asleep again,' she pointed to Malcolm, once more dozing in the chair. 'Do we wake him
to tell him?'
 Ignoring her Joe turned to Neil. 'You kept saying “we”.'
 'What?'
 'When you were saying that you kidnapped Sophie you said “we” but new boy said he'd not
heard of the treasure before...'
 'Oh me and Laura. She holds the nexus at Oxford Circus. We'd chatted at a tribe meeting, you
don't come of course, and she seemed as desperate to get out of the Game as me and so we
came up with a plan.'
 'Laura? Not heard of her. She must be new-ish.'
 'Been playing about as long as I have I suppose.'
 'So how come she's already worked her way up to holding a nexus, and Oxford Circus at that?'

A PUB

Alex sat at the table and waited for Laura to do the same.
 'I can't believe you're still trying this,' she said.
 'Now's the perfect time. No one really believes the Piccadills were behind the runaway train,
despite how cack-handedly His Majesty is trying to make us think that.'
 'The Bakers have given up caring and the Centrals are just relieved no one's pointing the
finger at them.'
 'They still suspect us?'
 Laura seemed bored by this observation. 'Of course they do.'
 'So do you think the Chief will retire and there'll be a vacancy?'
 'And can you count on my support? Not being funny but you're the last person I'd want as
Chief. I know you're desperate but... well that's not been an opinion I've been shy of so why
you think you can come and ask me I don't know.'
 A waitress came over to take their orders but they both waved her away.
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 'To be honest I don't think the Chief is particularly worried. He should be... Someone's going to
end up paying regardless of whether they're guilty or not.' He drifted off for a few moments
before realising he was having a conversation. 'You know what I think? Everyone is saying it's
a whole tribe that's behind it. But why not just one powerful person who has been known to
say she wishes the Game to end? Maybe she'd do something drastic.'
 Laura  laughed.  'Really?  Well  I  can't  say  I'm  that  bothered.  Is  that  all  you  have  on  me?
Speculation?'
 'No, but it's enough to give you the idea I mean what I say. Three tribe chiefs know you want
to get out of the Game, you've no chance of achieving Amersham, yes I know you know about
that apparent forbidden morsel of information. So you ask, “Is there any way you can just end
the  whole  thing?”  Cause  enough  disruption  the  government  start  giving  the  King  serious
hassle and they find a way to close it down. I am threatening you, yes, but it doesn't mean
there isn't some truth to it.'
 Laura stood up and backed away from the table. 'Ok, I'm not wasting my time on this. I've got
greater priorities than your power play.' She almost went to go. 'Oh and I almost was going to
hand over that little Central acolyte of yours. Seems he's tied up in this fiasco at Lancaster
Gate. I bet you didn't know that our chief is keeping an eye on him for some reason, they meet
up at Greenford and chat every now and again, thought you'd want to question him as to why.
Don't think I'll bother now.' With that she left the pub.

LANCASTER GATE SIPHON ROOM

The phone rang and awoke Malcolm. Joe raced Neil to answer it,  won and paused without
saying anything as he listened and then hung up.
 'Well?' Sophie asked.
 'It seems we're in for a taster to prove they mean it.'
 All five looked up at the air vent as it started to make a slight hissing noise.
 A piquant smell slowly started to build in the atmosphere.
 'For just a taster that's bad enough,' observed Rhys, 'and I've worked on a farm.'
 'You're not joking,' Neil pressed his elbow to cover his nose and mouth, whilst the others
hastily searched for things to cover their faces.

LANCASTER GATE MANAGER'S OFFICE

Boudicca entered the room as the Chief put down the phone.
 'They're  still  trying  to  get  access  to  the  monitor  room but  it  seems  when they left  they
activated some extra security measure... are you ok?'
 The Chief looked up from the desk. 'Yes. Tell those on sentry duty to keep back from the door
of the siphon room. We've started pumping in a small amount.'
 'But I thought-'
 'It's only enough to make them see we're serious. I don't want her dead, at least not yet. But
we'll keep giving short blasts just to keep them on their toes.'
 'Are you sure that's wise? I mean Sam and Nathan love this kind of thing but careful they are
not.'
 'It'll be fine.'
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LANCASTER GATE SIPHON ROOM

All five inhabitants of the room had their heads down and covered in whatever they could find.
 'They are getting carried away,' Neil tried saying through choking fits.
 'Just let me out there,' cried Sophie. 'They'll kill us.'
 Together they edged towards the barricaded door away from the vent.
 Rhys was the last to move after Joe. 'We're idiots!' he exclaimed.
 'What?' Neil asked.
 'Joe's mattress. Block the vent.'
 Everyone turned to look at the bedding on the floor.
 'And how are we going to do that. Take turns in standing holding it? We could only do it for so
long.'
 'It might be long enough. But no.' He turned to Joe. 'Do you have any tools?'
 'Over there.' Joe pointed to a box in the corner.
 'Get the cover off and stuff it inside. I wish I'd thought if it before they'd started gassing us.'
 'Don't beat yourself up, it's a great plan. A life saving plan.' With that Neil made straight for
the tool box.

LANCASTER GATE MANAGER'S OFFICE

The phone rang once more and the Chief answered it.  Boudicca stood still  and silent once
more.
 Without saying anything the Chief hung up.
 'It seems they've found away around the gas.' She looked Boudicca in the eye. 'Plan B.'
 'All ready and waiting just in case.'

PIMLICO STATION

Alex pushed his way through the turnstiles and left the station building to re-enter the office
block above.
 Up one flight of stairs to the door he wanted. Without knocking he barged in.
 The Chief looked up from his chair and muted the television. The room was more of a living
room than an office.
 'Don't tell me, everyone is blaming us for the mess on Central again.'
 Alex just stood staring at him.
 'Thank goodness we have a King who'll see sense,' the chief continued. 'You know it's all over
the news...?'
 Alex marched over and grabbed him by the front of his shirt. 'It was you.'
 The Chief stood up and struck Alex back, making him fall to the floor. The Victorian Chief
watched him flounder and then get back on his feet. 'Now if you've got that off your chest,
whatever it was...'
 Alex stood up straight went to strike him in the face. The Chief caught his hand before impact
and kicked him in he solar plexus. 'Nope, apparently you hadn't.'
 Alex crumpled clutching his stomach.
 'There's whisky in the cupboard. Get yourself a glass when you feel up to it.'
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LANCASTER GATE SIPHON ROOM

'If we could open the door just a little bit,' Sophie complained waving the air in front of her
away.
 The vent had been blocked so there was no more risk of being gassed, but there was also a
lack of fresh air.
 'Hopefully it's just unpleasant rather than toxic at this level,' Rhys replied.
 'Even so staying in a confined space with it can't be good for us,' Malcolm advised. 'We'll need
to think of something soon.'
 'I still think there's more to it than a misunderstanding about you looking for the treasure,'
Neil stated. 'Is there anything else? Anything that is common knowledge to you that Fifi would
know and might have said?'
 'Not that I can think of,' Sophie shrugged.
 'Maybe you know another Player. Could any of your family be Players and they engineered you
a job on the Underground?' Rhys asked.
 'Not likely,' Sophie replied. 'I don't have any family.'
 'You talk about your mother,' Rhys responded.
 Sophie pulled a face. 'Well yes, but she's not my real mum. I don't know who my real parents
were. My mother, that is Olivia the woman I call my mum, and her husband adopted me. She
couldn't have kids. Adopted Dad died when I was still very small, car accident, so it's just her
and me.'
 'Could there have been any connection with her and the Piccadills? Does she work for the
Underground too?' Joe was now sat on a pile of blankets.
 'No, she's a taxi driver, always has been.' Sophie paused to think. 'Other than that and her
crossword books she doesn't do much else. Honestly the amount she gets through... she's very
clever.'
 'If you don't mind me asking, does Fifi know you're adopted?' Joe asked.
 'Well yes, Mum never kept it from me.'
 'And she would have known about  the  unusual  circumstances  that  got  you your  job and
promotion?'
 'I mean we weren't ever best mates or anything but we'd meet up regularly for a chat. I've
known her for years and that's not exactly private information.'
 'I think one of the Piccadills, and I'd bet it's the Chief, had some information that when placed
with those facts means a whole lot more,' Joe started.
 'Oh dear.' Everyone turned to look at Malcolm. 'I think I might have some light to shine on
that.'
 'What do you mean?' Sophie asked.
 Malcolm waited a moment. 'I'm not just here to keep an eye on him.' He flicked his hand in
Joe's direction. 'The King told me when you first started here to keep an eye on you as well. It's
why you were put at Lancaster Gate, a convenience as I was here already; he never really said
why.'
 'It was this King that got me the job? How does that work?' Sophie shook her head. 'I've never
heard of him until today.'
 'Well he knew of you.'
 'And did you happen to tell this story to anyone else? A Piccadill perhaps?' asked Neil.
 Again Malcolm looked a little sheepish. 'No, not a Piccadill, but... I mean she was a Central.
This is the Central Line, I didn't say much but it just came out. I thought it was safe.'
 'What have you done?' Neil asked deliberately.
 'It was last year when you handed in your notice. I was off on an errand for the King at Grange
Hill. I mean it's the other end of the earth, no one goes out there... but I met the Holder at the
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station. She'd requested to the King that she wanted to leave the Game and I had to tell her she
wasn't allowed. I said something along the lines of the King sticks me here in a station, I've no
say but just have to watch over two people. She asked who... she was upset and I didn't think it
mattered to tell her...' he trailed off.
 'And let me guess soon after she gets promoted to Oxford Circus,' Rhys suggested.
 'Oh.' This time it was Neil. 'It was, it was her that put the idea of treasure at Arnos Grove into
my head. It was her that pushed me to do it... She never intended it to be there. It wasn't the
treasure she was after. She wanted you.' Neil stared at Sophie. 'No wonder she was so angry
that I let you go.'
 'But how would she know?' Sophie asked.
 'You have staff travel,' Malcolm informed her. 'She can track your movements when you tap in
and out of a station. Well we can all do that for the GeeYous as well, it's just know how. But do
you regularly go to Arnos Grove on your days off?'
 'Well yeah, it's half way between my and Fifi's home...'
 The phone started ringing. This time Neil beat Joe to it. Joe sat back down annoyed.
 'Hello?' Neil answered. 'Well of course he's here, where do you think he'd go, Ipswich? Or
Russell Square?' Annoyed he handed over the receiver to Joe. 'She wants to talk to you.'
 Allowing himself  a  slight  smile Joe  took the phone.  'Yes?'  The smile didn't  last  long.  'No,
that's...  but...'  he went silent holding the phone, even though everyone could hear a dialling
tone.
 'Mate?' asked Rhys.
 'They have my daughter and my granddaughter.'

PHONE CONVERSATION

Piccadill Chieftain: Zone One Central Line is closed. I'd advise you get to Marble Arch and come
down the track.

Laura: Because that doesn't say “trap” all over it. Anyway how would we communicate? No
phone signal.

Piccadill Chieftain: What, I'll just tell my subordinates to let in a Central, or worse a Victorian?
This isn't a Central Station any more.

Laura: The making of a promise is easy, the actions which follow expose the soul.

Piccadill Chieftain: You read too much. The alternative?

Laura: We go off map. 

Piccadill Chieftain: Where did you suggest?

PIMLICO OFFICES

'I'm trying to work out if it is just ambition that makes you keep trying to get me out of the
way, or if there is something deeper?'
 Alex avoided eye contact with the Chief, but accepted the glass.
 'Or maybe you think as the King used to hold my position I am actually just a stepping stone in
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your ambition. I take it you ignore the rumours that he is intending a proper monarchy, with
inherited ascendancy. Either way, I don't have time for it.'
 'So why the hospitality?' Alex did now look at his chief and without being asked sat down.
 'Because that little apprentice of yours is on to something. Something either needs nipping in
the bud, or is long overdue... I just don't know which.'
 'So it wasn't you that swapped the tokens?'
 The Chief ignored this. 'He offered three explanations. I can discount you lied as in you knew
all along the token was for Greenford. I can't think of any way that you would gain from that.
So that leaves two others. Had we got it wrong? Leo sells the what he thinks is Greenford to
the shop to get  rid of the evidence.  Leo goes on trial,  a rather hurried trial  with a casual
holding of the procedure. Leo is retired and his remaining token comes to me to be cleaned
and I pass it to the King. This leads us to believe he sold the wrong one. I know the token he
gave to me was Greenford. I cleaned and checked if before passing it on. It only leaves one
option. Someone unknown to us did play a trick when the token went to the watchmaker or
some point before.'
 'Who?' anger flashed in Alex's eyes.
 'That's the wrong question. The correct question is, “why?”'

LANCASTER GATE MANAGER'S OFFICE

The Piccadill Chieftain pushed the door open as she entered. Boudicca was stood in the corner
waiting.
 'Sorry important phone call. Had to go up to ground level for a signal.'
 Boudicca just nodded. 'What do you want us to do with the daughter and granddaughter?'
 'He needs to see them. He needs to know we are telling the truth. Take them down there
outside the door, these things are not soundproof in the older stations, but still as near to it. I'll
call and tell him if he wants proof he'll have to open the door.'
 'And if they don't?'
 'Oh,' the Chief groaned in frustration. 'We're going to have to put them on the phone to speak
aren't we? I hate listening to children on the telephone.'

LANCASTER GATE SIPHON ROOM

'We're going to need to get fresh oxygen in here very soon,' Malcolm sounded groggy as he
tried not to fall asleep in the chair once more. 'Keep breathing in whatever it is is not good.'
 Everyone looked up the air vent. It was no longer fitted properly due to the mattress inside.
 'I hate to say it but he's got a point.' Rhys nodded, 'our only source of air now is the gaps above
and below the door. Millimetres of it.'
 'What do we do?' Neil asked. 'Just open the door?'
 'Say we want to negotiate?' Sophie suggested.
 'Say I want to see my daughter,' Joe added. 'We don't actually have any proof. And yes it's
probably true but that doubt is doing wonders for me right now.'
 'It's my fault,' Malcolm stood up and tried not to look woozy. 'Let me. I'm not a Player. I work
for the King. I have no tribe. They won't hurt me.'
 'So why didn't you say this before?' Sophie demanded.
 'Because he doesn't believe it,' Neil answered. 'Neither do I.'
 'Let me try. It seems I led them here one way or the other. I can give them some information, I
can barter with this for your family. I can try and prove it's all a misunderstanding.'
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 There was an awkward silence as everyone came to the same conclusion.
 'It'll be my mum next won't it?' Sophie held her head in her hands.
 Joe, Neil and Rhys had all stood up with Malcolm at the door.
 'At least we can open the door for a few moments, get an exchange of air.'
 'Ok,' Joe looked him in the eyes as he spoke. 'But take this.' He handed over the spear.
 'I don't want to look like I'm a threat, but thanks.' Malcolm placed it on the ground.
 As quietly as they could Neil, Rhys and Joe moved the barricade.
 'They won't be expecting it so I doubt they'll  be right outside. That gives a few moments
before they work out what's going on.' Malcolm looked at the door. 'Thermopylae? Anyone?
No? Anyway keep the door open as long as you can. Some of you try wafting the air outside,
use Joe's blankets. I'll go out and and try and talk, but I'll block access to you for as long as
possible. Shut the door as quickly as you can as late as you can and barricade it again as fast as
you can.'
 The door was clear.
 'Here we go.' Malcolm took a deep breath and unlocked the door. Pulling it slowly open so
there was only a crack at first.
 Even the small breeze was noticed by the others.
 Gently he pulled the door further open.
 There was sound from outside.
 Malcolm paused a fraction of a second, then taking charge of himself opened the door wide
enough to step outside.
 Rhys was behind him and a handful of surprised Piccadills hurriedly got to their feet.
 'I  am not a  Central.  I  am Malcolm and I  work for the King.'  Malcolm raised his  hands in
surrender as he spoke.
 Rhys stood transfixed for a moment, would they listen?
 Suddenly Malcolm was grabbed and in the chaos of arms Rhys saw him being pulled away.
 'Shut the door,' yelled Malcolm; without needing to be told twice Rhys did just that.
 Joe and Neil pushed the furniture back in place.
 'He'll be ok? Right?' Rhys asked.
 No one answered his question.

PIMLICO OFFICES

'I ran background checks on the shop and the watchmakers,' Alex said. 'Both before and after.'
 'You had been friends with him, hence his traitorous act was never going to be dealt with
properly  by  you.'  The  Victorian  Chieftain  was  sat  back  in  his  chair,  now  looking  out  the
window at the street below.
 'It wasn't me...'
 'I've already said I don't believe it was. But it was you that told him to get rid of the second
token. It was you that told us he'd sold it to the shop. You then betrayed him to the tribe.'
 'He was a traitor.' Alex finished his drink and put the glass on the floor.
 'Oh I don't care about that, but the fact you told us means you'd already got the shop to save it
for you. You waited for the person who you saw fit to take it. Or you kept putting it off until the
the incident on Central; and you rushed because if  it was a Victorian problem you wanted
backup. But back years ago, did you somehow set it up so Leo sold the wrong one? Then you
reserve it, get a control over Seven Sisters that you wouldn't have had if the token came to me.'
 Either Alex hadn't heard or just ignored the question. 'I'd send someone down there with
some money every now and then just to make sure they kept it.' He stopped for a moment. 'I'll
go and have a word with both shops again tomorrow, I may have been too nice. I'll take Sven
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with me I think.'
 'You know what I think?' The Victorian Chief began to sound tired. 'I think that someone else
must have been watching you and decided they didn't want you to have a friend. Someone who
knew what happened to the Greenford token after I sent it to the King for reissuing and was
able to access it. So now I get to my main points.'
 Alex looked up. 'What?'
 'One, your attempts at mutiny are not going unnoticed, and not just by me; it seems you are
making more enemies this way. Two there is one big factor that you are missing.'
 'Go on.'
 'There is more to this young man then he is letting on and it was you who fell into his trap.'
 'No,' Alex sounded confused. 'That's not possible.'
 'And three,' the Chief continued, 'I'm bored of you now, get out or I'll set my Guardians on
you.'

HAMPSTEAD ROAD

The King made his way to the eateries further up the road. The fresh air was doing him good.
Just as he was about to cross to the other side he felt a presence behind him.
 'Running away?'
 It was a man in his early fifties, smartly dressed but for no formal occasion.
 'You shouldn't be here,' the King replied.
 'This is a free city. It's our city, not your subterranean empire.'
 'I meant for your benefit. If you are seen with me, not that anyone knows who I am, but just in
case... are you implicit in my dealings? Had you known about it all along? Will the public like
that I wonder?'
 'Don't get smart with me. I'm not one your underlings.'
 The King stepped back from the road. 'So you have hunted me down. Well done. What for?'
 'Your incompetent handling of the recent terrorist attack and what do I hear is happening
now?'
 'I admit the choice of location was unfortunate, but this is unconnected.'
 'So we have two big issues then? Yet more proof you can't control your people. I think it's time
changes were made. There is an election coming and you and your ilk are going to ruin it for
me. One way or another I'm putting an end to it all.'
 'And you'll do what about that exactly? Bring police cars to my door? Even if it would make
any impact you're too weak for that. But just one phone call from me and... well you know.'
 'Oh I don't care if this comes back and bites me because of your friends. Although I doubt
they're too happy at the moment themselves. But as of now I am taking charge of the scene on
the Central Line. The real authorities will sort this one out.'
 They both looked around to see if anyone else was watching, they weren't.
 'Well if you have to, but you are right it will come back to bite you, and when I say “you” I
mean you as an individual as well as everyone else you bring along.' The King waited for a
response.
 'Big words from someone who has no idea what is happening under your nose. Real people
are being put at risk, not just the crazies from your games.'
 'I have every idea. And what this includes, which you are oblivious to, is there is a correct way
of handling-'
 'Cheap excuses to hide the fact you have done nothing.' The man interrupted but the King
continued to speak over him.
 '-every situation. Get it wrong in a rush and you create bigger problems later. You wouldn't be
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expected to understand that, seeing as your career spans such a short season.'
 'You are not making any friends.'
 'I never wanted friends.' With that the King crossed the road.

LANCASTER GATE SIPHON ROOM

The phone rang. Joe rushed to answer it, though Neil kept away.
 'Hello?'

LANCASTER GATE MANAGER'S OFFICE

Susan and Katie were led forcibly away once they had had the phone taken off them. The
Piccadill Chieftain thought about verbally enforcing the message after they had been cut off
but decided it was a better effect to just hang up.
 Boudicca  entered  the  room.  'The monitors  are  still  not...'  She  moved  out  the  way as  the
woman and child were marched passed her.
 'They are going to stand on vigil outside the siphon room,' her chief informed her. 'We made
them tell Joe themselves... well I didn't let the kid speak for more than ten seconds... nails on a
chalk board. Incidently did you know his wife had died some time ago? I don't think he knows
yet. I'm sure we can make use of that.'
 'And the old man?' Boudicca asked.
 'I'm thinking telling the King he can claim the reason the line was shut was a person on the
tracks.'

OXFORD CIRCUS

Alex got off the Victoria Line and headed up to ground level. Outside, amidst the GeeYous he
carefully studied the queue.
 'The bad penny,' Laura stopped climbing the steps behind him. 'Looking for anyone specific?'
she asked.
 'One of your Guardians, well actually in the hope they would lead me to you.'
 'Little too busy right now. There is a shut down on one of my lines.'
 'Yes I gathered. You're a Central,' Alex spat on the floor.
 'Was that really necessary?'
 'That new Player, Greenford. What do you know about him?'
 'Other than he was your failed progeny?' Laura laughed, as she got further from the station
west along Oxford Street. Alex followed her.
 'I think there's more to him then meets the eye,' Alex confessed. 'You said you could hand him
over.'
 Laura stopped. 'And how much have you been drinking? I can smell it on your breath. Go
home Alex. Leave the bigger games for the people who know how to play them...' she stopped.
'I'm going to regret this,' she muttered. 'If I do this you owe me a big favour, right?'
 Alex nodded.
 Laura sighed. 'Come on then.'
 Stepping towards the road she called a taxi.
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LANCASTER GATE SIPHON ROOM

'I can think clearer now,' observed Rhys.
 Although  it  had  only  been  a  short  time  the  door  had  been  open  it  had  resulted  in  a
improvement  in  the  air  quality.  The  phone  call  had  undone  all  the  any  of  the  good.  Joe
withdrew into himself and, despite their best efforts, Sophie, Neil or Rhys couldn't get him to
say anything.  So  they sat  in  silence  for  a  while.  The  subject  of  Malcolm was  deliberately
ignored.
 'They'll be outside that door by now,' Joe eventually murmured.
 'Ok, resources,' started Neil. 'Joe, Neil, Sophie and me. That's four. Plus your daughter outside
and a small child. How many Piccadils were there?'
 'I saw about five,' Rhys replied, 'but back up can't be far behind.'
 'It's an even fight. What else do we have? A spear and a table?'
 'Blankets?' Offered Sophie. 'Not a solution but we might be able to hold them up? Or use them
like a net.'
 Joe nodded.
 'Even if we can try and bring your family in here they'll be safer...'
 'Ok time to make a plan,' Neil said.

LANCASTER GATE CONTROL ROOM

Two Piccadills stood outside the door.
 'Why are they leaving us here?' one asked the other.  'It's not opening, they've done some
security thing to it.'
 'It's been hours,' complained the other. 'I need a drink and the toilet.'
 The both looked at the door once more. 'We can leave it for a few moments.'
 They turned away and headed off down the corridor.
 A few moments later the door made a clicking sound, slowly opened a fraction, then a bit
further.
 Satisfied it was safe Bernice stepped outside, carrying a large samurai sword.

LANCASTER GATE SIPHON ROOM

'On the count of three,' Neil stood ready to open the door, the others nodded. 'One. Two. Three.'
 Rushing forward Rhys and Sophie threw a blanket between them catching two Piccadills who
were not expecting it and pushed them inside the room. One more ran at Neil who held out the
spear as a warning. Being a bigger man Joe managed to push his way through the small group,
seeing across the tunnel a mother and child with their hands bound he threw himself in front
of them.
 Footsteps could be heard running down the tunnel in their direction.
 'Back up,' Sophie warned Rhys.
 The two Piccadills inside the siphon room were now back on their feet and making for the
door.
 The footsteps grew louder. The Piccadills turned to expect support, instead Bernice ran into
the battle waving her sword and screaming what sounded like Japanese.
 The Piccadills quickly got out of her way.
 Neil was standing defending Joe and his family with the spear; Joe cutting their bonds with a
knife he'd got from somewhere. As soon as the attention was off them and they were free, Joe's
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daughter turned and ran pulling the small child after her.
 'Not that way,' shouted Joe as he ran after them. Neil seeing what was happening pursued Joe.
 The Piccadills, keeping their distance from the sword wielding Bernice, backed further away
then she too followed Neil.

Rhys and Sophie found their path was blocked by the retreating Piccadills, they turned round
and standing in the doorway were the two that they had thrown the blanket over. They both
looked in the direction of their last option. Coming down the tunnel was the Piccadill Chieftain
and Boudicca. They were trapped.

LANCASTER GATE WESTBOUND PLATFORM

Joe followed his family through the gap to the westbound platform. He was out of breath when
his daughter stopped with nowhere further to go.
 Neil arrived next and looked at the abandoned train blocking the line.
 Bernice ran passed them.
 'What now?' Joe asked. They were sure to have been followed.
 Bernice ignored him and made straight for the the front carriage with the driver's cabin. She
fiddled with something on the doors and they sprang open.
 'Get in,' she commanded.
 Without having to be told again the others obeyed.
 'I think I can still remember how to drive one of these,' she added as she closed the cabin door.
 Joe and Neil looked at each other as the main doors began to close and the train came to life.
Just as they were about to pull off they saw some Piccadills running on to the platform.

Boudicca had charged after Bernice, she was an old woman with a sword, but not one who
would use it, she was sure. Years of raids paid off and she stormed through the entrance from
the corridor just to see and hear the train starting up. She's emerged at the back of train on
the platform and just saw the doors begin to close. Without thinking and with as much effort
as she could she pushed forward, forcing the doors back open just in time, and threw herself
inside the carriage.
 Sophie was safely captured, this breakaway group needed stopping. She'd have to make her
way down the train to get to the front where she presumed they were.

Bernice sat at the controls aware that one of the sets of doors had not closed in sync with the
others, but as she was trying to remember everything she needed to get the train going she
didn't pay it too much attention; and so she, and everyone else, were unaware of the extra
passenger.

LANCASTER GATE SIPHON ROOM

Sophie and Rhys were pushed into the circle of remaining Piccadills.
 'Don't hurt her yet,' one of the said.
 Instead they were bound and blindfolded and then left to stand for a few moments, to be
given the occasional push to remind them of their situation.
 After a while there was some activity and Sophie could hear a woman's voice, she assumed it
was the Piccadill Chief giving some indistinct orders, then they were marched, upwards. They
were being taken to ground level.
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THE PALACE

The King stood looking at an old map of the Underground, so much history. He cast his eyes
around his mini museum. Old tickets and pictures of stations, some long abandoned, some,
like his own, refurbished.
 Pictures of people in Victorian clothing, or platforms packed with those sheltering from the
Blitz. Even Royalty, the other royalty.
 The phone on his desk rang. For a moment he thought about ignoring it but eventually gave
in.
 'Hello.'  He waited to listen and gave a half  smile to himself.  'Well  if  you think you must.
Arrange an appointment.'

CENTRAL LINE BETWEEN LANCASTER GATE AND QUEENSWAY

Neil,  Joe  and his  family sat  at  the  front  of  the  first  carriage  as it  was driven through the
darkness of the tunnels.
 After a short while Neil was called into the driver's cabin and Bernice handed over the sword.
 'I'd bought it in Japan for my nephew, but after what happened last time I wasn't going to take
any chances so kept it in the Control Room.' It was the best explanation he gathered he was
going to get from this woman. Sophie's descriptions of her certainly were accurate.
 He turned to look at the darkness out the main window.
 'I was a train driver long before they put me in an office.' Bernice continued. 'Don't worry I
still  have my license and they can't  have changed that much. Besides it's  only to the next
station.' 
 'Won't there be abandoned trains at Queensway too?' Neil asked.
 'Oh I got them to move them all out the way just in case. I've been watching it all on the
monitors. Zone One is free, so we've got to Notting Hill Gate. But I think we should stop in a
moment, just for you to tell me exactly what is going on.'
 Neil shook his head. 'Not a good idea.'
 'Excuse me young man?'
 'You deserve an explanation yes, but Queensway's too close and if you leave us in the tunnels
we're a sitting duck again.'
 Bernice thought this over. 'Ok you make a point. The further the better I assume. We'll have to
mix in with the real trains but I'll alert HQ and try and get you to Ealing Broadway.'

Boudicca waited until they were in the tunnel properly before she opened the door of the
carriage she was in to try and make her way into the next one. She guessed this was the third
and the others were at the front.

Joe sat staring out of the window. Susan sat opposite him doing the same and rubbing her
wrists. Fortunately Katie had fallen asleep. They both knew there were difficult conversations
to be had, but now was not the time.
 A noise  caught  their  attention.  The  door  at  the  far  end of  the  carriage  swung open and
Boudicca entered. She was in no rush.
 'An old man, a small child and a mother,' she laughed and headed straight for the driver's
cabin.
 'In a narrow space,' added Joe holding out the spear. 'Sit down and do as you're told'.
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VOICEMAIL

'There  is  now  some  further  activity  at  Lancaster  Gate.  Police  have  been  surrounding  the
station. It seems attempts to bury the Piccadill's expulsion of the GeeYous as overzealous staff
evacuating the station hasn't resonated with the higher levels. More work for the King. Just
before their arrival we've seen only a few people leave so we must assume that there are more
Players and Guardians inside.
 'However there has also been a train reported heading west. We don't know what this is with
regard to but all Centrals are to get to Queensway. We must assume this is an act of aggression.
Now they seem trapped we need to take action; bring what Guardians you can.'

PRIMROSE HILL

The Piccadill Chieftain waited for Laura to get to the top of the hill overlooking London. 'This
is unsubtle?' she complained.
 'No one we need to worry about will come up here.'
 'If you say so but I need to be quick. I will be missed; even if I have them on a fools errand at
the moment. Do we have a deal?'
 Laura nodded. 'Just confirm who exactly you have in the van and you can rule whatever will
be left of this empire forever as long as I care.'

EALING BROADWAY

Bernice slowed the train down as the lights of the station approached. Neil was still in the
front with her, having decided this was a better option than the difficult atmosphere of the
passenger carriage.
 The platform came into to view.
 'I should warn you they've been tracking us,' Bernice said. 'The platform will packed with
policemen and armed guards.'

TUNNELS

Rhys came round. It was dark and he was lying on something uncomfortable. He wasn't tied up
which surprised him. Putting his hand down he felt the metal beneath it and the familiarity of
shapes. Track.
 He turned behind him, he was leaning on the back of a stationary carriage.
 Immediately he pulled back,  he was sitting in its path.  But there was no hum, no power,
anywhere.
 It was almost pitch dark. Holding on to the train he pulled himself up.
 'Sophie!' he called out. No response. He'd been unconscious, she might still be. He felt in his
pockets, they had been emptied with the exception for his token. A Player who cared about the
rules then.
 He crouched down to get to his socks and his backup phone. He grabbed his ankle, nothing.
He felt his other foot just to check, his sock that was empty as well.
 'Sophie?!' he called out again. Just silence.

19 Beck's Game S1 P5: Arnos Grove



 He reached out for the train again, there was no life, it had been abandoned but at least he
could tell the direction of the line, even if that didn't indicate which station was nearer.
 'Sophie?!' Still no answer.
 Feeling his way along the carriage he eased his way through the narrow gap between the edge
of the train and the curved tunnel wall.
 Why was it so silent and dark?
 Eventually he made it nearer to the front of the carriage and he felt the wall behind him come
to an an abrupt end.
 'Sophie?!'
 Feeling  ahead  he  discovered  the  edge  of  a  platform and  he  hoisted  himself  up  on  to  it.
Although it was still in darkness he noticed his eyes were adjusting. There was a little light
coming from somewhere, he could see the outlines of the objects familiar with being on an
underground tube station platform. He made it to the archways in the wall to get away and call
for help, but the gates to the rest of the station were shut and locked. He tugged at them but
they wouldn't give, it made some sense then that he hadn't been tied up.

EALING BROADWAY PLATFORM

They had not waited for an explanation from any of them. As soon as the doors had opened
the  police  had  swarmed  inside  the  carriage,  grabbing  and  cuffing  all  of  them  with  the
exception of Susan and her daughter.
 It was pointless to try and say anything. Instead, Joe, Bernice and Boudicca were carted away
from him. The armed guard stopped and looked at Neil, he was still holding the sword.
 He looked down at it. 'No,' he cried.

INSIDE A THE BACK OF A VAN

How had she ended up in this situation again? The irony wasn't lost on Sophie despite the fact
that this time the fear was vastly increased. Last time she hadn't known what the situation had
been  about,  this  time  it  was  all  too  clear  and  what  was  worse,  she  wasn't  an  innocent
bystander accidentally caught up in events, for some reason they were specifically after her.
Last  time  she  didn't  know  what  they  had  been  capable  of,  this  time,  gas,  whatever  had
happened to Malcolm and threats to family members...  And now they had their  prize,  her,
whatever that actually meant. Again she was being driven through the city in the back of a van,
this time at night. She could end up anywhere in London.

PHONE CONVERSATION

Metropolitan Chieftain: Are the rumours I'm picking up about the Piccadills launching a siege
on Lancaster Gate true?

(Response retracted)*

Metropolitan Chieftain: Oh that is fun. Are you up for another spot of double crossing? I think
we've been given a great opportunity. We can do it now if  you want.

(Response retracted)*
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Metropolitan Chieftain: Good. This is the big one though. You won't be able to get your position
back after this but I shall very much make it worth your while.

(Response retracted)*

Metropolitan Chieftain: Pleased to hear it. Usual place, twenty minutes? Go and talk to your
people.

(The line is cut.)

*At present it is unclear who is also listening in on our equipment or how they managed to block
it, especially so specifically. Time is needed to discover how anyone found this out and why they
intend us to know at this stage by such actions. We will keep monitoring the situation. As always
ensure the King is oblivious to us.

POLICE STATION, EALING

Neil sat alone in his cell. He'd not had the opportunity to explain anything to Bernice so she
was unable to advocate for him. Instead he was led away, one of the presumed causes of the
disturbance at Lancaster Gate.

TUNNELS

'Sophie?!' He knew by now that she either was not there or not capable of answering, but he
still needed to try.
 Where was the light coming from? It was only a glimmer but that might give some clue. Neil
had no idea what line he was on, let alone what station. He'd heard about abandoned stations,
he'd  seen them on the map in the Palace museum when he had been there,  but this  was
cleaned and maintained. He'd gathered that after the events at Lancaster Gate the Central Line
would be closed, but this didn't feel like a Central Line, he'd been studying up since he'd got
Greenford.  But that raised the question, why was it  so quiet? Why had the train just been
abandoned there?
 He sat on one of the benches on the platform and tried to force his eyes to see deeper into the
dark.
 The gates behind him were locked, that only gave him two ways out, the track, left or right.
Deciding it was wiser to walk ahead of the abandoned train he climbed back down to the track
and started to head towards the far end tunnel.
 There was something blocking his path. He stopped and stretched his hands out to feel it. It
seemed to be a wall with a covering. He tugged the covering and it moved. It felt like there was
glass behind it. Moving it further he saw orange, or indeed the light from lamps below him. He
was at the end of an Underground track, but looking out of a window; down below him were
the streets of a city.

This is a series one story for Beck's Game. The next part is Mornington Crescent,
where this series terminates.
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