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				The thief turned the key and the door opened easily. As he slipped into the Jewel House at the Tower of London, tiny lights automatically turned on inside the cabinets. He waited a few minutes to enjoy the place all to himself before the others arrived to carry out the booty.

				Crowns, silverware, clothes and royal orbs waited for his loving attention. He almost lost his breath 
as thousands of jewels twinkled, celebrating their place within the richly-adorned royal regalia. He 
cast his gaze over the objects in search of the one he most desired.

				“Twinkle, twinkle little star . . .” sung the thief as he opened the snakeskin getaway bags below each of the cabinets. “How I wonder where you are . . .”

				WHACK, WHAM, CRACK sounded the hammer as he broke through the glass.

				SMASH! went the first cabinet containing beautiful handmade shields and swords. Broken glass, wood and smart velvet cushions fell to the floor.

				CRASH! went the second cabinet, which housed the world’s finest collection of royal sceptres, bracelets and robes.

				BANG! went the huge iron doors as the thief broke through to the main safe.

				The thief took a moment to study the contents. “The crowns of every sovereign past and present. Over there – the crowns of consorts and – up there – the crowns of princes. ALL MINE for the taking. But where are you? Where are you hiding, little star?” he said ominously.

				In the corner of the room was a single glass cabinet. Within it was the Imperial State Crown. Made up of over three thousand priceless gems, including the Second Star of Africa, hundreds of pearls, the St Edward’s Sapphire, five large rubies and nearly a dozen emeralds. The exquisitely crafted crown rested on top of a purple velvet cap with an ermine border. This was what the thief had come for. The minute he spotted it he tingled with anticipation.

				“Up above the world so high, like a diamond in the sky . . .” he sang as he lifted it out of the case and off the velvet cushion, ignoring the alarms that screamed for attention.

				The thief pulled the Second Star of Africa off the crown. “Just checking you are a real little star and not some human’s idea of a joke!” He bit down on to the diamond hard and managed to crack a tooth. It fell to the floor and beneath the broken cabinet. “OUCH!” he yelped.

				There wasn’t much time left – the police would be arriving any moment. He needed to hurry.

				Shaking off the pain of the broken tooth he said aloud, “And now for a bit of cleaning up.” He threw the contents of the Jewel House into the snakeskin bags, being careful to leave the precious Imperial State Crown till last.

				He signalled for the others, and his group of accomplices burst into the Jewel House. The thief ordered half of them to remove the bags and the other half to “DESTROY THE PLACE. LEAVE NOTHING BUT DESTRUCTION!”
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				It was just after midnight when the little brown mouse appeared in the doorway of the pretty royal nursery at Kensington Palace. The night-light bathed the entire room in a warm, comforting glow. He hurried inside, then ran like a speeding bullet over and under and once around the toys that were littering the carpet. He scurried along the side of Prince George’s royal bed and down the back of Princess Charlotte’s cot. Herbert, the Head of Mice Intelligence Section 5, was on a mission. He had an important message for Lupo, the royal dog.

				The Duke and Duchess’s black spaniel was fast asleep under Prince George’s bed. Herbert quickly got to work, trying to find Lupo’s long, soft black ear, which was artfully hidden amongst a thick mass of fur and paws. At last he found Lupo’s nose and quickly climbed on top of it, following it all the way to the edge of the furry ear. It took all his might to lift the heavy black flap and crawl in. Once inside he stood perfectly still, then cleared his throat, ready to deliver an important message. The little mouse took one enormously big breath (for a mouse) and shouted into Lupo’s ear.

				Lupo didn’t move.

				Herbert was not beaten. It was of the utmost urgency that Lupo was informed of the situation. Smoothing down his little green cardigan, Herbert tried again. This time he shouted so loudly he knocked his horn-rimmed spectacles right off his face!

				At first there was a loud sniff, then Herbert felt a rumbling and then air stirred all around him. Yelling his goodbyes, he squeezed between a tiny gap in the thick wooden floorboards and promised to be back the minute there was more news. The Head of Mice Intelligence Section 5 had completed his mission!

				Lupo was quite dazed and more than a little bit confused. The shock of having Herbert shouting down his ear was bad enough but the news which Herbert had woken him with was even more alarming. He shook himself awake, trying to take the message in. Could it really be true? Lupo wondered if it was even possible.

				Both Prince George and Princess Charlotte had been restless for most of the night. None of the royal household had got much sleep. Lupo himself was sleepy. He yawned and stretched, then crawled out from under the Prince’s little bed.

				Looking over to the window, he could see it was still dark outside. He carefully crept towards the door, hoping not to wake the Duke, who was snoring heavily under a soft baby blanket on the small blue sofa, his long arms and legs dangling all around it. The Duchess was curled up in her dressing gown, sleeping in a large white rocking chair near the door. Lupo padded past hoping not to stir either of them. He already knew that all the royal families would have their sleep disturbed soon. He knew someone would be coming to wake everyone up. All he could do was wait for the knock at the door of Apartment 1A, Kensington Palace, Kensington Gardens, London W8.

				He walked into the kitchen and stood for a moment, listening to the wind and the rain lashing against the palace windows. Resisting the urge to bark, he sat, aiming his gaze at the front door. He didn’t have to wait long.

				Knock-Knock-Knock. Lupo barked loudly to announce the visitor’s arrival.

				The Duke was the first to make it to the door. He was all fingers and thumbs, struggling to tie up his old navy dressing gown. On his left foot he was wearing one of the Duchess’s slippers and on his right foot he had put on an old, well-chewed slipper. Lupo looked at it lovingly. It was his favourite toy.

				“Yes, yes? What is it? What’s wrong?” questioned the sleepy Duke, whilst opening the door to the extremely wet police officer.

				The Duchess was more composed. She handed the policeman a towel, as he was dripping all over her kitchen floor. Next she offered her husband his other slipper and pointed to her own. “Swap please, darling.” Then, smiling at the officer and winking at Lupo, she said in a soft whisper, “I’m hoping all this fuss hasn’t woken the children.” Turning back to the policeman, she said, “Good evening officer, is everything OK? It’s very late.”

				Kitty the palace tabby cat meowed loudly. This was no way to be woken. Barking, knocking at the door! “Whatever next?” she said to herself as she leapt down off the kitchen worktop, landing between the Duchess and Lupo. Rubbing up alongside him she purred, “Lupo, I know you already know what’s going on. If it’s bad news I want you to nod.”

				Lupo looked his tabby friend in the eye and then nodded slowly.

				Thanking the kind Duchess, the police officer put down the towel and began. “Please excuse me, your Highnesses, only I thought it best to tell you straight away.”

				The Duchess reached for her husband’s arm. “What is it? What on earth’s the matter?”

				“There’s been a robbery, a rather large one and they have taken . . . well, everything,” said the flabbergasted officer.

				The Duke was immediately worried. “A robbery? Where?”

				“In the Jewel House at the Tower, Sir.”

				“The Tower of London?” asked the Duchess, bewildered and concerned.

				“Yes, Your Royal Highnesses, the Tower of London.”

				Kitty asked Lupo in a series of short meows, “But isn’t that where the crown jewels are?”

				Before Lupo could answer the palace cat, the officer said, “It’s all gone. They have taken the lot.”

				The Duke suddenly looked a lot more awake. He stared at the officer wide-eyed. “Officer, are you telling us that someone has stolen the crown jewels?!”

				“Yes,” answered the young man.

				The Duke was in shock. “Someone has stolen the crown jewels . . . someone has broken into the Jewel House and stolen everything? It can’t be!”

				The Duchess helped her husband to a chair and, visibly pale herself, asked, “I don’t understand, how can anyone steal the crown jewels? They’ve been locked up at the Tower of London for hundreds of years and well . . . Who? How?” She sat down next to her deeply concerned husband.

				“When?” added the Duke.

				“Your Highnesses, we are processing the crime scene now. Unfortunately I am unable to tell you any more at this time.” The officer stood up straight and proclaimed with a very pointed finger, “We are doing all we can to catch the perpetrators of this act of treachery against the crown!”

				Lupo had heard enough. “Kitty, we have to help.”

				Kitty’s tail was flicking from side to side on the floor. “What exactly are you suggesting we do about it? A palace pooch and a tubby tabby cat: how are we going to help? You heard the man – the finest police force in the world will do their thing and all will be well. I mean, how bad can it be? A few posh jewels disappear – probably nabbed by an over-zealous tourist. I’m going back to bed. Mark my words, this is a fly in the honey pot, a lot of fuss for nothing. Nighty night!”

				Lupo’s normally soft brown eyes now grew narrow, and his black fur prickled all over. He gripped the floor with his carefully clipped claws. “Kitty, this is something. It’s bad. I can feel it. We need to go.”

				“Go? Go where?” said Kitty. “It’s the middle of the night! And it’s raining. Cats don’t go out in the rain. Besides George’s uncle is away on a mission to Africa.” Lupo looked blankly back, but Kitty was not about to fall for the princely pup’s pleading brown eyes. “Don’t you know what that means? No, Mr-I-get-to-sleep-in-the-royal-nursery! It means I get a royal bed too! Yes, while he’s charging around with rhinos and giraffes, I get the entire bed to roll around on.” She added, smirking with pleasure, “All night!”

				Lupo had heard enough excuses from the palace cat. “And you get to roll around on it all day, too! Look, come and check this out with me. If it’s nothing, I promise to let you sleep tomorrow. I will even steer clear of your milk. But if I’m right and something is going on, you and I can try and put a stop to it.”

				Kitty wasn’t in the least bit interested. She looked out of the window as the trees bent over sideways in the stormy night, and shuddered at the thought of going outside.

				Lupo could see her mind was nearly made up. He tried one last time. “Kitty, someone has stolen the palace jewels. This is very bad. Whoever has them has the Queen’s crown.”
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				Lupo’s train of thought was broken by Herbert, who reappeared between the toaster and bread bin. The intelligent mouse took a moment, then he signalled to Lupo and Kitty and bounced towards the pantry. The palace dog and cat followed, leaving the Duke and the officer talking.

				The Duchess put the kettle on. “It’s going to be a long night,” she said, getting three mugs out of the cupboard. “I think everyone could do with a good cup of tea.”

				Squeezing into the cramped pantry, Herbert found himself surrounded by spiders. “Evening, master Herbert. It must be important for you to be here so late,” said Mrs Spider, dropping down and stopping right above his oversized brown ears.

				A pack of baby spiders hung on to her long silky threads. Their young faces eyed the group of important visitors.
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				Being the biggest, Lupo made room for everyone else by sitting down between a bag of rice and a tray of tinned baked beans at the back. Kitty wasn’t the slightest bit interested in what Herbert had to say but hated being left out of anything. She remained by the door, licking her paws.

				“Tell me you have something more than ‘There is a thief at the Tower’?” questioned Lupo.

				“At this point, no, I don’t.” Herbert shook his head. The mouse saw a look of curiosity in Lupo’s eyes. That meant one thing. “I know you, Lupo. This isn’t the time for adventures. Listen to me – as a friend and your teacher, I advise you that this is not something you can get yourself tangled up in.” Herbert brushed aside a friendly baby spider who was beginning its first web in his green cardigan pocket. “The Tower of London is not to be trifled with. There are things that happen there—” Herbert stopped himself from saying more.

				Lupo’s mind was made up. “Herbert, I have to protect my family.”

				Herbert shifted uncomfortably. “I understand. But, Lupo, there are strange reports of animal ghosts and all sorts at the Tower of London. I’m telling you – trust me – this is a human matter.”

				Lupo grew inquisitive. “What animal ghosts? We’ve never discussed the Tower’s animals before. I know you Herbert, you wouldn’t warn me against going to the Tower – unless you thought that animals may have played some kind of role in the robbery.”

				Herbert shrugged, unable to hide his top-secret knowledge of the crime scene at the Tower’s famous Jewel House.

				“Herbert, I know you know more than you are letting on. This isn’t just a matter for the humans!” said Lupo, knocking a tin of baked beans on to the floor in frustration. It rolled over to Kitty, who put her paws down in front of the tin and stretched. Arching her back, and flicking her tail, she managed to send a thick thread of baby spiders flying with joy around and around the pantry. As they twisted, they whooped. Kitty stood taller. “What he won’t tell you, Lupo, is that the animals that go to the Tower never come back. They disappear down the Black route, never to be seen again.”

				Lupo knew about all the routes beneath Kensington that could take him to any of the royal palaces but no one had ever told him about a Black route. “Herbert, is it true? Is there a Black route to the Tower?”

				Herbert was busy pushing the tin of beans back towards Lupo. “Kitty, I thought I told you – no more exploring without my say so. You cats! You have to know everything, don’t you? Lupo, the Black route is not somewhere you need to be going. It’s very old and very dangerous and we have limited surveillance down there . . . I must insist . . .”

				Seeing the uneasy look on Lupo’s face, Kitty interrupted gleefully, “Actually, Mr MI5, I’ll have you know I’ve not been near that route. No need.

				I get all the information I need from those busy little mice of yours that scurry around Kensington Palace.” Herbert looked annoyed. Kitty bent forwards so her whiskers were almost tickling his. “And I’m betting that somewhere in his beloved HQ he has a report on a great big beasty that, legend says, has a monster army. Oh yes, Herbert. I hear your agents whispering all kinds of useful information, even something about an army of slippery, sharp, evil things that destroy anyone who dares travel along the Black route. Isn’t that right, Herbie? Isn’t that why you don’t want anyone using it? Secrets, secrets . . .”
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				Herbert humped. “I haven’t been called Herbie since I was a wee small scamp of a thing. My name is Herbert and Kitty, you know nothing about MI5 HQ. Long may it stay that way!”

				Having finished ticking off the palace cat, he walked up to Lupo’s nose. “But I’m afraid to say, she’s quite right. I didn’t mention it before because I knew you would want to go and investigate! There is something at the Tower. In fact, there are a few nasty animals and a pretty large collection of animal ghosts.” Herbert shuddered. “They’re led by a ghostly lion called Nero. He and some of the ghostly animals were part of England’s first zoo. They don’t seem to be unfriendly but you wouldn’t catch me too close to them. Never really liked animal ghosts. The other animals that we think must be stuck down there are the ghosts of animals that strayed too close and got captured by whatever lurks in the shadows. Though the ghosts aren’t the problem. There is something down there and its heart is as cold and old as the Tower itself.”

				Lupo was shocked. “Come on, Herbert, how bad can it be? We survived the secret of Windsor Castle and a curse at Buckingham Palace!”

				“No, Lupo, this isn’t the same. Whatever this creature is, it’s vicious and knows what it’s doing. One whiff of you and you could very well be just like the others – a ghostly dog destined to spend all eternity floating along the spooky Black route. Trust me – we don’t want to be messing with this particular beast.”

				Kitty had resumed cleaning herself. Taking her paw out of her mouth momentarily, she said, “Herbert, you’re scared of ghosts? HA! NOW, that’s a first! You should listen to him, Lupo . . . you and your nose for trouble. HA! Knowing your luck, you could end up losing your head like that Anne Boleyn. Now, that would make headline news! ROYAL DOG GETS HEAD CHOPPED OFF BY OLD BEASTY AND BECOMES ANIMAL GHOST!”

				Lupo smiled crookedly at Kitty’s joke.

				Herbert bounced up to Kitty and, with his hands on his hips, spoke. “That’s enough, Kitty!”

				Lupo couldn’t explain it but he just knew something wasn’t right. “Herbert, I am not afraid of a few ghost stories or Kitty’s taunting. Besides, didn’t you always tell me to look what you are afraid of in the face instead of running from it?” Lupo watched as the mouse lowered his head. “I know you have half a dozen of your top mice agents compiling a report on the robbery as we speak! Those very same mice will be busy interviewing every bat, beetle, buzzard and blue-fly at the Tower – someone must have seen and heard something.”

				Herbert raised his head and ran his paws over his ears. Lupo was the finest royal student he had ever had. He eyed the royal dog with pride because the spaniel was right, of course.

				Lupo continued. “I’m the royal spaniel and tonight someone has decided to steal from my family. I want answers.” He stood, signalling that he’d made up his mind. He was going to investigate with or without his friend’s help. “And one more thing . . . no one just decides to steal the crown jewels on a whim. This was planned and I’m going to find out who did it. Why they took everything and what they want it all for.”

				Herbert pleaded with Lupo. “Animals wouldn’t steal the jewels. It makes no sense. We have no use for gold and such. There really isn’t much we can do to help.” Herbert added, “I know you want to protect your family, but Lupo, really, there is nothing for you to worry about at this stage. We don’t even have a suspect.”

				Lupo spoke in a whisper, “There’s one animal who would find a way to benefit from a robbery of this kind. Vulcan.” Lupo saw Kitty shudder.

				She grimaced. “Oh please! Vulcan is the Queen’s dog, not some beastie. Besides, he couldn’t whip up cream let alone an army! Herbert’s right. Let the humans sort this mess out for a change. Never understood why we have to get involved. Sure humans aren’t exactly clever but can’t they, for just this once, capture a thief without us doing all the work?” She yawned loudly. “I’m going to bed. All this excitement has completely worn me out.”

				From the pantry, Lupo could hear that both the royal children had woken up. He knew they would never get back to sleep unless he was in the room. “Herbert, I am telling you, the robbery doesn’t feel right. I won’t do anything until I hear back from you but please look into it and brief me the minute you have an update.”

				Herbert sighed heavily. “Lupo, you are the best of all the royal dogs. Vulcan has indeed proven himself to be more than troublesome in the past so I’ll look into his comings and goings of late. Bernie, the mouse Head of House at Buckingham Palace, keeps a log. If there is anything odd, it will be in the log. I’ll be back if my agents have news of anything out of the ordinary.”

				Lupo thanked his friends and Mrs Spider for the use of her pantry. He walked back into the kitchen and nudged the Duchess’s hand with his soft, black nose in a way that told her the children needed her. The Duke poured himself a second cup of tea and shuffled his feet under the table. Lupo pawed at the damaged slipper. There was no time for games tonight. Somewhere deep inside him, something told him that he was headed into particularly dark and murky waters and it would be some time before he would feel happy playing innocently with the children or his slipper again.
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				Lupo walked into the nursery to find Prince George and his wombat both wrapped up in sheets, running around the nursery, pretending to be a ghost, much to the amusement of the Prince’s baby sister.

				“George, back into bed. It’s not playtime,” said the Duchess, trying not to laugh as his tiny little face beamed up at her.

				George giggled, stumbling and tripping over his sheets, as he rushed to get back into bed. “Dodo whooooo.”

				Lupo translated his toddler talk as, “Lupo, I’m going to be a ghost this Halloween!”

				The Duchess smiled. “Very spooky, darling. Now, come on into bed, before Nanny gets here – she won’t be pleased when she sees the state of this nursery!” Then, ruffling the top of her son’s blond hair, she went to comfort little Charlotte.

				Lupo pounced on to the bed and whispered into his best friend’s ear in the secret language only George and he could understand. “Someone broke into the Tower of London and I need to investigate it.”
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				George gurgled and waved his arms around, and his brown eyes grew bigger – Lupo saw the excitement twinkle in them. Lupo perfectly understood the little boy’s toddler talk. “AD-DENTURE DODO!”

				Lupo helped him tuck his wombat into a pillow, then sniffed and winked at George. “It seems that way.”

				“Wombat help!” said the brave toddler prince.

				Scratching at the sheets, Lupo replied, “I need you to keep a look out here. You can be my eyes and ears. I want you to make a note of anything odd that happens.”

				George nodded. He was more animated and clearly had no intention of settling down to sleep. He kicked his sheets and pulled at Lupo’s long ears. The young toddler wanted to know if he would be going down to the animal city under Buckingham Palace – the City of Creatures. They had made up a story about the City of Creatures after their last adventure at Buckingham Palace. Both of them longed to meet some of the animals that lived under London’s most famous palace.

				Lupo managed to translate a few of the questions. He chomped, “Maybe. I’ll tell you all about it when I get back. You promise not to tease your baby sister, OK?” George looked mischievous as he winked back at the spaniel. Lupo smiled and licked the side of the prince’s soft cheek. “You’ll try. That’s enough for me.”

				“Holly?” whispered the prince.

				Lupo knew he was asking if the Queen’s corgi would be coming along for the adventure. Lupo felt his heart lift a little at the mention of her name. It had been a few weeks since he had seen his friend at Buckingham Palace. He put his paw in George’s hand. “I don’t think so. Holly is busy taking care of your great grandmother, the Queen, and keeping an eye on Vulcan!”

				George wasn’t ready to settle down to bed. He rolled on to his side and looked into Lupo’s eyes and whispered, “Bad VULDUN!”

				Feeling tired, Lupo lay down beside the prince and yawned. “I think it’s safe to say that Vulcan won’t rest until he’s got his hands on the throne. That dorgi is nothing but trouble.”

				George nodded and stroked Lupo’s soft black fur. Then he asked a series of questions in their secret language. “Do you think there are really ghosts at the Tower of London? Are there such things as animal ghosts? Is Herbert going to help you? Will Kitty? What about the ravens at the Tower – one of them stole my sandwich once when I was visiting. I don’t think they are very friendly. Maybe they’re involved?” George was clearly too excited to sleep.

				Lupo’s mind whirled. He hadn’t considered the ravens. The prince had helped already. Growling softly, he answered, “Enough questions for one night. If I’m going on an adventure and you are going to help me here – we’d both better get some sleep.”

				The two friends snuggled up together and before the Duchess could say “Goodnight” they both were fast asleep.

				Not so far away, in the darkest part of the River Thames, a long-forgotten creature snapped its jaws in satisfaction. It began to chuckle, and this became a deep, belly-tumbling, evil laugh. Tonight had gone exactly to plan.
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