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				defeated forever. 

				As you travel through history trying to track down your true enemy, you will be tested repeatedly, and your mind will need to be as sharp as the blade concealed on your person to decipher the many clues that have been left dotted throughout history. 

				Your skills of deduction, lateral thinking and ability to connect seemingly disconnected facts and figures will come in useful as you navigate through thousands of generations to aid the Assassins on their quest. 

				Understand, though, that if you make a mistake during any of your trips through time, you might find yourself unable to return to the correct place of origin and the information you have collected could be incorrect, which will cause you and the Assassins to fail … 

			

		

		
			
				Dear Reader, 

				Welcome to Assassin’s Creed – a world of murder, deception and stealth. 

				The Assassins have played an active part in shaping every era of human history from the decades that Cleopatra spent ruling over her subjects in Egypt to the genius of Leonardo da Vinci during the great Renaissance of Europe, the Assassins have been pulling the strings behind the scenes and they now need new recruits to add to their numbers as new threats beckon. 

				Who is their newest recruit? A very good question, Reader, and the answer is simple: you. 

				The Assassins need your help to ensure that the nefarious forces trying to topple the balance of good and evil throughout time are 

			

		

		
			
				Introduction

			

		

		
			
				INTRODUCTION

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

		

		
			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

		

		
			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

		

		
			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

		

		
			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

		

		
			
				2

			

		

		
			
				This book is, most likely, different to any other puzzle book you’ve encountered.

				Most puzzle books are orderly affairs. Regular structuring. Clearly definedchallenges. Compact – if difficult – challenges. In other words, they’re safe. This is a very different beast. To get anywhere with ASSASSIN’S CREED© ESCAPE ROOM PUZZLES, you need to approach the book one section at a time.

				Each section is a puzzle made up of interlocking pieces. Some sections hinge onknowledge you acquired earlier on, while others are entirely self-contained. Usually, a section takes up an entire chapter, except, well … when it doesn’t. 

				To help Joey, our plucky hero, through the trials inside this book, you’ll often need to think outside the box. The way to approach 

			

		

		
			
				a section is to read through it, letting Joey show you the things they consider to be of importance. You’ll know when you come to the end of the section, because they’ll always make it clear that you need to come up with an answer before they can proceed with a handy SOLVE TO PASS box.  
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				How to use this book

			

		

		
			
				SOLVE TO PASS

			

		

		
			
				Do not read on – the answer may be revealed on the next page!

			

		

		
			
				For Difficult Hints, turn to page 155

				For Medium Hints, turn to page 165

				For Easy Hints, turn to page 175

				For Solutions, turn to page 185

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				3

			

		

		
			
				for phrasings, or concepts, or other patterns that will guide you through its maze.

				Each chapter has three tiers of hints: DIFFICULT, MEDIUM, EASY. The difficult hints are there to give you a bit of inspiration on how to approach each separate puzzle in the chapter. You can learn much from the puzzles alone. The medium hints should help if you’re stuck, and are in need of a pointer. And the easy hints are there for when you’re well and truly confused, and they signpost the way forward, although no puzzle in this book is truly easy, even with the hints.

				One final note: some puzzles will need physical manipulation to solve. When you seethe scissors icon and dotted lines, you’re probably going to want to cut things out and turn them into 2D or 3D shapes. 

				Good luck!

			

		

		
			
				Once you’ve read over the section, go back and look at it again. 

				On this second pass, you’ll know what it is you need to end up with – whether it’s a word, or a number of so many digits, or a certain pattern. The puzzles you have to solve in each section will stand out, but exactly how to combine them, or what order to start it, may be less obvious.

				The text of the book will always guide your way, but Joey’s hand may be quitesubtle in places. It might be as clear as seeing that one puzzle will give you a set ofcolours as an answer, and another needs a set of colours to use as a start point. But the link could as easily be thematic, say a certain geological nature to a pair of problems. The puzzles in a section might lead firmly from one to the next, or they might each give you a small piece that can only be combined with its fellows at the very end. So each section is, at the same time, a set of puzzles, a collection of hints, and a carefully interlocking jigsaw. Look 
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				I needed to put the letters in the correct order. Once I had the order, I knew I could proceed.

			

		

		
			
				around, that was it. Leaning over the velvet rope, I went to move it, barely thinking about the consequences of touching it. In fact, all I was worried about was the consequence of my sleeping on the job.

				The artefact was an intricately designed cube shape; far from perfect thanks to the attrition of time. I examined it from all sides while I held it.

				Letters on each side stood out, embossed by some ancient technique that I was sure I would be in awe of if I had any idea what it was. I didn’t know much about ancient civilizations, but there had to be some meaning in the different number of dots on each side.

			

		

		
			
				I blinked for what seemed like a second, but in fact, I had slept for hours. I thought it was a combination of a late shift yesterday followed by an early shift today that had led to the indiscretion, but it was easy to fall asleep when monitoring the CCTV feed at the museum. A movement caught my eye. Was it interference from the feed or was someone actually there?

				Perhaps the sudden movement had been the cause of my sudden awakening. It wasn’t worth the risk to ignore it. I leaped to my feet and grabbed a large flashlight before sliding around the corner toward the area in question. The place was darker than I expected. It was now late evening and my fingers struggled to find some of the light switches on the way.

				The hallway was empty, but didn’t look quite right. Podiums dotted the walls, and one in particular called out to me. I approached it. The artefact it housed looked different somehow… It had been turned 
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				For Difficult Hints, turn to page 155

				For Medium Hints, turn to page 165

				For Easy Hints, turn to page 175

				For Solutions, turn to page 185
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				didn’t cut me but it did make me flinch, which caused the blade to dislodge from the cube and clang noisily to the floor. I picked it up and examined it, my mouth open in wonder.

				“What are you, and why were you in there?”

				A metallic sound rang in my ears as I brought the blade closer to my face. The ringing suddenly subsided, almost whooshing past me, like a sword rushing past my head. That was an odd metaphor… why did that come into my mind?

				I automatically turned to follow the sound, blade still in hand, heading into another area of the museum entirely. I knew the museum well, but I didn’t consciously think of where I 

			

		

		
			
				“Open me,” I uttered, touching the letters in order.

				Suddenly, the centre of the cube began to give way slightly, much to my horror. Had I broken it?

				My initial fear was replaced with wonder as the two halves began to rotate like some kind of three-dimensional puzzle cube. Spinning it seemed to do nothing. It wasn’t loosening or unscrewing, but turning. I lifted it up and looked at what I believed was the underside to see a crevice, well hidden when it was closed. I inserted my fingers to find out if there was anything inside, and instantly felt the smooth coldness of metal. It was a blade – and a sharp one at that. Fortunately, it 
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				PROLOGUE
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				was going as I followed the sound. The blade sang to me, growing louder as I got closer to my destination. I turned a corner to an entrance illuminated by faux candles, and behind them stood a black monolith made of what looked like onyx.

				I held the blade out toward it without thinking, entranced by what was happening. I took a couple more steps toward the monolith and blinked at what I saw. Was it starting to glow? Thin lines appeared to move on its surface, like smoke trails from airplanes flying in impossible formations. I moved closer and closer, and blinked again, and woke up somewhere entirely different.

				Rolling fields as far as my eyes could see. Except they weren’t my eyes – they were someone else’s. Somehow I knew instinctively that this was a vision of someone else’s life in another time. This person was a man and, while I was there, he was controlling everything. Right now I, Joey, was a mere spectator.

				He looked down at a tattoo on his hand, which looked like a compass, different colours covering north, south, east and west along with the word “up” showing how it should be oriented. The man then spun around toward a large old-fashioned farmhouse. In front of the building, a tribe of men wearing simple clothes stood in very specific positions, almost like a military line-up. Each wore a shirt of a single colour, either red, yellow, white, blue or green. I couldn’t be sure, but it looked like a scene from a century or two ago.

				The columns of people started moving. 
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				transpiring. A map of the tribespeople and their locations took shape in my mind, and I began to figure out the name of the man I was inhabiting.

			

		

		
			
				Those wearing white were stationary, while the ones wearing coloured clothes began pointing in different directions. It was quite bizarre, like an inexplicably rehearsed performance for my benefit. But was it for me, or the man I was part of? And was this actually something that happened, or a vision of some sort? For some reason, it all felt as if it was something real that had happened, as well as something important that I needed to see. Suddenly, I realized what was 

			

		

		
			
				Once I knew the name of the man I was to find, I knew that I could proceed.
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				For Difficult Hints, turn to page 155

				For Medium Hints, turn to page 165

				For Easy Hints, turn to page 175

				For Solutions, turn to page 185
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				PROLOGUE

			

		

		
			
				Sam. His name was Sam.

				“Sam,” called another man.

				Sam turned to face the man with the gentle voice and the well-kept beard.

				“Malcolm? I wasn’t expecting you,” he said nervously.

				“Hush, my child. You have no need to fear me.”

				Sam nodded tentatively, clearly not believing the words coming from Malcolm’s mouth. He looked down to see the bearded man brandishing a weapon, almost innocently.

				I instantly recognized it. Well, half of it. This double-bladed dagger had its grip in the centre, and I was sure that I was in possession of one half of it. When did it get broken in two?

				Malcolm gently raised the dagger a fraction of an inch, and the whole tribe – including Sam – fell to their knees, as if unable to resist some unseen power emanating from the blade itself. Sam could not even look up.

				“Malcolm, please.”

				“Do you repent your sins, Sam?”

				“I don’t know what I’ve done.”

				Sam managed to flick his eyes up to look at Malcolm, but almost instantly, his gaze returned to the ground in front of him. In the flash of Malcolm I was granted, I suddenly realized from the shiny watch on Malcolm’s wrist that this could not be a vision of the past. I had never seen a watch like that before. Was this a vision of… the future?

				Malcolm raised the dagger toward Sam. It was impeccably clean and shiny, giving me a chance to finally glimpse the face of the man that I was inhabiting. A kind face, I thought. One full of knowledge – and, currently, fear.

				“I knew this day would come,” Sam announced, bravely.

				“Then you know what must be done.”

				Malcolm raised the dagger into the air and 

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				PROLOGUE

			

		

		
			
				started appealing to his flock.

				“My children, what do we do with traitors?”

				The crowd shouted in unison, “Kill him!”

				“You heard them,” he said with a smug grin.

				Sam struggled to raise his head to look up at the dagger. Then, just as Malcolm began to swing it toward him, I was shaken out of the vision by an explosion that rocked the museum. It felt like it had come from the direction of the cube.

				“What was that?” I muttered, trying to assemble my already jumbled senses.

				Voices started echoing down the corridors, and I was sure I heard somewhere among them the words “Joey, Joey…” and “blade”.

				I had to hide.

				Without hesitating another second, I launched myself down the hallway in the opposite direction to the explosion, but the way 

			

		

		
			
				was already blocked by a menacing-looking figure wearing all black and brandishing a large assault rifle. A mercenary? I didn’t wait to find out. My eyes widened in shock, and I scrambled back the way I had originally come, before veering off down the nearest alternate corridor.

				As soon as I’d made the decision, I regretted it, knowing all too well that this led to a dead end. My only option was to hide. My mind leaped from cliché to cliché: an empty sarcophagus or large trunk would do, but nothing presented itself. There was a tapestry hanging just in front of the wall, which would do as a last resort, but it didn’t reach the floor so it would still leave part of my legs exposed. But there was no other option.

				“We know you have it,” announced a voice, far closer than I was expecting.

				“Down this way,” another blurted out.

				Then there was silence. I held my breath, but knew it was futile. In a few seconds, I would have to breathe out, and that would definitely give me away, assuming my exposed legs didn’t do that first. All too quickly, footsteps broke the quiet and I knew it was only a matter of time before the mercenaries found what they were looking for.
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				CHAPTER ONE

			

		

		
			
				The footsteps came closer and I closed my eyes, as if that would help me stay out of sight. They burst back open when a hand grabbed me from behind, covering my mouth. I tried to spin around, but the grip was too strong. Strong enough to drag me backward through what on the surface resembled a perfectly solid stone wall.

				On the other side of the threshold, the assailant pushed a wooden structure covered in stone back into place with his spare hand. We were on the other side of a hidden entrance that led down some steep stairs. Fighting every urge to make noise, I finally managed to turn around as the hand was released from my face. It drew back toward a lightly bearded man with long, dark hair and covered his mouth with a single finger.

				“Shhh.”

				I nodded as the man beckoned down the stairs. It seemed wise to do as my saviour said. There was a modicum of light; old-fashioned torches had been lit to show the way. I guessed that it must have been difficult to run electricity into a secret passage.

				“We’ll be safe in here for the moment, but I’d like to leave as soon as you’ve regained your composure,” said the man.

				“Who are you?”

				“I’m Colm and I work for the good guys.”

				“That’s what someone who works for the bad guys says,” I retorted.

				Colm paused and smirked. “How’s ‘I’m not currently trying to kill you, like those guys’ work for you?”

				“That works very well,” I conceded. “I’m Joey.”

				Nodding with a remarkable calm that I certainly didn’t feel, Colm must have decided that I was ready to continue. He led me through a long passage.

			

		

		
			
				“Aren’t you going to ask any questions?” he said, clearly inviting them.

				“I’m more concerned about the noise until we’re out of here,” I replied, glancing nervously over my shoulder. 

				“Oh, we’re fine in here,” Colm confirmed. He shouted to prove it, while I involuntarily flinched.

				“Fair enough. Who are you? Who are they? Why me? Did I see the future? What’s that blade?”

				“Do you still have it?”

				“And there was me thinking you’d answer my questions, rather than ask one back.”

				“Sorry… but the blade. Do you have it?”

				“Yes.”

				“Good. Keep it close. We’re nearly out. Until we get to my car, we need to stay silent again.”

				“Sounds like a convenient way of not answering my questions,” I noted.
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