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Assassins

 


 


Italian
mobsters, a Swedish hitman and an ex-trapeze-artist-turned-assassin
have all been hired to kill one man: Scotland’s new King, Gavin
Brewson, (supposedly a descendent of Robert the Bruce).

Following
Brexit and then the election of Donald Trump, Scotland breaks away
from the UK and crowns an English council parking official ‘King of
Scotland’. All hell breaks loose. Scotland’s First Minister wanted
a stupid king, one she could boss around and control. Instead she
gets a headstrong, idealistic monarch.

When Gavin is
secretly handed an ancient scroll that empowers him to overrule the
politicians, he devises a plan to nationalise just about
everything. With their careers potentially finished, should the new
King be allowed to enact his new laws, Scotland’s First Minister
and the UK Prime Minister hire assassins… with orders to kill the
King. But instead of focusing on their target, the assassins get
caught up in a jealous spat over which of them is the Number 1
hitman and who will get to assassinate the monarch.

With the King
about to take the short trip from Holyrood Palace to the Scottish
Parliament Building, where the world’s media awaits his
pronouncement, D.I Frank Guardo and a squad of armed police descend
on Holyrood… only to find a body covered with a sheet in the
courtyard. Are they too late…?
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Chapter
One

 


 


London. 10
Downing Street.

 


‘It’s that
bumptious Scottish woman,’ said Charlotte Sweetwater holding her
hand over the mouthpiece of the telephone. ‘What shall I tell her
Sir Roger?’

‘Tell her I
died,’ the Prime Minister said… ‘No, give it here I’ll tell her
myself.’ He waggled his hand at her.

The Prime
Minister and his PA were the only two people in the tiny discrete
office tucked away at the back of Number 10 Downing Street. The PM
liked this little room because it gave them some privacy.

‘Good morning
Mary, ‘the PM said with little enthusiasm and motioned with his
free hand for Charlotte to pour him a stiff one. After this
conversation he will need one. He could guess what Scotland’s First
Minister was ringing him about. It’s always the same thing.

‘If this is
another attempt to try and browbeat me into allowing you another
Independence Referendum you are wasting your time Mary because it’s
not going to happen. I am not going down that road again and before
you bring up Brexit as an excuse it doesn’t change a thing. Now
unless there is something important that you wish to discuss with
me, I have some things here in my study that I need to attend
to.’ Sir Roger swallowed the single malt in one gulp.

So Charlotte
could listen in the PM had put the call on speakerphone.

Mary Dewar, the
minute she heard his PA, the blonde–skinny bimbo, pick up the
phone, Scotland’s First Minister knew what he was busy with.

‘Good morning
to you too, Sir Roger.’ Mary said sounding uncharacteristically
cheerful.

Sir Roger
raised his eyebrows. Gone was the Scottish growl, the menacing bark
in her voice that made others sit up. When Charlotte, so she could
hear better, leaned over his desk, the PM closed his eyes. He could
drown in the scent of her perfume. When Scotland’s First Minister
spoke it was like a stone hitting the surface of a pond.

‘Sir Roger, out
of courtesy, I thought that you should know the Scottish Government
has decided to hold another Scottish Independence Referendum and we
shall do this without your permission.’

‘What! But you
can’t.’ Sir Roger blustered. ‘Need I remind you Mary, Scotland is
still a part of the United Kingdom and as long as I have breath in
my body I shall fight to keep the UK together.’

‘As I just
explained to you Sir Roger, if you had listened,’ Mary said coldly.
‘The purpose of this call is to inform you that after the Scottish
voters have given me a mandate to make Scotland Independent, which
I confidently predict they shall, I am duty bound to make that
happen.’

‘Huh!’ The
Prime Minister guffawed. ‘Mary, this is utter madness. Not only
will you be wasting Scottish taxpayers money, such a thing would be
unenforceable and downright illegal.’

The PM motioned
with his hand for Charlotte to pour him another drink.

Pouring him a
small whisky this time, Charlotte tutted and pointed at her
watch face to remind the PM that it was only five past ten in the
morning.

‘Prime
Minister,’ Mary Dewar said. ‘The Scottish people are justifiably
angry at your administration dragging us out of the EU. Immediately
after this new Independence Referendum, when the result goes in my
favour, as I predict it will, I shall begin holding talks with our
EU partners with the intention of having Scotland become a full
member of the European Union.’

‘I shan’t allow
it.’ Sir Roger bellowed down the phone.

‘You can’t
physically stop us Bottomley?’ Mary Dewar stormed back at him.
‘Unless you are planning on invading us.’ She slammed down the
phone on him.

The Prime
Minister was tired, as well he should be. After the Brexit fiasco
he had the media and even his own MP’s reminding him that he should
never have nailed his colours to the flagship of the Remain
campaign. Even Dame Edith, his wife, forever his greatest critic,
told him that he was a dullard. Bottomley sighed and ran his pudgy
fingers through his thinning grey hair. Eighteen months into his
second term in office, Sir Roger’s career had been going swimmingly
well. He should never have listened to his so-called bloody experts
who had advised him that never in a million years would the British
people vote to leave the EU.

After the
astounding result, Dame Edith, had told him outright, “Roger, for
once in your life do the honourable thing and resign. You know the
Tories have no stomach for losers. You must quit now before you
make me a laughing stock in my bridge circle.”

‘Bugger that,
and bugger you. I am not resigning.’ He’d yelled in her face. ‘In
1942, did Churchill back down to the Nazi aggression? No he did not
and I will not run from the fight. I will take on and confound my
critics. I will not be hounded out of office.’

‘And how are
you going to achieve that,’ Growled Dame Edith, ‘when even your own
Cabinet Ministers wont support you?’

The way she
said it so smug and so true, got his dander up.

‘Bah to you and
your, your skinny, veggie friends.’ Sir Roger snarled. ‘You’ll see.
I might be backed into a corner but I shall fight my way out of
this.’

The whole point
of her calling up Sir Roger was not so much to tell him that she
planned to hold a second Independence Referendum, but rather it was
to annoy him. It amused Mary to think that he had no idea what she
was planning. Even her own Ministers will be astonished at the
utter brilliance of her new plan that, like most of her utterly
brilliant ideas, came to her while she was on the loo.

The following
morning looking positively gleeful, in Cabinet Room 2, surrounded
by her seventeen Ministers, only Angus McFlintock had been excused
on the grounds that he had died last Thursday, Mary played them the
recording of her phone conversation with Sir Roger.

When a couple
of weeks back, using Brexit as a valid excuse, Mary told her
Cabinet Ministers that in open defiance of Westminster she was
going ahead with a second Independence Referendum, as usual it was
only Duncan Cruid, her Internal Affairs Minister that had
balked.

Cruid had been
planning on retiring in three months time. Now, with all this
political upheaval going on that would have to be put on hold. Just
watching the way she was grinning told him there was more. He
suspected Dewar was about to announce yet another of her utterly
brilliant ideas that had come to her whilst she was on the loo.
Cruid cast his eyes around the faces at the table. Not one of them
had the guts to stand up to her. Sheep, every one of them.
Cruid sighed knowing it will be left to him to explain the salient
points at which her utterly brilliant plan would come unstuck.

Cruid, at the
age of sixty-five, and forty of those years spent in politics had a
knack for avoiding the sort of jobs that usually ended up in a
painful and public resignation.

After slamming
one hand down on the table to silence the murmuring. (She hated
murmuring). Mary said.

‘You are not
going believe this…’

That was
another thing that Cruid hated. Her starting a sentence with the
words: “You are not going to believe this…”

‘Last night,
while I was in the bathroom…’

Cruid: I
knew it!

‘This utterly
brilliant idea came to me right out of the blue.’

Cruid: right
out of somewhere else I suspect.

‘It occurred to
me, ‘ Mary began. ‘Westminster cannot prevent us holding another
referendum. Fair enough. Say we get the result we want. Ok, that is
all well and good but there would be no point if we then couldn’t
enact the result.’

‘Which is
precisely what I was about to point out.’ Cruid said interrupting
the First Minister.

To shut him up
Mary held up a hand.

‘Cruid, if I
may be allowed to explain my utterly brilliant plan. After the
Scottish voters give me a mandate to break from the UK…’

‘It would be an
embarrassing and costly catastrophe.’ Cruid persisted.

‘Ah, that’s
where you’d be wrong mister clever clogs,’ Mary chided. ‘The minute
the result goes in our favour, which it will, I shall
announce a Unilateral Declaration of Independence.’

There was a
triumphant smile on Marys face when she sat back in her chair to
enjoy the reactions.

‘You are
joking?’ Cruid said incredulous at the suggestion. He hadn’t been
expecting that.

‘I most
certainly am not,’ Mary said. ‘In 1776, the Americans did it. They
dumped Great Britain. The Irish declared their independence in 1916
and Rhodesia did the same thing in 1965.’

Oh
crikey, Cruid was thinking he had better nip this in the bud
before the other Ministers started applauding her. ‘Mary, the
circumstances in those other countries were different. We are
talking about a time when Great Britain was at war with the
Americans who happened to be on the other side of the Atlantic, not
like England just down the road from us. The Irish UDI came about
after a painful uprising against the English, and Rhodesia was a
rogue colony.’

‘None of that
makes a jot of difference, Mary snapped and then looked at the
faces of her other Ministers who were not at all sure where this
was going. ‘Hands up those of you who will back me.’ The threat was
not exactly implied but those around the table were left in no
doubt they had better back her, or go clear out their desks.

Only Cruid’s
hand was slow going up.

Mary sat back
in her chair and smiled. ‘Ministers, it is time for Scotland to
once more take its place in the world as a free and independent
nation. You must remember this is not a unique situation for
Scotland. Before we mistakenly agreed to join the United Kingdom
back in the seventeen hundreds we had been a respected nation
state. This will rectify that mistake.’

Cruid said.
‘Have you checked to see if this plan of yours, which I have to
admit may have some merit, is legally possible?’

‘No, not yet,
but I would argue that as an independent state Scotland would be
quite within its rights to pass its own laws.’

Secretly,
Cruid, had to admit that this plan of hers might actually prove to
be utterly brilliant. ‘Hmm,’ he confessed. ‘It is certainly
worth us looking into the possibility of UDI.’

Mary smiled.
Cruid, the old cynic, was actually warming to her idea. ‘You have
to agree Cruid my idea is utterly brilliant, go on say it.’

He nodded.

‘And you know
the best part,’ Mary said excitedly. ‘There is not a thing the
English can do to prevent it.’

‘They could
invade us.’ Cruid warned.

‘Cruid you old
duffer, this isn’t exactly Culloden.’

Although on the
surface Mary’s plan looked workable, the devil was in the detail
and until he had had a chance to look into the legal aspect of UDI,
he was only prepared to give her plan a cautious approval.

In defiance of
Westminster and ignoring the apocalyptic warnings, the Scots, this
time around in a second Independence Referendum, went ahead and
voted to break away from the UK. Mary Dewar had got the result she
wanted.

South of the
border, upon hearing the result, the media now tore into Sir Roger
Bottomley accusing him of being feeble and not doing enough to
prevent the breakup of the United Kingdom.

This was a
catastrophe. The Union Jack’s, world-wide, would all have to be
replaced with flags that didn’t have the blue and white flag of
Scotland. He was told the Queen was going ballistic.


Chapter
Two

 


 


Six days after
the Scots had voted to leave the United Kingdom, Scotland’s First
Minster, Mary Dewar, was on her feet and about to address her
cheering Scottish MSP’s in the Assembly Hall of the Scottish
Parliament Building.

‘The people of
Scotland have spoken,’ She announced. ‘Scotland is to leave the UK.
As a result of this momentous decision, I hereby publicly announce
to the world a Unilateral Declaration of Independence. As of this
moment a free and independent Scotland will stand proud among the
nations of this world. We shall, as a united people, forge new
alliances abroad and take on the responsibility for our own
destiny. I can today report that our European friends and allies in
Brussels are ready to begin the negotiations that will clear the
way for Scotland to become a full member of the EU.

Four weeks
after Scotland’s UDI, with both governments making all manner of
threats and counter threats it was hard to see how either side
could step back from the brink of hostilities.

Locked away
inside his private study in Number 10, Sir Roger was having his
brow mopped by Charlotte Sweetwater. He was thinking how delightful
her bosom looked today, but then he had those thoughts most
days.

‘Is that better
Sir Roger?’ Charlotte cooed.

‘Hmm?’ Sir
Roger murmured, at present he was mostly preoccupied with staring
at her “mummy bits.”

‘I wish there
was more I could do to help ease your burden Sir Roger,’ Charlotte
said frowning and stroking his hair. ‘I hate to see you in such
distress, you poor thing. I can always tell you know, when you are
down. It’s as if our hearts and minds have this uncanny, almost
telepathic connection. Could this be true love?’

Feeling her
fingernails running down the back of his neck, making his skin
crawl he could think of something that would definitely take his
mind off his worries. But then they had this agreement.

‘It’s all the
fault of them horrible Scots and those horrible Minister’s of yours
belittling you, bad-mouthing you, and stirring up trouble for you.
Poor you, having all those awful people getting on to you. My God,
I don’t know how you cope? You are such a strong man Sir Roger. And
where is Dame Edith while you battle through this? Surely a decent,
loyal wife would be at your side. I imagine she is out there, in
some sleazy hotel room, with that personal trainer of hers, the one
with the tight little bum, Marcel DuPont.’

When Charlotte
came and sat down on the edge of his desk and leaned over. Her
lovely face–her pink lips–her ample bosom tempting him beyond
reason, Sir Roger’s eyes widened.

Charlotte, her
voice sounding like melted chocolate said. ‘Just remember Sir
Roger, no matter what; I shall always be loyal to you. I shall
never turn my back on you, not like all them others.’

Charlotte’s
eyes became hooded. Stroking his cheek she said. ‘I am always here
for you Sir Roger. And if there is anything that I can do for you,
anything at all, my darling all you need do is ask.’

‘Ah, now you
mention it…’ Sir Roger said reaching for her.

‘Not that, you
naughty man.’ Charlotte said jumping down off his desk, out of
range of his groping fingers. Smiling she wagged a finger at him.
‘We agreed no touching, did we not?’

Sir Roger
sighed.

‘Poor you,’
Charlotte said and patted his cheek. ‘This is just as hard for me
as it is for you.’

He doubted
that.

 


Later that day
in Cabinet Briefing room B, Prime Minister Sir Roger Bottomley tore
into his Ministers and Special Advisers who had assured him that
the Scots would never vote to leave the UK. These were the very
same idiots who advised him Scotland’s UDI could never happen.
Turning on Lord Soper of Bath head of MI5 he said.

‘Right. I need
to know what the Scot’s are up to. I need to know what they are
planning, and when.’

‘Ahem,’ Lord
Soper cleared his throat. ‘I have spies in the Scottish Assembly
and I have a few MSP’s on our payroll. I will be kept informed
minute by minute. At present my people tell me Mary Dewar hasn’t a
clue what she is doing. The people of Scotland are being led by a
megalomaniac.’

‘Surely,’ said
Sir Roger. ‘There must be people in Dewar’s government opposed to
Scotland leaving the UK? Don’t they have a say in the matter?’

‘You’d have
thought so,’ agreed Lord Soper, ‘however, with all the celebrations
that are going on up there, a lot of flag waving and the awful din
of the bagpipes it’s hard to find anyone that hasn’t been caught up
in the whole nationalist frenzy, driven, I have to say, by a media
hostile to the UK.’

‘So tell me,’
The PM prompted. ‘What do you know of their plans?’

‘The latest I
have is Mary Dewar is about to begin talks with Brussels–with the
Russian’s, the Chinese, the Indian government, Brazil and even
Venezuela…’


‘Venezuela?’

Lord Soper
shrugged. ‘Would you like me to have my people to look into the
Venezuela angle, see what that’s all about?’

‘No,’ Sir Roger
said irritably. ‘Forget South America. It’s the bigger players that
I am worried about, the Ruski’s in particular. Bloody hell we must
do something.’ Turning to his Chiefs of Defence the PM said.

‘We need a
strategy. What ideas have you got?’

General Sir
Rufus Warburton-Smyth, the head of the Army, offered a
suggestion.

‘We give em a
damn good spanking… trousers down… that sort of thing. In Eton that
sort of thing always brought the fags into line.’

Sir Roger
frowned. ‘I take your point Rufus, but I was rather hoping for
suggestions of a more specific nature.’

‘I doubt there
is anything more specific than a jolly good rogering with a cricket
bat Bottomley. I imagine, at Eton a soft wimp like you would have
had a few of them bigger boys sort you out eh?’

The PM took out
a hankie and mopped his brow. He would rather the General hadn’t
reminded him of those times.

Malcolm
Catchpole the Defence Minister was worried.

‘Prime
Minister, I am a little concerned the Scots might decide to close
their borders. If that were to happen they could conceivably
overrun our military bases, seize our military hardware and even
nationalise our oil operations.’

Sir Roger
Bottomley looked round sharply,

‘They wouldn’t
dare… would they?’ He said directing his remark at Lord Soper.

‘PM, you need
to understand, we are sailing in uncharted waters,’ the head of MI5
replied. ‘I really can’t say what the Scots might do. If they
wished, as a truly independent nation, they could close their
borders. ‘ Soper shook his head. ‘As you can imagine, if that were
to happen, vast amounts of our military equipment including
aircraft, warships and even our nuclear submarines would be trapped
behind enemy lines.

This situation
would undoubtedly create a split in our armed forces. The Scottish
regiments would rally around their own flag and the remainder of
the UK regiments would be expelled.’ He warned, ‘Sir Roger,
figuratively speaking, in that scenario, your severed head might
end up on London Bridge mounted on a spike.’

Even though he
was quiet sure that sort of practice had ended with Oliver
Cromwell, Sir Roger Bottomley didn’t like the image that just
popped into his head. He adjusted his tie and tugged at his shirt
collar.

‘My God, we
must do something. We can’t have them overrun our bases, steal our
military bits and bobs, guns, and warplanes and such. What are to
going to do, someone tell me?’

He shook his
head to clear his thoughts. If he thought the Brexit result was
bad, the Scots leaving the UK was a whole lot worse. He could see
his career heading down the Swanee. If there was to be blood on the
carpet, he decided, it wasn’t going to be his. What he needed was a
foolproof plan, and one that was guaranteed to get him off the
hook. He wasn’t going to be kicked out of office, forced to bugger
orf to the Fens or somewhere equally dreary to write his memoirs.
He studied the faces of his Minsters who were looking to him for
leadership.

Starkly aware
that any one of them could end up in the firing line none were too
keen on showing their head above the parapet.

Which of these,
the PM wondered, was Brutus with a dagger concealed in his cloak?
Quite possibly all of them! Right now, all he wanted to do was go
find the lovely Charlotte and have her cool hands soothe away his
worries.

‘If I may make
a suggestion, Sir Roger?’ Admiral Sir Stanley Mortimer said. ‘With
your permission, I can have my ships take on board every bit of
naval equipment on Scottish soil and then have it brought down to
England. And in the meantime, I shall have our Trident submarines
put to sea and harass the Scottish trawlers.’

‘Excellent plan
Mortimer,’ Sir Roger said sufficiently impressed he wanted to take
the credit for it. ‘Here’s what we shall do. I want every bit of
military hardware and every soldier, airman and navy
what-cha-mathingy withdrawn from Scottish soil. I want nothing left
behind. I want the Sots thoroughly disarmed and disabled. I want
them at my mercy.’

See you can
do it… he reminded himself.

Seeking to dig
out a little of the Chuchillian spirit that people used to say he
exemplified, and taking his Cabinet by surprise, he got to his feet
and with two fingers in the air he announced:

‘We shall go on to the end. We shall fight
them in France, we shall fight them on the seas and the oceans, we
shall fight them on the beaches of Margate and beyond, we shall
fight the Scots in the hills, in the fields and in the streets, we shall, do all that and
a bit more… we shall never, never surrender.’

There was a
time when he could recite Winston Churchill’s famous wartime speech
word-for-word. Today, that was the best he could do.


Chapter
Three

 


 


Thinking he
ought to check out the legal aspect of Mary’s UDI, Cruid made a
call to the Solicitor General.

‘Cruid, I have
been looking into it and think we need to meet up.’

‘Why?’ The SG
sounded worried. ‘What’s up?’

‘Let’s speak in
my office.’

The Solicitor
General bade Cruid sit down and shook his head.

‘I… I just
wished Mary had come to me before she went ahead and announced
UDI.’

‘You know
Mary,’ Cruid said with a shrug of his bony shoulders. ‘Does she
ever seek advice? Now, what’s the problem.’ An hour later he wished
he hadn’t asked. With his head in his hands he could weep.

When the SG
protested that he had far too much work on to leave his office
right now, Cruid wasn’t having any of it.

‘You are coming
with me Cruickshank. This is your cockup. You can tell her.’

At a knock on
her door Mary Dewar called out. ‘Come in.’

Cruid stepped
aside so that Cruickshank could be the first to enter the lion’s
den. Mary Dewar was seated in her thought pod, a rather odd
shaped window seat that poked out the rear wall of the Scottish
Parliament Building. Each of the MSP’s offices had one of these
quirky window boxes.

Built over five
years, at a cost of over four hundred million pounds the parliament
building was a bewildering fusion of glass, steel, polished
concrete and wood. The entire edifice made you wonder what was
going on in the head of the architect when he drew up the plans
that must have had the builders tearing their hair out.

Looking at the
two men, Cruid was wringing his hat. The smile fell from Dewar’s
face.

‘What’s up?’
Mary said warily. ‘You both look worried, should I be worried
too?’

‘Mary,’ Cruid
said treading on eggshells. ‘We all agree that you did really well
announcing the UDI. It was indeed an utterly brilliant plan…
unfortunately there is a teeny-weeny problem.’ Cruid,
thinking about his career and his pension was about to offload the
problem onto the SG.

‘Cruickshank
here, has looked into the ramifications of UDI and he thinks that
we may have shot ourselves in the foot.’

‘Oh!’ Dewar
said narrowing her eyes and stepping down out of her window pod. If
these two buffoons were about to give her bad news she wanted to
hear it from behind her desk. ‘Go on.’ She said icily.

Not wanting to
be the messenger that got shot, Cruid said, ‘the Solicitor General
is far better placed than I to explain the problem.’

The SG looked
round sharply at Cruid.

‘First
Minister,’ the Solicitor General started hesitantly. ‘When Downing
Street warned us the Scottish Parliament wouldn’t be able to govern
as an independent state they were quite right.’

‘I don’t think
I want to hear this,’ Dewar said darkly, ‘but go on.’

Cruickshank
said, ‘under existing constitutional rules, bills passed by our
parliament can only become law with Royal Assent.’

‘Are you are
saying,’ Mary looked about to burst a blood vessel, ‘Scotland
cannot pass a single law without the Queen’s signature?’ Mary threw
her hands in the air.

‘That’s right.
I’m truly sorry First Minister. This must be infuriating for you.
But our hands are tied. There is no way around it.’ Then in a vain
attempt to lighten the mood Cruickshank joked. ‘Like the Christmas
turkey, we are stuffed.’

Mary appealed
to her Minister, ‘Cruid!’

‘Sorry Mary,’
Cruid said thinking he was getting far too old for this. ‘The
simple fact is we shouldn’t have rushed headlong into UDI without
first checking the legal requirements. Sir Roger Bottomley and his
cronies in Number 10 will be a laughing like drains right now.’

When Mary Dewar
came around her desk her face was like thunder. She snapped. ‘Tell
me… this isn’t happening. What am I supposed to do now, Cruid… hmm?
Do I tell the world, oh, sorry, Cruid cocked up and now Scotland
can’t become an independent nation after all.’

This was what
he was afraid of, Mary blaming him when it was entirely her
decision to rush headlong into this whole UDI thing.

‘Surely, as an
independent sovereign nation,’ Mary said, ‘we shouldn’t need to
comply with rules that apply to the UK?’

Cruid shrugged.
He had no idea. He was tired. Tired of life almost.

For what was
possibly the first time in her political life Mary came up with a
half-sensible suggestion.

‘Couldn’t we
just bring in a new law, one that ends that stupid Royal Assent
rule?’

Cruid thought
about that for a minute and then shook his head.

‘That would be
indeed be feasible Mary, if we didn’t need Royal Assent to bring in
such a law. As things stand even that, would require the Queen’s
signature.’

‘How about,
‘Mary said, ‘if we asked the Queen if she wouldn’t mind helping us
out, do a little moonlighting, on-the-side, royal assent, cash-in
hand stuff?’

Was she joking?
Clearly not! Cruid could see no way out of this cul de sac that
they had blindly walked into. The Scottish Government was going to
be forced into making an embarrassing climb-down.

‘You two had
better come up with a way to get me out of this mess because I am
not going to back down… think for God’s sake!’ Mary shouted.
‘Independence means Independence, and that means no half measures,
no compromises.’

Cruid had a
thought. Dare he mention it? It was as if Mary had read his
mind.

‘What is it
Cruid? You just thought of something didn’t you?’

She wasn’t
going to like it, but it might just work.

‘Just thinking
aloud here Mary, so don’t bite my head off. I think I might have a
solution, but I doubt you’d go for it.’

‘Out with it
Cruid.’

‘It occurred to
me that if Scotland was to have it’s own monarch, we could
get all our bills signed off in-house, so to speak.’ Cruid
shrugged. ‘Ok, don’t say it, you don’t like it, fair enough.’

When Mary
didn’t jump down his throat but instead stood there staring at him
and chewing on her thumb he wondered if she might actually go for
it.

Mary was not a
fan of monarchies but what Cruid had said made sense. However, if
she was to agree to this plan, then this monarch, it could be a
king, or a queen, it didn’t matter which, was to be no more than a
figurehead, employed just to sign off their bills.

‘Ok,’ Mary said
warily, ‘say I was to go along with this. How would it work?’

Not for a
minute did Cruid imagine that she would buy his idea. He
wasn’t even sure how it would work. Cruid hooked his hands behind
his stooped back and paced the room.

Finally Cruid
faced Mary Dewar.

‘My idea was:
if Scotland had a king…’

‘Or a queen.’
Mary interrupted him.

‘Quite, or a
queen,’ Cruid conceded although he could never see Mary Dewar
working with another female head of state. If they were to go ahead
with this, he wanted a king. He told himself. Slow down, think
it through. Up to this point, Cruickshank hadn’t said a word.
Encouraged by Cruickshank’s absence of objections Cruid soldiered
on.

‘If Scotland
had it’s own king, or queen,’ He added, ‘then he, or
she, could sign off our bills so that these could then be
enacted into laws without the need to trouble the Queen.’

‘Cruid is quite
correct Mary,’ the SG chimed in with great enthusiasm, happy now
that Cruid may have saved both their careers. ‘The Royal Assent law
requires only that parliament’s bills are signed off by the
reigning monarch. Nowhere does it specify who that monarch
had to be.’

Mary said, ‘we
could really do that… I mean get our own monarch and pass our own
laws?’

‘Indeed. First
Minister,’ the SG was almost gleeful.

Mary spent some
time digesting this, looking from one face to the other.

‘Does Scotland
have to become a monarchy?’ Mary said, like she was sucking
on a wasp. ‘Is there no other way?’

‘I’m afraid not
Mary.’ Cruid said.

‘And of course
Parliament would need to approve it.’ Cruickshank reminded
Mary.

‘Parliament
will do whatever I tell it to.’ Mary reminded him. Then addressing
Cruid she said.

‘Say we put
this king in place, would it be possible to have this person change
the law so that we no longer need Royal Assent?’

Cruid looked
round at Cruickshank who shrugged as if to say he had no idea.

‘He would have
to be a pretty stupid king, ‘Cruid said, ‘to sign a bill that would
make him redundant? However, that is not to say we couldn’t find a
way to trick him into it.’

‘I love it.
Mary crowed. ‘Ok. How do we proceed? I want this up and running
quickly because at the moment we can’t bring in a single new law,
which means I can’t take our EU application forward. If we are
going to do this Cruid, it needs to happen… like yesterday.’

The two men
watched Mary pacing her office thinking. She then turned on
them.

‘Ok, I’ll go
along with your idea Cruid but I am not having a king,’ Mary
pouted. ‘I hate bossy men.’

Ah, this
might explain why she never married? She wasn’t gay. He was
pretty sure of that. He’d heard rumours. He didn’t approve of them.
Lewd comments that people made to the effect that her neighbour, as
in Lady Chatterley’s Lover, when his wife was at work, would hop
over the garden fence and tend her garden.

Mary said.
‘Shouldn’t we be giving some thought to gender equality. Have you
any idea how many women are in the highest paid jobs in this
country?’

‘No Mary?’

‘Oh, neither do
I. But you get my point.’

Cruid had no
problem with equal opportunities for women. In fact he regards
himself as a champion of women’s rights. However, two female
monarchs, one on either side of the border, swinging handbags and
orbs at each other? That cannot happen. So, he had better come up
with a good reason why he wanted a king and not a queen. Making it
up as he went along, he argued.

‘Mary, whilst I
have absolutely no objections to us having a queen I’m afraid it is
going to have to a king, only because, the last Scottish queen… as
you will recall it was Mary Queen of Scots, became a bit of a
disaster. Must I remind you she was involved in that scandal over
her and Rizzio, her secretary, them being lovers, and then she was
suspected of having a hand in her first husband’s death. Then there
was the matter of her treasonous activities that led to her head
being lopped off. Sorry Mary, it will have to be a king.’

‘Ok, but this
has to be temporary arrangement.’ Mary warned her two Ministers.
‘We take on the king and then we get him to sign his own death
warrant.’ Mary laughed. “What! I was only joking. I wouldn’t
actually want him dead.’

Cruid’s face
belied his scepticism.

‘Can we move on
please?’ Cruid said feeling his skin creep. She could do that to
him. ‘We need to give some thought to this person’s credentials.
Ideally this person will have proven rights of succession.’

‘What do you
mean, proven rights of succession? Blue blood you mean?’
Mary said. ‘Sure, but how do we go about doing that?’

Truthfully,
Cruid had no idea how to go about it. Off the top of his head he
said.

‘Using DNA
sampling, it should be possible to find at least one suitable
candidate. Then having located him, we give him some on
the-job-training, get him up to speed, and then we’re done.’

‘You saying:
we’re done. You mean once we have him in place we can then
get our bills signed off?’ Mary looked relieved. ‘Well, I have to
admit your plan is pretty good Cruid, but it’s not as utterly
brilliant as my UDI idea.’

Thinking, if
this all goes pear-shaped she can lay the blame at his door, and
then it’ll be him who will have to resign, Mary said. ‘Ok,
Cruid–mister, “Kingmaker”, you got the job of finding
Scotland a king.’

Cruid groaned
inside. The last thing he needed right now, just months off
retirement, was to get saddled with a job fraught with political
landmines.

Mary could
almost see the cogs in her canny Minister’s head whirring. She
said.

‘You already
have someone in mind don’t you? I can read you like a book you old
fart. So, go on tell me, who is he? I have in mind a hunk of a man
standing on a mound of granite up in the Highlands, not the least
bit bothered by the force-ten gale whipping around his long hair
and his red beard. The wind has trapped his kilt between his meaty
thighs. His right arm, muscled and scarred holds aloft an ancient
sword…’

‘Not quite,
Mary,’ Cruid said, interrupting the flow of juicy thoughts in the
First Minister’s head. ‘Although I can quite imagine what you was
thinking.’

‘I was thinking
of a Rob Roy figure.’

‘Yes, I could
tell, only,’ Cruid struggled to rein in his impatience. ‘First
Minister, Rob Roy was an outlaw. No, this king would have to
be a man capable of harnessing the passion of our nation. One that
will lead us from the front…’

‘Rob Roy could
have done that.’ Mary leapt in. ‘Rob Roy was a leader.’

‘Rob Roy was a
leader of a gang of thieves Mary, ‘ Cruid said through
gritted teeth.

‘Aw,’ said
Mary. ‘I loved the way Mel Gibson played him. With his hairy chest
and his big biceps.’

Cruid couldn’t
be bothered to explain she was talking about an entirely different
film. And why the hell were they even having this discussion about
American and Australian actors who if their lives depended on it,
couldn’t manage a half decent Scottish accent.

‘Actually,’
Cruid said. ‘I was thinking of Robert The Bruce. If we could find a
direct descendent of his that’d be perfect.’ He saw Mary’s eyes
widen.

‘Did Robert the
Bruce have long flowing hair and thick thighs?’ Mary said running
her tongue over her lips.

‘Oh God yes,’
Cruid said, just to shut her up. ‘And he had a huge claymore.’ He
saw Mary’s eyes widen. Silly cow.

‘Ok, mister
Kingmaker, that sounds good. So, to be clear, you will now go off
and find a direct descendent of Robert the Bruce yes?’

‘Yes.’

‘And he will be
a Mel Gibson lookalike yes?’

Cruid sighed.
‘If at all possible, First Minister, yes.’ He lied.

‘Ok, just get
it done Cruid,’ Mary said. ‘And be sharp about it. We need this
person in post.’

‘Mary, I shall
clear my diary and make this a priority,’

Having promised
Mary that he’d find her a direct descendent of Robert the Bruce,
never mind one that looked like Mel Gibson, with the fake hair on
his chest and a stupid wig, he hadn’t a clue where to start
looking. Google he imagined.

Later that day,
Mary Dewar had her entire Cabinet and her Special Advisers meet
with her in Cabinet Briefing Room 2. She made sure the video
cameras and the recording equipment had been switched off. What
they were about to discuss was top-secret.

The only item
on the agenda was how to proceed in making Scotland a monarchy and
then finding a suitable king.

The meeting was
brief. Mary got the support of her team and Cruid was given the job
of hunting down a descendent of Robert The Bruce.

Back in his
office, tapping away with two fingers on his computer Cruid trawled
the Internet. Jesus! He couldn’t believe the number of people
claiming to be direct decedents of Scottish kings… one of which
lived in Tasmania! About to give up and log off, he came across a
post from Strathclyde University. The University’s Archaeology
department had recently carried out some DNA tests on the remains
of King Robert IV, the grandson of Robert the Bruce. That looked
interesting. Cruid picked up the phone and made a call.


Chapter
Four

 


 


London.

 


Sir Roger
Bottomley hated the fact that Mary Dewar had finally gotten her own
way and had forced through Scottish Independence. And what was
going on in her head, when he wouldn’t listen to sense when he told
her without Royal Assent she couldn’t govern. He even went to the
trouble of sending a team of his top legal advisers up to Edinburgh
to talk to her, to explain the situation, to try and get her to see
sense. What did she do? She sent them back with the message “Stop
meddling in Scottish affairs.”

When Sir Roger
then tried phoning her he got her secretary telling him the First
Minister was too busy to take his calls.

The final nail
in the coffin of the United Kingdom came when Mary Dewar withdrew
her MSPs from Westminster.

When Sir Roger
did finally get to speak to her, Dewar told him bluntly where he
could stick his silly government. He persisted in making the point,
‘without Royal assent Mary you wont be able to function as a
government.’ When Dewar told him, ‘I shouldn’t worry about that Sir
Roger because we have found a workaround to the problem.’ That shut
him up. What was she talking about? There was no a way around
it… was there? When he pressed her on what she had meant by
that, Dewar ended the conversation with a warning, ‘if I were you,
I wouldn’t plan on visiting Scotland any time soon.’

 


Alone in his
study, Sir Roger was wearing out the carpet pacing and trying to
think. With the media and his wife getting on to him, demanding
that he resign, what was he to do? In his head he conjured up an
image of his hero, Winston Churchill. What might he have done faced
with the lowest opinion poll rating of any Prime Minister,
ever, and facing an open revolt within his own party? Maggie
and Churchill, they had their critics and they survived. It was all
right for them, they had a war… Zing! That got him thinking.
The PM went behind his desk and buzzed Terry Beaumont. He told him
to come straight to his office… alone.

‘Close the door
Terry.’

Sir Roger
indicated a chair over by the far wall. ‘Bring it over here and sit
down. I have something of a sensitive nature that I wish to run by
you, see what you think.’

On the way over
Terry was thinking the PM was about to tell him that he had decided
to resign. That would be a disaster of epic proportions. Special
Advisers are appointed by the sitting Prime Minister. By tradition,
when the incumbent PM left the SA’s went too. It would be the Job
Centre for him. How was he supposed to tell Amanda that he was out
of work? If he were to lose his job now, he could kiss goodbye to
the five grand deposit that he’d just put down on the dream kitchen
that he’d always promised his wife she could have. He could imagine
her eczema would flare up again, so too would her irritable bowel
syndrome, to say nothing of the depression that she was only just
managing to keep on top of with medication.

‘Sir Roger, I
don’t think you should resign,’ Terry blurted out. ‘Our country
needs a strong leader right now, someone with your Churchillian
spirit.’ Mentioning the PM’s absolute hero was always a good
thing.

‘What are you
blathering about Beaumont? I have no intention of resigning.’

‘Oh!’ Said
Terry.

Watching
Bottomley looking quite relaxed behind his desk with both hands
behind his head and leaning back in his chair making it creak Terry
thought the PM was about to say something profound. What the PM
said next had him questioning the PM’s tenuous grip on reality.

‘Terry you know
of course the Scots are revolting?’

‘With respect
Sir Roger,’ Terry said horrified, ‘describing the Scots as
revolting sounds somewhat racist. I would advise you to keep those
sentiments strictly between the two of us.’

‘What are you
blathering on about, you dullard? (His wife, Dame Edith’s much used
criticism of him) I was referring to the traitorous behaviour of
that… that God-awful woman… what’s her name?’

‘Mary Dewar.’
Terry prompted, now quite relieved to hear that the PM wasn’t going
to resign.

‘Tell me
Terry,’ the PM said pouring himself a large Scotch, ‘who are we
currently at war with?’

Terry frowned.
‘You mean, PM, what countries are we currently in dispute
with?’

‘No Terry, I
mean what countries, are we physically at war
with?’

‘Well none,’
Terry said. ‘Unless of course you include the aircraft that we
provide the Yanks, on their bombing missions that no one, not even
the Foreign Secretary knows about. Why?’

‘Terry, we are
in the poop. And I do mean we.’

‘With respect
PM, I was hoping the next Prime Minister would see his way to take
me on.’

When the PM
glared at him Terry gulped. ‘Sorry Sir Roger I didn’t mean that to
sound disloyal but I have Amanda to think…’

‘Terry, don’t
be stupid. Special Advisers are by their very nature merely lap
dogs of the incumbent Prime Minister. If I were to go, you would go
too. ‘Swinging his tassel loafer shoes down off his desk Bottomley
said. ‘So if you wish to remain in post I suggest that you answer
my question: who are we currently bombing or otherwise at war
with?’

‘I, I, am not
sure PM. None that I am aware of, which makes a change.’ Beaumont’s
laugh was brief.

Where was the
PM was going with this? Terry didn’t want to be having this
discussion, in private or otherwise. War wasn’t his thing. What is
it he wondered with these politicians that the minute they get a
little power want to flex their military muscles? God, will they
never learn?

‘Whist you can
absolutely rely on my support Prime Minister,’ Beaumont said. ‘I
really don’t see how us being at war with anyone has any relevance
to your… or should I say our, predicament.’

‘Would you like
to hear my plan Terry?’

Not really.

‘Does it
involve us bombing people?’

‘Absolutely
not, and not a shot will be fired,’ Sir Roger said. ‘

Not entirely
convinced Terry said, ‘ok, what do you have in mind?’

‘If I am to
keep them backstabbing cretins out there,’ Sir Roger said pointing
to the door, referring to his Cabinet Ministers, ‘from closing in
for the kill, and one of them stealing my job, I need a war.’

‘You
need a war?’ Terry said sitting back in his chair and not
quite believing this.

‘You must keep
this to yourself Terry, top-secret stuff, but yes, I need a war.
Look. It’s not rocket science. When a Prime Minister in the past
was faced with absolute ruin, they would arrange a convenient war.
Faced with a threat from a foreign power, the public have always
rallied round their leader.’ When the PM noticed the look of horror
on his SA’s face Sir Roger said. ‘Look. I am not talking about us
taking on some big guys with a lot of military muscle, just some
little guys that we could easily beat up. I should think that a
small war, one that made a lot of noise and lots of threats should
take the heat off us. ‘

Terry wasn’t
quite so sure. He could think of quite a few politicians that did
rather badly after dragging the UK into a disastrous conflict, that
had nothing to do with us, and was usually on the other side of the
globe but Bottomley wouldn’t have wanted to hear that. Terry,
watching the PM, could sense that he already had a country in mind,
most likely some impoverished tiny nation that had nothing but
sticks and stones to defend itself with. So, what had the PM in
mind? Was he going to do a Maggie, and send another vastly
expensive task force down into the South China Sea or some such
place? Terry was now regretting the five grand, down payment that
he’d given the builder due to fit Amanda’s new kitchen. The
builders had already placed the order for the kitchen units and all
the paraphernalia. The dishwasher, granite worktops, dishwasher,
washing machine, an Aga cooker with twin ovens, an American style
fridge with a chilled water dispenser, and… oh my God, he can’t… he
daren’t lose his job now.

‘I can see the
point you are making PM,’ Terry said becoming anxious, ‘and I have
to admit it has some merit, however, I’m not convinced that us
going to war with another nation state, however small, unless it
was in support of the Yanks, is politically a sound move. If you
need to create a distraction for the media hounds to tear into, Sir
Roger, might I suggest that we embark on something a little less
risky?

‘Such as.’ Sir
Roger said pouring himself another whiskey.

‘Off the top of
my head, how about we have MI5 dig up some dirt on a celebrity and
then feed it to the media. If this person was a household name, say
a highly paid football star, or a chat show host, that might take
the heat off you?’

‘But only for
about five minutes.’ Sir Roger said. ‘Besides, dragging up dirt on
people is too risky.’

Maybe the PM
was right. Beaumont was thinking back to the number of times that a
small sleazy article about some minor celeb, ended up with a
Cabinet Minister getting caught with his trousers down.

‘Frankly,
that’s a rubbish idea Beaumont,’ The PM said. ‘To get the press and
my critics off my back I am going to need a far bigger distraction.
I want you to listen to my idea. You are going to love it.’

Terry doubted
it.

‘I am
planning,’ Sir Roger said quite animated, ‘ to start a punch up
with a small nation. Not an all-out war as such, just a lot of
sabre rattling, lots of threats movement of troops and such.’

‘Ok,’ Terry
said warily,’ It wasn’t hard to figure out the PM had a country in
mind. ‘What exactly do you mean by sabre rattling?’

‘You know the
drill. We have our armed forces mobilised. We have them carry out
military exercises in our parks. Have our tanks rumbling through
our High Streets, that sort of thing. Do t you think the air raids
warning thingamajigs still work?’

‘You mean the
air raid sirens Sir Roger? No, I am pretty sure they were all taken
down in the fifties.’ Terry looked back at the door. He thought
about making an excuse to leave before an image in his head of
Amanda looking pasty and saddened rooted him to his chair. ‘Sir
Roger, you mentioned a country: who exactly do you have you in
mind?’

‘I’ll give you
a clue. See if you can guess.’

Terry sighed.
‘Ok.’

‘This country
is an oil producing nation.’

‘Ah,’ said
Terry rolling his eyes up and thinking: Kuwait, or perhaps the
United Arab Emirates, no it has to be… ‘You mean Qatar?’

‘Nope, try
again. I’ll give you another clue: these people have a weird
national costume.

‘Erm… Turkey?’
God he hoped not.

‘Uh huh, try
thinking up north.’ Sir Roger pointed behind him at the wall, which
didn’t help. He was quite enjoying this little game.

‘North!
Oh I get it,’ Terry said convinced he had the answer. ‘You want to
revisit the cod war, have a go at Norway again?’

‘Norway! What
are you talking about Terry? Why would I want to start a war over a
shoal of cod? For Gods sake man, wake up. I am talking about a
country that is much closer to home.’

‘You don’t
mean…?’ Terry pointed at the same wall, vaguely north.

‘Exactly Terry,
Scotland.’


‘Scotland! Beaumont exploded. ‘Sir Roger, just because they
voted for independence you can’t start a war with the Scots! Prime
Minister this is not Culloden.’

‘If you don’t
like my plan Terry, I can very quickly replace you with another of
my Special Advisers.’

An image of
Amanda looking depressed became lodged in his head. The five grand
deposit for the kitchen sharpened his mind. He definitely didn’t
want another SA stepping in and taking over his special
relationship with the PM. Attack Scotland! For Chrissake! What was
he thinking? And what would the Queen say about that? He was
thinking he had better come up with another diversion plan… but
what? One of his few special skills, and why the PM liked to use
Terry was because the SA was good at thinking on his feet He had an
idea… and quite a brilliant one, he thought.

‘Prime
Minister, that’s an excellent plan, however, bear with me while I
run this by you. This plan doesn’t involve anyone going to war. No
one get’s hurt, and this will definitely get the media off your
back. Would you like to hear it?’

Sir Roger
puffed on a cigar, took it out, wet and dribbling and pointed it at
his SA. Terry glanced up at the smoke alarm that had been
Gaffa-taped over.

‘Go ahead, but
I warn you Terry, your idea wont be anywhere near as good as
mine.’

Terry looked
back at the door to make sure it was shut.

‘Prime
Minister, I want to create a pseudo-war.’

‘Of course you
do… what’s a pseudo war?’

Terry said,
‘have you heard of wikiLeak?’

‘You mean them
damn commies that go around leaking state secrets and putting the
west at risk from the Russians? Dashed blighters should be
horsewhipped.’

In Sir Rogers
opinion there was no shortage of rotters that he’d like to see get
a damn good thrashing with a horse crop. He’d start with them
commie union officials– then them interfering anti – hunting –
longhaired weirdoes – and then his fourth year geography teacher at
Eton – not to forget them lazy people sponging off state benefits.
‘What about wikiLeak?’

‘The thing is,’
said Terry feeling his way, ‘leaked emails are not just the domain
of spurious sections of society that have an issue with capitalism.
Governments around the world have set up entire departments to feed
the media with information and misinformation.’ Terry paused for
effect. Adopting a conspiratorial manner, Terry said. ‘Prime
Minister we really can’t allow the Scots to steal our assets in
Scotland. Just think about the consequences for our economy if we
lost the oil revenues for a start

Terry almost
ran to the PM who seemed to be having a heart attack.

Sir Roger
slammed his hand down on his desk. His empty whiskey glass leapt in
the air. ‘Damn and blast their eyes,’ Sir Roger stormed. ‘Terry, we
must do something. Call a COBRA meeting. We must get our military
mobilised…’

‘Just a second
PM,’ Terry said using his hands to placate his blustering boss. ‘I
was talking hypothetically. As far as I know, no such plans exist,
however… what if; say a dissident Scot was to leak an email that
exposed the Scottish Government as having those plans? The news
would create panic in the media. You could then go to the House and
make a statement to announce the UK is now under threat from a
foreign state and you have no choice but to take robust
action.’

‘Robust eh? I
like that. Where did you say the email came from?’

‘It came from a
dissident Scot who was unhappy about leaving the UK.’

‘Make a note of
his name Beaumont,’ Sir Roger said. ‘When this is all over I shall
award him a gong.’

‘Prime
minister…’ Terry sighed. ‘No such email exists. I will invent one
that I shall call “ScottiLeak” and then distribute it to the media,
who will react with fury.’

‘Fury eh? I
like that. And tell me again, what exactly does this “wonkyleak
say?’

Terry sighed
again. ‘ScottiLeak, will expose the Scots plans to take over
our oil platforms in the North sea, overrun our military bases,
throw out our troops and capture our weapons, our warplanes, our
navy ships and our nuclear submarines?’

‘My God!’ Sir
Roger exploded,’ they wouldn’t dare.’

‘Well of course
they wouldn’t.’ Beaumont said gently, ‘the email will be a fake… a
forgery, one that I made up. But having said that, who’s to know
that it isn’t true?’

‘I will know.’
Said Sir Roger.

‘Yes, of course
you will know, because I just told you Sir Roger, but other than
just the two of us no one else must know. It will be our
secret.’

‘So… let me get
this straight,’ Sir Roger said. ‘You will get an email, from some
Scottish person, who has got the arse because the Scots have voted
to leave the UK.’ Beaumont nodded.

‘And then we go
to war with them?’ Sir Roger said speaking past the cigar that was
dropping ash down his waistcoat.

Terry Beaumont
was beginning to wish he hadn’t mentioned the bloody email. Then he
remembered Amanda and her IBS, her depression and the kitchen…

‘Prime
Minister… Just… just… please leave it to me. I will create the
ScottiLeak email and I will distribute it. You need do nothing
other than act shocked when you hear what the Scots are
planning.’

‘Right.’ The PM
said. ‘Tell me again what they are planning?’

‘Erm, you’ll
need to wait until you get the email Sir Roger.’

‘Good man
Terry. We finished here?’ Sir Roger said and pulled from his
waistcoat pocket the gold hunter watch dangling on an Albert chain.
He checked the time. ‘You can go now. Miss Sweetwater and I have
some important matters to attend to.’

Closing the
door behind him Terry Beaumont leaned against it and blew through
his cheeks.

When he turned
the corner he almost bumped into Charlotte Sweetwater who flashed
him that look that always got him wondering.

 


The following
day ScottiLeak was headline news.

Sir Roger
summoned Terry Beaumont to his office.

‘My God Terry
this is serious. We must have a COBRA meeting right away.

If we were to
lose any of our trident submarines the Yanks would go
ballistic.’

‘Indeed, Prime
Minister.’ Terry said. ‘Which is why this new intelligence has such
serious implications.’

It was obvious
to Beaumont that Sir Roger had forgotten every word of their
conversation on this matter only yesterday. He thought he’d better
straighten him out. ‘Remember what we talked about yesterday? I
said I was going to make up a fake email, made to look like
an official Scottish Government one and then I send it to the
media.’

‘You made it up
you say?’ Sir Roger looked relieved. ‘Thank God. For a minute there
I thought the Scots were about to run off with our military kit,
take over our oilrigs. Dash it all Terry, why didn’t you say? What
should I do now?’

‘First of all,
the House will expect you to make an announcement. You must tell
the House how shocked and dismayed you are by the actions of the
Scottish administration. You then say that your government will
take all necessary steps to protect UK interests.’

‘Right,’ said
Sir Roger said a little bewildered. ‘I might have you write that
down for me?’

‘You will tell
the House, in light of this new and alarming information our armed
forces have been put on Red alert.’

‘Red alert eh?
The Scots wont be happy.’ Sir Roger said. The red veins in his nose
appeared to pulse. ‘It’s their own silly fault thinking they can
just pack up their kilts and leave the UK.’ Sir Roger poured
himself another whiskey. Raising his glass to Beaumont he said.
‘Good work Beaumont.’

Sir Roger
pressed a button on his intercom. Theresa Toffy, his secretary
answered.

‘Yes Sir
Roger.’

‘Theresa, I
want you to set up a COBRA meeting ASAP.

‘Yes Sir
Roger.’

Turning to his
SA, Bottomley said. ‘You seem to be in possession of vital
intelligence on this Scottish plot Beaumont I want you in on all
the COBRA meetings. If the Scots were to overrun our oil rigs and
pipelines we would be in trouble.’

‘Like me, Sir
Roger, you will no doubt be able to recall the miners strike which
put this country on a three-day working week. Do you remember the
hordes of angry motorists queuing at the petrol stations – how
thousands of old people, many of them traditional tory voters,
shivered and died from the cold?’

Bottomley had
heard enough. ‘Damn and blast their eyes Terry, now we have the
bloody miners on strike. We must nip this uprising the bud.’

ScottiLeak
caused pandemonium in the country. The UK government accused the
Scots of sneaky behaviour. The Scottish Government accused
Westminster of fabricating the email to deflect the media’s
attention from Sir Roger Bottomley’s catastrophic handling of
Brexit and the break up of the United Kingdom.

Present in
Cabinet Office Briefing Room A, (COBRA) were: Sir Roger Bottomley,
Terry Beaumont, the Heads of the armed forces, the Intelligence
Services, the Home Secretary, the Chiefs of police, a handful of
Cabinet Ministers, along with a range of top civil Servants. Terry
needn’t have worried that the people present were about to
challenge the origins of ScottiLeak because, risen to anger by it’s
damning revelations all they wanted was for the PM to action.

‘Gentlemen,
(there was only one women present), Sir Roger said, casting his
eyes around the table. ‘You will all have seen the email leaked to
us by a dissident Scot. You will by now have learned the Scottish
Government has for months been planning to overrun our Scottish
military bases, how they have been secretly planning to confiscate
our oil assets. I have convened this meeting to agree on how we
move forward. For myself I prefer a robust, unequivocal response,
one that sends Mary Dewar’s administration a clear message that the
UK government will take all necessary steps to protect its assets.’
Sir Roger lit up a cigar. Two seats to his left, Home Secretary
Katie Murrell, began coughing and waving a hand in front of her
face.

Slamming the
flat of his hand down on the table, making everyone jump, General
Sir Rufus-Warburton Smyth, the head of the army, spittle flying off
his handlebar moustache roared with indignation, ‘Damn and blast
their breeches Bottomley. We cannot stand by and let these people
get away with this. With your permission I’ll sort this out. ‘

Listening to
this Terry Beaumont, chewing on his pencil, slid down in his
chair.

‘Would this
involve, General,’ the PM asked ‘you sending hordes of your men
with bayonets fixed, charging over the border shooting and
looting?’

Terry Beaumont
raised his hand. If I may make a suggestion Prime Minister?’

The PM
nodded.

‘The problem,
as I see it, is how do go about rescuing our assets? We could, as
the General has suggested, simply invade Scotland. My worry about
that is it would upset our American friends. Might I suggest an
alternative?’

‘Go head.’ Sir
Roger said with a wave of his hand.

‘My idea is
this,’ Terry said, feeling uncomfortable at the way he was being
scrutinised. ‘The Scots are have announced there is to be a
Scottish Independence Day celebration. There will be street parties
and the pubs can stay open twenty-four hours. Under the cover of
darkness and while the Scots are busy celebrating,’ Terry pretended
to be tipping back a glass, ‘we mobilise our troops and have them
withdraw all
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