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What the critics are saying: 
‘If not the largest pair of literary trowzers, certainly the most complete - and 

tweedy’ 
‘A rip-roaring adventure that knocks other rip-roaring adventures into a cocked 

hat, then folds the hat up, tramples on it, and feeds it to the pigs’ 
‘I believed every single word’ 

‘Bron Dawn writes like an angel - and a demon!’ 
‘writing that, by turns, is grim as an ocean wharf, empty as a whore’s heart, warm 

as a kitten’s fur and as brilliant and hard as a diamond’ 
‘really long’ 

‘microscopic historical accuracy - utterly convincing’ 
‘a nano-book for the nano-age’ 

‘Like a bowl of indifferent grey soup’
‘Bron Dawn is the go-to guy for authentic Scotch historical adventure’ 

'If you are a fan of Dan Brown - or if you are not - read this book' 
‘an inundation of feculence’

Gordon B Antler is Lovecraft Professor of Arcanology at the fabled 
Miskatonic University and he should be a happy man - he’s off to 
Scotland’s sea-girt seat of ancient learning and golf, St Andrew’s, for 
an academic conference followed by some well-earned vacation - but 
from the get-go things seem determined to follow a different course, 
and pretty soon Prof. Antler is up to his eyeballs in intrigue, beautiful 
women, deadly danger and a succession of secrets that threaten to 
rock the foundations of the world and even rewrite history itself. 

‘Fake book. Very very bad’ (Dun Old Tramp) 
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Usual bizarre killing 

Inspector Andy Hoyle of the Edinburgh Police shook his 
head. This was bad. In a twenty-five year career, he had seen 

some pretty strange things, most of them during the Festival, 
the annual celebration of culture that brought the world to his 
native city, but this, though strange, was not pretty. 
The man, barefoot but clad in an expensive well-cut pinstriped 
business suit, hung upside down on a saltire cross, the emblem 
of Scotland. It had taken him several days to die, his blood 
draining drop by drop into a silver bucket from a long plastic 
tube inserted in his neck. It had been excruciatingly painful. 
One glance at his face (now mercifully leaden in death) was 
enough to tell that, but Inspector Hoyle did not need to look, 
any more than he needed a forensic report to tell him how the 
man had died. 
There was no shortage of witnesses. 
Thousands had watched him every day, pausing for several min-
utes to observe the curious spectacle and shudder at the pain-
ful gurgling from his distorted mouth that never quite became 
articulate speech; many had their pictures taken beside him. 
Thousands more walked by with scarcely a second glance. 
Around him, in Parliament Square, jugglers and fire-eaters had 
performed as life drained slowly from his veins; a gold-painted 
man in a turban had hovered motionless in mid-air, supported 
(it seemed) by no more than a length of rope. 
Only now, as the city shimmered in a wave of late summer heat 
and the smell of decay became unmistakable, did people real-
ise that, out of all the outlandish performances in the Festival 
Fringe, the man dying in agony on a saltire cross was just what it 
seemed – a man dying in agony on a saltire cross. 
Hoyle shook his head again. No doubt about it, this was as bad 
as it got 
But he was wrong. 
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Obligatory Dream Sequence 

The tram was crowded and he could see her standing in the 
still-open doorway. She smiled and beckoned, her long 

dark hair framing her fine-boned face that even with the smile 
reminded him of a sorrowful madonna. 
He started to run across the cobbles, heart pounding in his 
chest, but it was as if he was on a treadmill - he seemed to make 
no headway. The driver leaned out of his window to check be-
hind and the doors began to close. 
With a desperate lunge, he flung himself, but the tram was al-
ready moving, though the door was only half shut – and still she 
stood there, urging him to her, reaching out her hand for him to 
clasp. 
But just as their fingers touched, the tram picked up speed and 
she was torn from his reach and he was left to stumble after it 
across the cobbled square, calling her name. 
He woke with her name still on his lips but by the time he came 
to conciousness he had forgotten what it was. 



1

1. ‘He ain’t the guy’ 

The two men had that unmistakable Government look. It 
wasn’t just the raincoats and the near-identical unfashion-

able suits, it was something in their faces, a kind of pleading 
truculence – “We sure hope you can help us out with this mister, 
or it’ll be the worse for you.”
The object they had brought was a tapestry of some sort, ex-
ecuted in many bright colours of wool. It was the kind of thing 
you had to admire for the time and effort that had gone into 
it yet left you wondering why anyone had bothered in the first 
place. 
As they unrolled it across his desk, he saw with weary resig-
nation that it was an attempted reproduction of a celebrated 
renaissance painting by a famous Italian polymath whose name 
had been rather too much in the news lately. With a sigh, he 
leaned across and slid his official name plaque into more promi-
nent view: Professor Gordon B Antler, it read. Firmly but gently, 
he said,
‘I’m afraid, gentlemen, that you have been hoaxed.’
The two men looked at the plaque, then at each other. 
‘He ain’t the guy,’ said one. They both looked at him. 
‘You ain’t the guy,’ said the other, accusingly. 
‘I ain’t the guy,’ confirmed Antler. 

They all looked at each other for what seemed a long time. The 
man on the right leaned across to his companion, shielding his 
mouth with his hand like a tennis doubles player in an ineffec-
tual attempt to conceal his words. 
‘Looks like we’ll have to cancel that goddam stealth jet.’ he 
muttered.
‘The one that’s been on stand-by to fly him to Paris, France, 
not Paris, Texas?’ asked the other. 
‘Of course that goddam one!’ exclaimed the other. ‘How many 
stealth jets do we have on stand-by, for cry-yi?’ 




