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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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