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HELL IS EMPTY AND ALL THE DEVILS ARE HERE 

 

Dear James, 

I want to tell you about the days when I worked as a secret agent for the MI6. 

One day I survived the explosion of a grenade thrown straight inside my office. 

Everything blew up. Everyone died … everyone … except me. After the explosion, I 

found myself on the floor in the middle of an empty room and I tried to realise what 

was going on around me.  Something strange was happening. I was sure that 

someone else was in the room, but the smoke was too thick and I couldn’t see well.  

I was so focused on trying to remember what had happened that I completely 

ignored the dead bodies of my colleagues around me. It looked like I had no interest 

for John, with whom I spent a lot of nights drinking whiskey, for Kathryn, whom I 

have courted for so many years and for Miss Moneypenny. Oh James, believe me, it 

wouldn’t be possible to remain indifferent in front of Miss Moneypenny’s dead body.  

Looking around I found out a strange envelope. It was addressed to me. There 

were two papers inside, written in a childish handwriting. None of the words had a 

specific meaning for me; it seemed that a strange code was used to write that letter. 

I put the envelope into my pocket and I went to the police where surely someone 

would help me. I left the building, leaving behind me death and desolation. 

Shakespeare was right: “HELL IS EMPTY AN ALL THE DEVILS ARE HERE”. 

 

The keyboard cursor was locked and seemed not going forward or backward. 

Damned the day when I accepted to write a story that was a tribute to Shakespeare 

for the celebrations of the four hundred years after his death. There was nothing 

working in my writings until that moment. My agent asked me to write a story about 

a secret agent who survives a bomb explosion and is on the trail of a mysterious 

bomber ready to destroy the world. A man, whose desire for revenge would be 
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gradually explained to readers. A man who fulfils his plans against all odds, like 

Hamlet, Titus Andronicus, or Prospero. However, I had to be honest with myself … 

there was really nothing that worked in what I had written so far. The letter with 

which I began the story did not have the right spirit; it did not have the essence of a 

Shakespeare's tragedy. I put my hands on the keyboard, I highlighted all text and I 

deleted it. 

Some weeks before I read a fun Italian book in which they suggested that 

Shakespeare had a double identity: he was a playwright and at the same time a 

secret spy and agent serving Her Majesty. Being a playwright allowed him to 

infiltrate in certain environments and steal secrets vital to England. It is known and 

demonstrated that the playwright Christopher Marlowe was a British spy, but 

nobody until then had never suggested that Shakespeare might have been a sort of 

007 serving the Crown, used to steal information and facing the emissaries of the 

Church, and those from Spain. It was fascinating to imagine him struggling with two 

of the most feared opponents of the British Queen, ready to prove himself expert 

with weapons, explosives, maps and ciphers.  

In that moment, I heard a sound coming from my computer: Bing! A message 

has appeared in my mailbox. I opened it: 

 

Hey, pirate, have you finished your million dollars story? We can meet for a dinner 

when you are free. What do you think about this evening, Romeo? Do you think you 

can leave your computer? Let me know. 

                                                            Juliet. 

 

I hated when somebody bothered me while I was workings. I deleted the message 

furiously. I started to stare out of the window of the room. Minutes passed. Then 

two words resounded in my head: “Hey, pirate”. I stared at the wall where a poster 

of the movie “Pirates of the Caribbean” was hung. Johnny Deep seemed to look at 
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me. Then Jack Sparrow's laugh resounded in my head. Had I really heard it or was it 

just the result of my imagination? I looked at the poster one more time, and Jack 

seemed to smile at me. I slapped my face to check if it was a dream or reality. My 

hand hit my face violently. Shaken by a shiver, I looked at the screen of my 

computer. I opened my mailbox.  

 

Dear Juliet, book a table for tonight at the Lebanese restaurant. Let's meet there at 

eight o'clock.  

             Yours, 

                       Romeo. 

 

I sent the message and I reopened the story page that was empty. I checked the 

time and I knew I had all the time I needed to write that story and then have a 

shower before dinner. My hands started to press fast on the keyboard. 

 

“A Shipwreck Before the Storm” 

By Romeo Montague Rhodes James 

He was alone. He was alone and he grasped to something rigid that seemed to 

lift him from the ground. The last thing that he could remember was the noise of a 

deafening explosion. Then, everything in his mind darkened and he did not hear 

anything else. How much time passed? Where was he exactly? He tried to move his 

legs and something sticky seemed to lap his trousers. He felt wet and he was cold. 

Little by little he opened his eyes. His arms were firmly gripped at a long and narrow 

piece of wood. His legs were dangling below it, as if they were hanging in a void. 

Despite all around him was dark, he understood that he was floating in the water 

and that his arms grabbed at a fragment of a boat or a ship. How did he arrive 

there? It took him about half an hour to regain the control of his body. Into the 

darkness, he caught a light that radiated all around him on the water. He started to 
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move his legs fast. In front of him there were the ruins of a ship burnt. Who or what 

set the fire on it? Where were the others eight ships of the convoy?  

Little by little everything became clear in William Strachey's mind, despite he 

was a castaway that barely floated on a piece of the wreck of the Sea Venture in the 

middle of the sea. His expedition was victim of a violent storm in the middle of the 

sea near Bermuda Islands. The pirates did not do this, but the nature does; a violent 

and evil nature that decided to attack the fleet. He saw some corpses floating 

around him, and he started to think to be the only survivor of the 500 settlers that 

travelled on those ships. He was scared about the idea that everybody was dead In 

that terrible circumstances. The silence that surrounded him worried him. What had 

happened to George Somers and Sir Thomas Gates, the captain of the expedition? 

What had happened to all the other people? Their expedition started from Plymouth 

on May 1609 and all the people were directed to Virginia, the new continent where 

in 1585 Sir Walter Raleigh established an English colony. William Strachey did not 

have the time to focus his past years because his present time became dangerous. 

Something hard brushed against his legs, something alive. William tried to turn 

around without losing the equilibrium when he was hit again. Under the water he 

felt a sudden movement and he turned around again. 

The glare of the fire that came from the ships lit up the edge of the water and 

it was in that moment that William Strachey recognized the fin of a shark. The fish 

headed towards him and for a second time the fish touched him. William was 

terrified when he realised that the pins were multiplying and were moving in the 

direction of the decomposing bodies. The man started to beat nervously his feet and, 

with the force of desperation, he reached the wreck of the ship. Once boarded, he 

examined the water around him and saw the horrible meal that the sharks were 

consuming. A frightening scream made him turn; a scream that seemed to have 

nothing human. William thought that the hell was empty in that moment and that 

all the devils were around him, ready to devour him.  
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“The hell is empty and all the devils are here” … What a fantastic sentence to 

insert in his tragedy! Sitting on a bench, William Shakespeare was sipping a tankard 

of beer in his house in Stratford-upon-Avon. He was reading the incredible report of 

the shipwreck of the Sea Venture. That  human drama was a perfect source for one 

of his plays. He began to meditate on the way in which staged such a scene at the 

Whitehall Palace in London. How could he show the spectators the destroyed ships? 

How could it simulate the attack of the shark?  Shakespeare finished his drink and 

stroked his moustache. A gold earring glittered hanging from his right ear … he 

looked like a pirate who was studying the maps for his boat. Of one thing he was 

sure: this work would be called “The Tempest”. The protagonist would have been 

Prospero, a desperate man seeking for revenge.  

 

I saved the file. I opened the mail and I looked for the mail of my publishing 

agent. A simple click and the draft was sent. I was ready for my romantic evening … 

the end of the story could wait. “The hell is empty and all the devils are here”, I 

thought, turning off the computer. 


