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Chapter 1

The place was silent. Not completely silent, of course; there was the subliminal sound that Louis was so familiar with – a tangible, breath-held hush that the microphones were somehow able to pick up and broadcast to the nation. And there were the noises on stage, too. The creak of the water tank behind him, the water sloshing against its reinforced glass. Even with no music cue playing, one could feel the tense presence of the band waiting to strike up.

Dinah had been lowered head-first into the tank – an upright affair about half the size of a police box. She didn’t need to be in there upside down, but it added considerably to the drama. Louis had worked out early on in his broadcasting career that what the audience in the Camden Palace radio theatre experienced somehow communicated itself to the audience at home. It must have been in all those tiny indicators: the low murmurs, the nervous laughter, the anxious shuffling. While it was obvious that crowd noise would add to the experience of listening to a comedy, it was less so when it came to the performance of magic. But it painted a picture, and Louis had grasped instinctively that radio was all about the pictures.

He was hardly the first broadcaster to have realised this, but he may have been the first magician (Orson Welles aside). Everything happened in the listeners’ heads. It was his job to give the audience the raw materials out of which they could compose the images themselves. Danny Mahal had put it best. ‘You’re not painting a picture. You are spinning a world.’ Typically for Danny, the idea was communicated in the form of a lecture on Hindu philosophy: ‘You are Maya, my friend. When you are on stage, you are Maya. The great spinner of illusion. The all-powerful Creatrix, the goddess who generates the daydream of that which we call reality. Reality is not reality. It is no such thing. It appears solid to us, but it is fashioned by Maya. You have the same job. You only have to give them the dots, give them the lines. Their minds will fill in the rest. They are their own illusionists. You are merely the provocateur!’

So that was what this was. This whole elaborate set-up behind Louis, on stage at the Camden Palace, was there to give the listening audience the raw material necessary to make a miracle happen in their heads. And actually, it wasn’t just the audience, because this was the third series of Warlock’s Wonders, and now, on occasions, there were photo-journalists, from Picture Post or the daily papers, and even newsreel cameras if word had got out that Louis was going to be attempting something particularly spectacular. Louis’ inner Maya (with the help of his loyal ‘Brains Trust’, led by Danny Mahal) had helped make his series 1952’s second-most-listened-to radio show after The Goons.

So, Dinah upside down in the tank was another example of illusion-spinning. When he had told the audience that the blood pooling in her head would boost her telepathic abilities, it was more Maya. (‘Bullshit might be another word,’ said Ivan Wolf, another, less poetic member of the Warlock Brains Trust. His aversion to the lyrical was ironic given that he was a professional writer, not a magician.) Dinah being immersed in water was also Maya – it created an element of risk that stimulated the listener’s imagination. Louis had announced that in three minutes she would be in danger of passing out, which created more drama, on top of the picture it painted. (‘How long can she actually hang there?’ he had asked when the idea first came to him. ‘Thirty minutes, forty minutes – not a problem.’ This from Phyllis Griffith, Ivan Wolf’s writing partner and fellow Brains Trust adviser. Phyllis had collected information like this over the years. She was an expert on death, murder and mutilation. It was her hobby. You’d never guess it, though. She looked like a village schoolteacher.)

Louis knew, better than any other magician currently working in Great Britain, that all these details, the story they told, the Maya they wove, were how the trick was really done. In comparison, the actual mechanics of it were almost irrelevant.

He stepped towards the microphone, facing the audience in front of him . But rather than addressing them, his mind conjured the people sitting at home in their kitchens and living rooms; the stockbroker driving his wife to the theatre, listening on the Motorola in the car; the workers in the factories on the late shift; the commercial travellers in their hotel lounges; the lonely schoolboy with his crystal set, straining to hear through a whispering earpiece.

‘Ladies and gentlemen, girls and boys, let’s remind ourselves what has taken place so far. One of my volunteers for the evening, His Honour Judge Reynolds, QC, has passed amongst the audience present here at the Camden Palace radio theatre in north London and collected a number of personal items – they’ll all be returned to you unharmed, have no fear.’ Mild laughter at this, but Louis was pleased to detect tension in it, a sense of anticipation at what was to come, alongside an apprehension that every passing second was costing Dinah – beautiful Dinah in her fetching Jantzen swimsuit – moments of precious consciousness. To that end, he allowed himself to be a touch more loquacious than he otherwise might have been.

‘Those items have been gathered and laid out on stage. And please note, I was blindfolded throughout their collection, so I can have no sense of which item was taken from which audience member. Judge Reynolds, is that correct?’

The judge, who was sitting in front of a microphone to the right of the stage, observing everything, leaned forward slightly to answer, with no less gravitas than if he were presiding over a capital trial.

‘Yes. That is correct.’

‘Thank you.’

‘And am I still blindfolded now?’

‘Yes, you are.’

‘Have I tampered with that blindfold in any way? Touched it?’

‘No. You have not.’

‘And these items that are before you now?’ For the benefit of the audience in the theatre, Louis gestured behind him. He knew there was a stainless-steel trolley in front of Judge Reynolds. He’d approved its choice himself. He wanted to be sure it was big enough to be seen by everyone in the auditorium, even though it was irrelevant to the listeners at home. ‘These are the same items you collected from the audience?’

‘Indeed, yes.’

‘Very good. Thank you once again for your assistance. I call now on our second adjudicator for this show, Lieutenant Commander Hinchcliffe. Sir, you’re currently on leave from the Royal Navy, where you’re a serving officer?’

‘Yes, I am.’

‘But you’ve been kind enough to join us this evening. You helped seal Miss Groule into the tank. She has no connection to the outside world, does she? There are no wires or cables present – nothing other than the Aqua-Lung on her back?’

‘Absolutely not.’ Hinchcliffe’s slightly dour Scottish brogue somehow lent weight to his presence. And as he often did, Louis marvelled at how instinctively these bona fide volunteers played along with the circumstances, how good human beings were at divining what was expected of them. They would freely offer up exactly what was needed – as demonstrated here by the seriousness with which Hinchcliffe spoke. It couldn’t have been any better if it had been scripted and rehearsed. It was being in control of all these subtle elements that made Louis feel strong and confident in the moment.

‘Lieutenant Commander, I’d now like you to choose an item, any item from those gathered in front of you. Let your eyes range across what is there.’

He counted six seconds in his head.

‘Do you have one?’

‘I do.’

‘Do you want to change your mind, or do you want to stick with this item?’

‘I’m happy with this one.’

‘Very good. I would like you to pick it up and carry it over to Miss Groule. You will need to squat down, then hold it up to the glass, close to her, in front of her head. Will you tell me when you’re there?’

Hinchcliffe didn’t have far to go. The tank was directly behind him. It was on a raised dais so the audience in the theatre (and any attendant photographers) would be able to see exactly what was occurring.

‘I’m in position, sir.’

Louis liked that ‘sir’. It meant things were going as they should, that he himself was the commanding officer, which was necessary. He had to have complete control: of the audience, the volunteers, the listeners, all the staff here, the technicians, the managers, his own posse.

‘Very good. You have your item, which has been freely selected from a range collected at random from members of the audience present tonight—’

‘Ladies and gentlemen! Please, if you would . . .’

Somebody was shouting. Somebody in the audience.

‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ came the voice again.

Was there a fire? An air raid? Had war been declared? Were the Soviets attacking?

‘Ladies and gentlemen, I am the editor of Illustrated magazine and I lay down this challenge . . .’

Louis’ immediate thought was that he had to regain his authority, no matter what. There was an audience at home. They wouldn’t hear this man, who wasn’t microphoned; only silence.

‘Please, sir, if you could sit down,’ he said.

‘Louis Warlock is a fraud and a cheat.’ The man’s voice was louder now. The listeners at home might just have caught that. He had some kind of amplifying device – a portable megaphone.

‘Please, sir, I need you to sit down,’ said Louis, working to remain calm. He was trying to assess what his options were. Dinah was in no real danger, but the audience thought she was. Control had been wrested away from him, which made him seem weak. That was the worst thing. And the man was insulting him and his reputation; it was audible in the audience, and now at home too. What were they doing in the control room?

‘A fraud and a cheat.’ The man was speaking faster now, aware that he was going to be interrupted.

Trakhtn, royk, trakhtn. A Yiddish expression his father had drilled into him: ‘think, calm, think’. It was a mantra that Louis had run in his head from his earliest days of professional performance. If something went wrong, if the spectator said the card wasn’t theirs, if a prop broke or a mechanism froze, ‘think, calm, think’. Let him speak. Make a conscious choice to let him speak. The listening audience might just think this was all planned. Whatever this man had to say – and Louis recognised the voice now – it could be turned. It could be played. It could be out-thought. Easily.

To help regain command of the situation, he removed his blindfold. He was at the front of the stage, facing out, still unable to see what was behind him, so it would not imperil the routine when he returned to it.

‘If Mr Warlock is unable to prove he is not a fraud and a cheat – by locating something hidden somewhere within central London, under test conditions, observed by scientists of our own choosing, on the fifth day of next month – then the great people of this nation may take it as confirmation that the man is nothing but a self-publicising fraud unable to do in actuality a single thing he claims.’

Ushers had arrived at the man’s side. Someone had shown the foresight to throw a spotlight on him, revealing a tall, thin individual in a loose-fitting raincoat. His high forehead was topped by a pile of grey hair, like day-old whipped cream on a cafeteria pie. The burly commissionaire from the foyer had arrived too, and he was now manhandling the disrupter along the row. The megaphone had been pulled from his hand.

‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ Louis began. He could see the stage manager gesturing desperately for him to continue according to the script. He didn’t need to be told. ‘I know we tell you to expect the unexpected on this show. I can assure you, even we didn’t foresee this. But before we continue – and for Miss Groule’s sake, we need to – let me tell you all, I will accept this gentleman’s challenge.’

He felt the audience relax. They were his again, bemused but excited. Was what just happened intentional, in some mysterious Warlock way? they were thinking. And Louis had immediately adjusted his performance in the subtlest of manners to imply that yes, it was. Everything could be played. Everything. You just had to give yourself permission.

‘Thank you, Dinah, for your patience,’ he said gesturing to the tank behind him. ‘To return to the task at hand, the lieutenant commander is holding a tortoiseshell snuffbox. Is that correct, sir?’

‘Yes! It is,’ said a suitably baffled Hinchcliffe.

‘And it belongs to a Mr Graham Cunliffe, who was born in Streatham. Is that correct?’

A cry from the auditorium – legitimate. ‘Yes, sir!’

And the audience relaxed further into their applause.

 

‘Did you know what was going to happen? Did you? Because if you even had an inkling . . .’

Jack Naismith, the BBC producer, was unusually angry, his pockmarked face ruddy behind his heavy-rimmed spectacles. Louis knew the poor man was going to get it from his employers. Of course he was. The BBC was like school. Exactly the same. Grubs on the ground. Wardens in the lower corridors. Prefects in the common rooms. Housemasters in their studies. And everybody terrified of the cane. He’d recognised the hierarchy from his very first meeting at the corporation. It was a public school erected as a national institution.

‘You know there’ll be hell to pay. I’m telling you now,’ said Jack, struggling to light his pipe.

‘Oh come on!’ Louis grinned at him as he gifted Jack a defence. ‘I’ve just guaranteed us front-page coverage in every newspaper in the country. Local and national. Not to mention the chance of an extra show – broadcast live – when I accept the challenge.’

‘You’re really going to accept? But how will you pull it off?’

‘Same way I always do.’

‘Which is?’

‘That would be telling.’ And Louis smiled at him.





AN UNCOMMON MEMORY

I’ve used this item for many years. It relies on a method that can be mastered in moments yet seems truly impossible. Don’t let that seduce you, though; attention to detail is key to making it appear that this is the result of a lifetime’s work.

Get a pack of cards, shuffle them and then spread the deck, face up, on the table so you can see every card.

Now . . . memorise the order of the cards.

(Using my technique I can do it in fifty-five seconds, that’s a second for every card including the two jokers, leaving a second spare.)

Why are you still reading? START.

*

I promise I will teach you in a moment or two, but let me tell you how I got to this solution.

Some time ago, during a run at the Stork Club, I had an unnerving experience. While performing my blindfold divination routine, I found myself aware of a new sensation – it was as though I could hear every beat of my heart, every throb of my pulse. It seemed to add an urgency to my performance. I remember leaving the stage both a little disturbed but also excited at this new-found momentum.

My excitement was somewhat diminished when, at my annual medical a week or so later, I learned that I had borderline hypertension, or in layman’s terms, high blood pressure. An unusual condition in a young man such as myself: a small genetic gift from my mother’s side of the family.

I was told by my doctor that not only must I cut out the post-show salt-beef sandwiches, but a more relaxed approach to life should also be explored. I called on an older man of my acquaintance, a former refugee called Ernst Juda. He’d led a truly remarkable existence, despite enduring the horrors of being held in Auschwitz; he was also one of the most content and seemingly ‘at peace’ people I’ve ever met.

While I sipped a lemon tea and watched Ernst devour a slice of Maison Bertaux’s finest strudel, he shared with me what he perceived to be his greatest tip for survival and the maintenance of good mental health. ‘Stop. Take a moment. Remember that no matter how bad things may seem, you are alive. Remind yourself of that every morning when you open your eyes. Learn to see that every second is a gift. Every second. You take it all for granted because you think you are standing on concrete. But you’re not. You’re standing on the thinnest, most delicate sheet of ice.’ Then he said, ‘Remember that you are a human being, NOT a human doing.’

This was a thunderbolt moment for me. ‘Human being’. Two separate words both with their own essential meaning. This was like the first time I witnessed the duck/rabbit illusion. Once you see the change, you are forced to re-evaluate, you can never undo it.

 

DUCK . . .

[image: Two monochrome sketches of the duck/rabbit illusion. The sketch is shown twice to make you check if it's a duck or a rabbit. It has an elongated duck's beak which also looks like rabbit's ears. The first sketch is labelled 'Duck' and the second 'Or Rabbit?']

 

. . . OR RABBIT?

[image: Two monochrome sketches of the duck/rabbit illusion. The sketch is shown twice to make you check if it's a duck or a rabbit. It has an elongated duck's beak which also looks like rabbit's ears. The first sketch is labelled 'Duck' and the second 'Or Rabbit?']

 

I realised that so much of my existence lay in being busy, instead of simply being in the moment of life, something that has only been confirmed for me by recent events. The endless ‘doing’ was, in Ernst’s words, running the sand out of my timer. Ernst taught me a simple meditation technique that allowed me to spend ten minutes a day ‘being’, just me and my breath. ‘Stopping’, he called it. ‘You must learn to stop your thoughts, Louis.’

It was during one of these ‘breathers’ that this blissfully easy technique for memorising a deck came to me. As is so often the way, I realised I was fixating on the problem rather than the solution. I was seeing the duck, not the rabbit. As soon as I understood this, it occurred to me that what I actually needed to achieve was the appearance of memorising the cards, not the actual feat itself.

So, once the pack is shuffled, place the cards face up on the table and spread them out.

 

[image: A black-and-white drawing of playing cards lying face up.]

 

Now pretend to memorise them. It’s so silly that a key part of magic is simply lying! Pretending, like a little child, that you are using your magic powers to achieve something impossible! Back to the job in hand. I find a great ‘wrinkle’ is when you see two cards of the same value next to each other, make a show of up-jogging them a little from the pack as if fixing them in your mind.

 

[image: A drawing of some playing cards spread out with a finger pulling out two of them. The two cards are 7 of hearts and 7 of diamonds.]

 

This gives the spectator something to hang their hat on. I would recommend spending about fifty seconds on this apparent deck memorisation to keep it feeling plausible.

Gather the pack up and simply remember the face card – let’s say it’s the eight of clubs. That’s all. Just one card.

Place the pack behind your back, so that the eight of clubs is facing away from you.

 

[image: A drawing of a person holding a pack of cards behind their back. The 8 of clubs is shown on top.]

 

Explain that you will announce the cards one at a time in order; all you need the spectator to do is tell you if you are correct. As you explain this, you make the one simple move required: behind your back, you take the eight of clubs from the top of the deck and place it, face up, on the other side of the deck.

 

[image: A drawing of one hand holding a pack of cards face down while the other hand slides the 8 of clubs on top of the pack, facing out.]

 

So, if you were to bring the deck out and look at it, you would see the eight of clubs on one side and another card – let’s say the six of diamonds – on the reverse side. The eight of clubs is, in actual fact, face up on a face-down deck.

Next, say to the spectator: ‘OK, the first card is the eight of clubs.’ Bring the pack out from behind your back for real now, with the reversed eight of clubs facing them. As they look at that eight of clubs, you are seeing the next card, at the rear of the deck, the six of diamonds; it is literally staring you in the face! It’s so delicious. Now remember that card as the spectator confirms that the eight of clubs is correct.

 

[image: A drawing of a suited person holding a pack of cards with the 8 of clubs at the top. It is labelled 'Audience's View'.]

 

[image: A drawing labelled 'Magician's view' with the 6 of diamonds face up at the end of the deck.]

 

Place the pack behind your back once more, saying, ‘I’ll slip the eight to the bottom. And the next card is . . .’ and do the same move again: take the six of diamonds and reverse it, placing it on top of the eight of clubs.

 

[image: A drawing of a person holding a pack of cards in one hand behind their back. The other hand is holding the 6 of diamonds.]

 

While the pack is still behind your back, complete the sentence you just began, naming the next card, acting as if you are consulting your memory: ‘. . . the . . . six of diamonds.’ Then bring the pack out (reversed once again), and as the spectator sees the six of diamonds, you are staring at the next card – let’s imagine it’s the three of spades.

 

[image: The drawing is labelled '3 of spades glimpsed by performer.' Two hands hold a pack of cards with the 6 of diamonds facing the audience.]

 

Once the spectator tells you that you are right, you do it all again. Behind your back, make the reverse move, then say casually, ‘. . . the next one is the three of clubs . . . no, hang on, spades.’ The deliberate error is nicely convincing. Bring the pack out and then repeat the actions, picking up the pace slightly as you go from card to card. I have never actually needed to go further than about ten cards, as the demonstration is so utterly convincing for the spectator. What you will find astounding about this effect is that the audience won’t for a moment suspect trickery; they will believe you are a memorisation master.

So there we are, my gift to you, a wonderfully plausible magic trick. But of course, dear magi, you already know a million of those. In truth, it’s the other, more unexpected gift I would like you to take from me, the gift of ‘stopping’, the key to accessing the real miracle, the miracle of your creativity.

It’s a gift that came to me through unwanted circumstances, and yet it’s proved to be one of the most valuable things I’ve ever been given.

Something that threatened to kill me may actually have accorded me a way of saving my life.

Too dramatic a claim? Well, I will hold on to it, because in this moment, as I compose these words, I’m still alive. I hold on to that fact too. I experience it. I continue to be . . .

Let me be.

Please let me be.





Chapter 10

Louis had always assumed that the final handover of the target (or Tom Tallis, as he had come to know it in his head, from the description he used in his postcards) would be at the London Library via The Rural Cyclopedia. Although he hadn’t been asked, he’d gone as far as creating a gimmick for the job. He’d brought three duplicates of a tourist’s picture postcard, split it into its constituent layers and fashioned an empty square in the top right-hand corner, where the stamp went. The microfilm would be hidden within it. But then, unusually, he’d received a direct telegram from his ‘Uncle Len’, who’d gifted him his library membership:

 

Sorry for short notice. Your cousin Ben will be in town tonight. Wants to try one of these new coffee bars he’s been reading about. Could you meet him at Moka at 7 p.m.?

 

Louis was taken by surprise that the transfer was to be made so directly. The Moka Bar was one of a small number of such establishments that had opened in and around Soho in the past year or so. It served Italian-style coffee from a polished chrome machine, dispensed in tiny cups at inflated prices. But kids starved of glamour and excitement had latched on to these places as a promise of a world to come. The women all had short hair and short-sleeved jackets, the men wore open-necked shirts and reeked of Brylcreem. And it was so loud with the thrum of delighted chatter and the constant hiss of the steamer that it was virtually impossible to have a conversation. It was certainly impossible to overhear one, which was why Louis imagined they were meeting there.

As the rendezvous approached, he felt a growing excitement and an attendant sense of nervousness – an intoxicating blend of anticipation, satisfaction and risk.

Almost as soon as he entered, he felt a hand on his arm. A short, nervous-looking man with bright, intelligent eyes behind round-rimmed spectacles.

‘Cousin Louis! It’s good to see you here. Right on time, seven p.m., just as Uncle asked.’ He looked up at Louis expectantly, like a turn on stage waiting for a response to his cue.

‘Cousin Ben. It’s good to see you,’ said Louis, improvising his response. This was the greatest game he’d ever played. He didn’t think he could ever love anything as much as he loved magic. But this was like magic times ten. ‘I have actually got something for you. It’s been so long. I thought you might like—’

‘Ben’ cut him off immediately. ‘Cigarette?’ He held out a pack of Player’s, from which one cigarette poked out ostentatiously. Louis was clearly supposed to take it, so he obliged.

‘Would you like a cup of coffee?’ he asked. But Ben was still fussing with the pack of Player’s, pulling another cigarette halfway out with noticeable care.

‘Take another one, for later. You can smoke it when you get home.’ He lifted the pack up, closer to Louis’ eye level. Louis looked down and could see the fag he was being offered had been doctored. It had no tobacco in it, but instead contained a rolled-up piece of paper.

‘Thank you. I will. I’ll smoke it with dinner.’ He took the second cigarette and slipped it into the handkerchief pocket of his jacket.

‘Actually, shall we head outside,’ said Ben. ‘It’s rather stuffy in here. That demon throws out quite a lot of heat.’ He nodded at the coffee machine, which was spitting and sputtering behind them.

‘Good idea. At least we’ll be able to hear ourselves think.’

Ben turned first, moving through the crowd, mostly kids, caught up in their own carefree worlds. Louis wondered what they should talk about once they were out there. But the moment Ben stepped on to Frith Street, any association with Louis fell away. He just kept walking, and within twenty seconds he was simply another evening commuter on his way home to Kensal Rise or Parsons Green. Within forty seconds, Louis had lost him in the crowd.

 

As soon as Louis got home, he fished in his handkerchief pocket with his forefinger and middle finger, pincering out the fake cigarette Ben had given him. Wanting to be as careful and diligent as possible, he fetched a scalpel from his drawing room table and sliced the side of the cigarette paper open, revealing the rolled-up tube within. He flattened it out on the table in front of him. A long, narrow strip of a kind of paper stock he wasn’t familiar with (and he was familiar with most types; they’d all featured in magic gimmicks of one kind or another over the years). This was light, like cigarette paper but stronger. It was written on in a small, fine hand, in block capitals. Clear and legible, tiny, but just about readable with the naked eye:

 

Go to Richmond Park on 18 February at 10.30 a.m., to the new Isabella Plantation. If you take the footpath that leads from the west side of Thompson’s Pond (see over) towards the rhododendrons, after 500 yards you will come to a litter bin on the right-hand side of the path. Walk ten paces from this into the bushes and you will come to a small clearing. There will be a white-painted stone in here. Pick it up and you will see that it has a slit in its bottom. Insert the item (in a stamp collector’s celluloid envelope) in here. Return the way you came.

 

The 18th was the day after tomorrow. Presumably the extra day was included to give him a chance to clear any prearrangements. How considerate, he thought.

 

The morning came, and Louis found he woke early, again in a state of some excitement. It was a fine day in mid-February. There was a light breeze that made him grateful for his scarf as he walked to the Tube. The anticipation of the trip out to Richmond, via Hammersmith, was not unpleasant. The rush hour was dying down (he’d left at 9 a.m.), he could relax, read the morning paper and savour the thought of the ten-minute walk through the lush greenery at the other end. He knew Richmond Park well enough not to be anxious about finding his way. Then there would be the thrill of locating the stone. Again, the game of it.

As he rode out on the rattling train from Baker Street, he found himself thinking about Dinah. He was in a new world now. The operation had been a huge success, in the face of apparently insuperable odds. Surely he had proved himself to be an invaluable asset to the intelligence services. And surely they would be calling on him again, accepting him into their confidence and their esteem.

His heart was racing as he walked the path from Thompson’s Pond past lines of pink-flowered camellias, the ground scattered with trampled petals. It was quiet, which was why Louis imagined this was the chosen location for the handover. Yes, there was a tension, but it wasn’t unpleasant now. It was closer to the nerves you might feel during a game of cards. Not real stakes, more a safe simulation. Nobody was going to die. The worst thing would be that he wouldn’t be able to find the stone. So be it. He’d just contact them via the London Library. Or they’d reach out to him. They must have their reasons for doing things this way. Maybe it was just their orthodoxy. Magicians too had their own fixed routines, which in truth could be achieved in other, simpler ways. Maybe if his career in espionage was to continue, he could offer some suggestions for improvements, as a fresh pair of eyes.

In the end, it was a simple matter to find the stone. The little clearing was so out of the way, it would not conceivably have been stumbled upon by a casual dog walker, or even an assiduous groundsman.

Louis looked around once more, checking he was truly alone, and truly unobserved. He picked the stone up. It was cast from resin, presumably in a mould taken from a random piece of real rock. The surface had been painted to look natural, and then painted again in smeared whitewash, so it stood out to him but not to any casual passing eyes. He admired this attention to detail and the psychology behind it. The underside had a narrow slit cut into it, about four inches long and no more than a sixteenth of an inch wide. It would be a simple matter to slip the stamp collector’s envelope in without there being any danger of it falling out.

He took the envelope from his inside pocket and placed it inside, then returned the stone to the ground, as close as he could to the spot where he’d picked it up from, restoring it to its unobtrusive position in the earth. In a relaxed and confident manner, he pushed himself out from the bushes, checking that there was no one on the path before he rejoined it. There wasn’t, so he strode on, following the track for a while, allowing it to take him on its course for ten minutes or so. Only then did he start paying attention to where he was and making his way out of the park.

There wasn’t any sudden burst of elation at having successfully completed his mission; rather, it was a slow-dawning sense of his accomplishment. By the time he rolled into Earl’s Court to change on to the train back to Baker Street, he was experiencing a sort of dizzying disbelief that he’d achieved what he’d been asked to do. It was only as he was walking past Druce’s Depository towards York Mansions that it truly hit him. He’d done something extraordinary. Surely new and profitable paths were now opening up before him. But even as he had that thought, he knew it wasn’t about gain of any kind. There was something deeper beneath it all. His value would now be known by the authorities. His loyalty. His effort. He’d spent the war years at Westriver School carrying the weight of being despised for his lack of Englishness, even as he’d worked to lose his accent. Now, surely, he’d proved beyond question that he was a British citizen.

 

As soon as he got home, he telephoned Wilton’s restaurant on Jermyn Street and booked a table for two for eight o’clock that evening. Then he called Dinah and asked her if she would join him there. There was much to celebrate.

He ordered the cold salmon, and Dinah had the baby lobster, since Louis was paying.

‘You are paying?’ she said, only half joking.

‘Of course. We’re celebrating. And I’m also saying thank you. I wouldn’t have done it without you.’

‘Well, nothing new there, then.’ She was being sharp, but she was smiling too. He topped up her wine from the carafe and felt his belly tighten. He had something to say, and he wanted to do it while the smile was still on her face.

‘I want you to know, I’ve been thinking about . . . everything. And . . . well, I’m going to be . . . I’m going to make changes.’

‘Changes?’

‘I’m going to start doing things, taking things more seriously.’

‘Oh yes.’ He could feel her anticipation.

‘Obviously I’m . . . I’ll be hearing from Her Majesty’s Government soon enough. And when I do, I’ll know where I stand.’

‘What do you mean, know where you stand?’

‘I think this is going to be big, Dinah. Really big. I think they’re going to want to use me again. But I think that’s likely to involve some official shenanigans. I mean, hoops I’ll have to jump through. For things to be put on a more official footing.’

‘What are you trying to say, Louis?’

‘I’m not . . . I’m just saying . . .’

‘Yes?’

‘I’m just saying, as soon as I know where I am with all of this . . .’

‘Yes?’

‘I’ll be in a position to . . .’ He found himself trailing off.

‘Position to . . .?’

‘Position to know where I stand. And then . . .’ he went on quickly. But he wasn’t able to form his words any more precisely. What was he trying to say? ‘And then we can . . . make our arrangements.’

‘I see.’

‘It’s just a matter of waiting for the official feedback.’

‘And when you say “our arrangements” – there are arrangements to make?’

‘Of course.’ He smiled. And then found he was looking down at his salmon, the mayonnaise in a little oval on the plate next to it. He picked up a large flake with his fork and dipped it in the sauce, carefully coating it all over.

‘I don’t see why we can’t talk about it now,’ said Dinah, with greater clarity than he could manage. ‘We don’t need the government’s approval.’ These latter words carried a catty bite.

‘I just . . . We can. I just thought . . . It’s about doing everything in the right order.’ He was improvising, but not very well. ‘I need to see where I am.’

There was a moment, balanced on a very fine point, where it certainly felt plausible that Dinah might stand up and walk out. But she didn’t. Whatever inner battle she was having came down in favour of staying put. But there was not much joy in the rest of the meal. The conversation was muted, and there was little air of celebration.

 

As he lay in bed alone that night, listening to the lorries rumbling past, Louis searched for some thought that would compensate for the uncomfortable feeling that had settled in his chest, the tightness, and attendant agitation that wouldn’t allow him the release of sleep. He didn’t find one, but he did eventually slip into unconsciousness.

He was woken by a loud and insistent knocking on his front door. His first thought was that it was Dinah. As he scrambled into his dressing gown and the knock came again, he felt, if he was being honest, a rising hope. He didn’t care if she’d come to have some final furious reckoning with him. He just wanted to see her again. He was sure he could win her round by communicating to her how much that was the case. He swung open the door, ready with a winning smile. But there was no Dinah. Instead, a severe-looking man in an Ulster coat flanked by two uniformed police constables.

‘Louis Warlock?’

‘Yes,’ he said uncertainly, trying to work out why they were there. He didn’t have any surviving next of kin to be notified about, unless something had happened to Dinah. But surely they’d go to her sister. There was relief in that thought.

‘I’m arresting you on a charge of treason against Her Majesty’s Government. You do not have to say anything, but anything you do say may be taken down and given in evidence in a court of law.’ And the man nodded to the constable on his left, who reached for a pair of handcuffs. The other constable took hold of Louis, and not in a gentle manner, and swung him around while the handcuffs were fixed on his wrists.

‘I’m sorry. I don’t understand.’

‘You’ll come with us.’ And that was the last word that was said to him as he was hauled without ceremony down the narrow staircase of York Mansions and out into a dimly lit dawn, the sky a dull grey lid overhead.





Chapter 11

The cell was spartan in the extreme. A concrete floor and walls. A single tiny window, too high to see out of. An iron bed frame without a mattress and a plain wooden chair.

Louis had asked to be allowed to go to the lavatory and was brought a zinc bucket with a block of carbolic in the bottom and a folding lid.

‘I need to make a bowel movement,’ he’d told the policeman on duty, as if the man were a doctor. The information didn’t make any difference – the bucket was going to have to suffice. There was no toilet paper.

After he’d finished, he tried to think straight. At some point they would have to feed him. He would have to be given access to water, a shower. Eventually he heard the key clanking in the iron door. His heart started racing. He was trying to keep the tightest hold he could on his fear. He had been since his arrest. He must not give in to panic. Once again, school was a good preparation. He had never actually been locked up, but there were plenty of times when he’d had to wait in the housemaster’s study, often accused of something he hadn’t actually done. He had some experience when it came to appealing to authority, the mix of humility, deference and sincerity required.

The door was opened by a more senior policeman to reveal a short, balding, sweaty-looking man in his fifties. He wore a pair of spectacles with thick browline frames, which he adjusted upon seeing Louis. He wrinkled his nose, presumably at the smell emanating from the bucket. His double-breasted suit was shiny in places and a little ragged around the sleeves, and even from where he sat, Louis could see his tie was stained. He carried a pigskin briefcase, which he held in front of him as if it were a shield.

Louis stood up, trying to look compliant and cooperative. The most futile thing he could do, at least while he was in this cell, was to make a fuss, no matter much how he wanted to. Realising that the smell wasn’t going to help matters, he turned to the policeman.

‘Excuse me? Could you . . .’ He nodded down at the bucket in the corner of the cell. The officer just looked at him as if he were mad, and then shut the door, locking it behind him.

Louis gestured to the battered chair, since the policeman had not brought an extra one for the man to sit on, a polite sign of respect. Without disguising his irritation and displeasure, the man sat down, putting his briefcase on his lap and unbuckling the straps.

‘I’m Baldwin. And this appears to be the definition of an open-and-shut case.’ This statement had the unfortunate effect of seeming to be a joke, because it coincided with him opening his briefcase. However, it couldn’t have been more obvious, given his demeanour, that any appearance of good humour was completely unintentional. He removed a buff-coloured file folder and continued: ‘The facts are clear, and ostensibly watertight.’

‘Mr Baldwin,’ Louis said, calmly and authoritatively, ‘if you could just arrange for me to make a telephone call, I’ll be able to contact my brief.’

Baldwin looked up at him, incredulous now as well as irritated. ‘I am your brief,’ he said with barely contained contempt, then looked back down at his notes.

‘Surely I’m entitled to—’ began Louis, but that was as far as he got.

‘This is a military matter of the highest security. In these circumstances, you’re only allowed to take the representation assigned to you. Do you understand?’

Of course, Louis’ immediate instinct was to fight back, but his strategic side quickly regained control: Hear him out. Don’t make an enemy of him, no matter how unhelpful and contentious he seems to be.

‘Yes,’ he said, quickly adding, ‘I think so.’ However strategic he was being, he didn’t want to appear to be a pushover.

‘I am your brief. I have been assigned to you. And I’m here to recommend that you plead guilty to this charge of high treason. You, Louis Warlock, aka Ludvik Weinschenk’ – and Baldwin somehow managed to squeeze out every available drop of un-Englishness from those four short syllables – ‘have been caught in flagrante, working directly with Soviet agents against the interest of your own country. The very same country, I might add, that harboured you when your life was threatened in childhood. There is, I’m afraid, clear and unambiguous documentary evidence of you stealing military secrets and passing them directly into Soviet hands.’

Louis sat down on the edge of the iron cot and clasped his hands together. He wanted to demonstrate, as subtly as he could, that he was calmly and sincerely gathering his thoughts before he spoke.

‘Mr Baldwin. I understand what you’re saying. But I need you to understand, as my representative, that this is a misunderstanding – a terrible misunderstanding. I don’t know how it’s happened. I’ll admit my naïvety in these matters – it may be that there are competing departments within the British military – but all you need to do is contact one Major Thorneycroft of the intelligence services, and I promise you, he will be able to give a true account of what actually has taken place. The simple fact is that I was working for British intelligence, not against them.’

‘Yes, Mr Warlock. This is what you said at your initial police interrogation, the military interrogation that followed, and the intelligence interrogation that followed that. It seems that you’re determined to cleave to this story.’

‘Yes. And it’s a story that Major Thorneycroft will be able to confirm as fact.’

‘So you’ve said. Unfortunately, there’s no serving officer called Thorneycroft in the British army, navy or air force, or any of the intelligence services. There is simply no such person.’

‘But he gave me orders, he—’

‘Orders? What do you mean, orders? You’re a civilian. And why would he order a civilian to steal secrets from one of our own agents? Mr Warlock, there’s little I can do for you if you’re not prepared to accept the reality of your predicament. They’ll be transferring you to jail, where you’ll be held on remand until the trial. I will come and see you again once you’re there. Until then, I’d like you to reflect on the facts that are arraigned against you and consider again how you want to respond to them. You must know that you are facing a potential capital charge here.’

Louis let this bombast go without comment. He needed time to think. Well, he was to have plenty of that, it seemed.

Within ten minutes of Baldwin’s departure, the idea came to him. And despite the stuffy temperature in the overheated, oven-like space of the cell, he went so cold his teeth began to chatter. What if it wasn’t a matter of competing departments within the intelligence community, or poor communication between officers, or a misunderstanding somewhere within the corridors of power? What if it was Louis himself, ‘Great Britain’s most brilliant magical mind’, as the radio announcer described him every week; what if he had been hoodwinked by a bit of cheap chicanery, so effectively that he’d sold his own soul to it? What if he’d been fooled and then done up like the proverbial kipper and played by the other side? What if Hanikonikov was working for the British? In fact, Baldwin had just told him this – order a civilian to steal secrets from one of our own agents – and bound up in his own denial, Louis had let it slip by uncommented upon.

Over the course of the next fifteen minutes, he reconstructed what he imagined had actually taken place: the microfilm that he had retrieved from Hanikonikov was actually supposed to be on its way to British intelligence, not the Soviets. Hanikonikov was an agent working for the British, not the Russians. The microfilm hidden in the Devano cards must have contained details of Soviet double agents working in the West. Why it hadn’t been passed across earlier Louis didn’t know, but he guessed it was something to do with preserving Hanikonikov’s double-agent status. He was a genuine Russian citizen who’d been recruited by the British, but this status must have been compromised by the Soviets without British intelligence knowing it. So the Soviets were in a position to flip the whole situation to their advantage – using Louis as their unwitting operative, getting him to steal the secrets back for them before they could be passed to the British. At some point, relatively late in the proceedings, British intelligence must have got a sense of what was going on. Louis was guessing Hanikonikov’s suspicions might have been the trigger. Which meant that all the while Louis was congratulating himself on a smooth operation backstage at the Coliseum, Hanikonikov must have realised that he had switched the cards and obtained the real microfilm. He must have got word to his (British) superiors, and surveillance must have begun immediately.

 

The next day, Louis asked to see Baldwin as a matter of urgency. It was late afternoon before he was taken from his cell to a badly lit interview room on another floor.

‘Could I trouble you for a cigarette?’ he asked.

‘I’m a pipe smoker, I’m afraid,’ said Baldwin, though there wasn’t much of an apology beneath the words.

‘I think I know what’s happened,’ said Louis. And he proceeded to unroll his theory. To be fair to the man, he was attentive, and he started to make notes almost immediately. He didn’t comment, and he let Louis speak until he was finished. Then he looked at him, cool and hard.

‘And is there anyone who can corroborate any of the details of this account?’

Of course there was. Dinah. Dinah could corroborate every aspect of it, at least in the sense of confirming exactly what Louis had said to her. But before he’d even begun to form the words to tell Baldwin about this, an inner voice called out, with violent conviction: No! Because if Louis even mentioned Dinah’s name, she would immediately be arrested and be pulled into this nightmare. And heaven knows what other accusations they might try and pile on her. They would be perfectly willing to destroy her life too. Not to mention the lives of the rest of the Brains Trust, despite their marginal involvement. And that must not happen. If he could still achieve one thing, it would be to make sure that didn’t happen.

‘There was no one else involved. That was the point of it,’ he said, firmly and calmly.

‘What do you mean, the point of it?’

‘They wanted me to believe – beyond question – that they were British intelligence, and that Thorneycroft was a high-ranking officer. It was impressed upon me, very effectively, that if I were to speak to anyone, anyone at all, about what was being shared with me, there would be serious consequences.’

‘So you didn’t discuss this with any of your associates? Involve them in any way?’

‘How could I, under those circumstances?’

Baldwin looked at him, an inscrutable expression on his face, before finally speaking. ‘Then we don’t have very much in our favour when it comes to building a case. Do we?’

‘I suppose not,’ Louis said quietly.

‘You see, Mr Warlock, the prosecution have a plethora of evidence. From their agent’s sworn statements about your interactions with him. Photographic and material evidence of you passing state secrets of the highest sensitivity for collection by known Soviet agents, who unfortunately were able to elude capture themselves. All you have in your defence is this one, frankly unbelievable account. And are we seriously expected to accept that you took at face value the assertion that a man had been hypnotised into not being able to breathe?’

Louis felt himself swallow. Why had he believed it? Because of Thorneycroft’s prestige? The man had given such a convincing performance. But Louis knew himself that one man speaking a lie with absolute conviction, if the requisite care had been taken to build up the supporting circumstances, could win over an entire audience. And it seemed he too was not immune to such deception. Of course he wasn’t.

‘It’s all I’ve got,’ he said. And it was all he was prepared to give.

He asked if he was allowed to write a letter. He’d had no contact with anyone since his arrest. Baldwin made it clear to him that he could do so, but that his correspondence would be read before it was sent on and anything that was deemed a matter of national security would be censored.

‘Your case is currently embargoed, Mr Warlock. No one is allowed to write anything about you. You may recall the business with our two agents Burgess and Maclean, who went missing in rather startling circumstances a couple of years ago. “Government employees”, it said in the Express. But everybody knew that meant they were spies.’

‘They went to Moscow, didn’t they?’ said Louis, remembering the scandal.

‘They did. And consequently our secret service people are somewhat – shall we say – paranoid. So now, I’m afraid, everybody’s being a lot more cautious. The Express will not be writing about you. Nor indeed any of the papers. And anything you try to say to the outside world . . . well, it will be restricted.’

‘Surely I can let those who care about me know that I’m alive and well. They’re going to be worried. They’ll have no idea what’s happened to me.’

‘You can say you’ve been arrested. And that your case is under investigation. Use whatever euphemisms you want. If you don’t want the letter turned into Swiss cheese, choose your words carefully.’

Louis was desperate that Dinah should conceal any hint of her involvement. Whatever else happened, from here on in, he was determined that everything was going to be clean. It was just him. Nobody else. He stayed awake all night trying to think of a reliable way of getting that message out to her.

By the morning, he had a method. He carefully wrote her a letter with a borrowed Parker pen on plain writing paper.

 

Dearest Dinah,

I’ve been arrested for a crime I most certainly didn’t commit. I’m not able to tell you any more at this stage. There will be a trial in due course, and I have every confidence that everything will be sorted out by then. I just wanted to write to you to let you know that I’m well, and safe. This is a military matter apparently, hence this absurd high security.

Please do not worry. You know I’ll be all right and I’ll be able to work out what to do.

With love

Louis

PS I owe Beulah £4.6.7 for the do the other night. The free bar was rather expensive! I’ve no idea how long I’m going to be in here. Please can you arrange to pay her the exact amount, down to the last penny. You know what she’s like, I don’t want her out of pocket. Please do this.

The postscript was a cipher, but there was nobody in British intelligence who would be able to decipher it. In fact, there was nobody beyond him and Dinah who would be able to decipher it. This was what it said:

Stay silent.

And this was how it said it:

The previous summer, Dinah and Louis had been alone in a train carriage on the Great Western Railway. They were on their way to the Bristol Hippodrome to perform in a musical variety show with Winifred Atwell and Reg Dixon topping the bill. Louis was reading the paper, and there was a story about a new piece of experimental music that had had its debut that week at a concert hall in New York. It was called 4’33” and consisted of four minutes and thirty-three seconds of silence. Louis immediately looked at the date on the front page to check that it wasn’t 1 April. The story was so ridiculous, it was like something from a Chaplin film.

‘Listen to this composer.’ He read aloud from the article. ‘ “People are missing the point,” Mr Cage said. “What they imagine to be silence isn’t silence at all. It is something else entirely. But they just have to learn how to listen.” ’

Apparently the pianist took to the stage, laid out the music on the piano, and then closed the lid, to indicate that the piece had begun. He opened it again at the end of the first movement, closing it at the start of the second, and so on until the whole piece was finished, after precisely four minutes and thirty-three seconds, at which point he opened the lid again. Louis read all this out to Dinah, because he couldn’t believe it. And as he read, they both got more and more hysterical.

After they had calmed down, it was Dinah (of course) who said:

‘You know what?’

‘What?’

‘That’s a great code word. For us.’ They were on a permanent trawl for personal code words. Innocuous phrases that would have no discernible second meaning for anybody else hearing them but that would immediately land for Louis and Dinah. Whenever one presented itself, Louis would make a note of it on a small postcard and add it to an ever-growing pile that was arranged alphabetically by meaning. Then









BEFORE I FORGET

Here’s a strange shopping list. Read through the list slowly and remember it, please.

 

A balloon

A mountain

Some poplar trees

Three turnips

A truck

Some lemon tea

A bus ticket

A hotel key

A puppet

A penknife

An apple

A violin

 

Now cover the list with your hand and see how many you can remember – in order.

How did you do? Most people can remember the first two, strain for the third item and then get lost after the fourth. It’s only twelve objects, yet to many of us it feels like an impossible task.

Here’s what I’ve found. Within magic, there are techniques and strategies that are created to merely impress spectators through artifice, but that actually develop capacities in the performer that can alter your life for the better. Unlike the illusory version of memorising a deck of cards I taught you previously, here the method employed for trickery achieves the very thing it is apparently faking. By simply shifting how we think, we can expand our mind’s capabilities. You might be surprised what salvation this skill can offer you.

What I am about to teach you is a truly simple, extremely easy mind game that has remarkable potential. If you put a little time into this, I promise you will never have to write down another shopping list! This method doesn’t rely on any mnemonic systems, or even the ability to ‘remember’ anything at all. The genius of this practice is that it relies on something that is programmed into all of us: the ability to tell a story. This technique can enable you to memorise anything. Anything.

Are you sitting comfortably? Then let’s begin.

Once upon a time . . . an extraordinary thing happened.

A very unlucky man was flying in the air holding a BALLOON; it burst and the man landed on a MOUNTAIN – whose tip went into the seat of his pants! So shocked was he that he rolled down the mountain and smacked into SOME POPLAR TREES – ow ow ow! The last tree flipped him and he landed head first in a turnip field; his poor head had THREE TURNIPS stuck to it. He couldn’t see and ran into the road, and a TRUCK crashed into him. Wheeeeeee, he went flying in the air and landed in a café, where the waiter was so shocked, he spilled LEMON TEA all over the man. The man went to dry himself with a towel, but it was actually a giant BUS TICKET and went all soggy! The man started crying and dried his eyes with his HOTEL KEY! Aha! I’ll go to bed, he thought, so he went to his room and snuggled up with his PUPPET . . . which was hard to do as it had a KNIFE in its hand. He didn’t have a pillow, so he rested his head on a giant APPLE instead. He drifted off to sleep listening to the sound of a lovely loud VIOLIN. THE END.

You’ve read that story once. Now run through it in your mind, counting the objects off as you do. I’ll start you off . . . What did the man fall from?

I’ll wager you remember most of them, straight away! If there’s a couple you forgot, read it again. Now try all twelve. Amazing, isn’t it?

But how can something that a moment ago felt impossible suddenly be simple, almost effortless?

This is a memory trick known as ‘the linking technique’, or as I like to call it, ‘story time’. There are two key things happening here. Firstly you have to use your imagination to create each piece of the story. The odder and sillier the ideas, the easier it is to remember them. Each time you make a new list, you will invent a new story.

Here’s the biggest thing that I have learned from this memory technique: so often life’s challenges feel insurmountable when in fact they are not. Often, all it takes is some simple, calm sideways thinking and you can amaze yourself.

I believe that using genuine mental techniques like this one, in amongst the falsehoods, keeps me inspired and able to show people what they are capable of. And it shows me what I might be capable of too, even as I doubt that I’m capable of anything

Now before I forget . . . Remind me what those twelve objects are?

You can do it.

You can do it.
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Louis Warlock himself takes inspiration from the example of many 20th Century magicians who remain heroes to this day.

Dinah and Louis’ close relationship and hit radio show is inspired by Sydney Piddington and Lesley Pope (who would go on to be Sydney’s wife). Their BBC radio broadcasts as The Piddingtons were hugely popular after the war and their methods were closely guarded. Martin T Hart’s Piddington’s Secrets (2015) details some of them. The idea for a secrecy contract with the reader comes from this book.

Robert Harbin was a magical genius whose inventions and methods still fool today. Much of Louis’ thinking – including his commitment to solving every problem – is inspired by Harbin who revealed some of his secrets in The Magic of Robert Harbin (1970) – which, as Louis’ book does – insisted that its own printing plates must be destroyed after the initial print run.

Al Koran was a hugely popular mentalist in the 1950s. Martin Breese’s Magic of Al Koran (1983) details some of his methods which are as agile and creative as Louis’.

David Berglas is another truly inspirational and extraordinary magician. Like Louis, David was a childhood refugee, though his interest in magic didn’t develop until early adulthood, and his schooldays were mercifully happier than Louis’. Also like Louis he was challenged (albeit in a more friendly way) to find an object hidden anywhere in London by Picture Post Magazine and succeeded under impossible circumstances, as detailed in David Britland’s wonderful The Magic of David Berglas (2002) which reveals some of David’s incredible thinking.

Another Jewish magician who was subject to a challenge after claiming he could read minds on a BBC radio show – was Maurice Fogel. Journalist Arthur Helliwell was determined to expose him as a fraud and wrote an article doing just that. It didn’t affect Fogel’s standing with the public. Much of his wonderful thinking is detailed in Chris Woodward and Richard Mark’s excellent Maurice Fogel – In Search of the Sensational (2007).

Louis’ technique for simulating the memorisation of a pack of cards is actually one of the oldest published card tricks in existence – dating back to a book from 1794 entitled Breslaw’s Last Legacy. 

The Card to Matchbox trick Louis refers to was first published in Will Goldston’s The Young Conjurer – Part 1 in 1910, though the actual inventor may have been Goldston’s shop manager Stanley Collins. As early as 1911 it was commonly available for a few pence from magic shops and other magicians started publishing more advanced handlings for the box.

Louis’ ‘Fibbing Archie’ trick was inspired by an item from Vol 14, No.5 of The Magigram magazine from January 1982 called ‘A Head for Figures’ by Len Saunders.

Many of the names in the book are those of real magicians, they are all there as a nod to their collective brilliance and their advancement of that wonderful artform.

The history of the Zauberkönig magic shop in Berlin is true and is memorialised in artist Gunter Demnig’s Solpersteine project. (https://www.stolpersteine-berlin.de/en/biografie/355). The shop itself is still open and trading in 2022.
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