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PROLOGUE



May 1929 – Thessaloniki, Greece


‘Twenty-four, maybe forty-eight hours.’ Dr. Komninos delivered his diagnosis as though he was reciting a weather report or the answer to a maths problem. He tucked his stethoscope in his black leather medical bag and snapped it shut, the shiny front buckle casting a shard of light across the room.


‘Is there anything I can do?’ Theo asked, grief cloaking his face.


Dr. Komninos hesitated. He knew Theo lived in a world of hope, of make-believe, of what could be. But there was no denying the truth about his wife.


‘I’m afraid it’s too late for Gia. A cold towel will make the pain more bearable. Your daughter, however,’ Dr. Komninos trailed off. Over the years he’d learned that the most difficult aspect of being a doctor was giving people false expectations. It was always better to err on the side of caution.


‘Yes?’ Theo asked.


‘Once the fever subsides, I’ll have a better idea of what her limitations will be. To be honest, I wouldn’t have expected her to survive,’ Dr. Komninos admitted, stacking rolls of gauze on the bedside table. ‘Saint Demetrios himself must be watching over her.’


‘So she’ll live?’


Dr. Komninos sighed, thinking about the pile of paperwork waiting for him back at his office. ‘If her fever breaks tonight, as I expect it will, then yes, I see no reason why she won’t live. As for what kind of life she’ll have . . .,’ he picked up his medical bag, forcing himself to look Theo in the eye. ‘It’s too early to say. But take it from me. In these types of situations, expectation usually leads to disappointment.’ Dr. Komninos pushed open the bedroom door. ‘I’ll be by first thing tomorrow to check in,’ he said, descending the white stuccoed staircase.


Theo stood at his window, watching the doctor walk east on Kassandrou.


From the crib in the corner, he heard the muffled sounds of the baby, barely twenty-four hours old. Fear rose inside him as he rushed to check on her. But when he looked in, he saw that she was fast asleep, her tiny fingers curled up in two tight, little fists. Relieved, he sat down on the edge of his bed, where his wife, Gia, lay sleeping. Her face was pale despite the deep glow of the glaring late spring sun. Though the hottest season in Thessaloniki was yet to come, the room was smothered in an invisible layer of heat and Theo noted that her breathing was laboured, but rhythmic.


Around six o’clock in the evening, as Theo pressed a cool flannel against her forehead, Gia’s eyes fluttered open. Theo’s heart leapt.


‘Gia! Can you hear me?’


‘Where is she? Is she ok?’ Her words came out in a whisper, her voice scratchy and dry.


Theo picked up the little girl, holding his breath as he lowered her slowly into her mother’s arms. Her eyes were still glued shut, but her mouth opened wide, forming a perfect ‘O’ as she nestled her warm head into the crook of her mother’s collarbone.


‘Helena,’ she whispered, beaming. ‘We will call her Helena. Lena for short.’


Theo leaned over and kissed her forehead. ‘You might recover. Dr. Komninos—’


‘I know what Dr. Komninos said.’ Gia smiled. She appreciated that Theo always tried to look on the bright side, but this time, it wouldn’t be enough.


Helena stirred in her arms and Gia used what little strength she had left to lean forward and kiss her lightly on her forehead, her nose, her cheeks. Suddenly, all the things she wouldn’t be able to see, all the moments in her daughter’s life she would never live to witness flooded her mind. Was this the price she and Theo were to pay for their respective pasts? Something good had finally come of all their lies and now, she wouldn’t be around to see Lena blossom.


She gazed up at Theo. ‘I kept your secret for you. Now, you must promise to keep mine for me.’


Theo cradled mother and child in his arms as a response. He didn’t want to let go.


Eight hours later it was apparent that the end was near. Resisting the urge to climb into bed next to Gia, Theo remembered the promise he made. He sat down at his desk and took out a clean sheet of stationery. He picked up his pen to write, but paused. Eventually, he began what would become a lengthy explanation, covering two, then three pieces of paper. Towards the end, he stopped, crumpled up the pages, tossing them in the rubbish bin.


He looked at little Lena, the new light of his life. In less than five hours, Dr. Komninos would return to confirm Gia’s death. His visit would be followed by the arrival of a wet nurse, who would show Theo how to test the milk temperature on the inside of his wrist, tell him what to do if Lena required a nappy change, show him how to massage her legs with a special kind of apricot oil, and demonstrate how to use chilled compresses to soothe a heat rash.


But first, Theo had to close the door on the past. He took out another piece of paper and began writing. This time, he got straight to the point.


I cannot be with you. I must think of the girl. Please. Do not contact me again.
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My object is to mystify and entertain. I
wouldn’t deceive you for the world.


—HOWARD THURSTON










CHAPTER ONE



September 1938 – London, England


‘How many do you think there are?’


‘D’you think any of them are handsome?’


‘Trust you, Suze, to ask that!’


Lena Papadopoulos stared at the two girls standing a few feet in front of her. They were gathered at the end of the hallway, trying their best to gauge what was happening behind the closed doors of Horace, the circus director’s, study.


Laura, an acrobat from Brighton, pulled her long blonde hair into a ponytail and crouched down on the plush blue carpet. She was what Horace called a circus chameleon, possessing the rare ability to slip into any number of acts – aerial silks, trapeze, contortion – on a moment’s notice.


‘Maybe I can spot something from this angle.’ She splayed herself flat on her stomach and rested her chin in the tiny gap where the carpet met the cool marbled tile that made up the study’s foyer. Lena thought she looked like an elegant, upside down starfish.


‘Oh, do get up! This is pointless,’ Suze moaned, a spray of springy red curls bouncing madly around her face. Suze had joined the circus from Dublin a year ago and was training to be a water ballerina. She jutted her hip out, brushing lint from her leotard, and glanced at Laura. ‘I dare you to go up there.’


‘No thanks.’


‘Go on.’


‘No.’ Laura stretched her slender arms overhead and arched her ribcage forward.


Suze pouted and began kicking at the hallway baseboards, her bright green eyes roving around impishly before settling on Lena.


‘Why hello, Lena. Didn’t notice you there.’


Lena blushed. ‘Hi,’ she squeaked, tentatively inching herself forward. A wide smile spread across Suze’s face.


‘How’d you like to play a game?’ She pointed towards Horace’s study. ‘If you go up there and see if there are any handsome boys, I’ll give you a shilling.’


‘Suze,’ Laura warned.


‘I’d like to play,’ Lena answered, grateful for the chance to be included.


A satisfied smile settled on Suze’s face and she nodded towards the study. ‘Whenever you’re ready.’


Lena took a deep breath and began rolling herself forwards. As she crossed over from the carpet onto the smooth marble, she felt her stomach turn somersaults and told herself firmly not to mess up. She had a chance to be a part of Suze’s friend group. Everyone loved Suze. She was like a bright, red firefly with a magnetic temperament that attracted the attention of boys and girls alike. As she drew closer to the double oakwood doors Lena imagined what it would be like to sit next to her at meals and have those same children clamouring to speak with her.


Horace’s study was housed in its own carriage, styled in a way that one could only expect from the wealthy entertainment impresario. A giant spotlight shone from either side of the doors, ensuring that whenever Horace entered or exited, he was always the centre of attention. A tiny row of hand-painted blue and gold tiles ran around the perimeter of the foyer. In the centre, a stunning Ming vase, crafted from the finest porcelain, sat on a stone pedestal. The marbled floor had been imported from a quarry in Italy and the space just outside the doors was inlaid with a custom mosaic emblem of Horace’s initials.


Lena came to a halt outside the entrance, positioning herself so that she could peer directly into the keyhole that was level with her line of sight.


‘Well?’ Suze whispered loudly.


Lena squinted, pushing one of the blue velvet tassels that hung from the brass door knockers above out of the way. She could make out two young girls, a boy who looked to be a bit older than her, a set of older boys who were probably teenagers, a few adults, some children, and a mother jiggling her baby in her arms.


‘I think I see him. Tall, black hair? Holding juggling balls?’


‘That’s him!’ Suze nodded vigorously. ‘What’s he saying?’


Lena placed her ear against the keyhole and tried to listen. While she waited, she thought about the initiation dinner that evening, the marquee event that kicked off the World of Wonders tour. Every year, Horace threw a lavish feast in the grand dining hall before the tour commenced. To be accepted into the World of Wonders was a prestigious thing and Horace saw to it that no expense was spared. Last year’s dinner had an Alice in Wonderland theme and featured dishes like mock turtle soup, glorious icebox cakes in every shape and size, and glasses of champagne with little tags that read ‘Drink Me’. After the meal, everyone had spilled outside, engaging in games of croquet with wooden mallets designed to look like flamingos and running through the maze that had been decorated with bushes of white roses splattered with brilliant splashes of red. This year’s theme was based on the classic Russian fairytale The Firebird, and Lena could hardly wait, remembering the fat stacks of fluffy blinis she’d seen Mario preparing earlier in the kitchen.


‘Suppose I do like one of them. What of it?’


Lena re-focused on the task at hand, straining to catch onto a word. But the new recruits had moved around in the study and she wasn’t having any luck hearing, so she looked through the keyhole again and tried to lip read.


‘Remember that Jamie fellow? A fine mess you got yourself into!’ Laura scolded. ‘All I’m saying is you don’t want a repeat—’


Suddenly Lena drew back sharply. ‘Quick! They’re coming!’


Suze and Laura took off like lightning, sprinting away from Lena towards a set of heavy blue velvet drapes hanging further down the hall. It was only after they’d reached the safety of the curtains that Laura looked back, realising what they’d done. Her face fell as she watched Lena, furiously trying to manoeuvre her chair away from the door.


‘Lena! The vase!’ Laura jerked her head towards the pedestal.


Lena twisted her head, her eyes falling on the vase. It wouldn’t hide her completely, but she didn’t have any other options.


‘Laura!’ Suze whispered loudly from behind the lush folds. ‘Leave her!’


From her position in the foyer, exposed beyond belief, Lena caught Laura’s eye, noting the pity on her face.


I’m sorry, Laura mouthed, before diving behind the drapes with a speed and grace that Lena would never have.


Lena shook her head and tried to move, intent on reaching the vase. But her right wheel appeared to be stuck.


‘Come on,’ she muttered, bending over, trying to see what was wrong. ‘Why won’t you move?’ Then she noticed that there was a small groove between the tiles where her wheel had become stuck.


‘Lena!’ Laura’s voice echoed down the hallway and Lena looked up to see the golden knob of Horace’s door twisting. Out of ideas and time, she sat up and pushed extra hard, Good! She said to herself. If I can just get away from the doors, she thought. That’s it. Almost there. She stole a quick glance forward. Horace had opened the door but was exiting with his back towards her. She just needed a few more seconds.


‘As I said, dinner will begin—’


Crash.


Horace came to an abrupt halt and the frightened shouts of the new cast members filled the foyer. From her place a few feet away, Lena squeezed her eyes shut. But when she finally dared to look, her heart sank. Tiny bits of blue and white porcelain lay scattered all over the tiles.


‘Lena!’ Horace boomed. ‘What have you done!’


Out of the corner of her eyes, Lena saw the tips of Suze’s red hair disappear behind the curtains. ‘It was an accident,’ she said, forcing herself to look at Horace.


Horace was down on his knees, picking at the hundreds of pieces in front of him. ‘Have you any idea how expensive this was?’


‘I’m sorry,’ Lena whispered, wishing she could sink into the floor. She knew this wasn’t the first impression he wanted to give to the new performers. Indeed, the dozen or so people who’d been in Horace’s study were now staring at her uneasily.


‘What’s wrong with her?’ A young girl pointed at Lena.


From the floor, Horace stood up with much difficulty, brushing bits of porcelain dust from his bespoke midnight blue suit jacket. ‘Everyone, I’d like you to meet Lena, daughter of our renowned illusionist, Theo Papadopoulos.’


Lena cringed, wishing Horace would let her go. She knew what was coming next and, sure enough, the question landed right on target.


‘How’d she get that way? Not on account of your circus, was it?’ A young man who Lena surmised was a knife thrower from the set of blades that gleamed in a bag slung over his shoulder eyed her suspiciously.


‘Of course not,’ Horace replied hastily. ‘We uphold the highest standards of safety at the Beddington and Sterling World of Wonders. In nearly a decade of operation, we have yet to lose a performer to a long-term injury. Sprains and the occasional break are to be expected in this business. But Lena,’ he continued, pointing to her like she was an exhibit at a museum, ‘tragically, was born this way.’


‘Oh my,’ one of the women whispered.


‘Still. We count ourselves lucky to have her on board,’ Horace said, his voice full of false care. Lena swallowed. She wasn’t afraid of Horace, but she’d always had the feeling that he viewed her as a never-ending bill he had to pay in order to keep her father happy. ‘Everyone, I apologise for the disruption. You’ll find your carriage assignments on your key tags. I invite all of you to start getting settled. As for you,’ he turned to Lena, his eyes gleaming with contempt. ‘I trust you can keep yourself out of harm’s way until the evening’s festivities have concluded?’


Lena nodded and rolled her chair away, not bothering to glance back at the band of performers staring after her.


‘What time do you think it will end?’ Lena asked. It was a few hours later and her governess, Clara Smith, had just finished braiding her hair and was now tying a length of midnight blue ribbon to the ends.


‘Why d’you ask?’


Lena pointed to the book on her nightstand. ‘I’m at the part where Alice meets the Cheshire Cat!’


Clara chuckled. ‘Might I suggest you forget about reading for tonight and try to make a friend or two? There’s bound to be a few new children on board.’


Lena frowned. ‘They won’t like me.’


‘They don’t know you. If you talked to them, you might be pleasantly surprised.’


Lena shook her head, wondering at what point adults forgot what it was like to be young. ‘I won’t. They’ll only pretend to be nice, in front of all the grown-ups. Then they’ll go back to ignoring me,’ she explained, reaching back to feel the silky ribbon in her hair.


‘That’s not true.’


‘It is!’ Lena insisted. ‘And grown-ups do the same. I know because Johannes pretends to like everybody, but as soon as they’re gone, he starts making faces.’


Clara burst out laughing and Lena smiled at her governess in the mirror. Clara wasn’t anything like the stuffy, uptight governesses Lena read about in her books. She’d grown up in a place in London called Fulham and had come into Lena’s life three years ago. Fed up with the sub-par choice of suitors who kept calling at her family home and not wishing to waste years of education, Clara did what most women her age would never do: she joined the circus.


Lena loved Clara. She liked the smart tweedy skirt suits she wore and the smell of the Amami shampoo she washed her hair with every Friday. She liked the way she wrote her capital letters neatly inside the crossword puzzles she completed at breakfast at the weekends. She liked that Clara had a proper job, not a circus job, and the way she sometimes paired men’s trousers with bright red lipstick, her brown hair falling in soft ringlets around her face. She liked that she was young enough to chum around with Lena, often playing checkers and Snap with her in the evenings, but old enough to be firm when required.


‘Lena?’


Lena’s smile vanished. She turned around to see that her father, Theo Papadopoulos, had returned from his trip into town. Lena noticed how pink his cheeks and nose were from the cool autumn air as he tugged off a pair of grey gloves.


‘Papa. You’re back.’


‘I am indeed,’ he said, hanging up his coat and draping his scarf over the door hook. ‘Clara, would you mind if I spoke with my daughter alone?’


Clara stood up. ‘Not at all, sir. I’ll use the time to press my dress.’


Theo smiled at the governess as she left, then took a seat in front of his daughter. ‘So? How was your afternoon?’


‘Fine. I’ve almost finished the book.’


‘Already? Goodness, I wouldn’t be surprised if you were the fastest reader this side of the ocean. Anything else happen?’


Lena bit her lip, wondering if she could get away with lying about the vase. But her father knew everything. It seemed to be a special kind of magic power all parents possessed, the ability to know about every little mistake their children made without having to ask. ‘I didn’t mean for the vase to fall!’ She threw her hands up in the air. ‘It was an accident!’


‘But what were you doing outside Horace’s study in the first place? Did I not leave you with enough activities?’ Theo gestured to the table by her bedside, where a stack of books, colouring pages and a compass set sat, untouched.


‘I wanted to play with the other girls,’ Lena whispered, twisting her hands in her lap. ‘I’m sorry I broke it. Was it a lot of money?’


Theo leaned forward, his eyes crinkling affectionately. ‘It’s not the money. I know you like being around those girls. But they are a few years older than you and always getting into trouble.’


‘They’re my friends.’


‘Would your real friends let you take the blame for something that wasn’t your fault?’ Theo raised an eyebrow and Lena blushed. ‘Next time, please, listen to me and stay here.’


Lena glanced sadly at the shelves around her, which housed the books and trinkets her father had purchased. From a handpainted doll house they’d found in Utrecht, to a set of brilliant watercolours from Bern, to the latest Beatrix Potter books, Lena had everything a child could have ever hoped for. So why did she feel so empty?


But, not wishing to start an argument with her father – especially ahead of the dinner – she braced herself and smiled. ‘I promise.’


Theo beamed and plucked a silver bag with strands of sparkly ribbon tumbling out of it from behind him. ‘Good. Now, every girl deserves something special before the initiation dinner.’


Lena perked up on seeing the bag and grabbed at it, tugging off the ribbon and removing the gift.


‘Oh, Papa.’ It was a deep red velvet headband, laced with an intricate pattern woven from thin golden thread, with three fake rubies shimmering at the centre. She placed it on her head and twisted back and forth, admiring herself in the mirror. ‘It’s beautiful.’


‘You look just like a Russian tsarina,’ he said, bending down and planting a kiss on her forehead. ‘Now. You must help me decide what to wear.’


The grand dining hall was the most magnificent carriage at the World of Wonders. Gargantuan chandeliers crafted from the finest Austrian crystal hung from the ceilings, their shards of light giving the appearance of diamonds raining down on the tables. Blue paper flecked with gold leaf lined the walls and the doors that faced the inner courtyard had been unlocked so that guests could go outside. From her table, Lena watched, enthralled, as cast members entered clad in traditional Russian dress; the men in white rubhakas embroidered with red, blue and green thread and the women in colourful sarafans and glittering kokoshniks perched atop their heads. The tables had been rearranged in a rectangle around the perimeter of the hall, leaving the centre open for performances and speeches.


After the main courses had been served, it was tradition for Horace to give a speech. Tonight he was dressed in a midnight blue tuxedo with tails and suede stripes, and wore a matching suede top hat. As he waddled to the podium, Lena heard snickering. She turned and saw Suze trying to stifle a laugh two tables over. Laura caught Lena watching them and gave her a sympathetic wave and smile. Lena smiled back sadly then refocused her attention on Horace. Her father was right, she thought. As much as she hated to admit it, she would never be like any of the children here. It was best to not get involved with them.


‘If I could have everyone’s attention please?’ Horace boomed. ‘As is customary, this dinner marks the beginning of a journey that will take us across Europe. I have been running this show for ten years and each time I think it can’t get any better, it inevitably does.’ The audience whistled and howled and Lena joined in with the clapping. ‘I shan’t bore you with the intricacies of every act, costume and musical piece that I’ve planned, but I would like to give the newcomers a brief glimpse of what to expect.’


Theo had left Lena’s side at the start of Horace’s speech and was now standing in the centre of the room, flanked by two fire jugglers. On his cue, the jugglers lit the ends of their sticks and tossed them high into the air. Behind them, the orchestra began to build, the strains of a traditional Russian folk song filling the carriage.


Theo held up a handful of feathers, coloured red, yellow and orange, for all to see. They were the kind easily found in a children’s crafting shop for pennies a pound. But in Theo’s hands, the mundane became magical. He scrunched them up into a tight ball in his fist. Then, with the flick of a wrist he tossed them into the air at the exact same time the fire jugglers threw their sticks up. The audience gasped as the flames touched the feathers, setting them alight. A loud crack reverberated through the hall, a blast of orange illuminated the room, and out of the centre, a magnificent firebird emerged.


The onlookers pointed as the firebird gathered speed, floating majestically through the air. Its wings were a rich ombre, starting from the deepest crimson at its breast and feathering out to canary yellow at the tips. A halo of orange encircled its head and a hint of gold glinted off the feathers whenever they caught the light.


Suddenly, the firebird swooped down and stopped in front of Theo, who was moving his right arm like a musical conductor. The bird looked to the ceiling, hovering, as though trapped in a trance. Then it spread its wings and soared upwards, weaving in and out of the chandeliers.


On the ground, Theo motioned to the fire jugglers to toss their sticks one last time. On the count of three, they threw them as high as they could, just as the orchestra reached the apex of its piece. Smoky ash filled the air and the bird looked like it was about to burst through the roof when Theo made one final sharp hand movement. There was a loud bang as a brilliant ball of red washed over the entirety of the carriage. And then the whole room went dark.


‘The lights!’ Horace yelled over the murmuring cast members, who were all trying to figure out what, exactly, had just transpired before their eyes. ‘Chadwick, the lights!’ He scolded his assistant, who scurried to the back wall and flipped a switch, flooding the room with beams of white. Lena rubbed her eyes, adjusting to the brightness, then took in the scene unfolding in front of her. All around her, people were on their feet, cheering. Children had abandoned their dessert and were clamouring around Theo, demanding to know how he had done it. Young women batted their eyelashes coquettishly in her father’s direction, showering him with praise. Shouts of Was it real? Where did it go? echoed through the room. Beside Theo, Horace clambered back to his position at the podium, revelling in the spotlight.


‘Bravo,’ he yelled, clapping his stubby hands together, motioning to the orchestra, the jugglers and Theo. ‘Quiet. Quiet please, everyone please be quiet,’ he ordered. A silence settled over the crowd. ‘Thank you, gentlemen, for that spectacular performance. Remember, this is but a small taste of the magic and luxury you can expect to unfold over the course of the year. Now, I invite all of you to raise a glass.’ Horace held up a flute of champagne, the golden liquid sloshing out onto his expensive suit.


As the performers seated around her followed his lead, Lena grabbed the steel cup that was sitting upside down at her place setting. When she picked it up off the table, she gasped. Staring back at her was a single feather, shaded red, orange and yellow, the tips doused in a sparkly golden sheen. She plucked it off the white linen cloth and glanced at her father, who was looking directly at her. He smiled and winked.


‘Welcome,’ Horace said, his lips turning up into his signature charismatic smile as the crowd held up their glasses, ‘to the World of Wonders.’










CHAPTER TWO



To understand what made the Beddington and Sterling World of Wonders so unique, one has to begin in Boston, 1913, where a seven-year-old boy named Horace Beddington the Third lived. As the heir to the Beddington fortune, Horace didn’t need to work. But his father beat him and his mother cried and Horace decided early on that he couldn’t be a part of this family. People envied their wealth, but Horace remembered yearning to be poor if it meant having parents who cared.


Every morning during his summer breaks, Horace woke early, walking up and down the streets of the sleepy suburb of Somerville, delivering The Globe newspaper. Following this, he accompanied his father to his office on Atlantic Avenue, setting himself up outside Quincy Market with a box of shoe polish, an assortment of cloths, and the will to make something of himself. His father had already decided that Horace would follow in his banking footsteps, but when an eight-year-old Horace heard the voices of the men whose shoes he shined, talking about mergers and oil prices, he knew he couldn’t do it.


Horace was an only child and the constant bickering between his parents meant he never wanted to invite any of his classmates over. He grew up somewhat isolated, dreaming of the day when he’d finally be able to leave home. Horace’s grandmother Esther noticed his reticence and began buying him toys and books. Among these gifts was a magic set. Horace quickly took a shine to it, thrilled that it required no extra people to use it, unlike the board games his parents bought him every Christmas. Horace holed himself up inside most nights, practising. On weekends, he retreated to his grandmother’s house in Lexington, where he would perform for her, pulling scarves out of hats and sending cards soaring through the air. Esther would watch patiently, clapping politely at the end of each trick. She didn’t have the heart to tell her only grandchild that he was mediocre at best. And she liked his company, liked the fact that finally, someone could see her as something more than a widow, a burden to be taken care of, or an endless source of easy income.


When the family went up to their plot on Long Island on long summer weekends, Esther would often take Horace down to Manhattan. She’d buy tickets for whichever vaudeville or magic show happened to be playing and then sit, observing Horace lose himself in the performances of Thurston and Cardini. Afterwards, she’d take him to Martinka, the magic shop on Sixth Avenue, giving him extra spending money to buy whatever he wanted. They’d frequent the back parlours of Hell’s Kitchen and Chelsea, where soothsayers sat behind beaded fringed curtains, holding crystal balls and spouting fortunes to anyone willing to pay.


On a particularly memorable trip, a clairvoyant proclaimed Horace’s future as ‘Full of promise. You will do great things.’ Horace beamed and Esther smiled knowingly. She knew her grandson was capable of greatness. He simply needed to hear it from someone else.


A trip to Harry Houdini’s residency at the Hippodrome would prove to be a turning point. In the lobby of the theatre, Horace saw a mermaid. Later, he would come to realise that she was just a woman dressed in a gold bustier with a greenish-gold tail to match, her long blonde hair splaying out in the water each time she dove back down. But to Horace, she was an ethereal, celestial being. As she floated around a tank filled with water, smiling coyly at the onlookers, Horace pushed his way to the front and placed his hand on the glass. The glass was thick and he could see his reflection looking back at him. A lonely teenager, he was extremely uncomfortable around girls. But the mermaid propelled herself forward and placed her hand against his, their palms separated only by a few inches, and smiled. At that moment his fate was sealed. Only in a world like this, he thought, could a creature so beautiful connect with someone like him. He wanted to bring this feeling of euphoria to everyone.


After that day, Horace dedicated himself to practising magic. He made repeat trips to Martinka and spent hours in front of his mirror trying to make something out of nothing. But quick hands and a deft touch were not among Horace’s strong points and he began to lose hope.


During the summer break before his final year of school, Horace overheard a conversation between two men behind him in the line at Lyndell’s Bakery.


‘Audrey wouldn’t shut up about it.’


‘How long’s it in town for?’


‘They come through every year. Stick around a few days, then pack up and it’s as if they never existed.’ The man traced a circle with the toe of his shoe in a layer of flour dust. ‘But one thing I do know is that showman’s makin’ a lotta dough!’ Horace twisted his head and saw the man rubbing his thumb and forefinger together.


‘Hey kid! You orderin’?’


Horace blinked three times before realising they were referring to him.


Outside Lyndell’s, with a loaf of bread for his mother and a cinnamon bun to nibble on for himself, Horace made a decision that would change his life. He would never be the leading man, the lothario, the Casanova. But what he could do was see possibility where no one else did. He could be the architect, the visionary that pulled together a show so mesmerising that it would blow everything else out of the water. What he lacked in looks and skill, he made up for in taste. Plus, he had the backing of a grandmother who hated seeing him bullied by her own son.


Following a heated argument with his father and a lot of crying and begging from his mother, Horace Beddington the Third, aged seventeen, boarded a Red Star Line ship to England with an early inheritance from Esther.


As the ship sailed eastward, the smells of rotting fish, sweat, and salt tickling his nose, Horace watched a deckhand pull at a piece of thickly twined rope, winding it around the barrel. When the deckhand paused to wipe his brow with the back of his page boy cap, he noticed Horace looking at him.


‘Where you headin’, sir?’ he called out in that signature Bostonian accent.


Horace smiled. No one had ever called him ‘sir’ before. Things were different already.


‘To London. I hear the streets are paved with gold.’


In London, Horace quickly settled himself in a house on Fitzroy Park, conveniently located but a stone’s throw from the Witanhurst mansion. Thanks to Esther’s social circle and connections, Horace was welcomed into the upper crust of British society. Still, it was up to him to put his plan into motion. He took a job as an usher at St. George’s Theatre, determined to learn everything from the ground up. He worked there for years, taking notes, thinking about how he would do things differently and wondering how he could improve upon the acts if they were his. Even after he’d seen every performance, and could recite what each magician would say, word for word, he continued to watch, perched in the corner, his flashlight turned off.


‘Why do you keep watching the same acts over and over?’ his boss asked one day. ‘Are you daft?’


‘I’m not watching the act. I watch the audience. I want to see what leaves them breathless.’


In the evenings, he nursed pint after pint at the Flask, flagging down the bartender by clanking his shillings on the wooden tables. In his growing collection of leather notebooks, he drafted the details of what would become his masterpiece. He would call his show The Beddington and Sterling World of Wonders. In doing so, he would be paying homage to both himself and his grandmother, Sterling being her maiden name. The colours would be blue and gold. And this wouldn’t be like a typical circus or vaudeville act. This would be different to the shows in cheap dime museums, different to the shows in shady back parlours that stank of stale cigar smoke. It would be different to watching the groups of poor street performers that lined the cobblestones of Covent Garden, different to the solo magician act in the Alhambra. Gone was the red and yellow striped tent, the humdrum lions and elephants, the stale popcorn, candied apples, and sticky children’s fingers. No, the Beddington and Sterling would elevate the circus into a luxurious sphere, bring together the best parts of all these travelling shows and then some. It would be, quite simply, the finest circus that had ever existed.


With his money and unprepossessing looks, Horace charmed his way into many a pocketbook. Men didn’t see him as a threat – no self-respecting woman wanted to date Horace – and women looked upon him as a friend, a confidant to whom they could entrust their dreams and fears. When it came time to raise funds for his show, the family at Witanhurst mansion were only too happy to host a cocktail party in the ballroom of their estate. But this wasn’t just any cocktail party. It was a Beddington and Sterling party. Horace had spent six months cultivating talent he’d met over his years in London and convinced all of them to band together to perform a new set of tricks, for one night only. By the time the rapt crowd had watched contortionists squeeze their limber frames through gilded cages, a card magician turn the ace of hearts into smoke, and acrobats made up like mermaids execute a synchronised swimming routine in a giant rectangular tank filled with lilac-hued water, they were reaching for their chequebooks.


While the party-goers watched, Horace did the rounds, clad in a blue and gold tuxedo from Huntsman and Sons. As bankers, lawyers and landowners signed over their savings, Horace swelled with pride. No matter what people said they wanted (Real estate! Stocks! Bonds!), their actions always spoke louder. People wanted an escape. They wanted entertainment, a place where they could revel in wonder and forget about the drudgery of everyday life. And that night, Horace proved that he could provide it in spades.


Flush with investor cash, Horace traipsed the globe building the vision he’d first drafted in a smoke-filled tavern of North London. In Romania, he scoured the playgrounds of the poorest schools, hand-selecting girls who turned cartwheels at a dizzying pace and boys who used tree branches as playthings, swinging and twisting like it was second nature.


At an orphanage in Persia, he spotted a young girl curled up in a corner, staring at him with eyes of deepest, startling aquamarine.


‘How much for her?’


The orphanage director proceeded to spin a tale about how the girl, named Pari, was royalty, a direct descendant of Nader Shah, but that no one in her family wanted her because of her Russian mother. Horace sighed. This tale, no doubt, would hike up the price, but as Horace left the orphanage, Pari’s little hand clutching his, he somehow knew the girl would be a good return on his investment.


In the Atlas Mountains, he found strongmen who could lift 200-pound barbells with ease. In a Nigerian church, an uncommonly tall ten-year-old girl named Nneka took his breath away. Her skin was a dark brown, save for a perfectly symmetrical patch of cream cascading down the middle. Her hair splayed out in all directions like it had a mind of its own and refused to be tamed. When she noticed Horace staring at her, she immediately cast her gaze downwards. For a moment, Horace’s heart ached. He knew what it was to be an outsider. When he inquired about her face, the church director shrugged.


‘Some kind of skin condition she was born with. She’s been sleeping on the corn sacks in the back. Her Mama’s dead. Her Daddy don’t want her. She just sleeps there, sweeps the floors and sings. All day long.’ The church director shook his head. ‘It’s a shame.’ And then Horace heard it. Her voice, so melodious, so powerful for someone so young. When Nneka sang, it was like she transformed into another being.


‘Name your price,’ he said. The church director shook his head.


‘God has bestowed upon this child a rare gift. Something so holy cannot be bought.’ But after a few more rounds of haggling, the church director decided that Nneka and her voice were indeed worth something and, armed with a string of rosary beads and a bible, she joined Horace on his tour.


Across the ocean in Bahia, a troupe of capoeira dancers and drummers were only too willing to join Horace, as their form of entertainment was being suppressed by the authorities. In Germany and the Soviet Union, he found swimmers who’d been cut from Olympic teams and still had something to prove.


And so it went. For nearly a year Horace travelled, adding to his collection of performers. He never went for the best, most popular ones. Instead, he was careful to choose the ones who had either been consumed by the grief of losing someone (a parent, a child) or who were consistently finishing third or fourth in their respective sport or art form. These, he reasoned, were people right on the edge of glory, the people who would fight for acceptance, who would continually strive to be the best.


His cache of acts almost complete, Horace returned to London, installing his recruits in a home next to his own under the supervision of his assistant Chadwick. The only thing Horace was missing now was an illusionist. One act that would culminate each performance and leave people’s jaws hanging. He got his wish in Thessaloniki, where he spotted Theo Papadopoulos.


To many, Theo Papadopoulos was the greatest illusionist of all time. When he performed by the Amsterdam port, sailors from as far as the Caspian Sea would halt expeditions, anchoring their boats, so they could see him walk on water. Children gasped as he turned the tepid beige of the stray goats dotting the Italian hillside into all the colours of the rainbow. In Vienna’s famed Burgtheater, women swooned as he transformed simple pebbles into glittering diamonds with the squeeze of his hand. Grown men regularly forgot they were men, and unleashed childlike squeals of disbelief when he emerged, intact, from a wooden box which had been pierced all over with Japanese knives. Everywhere he went – London, Prague, Berlin – people came to marvel. There was nothing Theo couldn’t do, no miracle he couldn’t perform.


As Horace watched him spellbound, he felt his skin tingle with the sensation that what he’d been working towards was finally complete. Theo had the showmanship of Houdini, the skill of Devant and the intelligence of Kellar.


When the performance finished, Horace waddled through the dispersing crowd like a penguin, sweating in the searing Greek sun. It was important to maintain an air of professionalism, he told himself, glancing down at his long coat-tailed suit. He didn’t care what he had to promise the illusionist, he thought, as he mopped his forehead with a cotton hankie. He was determined to sign what he knew would be the crown jewel in his World of Wonders.


But Horace’s smile faded when he saw the dapper illusionist’s wife, Gia, turn around. She was a classic beauty, her face that of a goddess. She looked like she had been carved from marble. Her long dark hair was swept to one side and fastened with a clip. But her stomach, although not as big as Horace’s, was certainly larger than normal. Still, he forged ahead, introduced himself, and invited them both to dinner.


Later that night they dined on Cypriot food at the top of a hotel overlooking the Thermaikos Gulf. Theo told Horace how he got his start in the business. He’d fallen in love with magic after visiting a circus that had come through the city when he was five. After his father had cast him out of the house for choosing an unconventional career, Theo worked as a carpenter to pay his bills and honed his magician skills at children’s birthday parties. It took many years, but he eventually worked his way up to being one of Europe’s most in demand illusionists. By the time Theo was finished, Horace had decided he was perfect. Tall and commanding, but unthreatening. Relatable to adults and children alike. And women loved him, Horace observed, catching more than one lady sneaking a glance at the handsome performer while he spoke. Horace outlined his plan for the Beddington and Sterling World of Wonders and, not wishing to waste any more time, made them a verbal offer. Theo glanced at his wife.


‘You must understand, I can’t travel at the moment.’


Horace nodded. ‘We can wait till after the baby’s born. Our carriages are outfitted like first-class train cabins and I’ll see to it that a nursery is built. The child will want for nothing.’ Gia cleared her throat. Horace continued. ‘And for you, madame. We have a state-of-the-art games room. Billiards, darts, mahjongg, cards. Access to the finest European society gatherings. Quite often, it is the rich who are clamouring to associate with us. Martha, my head costumier, and her team were hired away from Lanvin. They can make anything you want. Velvet gowns, silk flapper dresses, diamante skull caps. Anything.’


Gia sipped at her San Pellegrino and glanced at Theo. ‘What do you think?’


Her husband placed a protective hand on her stomach. ‘We’ll wait, of course. But afterwards . . .’


Gia nodded thoughtfully but didn’t look entirely convinced. Horace played his trump card.


‘My staff physician, Dr. James Wilson, ran the best clinic on Harley Street before joining us. He was educated at St. Bart’s and graduated first in his class.’ He smiled, satisfied at the look on Gia’s face.


‘We’ll join, but on one condition,’ Gia said. ‘I want my child to have an education. The best tutors. The finest books. Access to the top universities. All at your cost.’


Horace couldn’t believe his luck. If all the most talented illusionist in the world and his wife wanted was a few good schoolteachers, he had hit the jackpot. He wiped the corner of his mouth with his cloth napkin and extended a hand.


‘You have a deal.’


The next morning, Theo signed his contract and Horace promised to return in three months.


Producers are used to being ready for the worst-case scenario: performers suffer injuries, things go wrong, contracts don’t work out. But Horace wasn’t expecting a widower. When Theo opened the door on a hot July morning, one arm holding a bottle, the other clutching a baby wrapped in a white blanket, a shock of dark brown hair peeking through the folds, he looked worse for wear.


‘Forgive me, Horace, but I don’t see how I can honour our agreement,’ Theo said, after explaining what had happened to Gia and his daughter. The baby stirred and Theo rocked his arm back and forth. Horace was flummoxed. He’d been prepared for any situation but this one. He briefly considered trying to find another illusionist, but he knew that no one could hold a candle to Theo. Besides, he thought, he was Horace Beddington the Third. He was used to hard work, used to things not going right the first few times.


So Horace called Chadwick and told him there’d been an unexpected obstacle and that he’d be back in a few weeks. He took up residence in a two-bedroom flat on Tsimiski Avenue. Horace rose with the morning market peddlers, bringing fresh leek and spinach plastos to Theo’s doorstep. He hired a team of the best medical doctors, instructing them to do everything they could to make the girl’s life as bearable as possible. He found round-the-clock wet nurses and had a cook prepare fresh meals using ingredients he picked up at Modiano market each morning. Though the forty-day mourning period had passed, Horace insisted on paying for a new tombstone to mark Gia’s grave, and he watched from a distance as Theo paid his respects every Sunday following the weekly service at the Agia Sophia. Horace ploughed all his remaining energy and money into Theo and his daughter’s well-being. He had to have him onboard the World of Wonders, and if that meant giving this man more than he’d bargained for, Horace was willing to do it.


His persistence paid off. One morning in September, Theo showed up outside Horace’s flat, the baby swaddled in a pink linen blanket. If the show would pay for Lena’s medical expenses and a governess, plus allow him two months off to return to Thessaloniki each year, they’d have a deal.


A month later, Theo Papadopoulos arrived at Victoria Station with two trunks, his daughter, and a desire to leave his old life and the secrets he’d kept hidden for so long behind him. The Beddington and Sterling World of Wonders would open at the London Palladium and from there, begin traversing the continent. It was 1929. Trotsky had been exiled, Hoover was now president, and the stock market had just crashed. No matter what happened, Horace insisted on moving forward. The show must go on, he said.


Yes. When Horace Beddington the Third wanted something, nothing stood in his way.










CHAPTER THREE



Lena Papadopoulos didn’t believe in magic. At least, not the kind that thrilled people who came out in droves to watch the World of Wonders, night after night. Although she’d grown up around the pomp and circumstance of the circus – a universe where literally anything was possible – Lena’s world was rooted firmly in reality. Having used a wheelchair since she was old enough to remember, her condition acted as a great divider, separating her from the other children and adults she lived with. Though they ate the same food, slept in the same carriages, and enjoyed the same music, Lena’s disability had taught her a harsh truth: she was different, and people didn’t like different.


It hadn’t always been so bad. As a very young child, Lena’s physical condition had the opposite effect, drawing children to her like bees to honey. Four-year-olds had yet to form strong opinions on what was right or wrong, good or bad, and they flocked to her in droves, daily. She recalled one occasion when a group waited outside the infirmary for hours. When she finally emerged, they threw themselves at her, begging to be taken on a ride. They’d crowd around her during meals, running their hands enviously over the metal and wooden framework of her chair, peppering her with questions and looks of envy.


‘I don’t want to walk!’ one had pouted, crossing her arms.


‘Don’t be silly,’ the child’s mother had said. ‘The poor girl had polio as a baby. Would you like polio?’


‘Yes!’ the girl had screamed back. ‘I want to ride around everywhere like her!’


But as the years sped by, curiosity gave way to rejection, the limitations of what Lena could and couldn’t do dawning on the others. She quickly turned from attraction to liability. At first, the children made valiant attempts to include her. But it eventually became clear that it was easier to not ask her to participate in their activities in the first place. No matter how hard they tried, it was impossible to play hide-and-seek or netball with Lena without having to make drastic adjustments to the rules.


Slowly, the gap widened, made worse by Lena’s frequent coughs and colds, a result of a chronically poor immune system. Stuck inside the infirmary carriage for long stretches of time with nothing to do, Lena took to observing Dr. Wilson. She sat in her bed, listening as he diagnosed all manner of ailments that plagued the performers who came through to see him. Measles, tuberculosis, influenza and typhoid. Ankle sprains, bruised quadriceps and torn ligaments. High blood pressure and hairline fractures and, for one poor fellow, a case of early-onset diabetes.


Lena watched curiously as Dr. Wilson talked each patient through their condition and prescribed a course of treatment: medications, rest, cold or hot compresses, lymphatic massage and more. While other children her age practised card shuffling and tightrope walking, Lena slowly but surely learned the names of all the muscles, arteries and veins that snaked through the human body. She memorised home remedies, writing down recipes for tonics in a little leather notebook she kept by her bedside. She observed how pills were measured and dispensed. When she was old enough, Dr. Wilson let her conduct an inventory of his plethora of tinctures and vitamins, and Lena would sit for hours, copying the names and dosages carefully into the ledger. When Dr. Wilson wasn’t around, she paged through his collection of textbooks and medical journals lining the back wall of the infirmary carriage, learning about calculus, astronomy, physics and organic chemistry.


As her knowledge grew by leaps and bounds, Lena soon realised that the magic that surrounded her at the circus was just a matter of careful scientific and mathematical calculations. The effortless trajectory with which Johannes Larsen, the trapeze artist, soared across the stage was nothing more than hundreds of hours of practice coupled with the physics of good balance and the mathematics of impeccable timing. The 70-degree angle at which Anna Maria Bianchi, the multi-talented water ballerina, acrobat and contortionist, arched backwards, appearing to defy gravity as she rode bareback on a show pony, could be explained using Newton’s Third Law. The flash of blue fire that burst forth from Jussi Forsberg’s flame juggling sticks was but a simple chemical reaction: a rag affixed to the end was generously soaked in copper chloride. When lit, it blazed a brilliant bright blue.


Even her father’s tricks were the result of hours of cutting, sawing, building, calculating, practising and precision. What other people didn’t understand, Lena thought, was that it wasn’t magic. It was science. There was a science to everything that her father, and everyone else in the circus did, be it sleight of hand, misdirection, or a perfectly timed escape. And it was science where Lena found her passion, science that thrilled her. Science, Lena thought, was where the real magic lay.


‘Do you know,’ Lena said, during a stop in Stuttgart not long after her seventh birthday, ‘that the first description of rubella was made in 1740, by a man named Friedrich Hoffmann?’


‘I am aware of Mr. Hoffmann and his contributions to German measles, thank you, Lena.’ Dr. Wilson drew a drop of liquid into a pipette and squeezed it into a beaker, turning the liquid inside a pale green colour.


‘How did you learn about all these potions and things?’


‘Medical school.’ Dr. Wilson busied himself sterilising his equipment. ‘We did coursework in chemistry, genetics, physiology, anatomy.’


‘Is medicine a sort of magic?’


‘I suppose some might say that.’


Lena glanced down at her legs, lying limply underneath a thin cotton blanket. ‘Maybe one day some medicine magic will happen to my legs. Then I can be your assistant,’ she announced proudly.


Dr. Wilson put down the tool he’d been holding. ‘You’re a perfectly fine assistant now. No need to change anything.’ He felt for the little girl, who approached learning with a gravitas he had yet to witness in any of the other children on board. But there was no sugar-coating her medical history. ‘Besides, you must understand. Infantile paralysis is nothing to scoff at. You were so sick as a baby.’


‘But it would be an interesting experiment, wouldn’t it – to try? I’m much better than when I was little, aren’t I? And you said medicine is always improving!’


Dr. Wilson hesitated. The girl had been lucky to survive polio and the host of other ailments she’d had as a baby and toddler at all. To think that she would one day improve to the point that she would walk normally was next to impossible. Not wishing to let her down, he hastily changed the subject, relieved when she didn’t bring it up again.


But when Theo came by that evening to check on her long after she’d fallen asleep, Dr. Wilson pulled him into the hallway.


‘What’s the matter?’ Theo whispered anxiously.


Dr. Wilson cleared his throat. ‘It appears Lena has reached an age where she’s aware of how different she is. She can see her limitations, but she no longer wants to accept them. The doctor who delivered her told you as much: it would have been difficult for her to walk in the best of cases.’ Dr. Wilson paused. ‘On the upside, her mind is sharp and she loves to learn. But the girl is lonely.’


Theo’s eyes crinkled and he burst out laughing. ‘Don’t be absurd. She’s with you or Clara all day, and I spend hours with her at night, reading, drawing—’


‘She doesn’t want us – she wants to be with children her own age. D’you know, she’s asked me twice if she can go to a school outside of here?’ Dr. Wilson shook his head. ‘She doesn’t feel she fits in.’


Theo rubbed his eyes. He wasn’t blind and had observed with crushing disappointment the way the other children ignored his daughter. But he’d naively hoped that she’d be too busy with her toys and books to notice. ‘Tell me, James,’ he said, wistfully. ‘Is there a prescription for loneliness in that medical bag of yours?’ He smiled sadly, lapsing into quiet thought for a moment. ‘James,’ he began cautiously. ‘Might I take her out? Her lungs do seem stronger, she hasn’t actually had polio for years, and there’s much to see outside these circus walls.’ Theo felt a buzz of excitement, thinking about a world of possibility that might be open to his daughter. ‘Mondays would work, apart from when we’re travelling. Would it be too risky?’


‘On the contrary, I think it would do her a world of good. Such a curious, bright mind deserves to be nurtured,’ Dr Wilson replied.


So the next day, Theo visited Lena in the infirmary, draping a blanket and woollen scarf on her bed.


‘Come,’ he announced. ‘We’re going out.’


Lena dropped the book she was reading. ‘We are?’


‘I’ve got permission from Dr. Wilson to take you on a little trip. There are a few conditions, of course. One, you have to keep warm,’ he said, gesturing to the blanket and scarf. ‘And two, if you start feeling ill, we come straight back here. Understood?’


‘Oh Papa, thank you!’ Lena clapped her hands, colour flooding her face. She threw off her sheet and hoisted herself into her wheelchair. ‘Where are we going?’


‘It’s a surprise,’ he said, winking at her, as he walked beside her down the hallway.


The Musée Fragonard, part of the École Nationale Vétérinaire de Maisons-Alfort, was not open for public viewing but Theo managed to schedule a private appointment just the same.


At the museum’s entrance, they were met by the chief scientist and curator, who led them to the current exhibition. The room was musty and a few students of the veterinary school of medicine looked suspiciously at the man and the girl in a wheelchair peering into each of the glass box displays.


When her father told her about Honoré Fragonard during their journey, Lena was mesmerised. A surgeon who obtained his brevet in 1759, he was dismissed from his post as an anatomical professor because of his outlandish ideas. As she travelled between the rooms, stopping every few minutes to trail an index finger across the glass enclosures, she thought that perhaps he had been misunderstood, that his thoughts were ahead of his time. The Musée Fragonard was famed for its teratology collection, a fantastic amalgamation of genetics gone wrong. Lena looked, fascinated at a three-headed calf, a cyclops monkey, a Janus calf, a ten-legged sheep and Siamese twin lambs. Each one looked like they would have made good additions to the World of Wonders had they still been alive.


When they reached the final room, Theo pulled out a notebook and pencil and gave them to Lena, who sat silently in her chair and sketched what she saw. Honoré Fragonard was best known for his écorchés, skinned real-life cadavers preserved in death as they had been in life. The most famous of these was one based on Albrecht Dürer’s print, The Four Horsemen, from the Apocalypse. It consisted of a man sitting on a horse, the horse’s rope leading through the gilet. Lena stared at it, transfixed. It was as though someone had cast a spell that froze man and beast in time, then peeled away the outer layer of their respective skins, allowing her to see the insides. Such things were too grotesque for many to look at, but where others were repulsed, Lena saw beauty: numerous arteries and veins, a network of axons and capillaries all working harmoniously to breathe life into every living being. She sat perfectly still and sketched out an amateurish replica of the exhibit.


As Theo stared at his daughter’s face, his heart leapt. It was this face he yearned for, the one that he failed to see when she watched the death-defying acts at the circus. But in the musty space filled with ancient relics preserved behind glass, Lena’s face shone, and Theo beamed with pride.


‘Papa,’ Lena said. She was next to him now, clutching at his hand.


‘Yes?’


‘Why are you crying?’


Without realising it, tears had welled up in Theo’s eyes. He brushed them away, bending down to pinch Lena’s cheeks and bundling her in a hug.


‘Because you are perfect.’


And so it began. Whenever they had a spare day, Theo and Lena would leave the circus grounds, in search of enrichment. They visited the Palazzo Castellani in Florence, the Josephinum in Vienna and the Anatomisches Museum in Basel, which housed the oldest human skeleton in the world. At the end of each stop, Lena would add to her growing souvenir collection, either by sketching what she saw or purchasing one of the trinkets they found in shops along the way. A thermometer, a vintage brass hourglass, a heavy metal compass. In a scientific shop in Hamburg, Theo found a petri dish that now served to hold Lena’s earrings and bracelets on her dressing table.


On one occasion, Horace, who had been observing the jaunts with amusement, let his inquisitiveness get the better of him and asked Lena what she was carrying when she returned home. Lena opened her bag and presented an object to Horace. It was a circular bronze device, etched with numerical markings. Horace turned it over in his hands, a baffled look on his face.


‘It’s an astrolabe,’ Lena explained, reaching up to take it. ‘It was used to measure time relative to the stars and planets.’ She spun the object around.


Horace watched, waiting for it to land on a specific set of numbers.


‘That’s it?’ he said expectantly. ‘What a useless piece of metal.’


Lena watched as Horace walked away, shaking his head. She was disappointed but not surprised. The astrolabe, after all, was not the kind of magic Horace appreciated. It was pure fact, based on truth, created from a linear process of deduction and hypothesising.


So while the other cast members rehearsed, Lena sat patiently, pouring over her box of assorted objects and drawings, dreaming up ways to manipulate time, thinking of what it would be like to traverse the constellations on foot, imagining the feeling of weightlessness as she dove to the depths of the Pacific Ocean. Science, and the realm of possibilities it represented, became her world. True to her father’s prediction, the mementoes she’d collected served to inspire her over the years and unleashed a love for studying things she could see, touch and feel. Things that were real. Stuck in a universe where the sole aim was to distort the truth, the evidence-based nature of science brought Lena a kind of comfort she didn’t know she craved.




OEBPS/images/common1.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Title



		Copyright



		Contents



		Prologue



		Part I



		Chapter One



		Chapter Two



		Chapter Three



		Chapter Four



		Chapter Five



		Chapter Six



		Chapter Seven



		Chapter Eight



		Chapter Nine



		Chapter Ten



		Chapter Eleven



		Chapter Twelve



		Chapter Thirteen



		Chapter Fourteen



		Chapter Fifteen



		Chapter Sixteen



		Chapter Seventeen



		Chapter Eighteen



		Chapter Nineteen



		Chapter Twenty



		Chapter Twenty-One



		Chapter Twenty-Two



		Chapter Twenty-Three



		Chapter Twenty-Four









		Part II



		Chapter Twenty-Five



		Chapter Twenty-Six



		Chapter Twenty-Seven



		Chapter Twenty-Eight



		Chapter Twenty-Nine



		Chapter Thirty



		Chapter Thirty-One



		Chapter Thirty-Two



		Chapter Thirty-Three



		Chapter Thirty-Four



		Chapter Thirty-Five



		Chapter Thirty-Six



		Chapter Thirty-Seven









		Part III



		Chapter Thirty-Eight



		Chapter Thirty-Nine



		Chapter Forty



		Chapter Forty-One



		Chapter Forty-Two



		Chapter Forty-Three



		Chapter Forty-Four



		Chapter Forty-Five



		Chapter Forty-Six



		Chapter Forty-Seven



		Chapter Forty-Eight









		Author’s Note



		Acknowledgements











Guide





		Cover



		Title



		Start













		i



		ii



		iii



		iv



		v



		vi



		vii



		viii



		ix



		x



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		370



		371



		372



		373



		374



		375



		376



		377



		378



		379



		380



		381



		382



		383



		384



		385



		386



		387



		388



		389



		390



		391



		392



		393



		394



		395



		396



		397



		398



		399



		400



		401



		402



		403



		404



		405



		406











OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
» Rl
= » * ¥
¥ » » » .
X » » g =
Brought together by magic. ».
» ¥ Torn apart by war. o
¥
* = e

= 4E INTERNATION 4
;ﬂéBESTSELLERL

e S R S S SR S R e

R L T e S T R o ki B B S TR S SR





OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/images/pub.jpg
oy}





