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The largest illusion

that history has ever taught us

it is the existence of time.



	Erik


Berlin, April 7th, 1933.

The forest is green and the sky leaden. A little Munsterlander happily runs around among theshrubs. Not far away, his master, Mathias Hummel, a tall, thin man in worn peasant clothes and partly broken boots at the heel, whistles to call him back. The docile dog lingers in the game and begins to chase a tiny bird, forgetting, in the rush of the hunt, the peremptory order that he could not have not heard. His master gets impatient and mutters a couple of insults. He had come out of his cottage to relax his nerves. He had just had a fight with his wife over political issues. The climate in Germany is heavy. The period following the Great War had thrown an entire people proud of their roots and swollen with pride on the pavement. The winning nations have demanded large payments for the damages caused by the conflict and no country in the world could pay such a high debt and at the same time grow economically. His wife, a robust Westphalian woman, has strong political convictions and often criticizes her husband for taking more lenient positions towards the ethnic minorities in Berlin. He is convinced that prosecuting Jews will not do the nation any good. The woman, who calls herself “more practical”, believes that stealing goods and riches from those who have accumulated so many, exploiting Germany and the Germans, is by no means a reprehensible action. The little munsterlander barks louder and louder. If his master is lucky today he will bring home a good dinner and his wife too will have to agree that politics must be set aside when good game is served at the table. The farmer, even if absorbed in his thoughts, reaches the dog and discovers that his faithful pet is near the half-naked body of a man.

Instinctively, he turns him over to see if he's still alive and if he needs his help.

He looks at him. He knows his face.

He has already seen it somewhere but not in person but on posters.

His name is Erik Jan Hanussem. He's a wizard, or at least that's what people in the street say about him. Now that he remembers better, the farmer associates that name with an immense reputation forseer.

That's funny.

A man earns a living like presage and it is not even capable of guess the way and the day of his death which, judging by the holes he sees poking out of his temples and neck, must have been anything but natural.

In certain moments one must thank God for being only a modest and ignorant farmer. He'll have to tell his wife. After he goes to the police to report the discovery of that body, however.
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The Palace of the Occult
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Berlin, February 26th, 1933.

The palace is imperative even and especially at night. The streets of the neighborhood are not illuminated except for the place that is about to be inaugurated this evening. The facade painted with paint amethyst stands out in the gloomy greyness of the neighboring buildings. The carriages of the aristocrats or prominent personalities of Berlin in 1933 seem to chase each other on the stone pavement. Once the illustrious personalities arrive near the central door the carriages stop and the coachman runs down to open the door and let travelers get off with the help of the running board. 

The richness of the garments worn by each of them contrasts with the general poverty of the historical period. A double pair of these emeritus personalities knock on the door and a couple of attendants rush to open it. The four, two men and as many women, enter talking to each other with haughty attitude without giving the servants a glance.

“The great Palace of the Occult where the Master of Clairvoyance, Erik Jan Hanussen, performs tonight is a jewel of Victorian architecture “, one of the two young aristocrats, Count von Helldorf, observes with admiration.

“Do you really think something will happen that can keep Count Junker's fragile attention awake?” Asks his companion for the evening, Count von der Leyen, giggling.

Even one of the two women can't hold back a laugh but tries to hide it with a white silk handkerchief. “True. The Master will have to do more than eat the fire, swallow glass shards, or throw himself from one trapeze to another in circus acts. To convince the German aristocracy and the National Socialists that he is a magician and not a charlatan, something great, unique, spectacular is needed,” adds the young Baroness von Oldenburg with a slight sarcastic tone.

The quartet is led into a large hall with soft lighting and various attractions that evoke an imaginary Egyptian scenario, with fake mummies, odalisques and belly dancers who perform for the lewd pleasure of the majority of the guests. The walls look like gold and are covered in leaf. A long succession of small sculptures in pure Carrara marble inspires awe, snaking between tall Buddha statues and terrariums containing poisonous reptiles and other exotic animals. On all those depictions, a colossal bronze reproduction of Hanussen stands out, draped with a toga by Julius Caesar with the left arm raised in the typical gesture of greeting, stolen by the Nazi prosopopoeia. At his side, on display, are the marble figures of two seers from classical mythology, the oracle of Delphi and the Greek Sibyl.

After crossing the entire room, the quartet reaches the foot of a long staircase. Once they climb the steps that separate them from the upper floor, the two men knock on another door. The opening is a young and mellifluous character with a Croatian accent, dressed like a man of other times and who introduces himself by pronouncing the name of Ismet Dzino.

“Welcome. Can I see the invitation?”.

Count von Helldorf invites his friend to show him the entrance tickets. The latter slips a hand into his vest pocket, takes off the invitations and hands them to the man who stands in the way of them. After a quick check, Ismet broadens his smile and bows his head in profound deference.

“It's all right. You can enter”. After only a couple of meters, the four stop again because there is another door. They open it and discover the most exclusive room in the whole building and a shiver of fear runs down their backs.
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Is the party here?
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Downstairs there is always a party, for those who can afford it. Some magicians and illusionists give life to short shows for men and women, who seem more interested in the way in which the corps de ballet is dressed, made up of half-naked men and women who however wear a showy white band on the right forearm and on which a black swastika stands out.

Tongues of fire emanate from the floor and rise almost to the ceiling, under the entranced gaze of those present who hold their breath for a moment. Some dancers have a python on their shoulders and attract subdued giggles from women in the audience sitting on chairs more than a meter above the ground. The half-naked men show off their physical prowess with high acrobatic numbers.

The writer Curt Martin Riess is a journalist, a writer, an old Hanussen fan and, even if attracted by the graces of the dancers, as well as the dancers, he drowns his guilt for the situation his nation is experiencing and the Jewish question with several glasses of Vermouth from the Schladerer distillery.

Jules Marx, Artistic Director of the Scala Theater, marveled at the performances that are a corollary to the shows of the most renowned magician. The two have known each other since Hanussen started showing off in his theater. His ability to divination has always fascinated him, and at the same time shocked him. Together with him, always at his side at almost every moment of the day, is his faithful assistant Eduard Duisemberg.

On the other hand, the one who annoys all dancers to the limits of decency is Fritz Jacobson, officially the advertising manager of the entire variety show but in reality an incurable scrounger. Several times the girls have complained about his intrusive and violent ways. However, the economic situation is such that turning a blind eye and putting up with it is not an obligation but an absolute necessity.

A dandy has a long cigarette in his fingers and observes the show with apparent and ill-concealed disinterest. His name is Hanns Heinz Ewers. He is a successful writer. He fills the dreams of his readers with nightmares that he describes in detail in his books, perhaps the result of the excesses in the use of those narcotic substances that are beginning to spread throughout the country. The Germans have a lot to forget and try to exorcise, not least a war lost for nothing.

Sitting on a wooden chair and leaning against a small round table, amused and smiling, in all his fatness, there is a sketch author and discreet journalist, for a long time a fanatic passionate about the figure of Hanussen: Rudolf Grossman.

Siegfried Arno is, however, the real star of the evening, after the landlord of course. Despite being rich and famous, however, he is considering leaving Germany as soon as possible. His real name is Siegfried Aron and these days the atmosphere around those like him is getting more and more poisonous. Who worked with George Wilhelm Pabst he cannot bear to feel treated in the manner of some ordinary aberration, a cruel freak of nature.

There is also a lady who claims to be Princess Anastasija Nikolaevna Romanova. Beautiful, indeed beautiful and full of mystery and charm. She is the typical woman who increases the aura of esotericism that permeates every tile placed in that place, which is supposed to be “magical” par excellence.

Around midnight everyone hears the sound that seems to be that of a shot. After a few moments of hesitation, while the music stops, everyone resumes doing what he had interrupted as if nothing had happened. For Arius, is it not perhaps in the Palace of the Occult? Just pour more wine and things look different than they first appeared.
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Servants and guests
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In the luxurious room they are already there eight people, six men and two women. The newcomers mutter a kind of greeting and the others, almost all standing or sitting around at the fireplace, they barely beckon to the new arrivals. In the center of the room there is a round table, empty in its central part so that it seems to be composed of two parallel rings with the smaller one in the middle. The walls are dark and partial lighting comes only from the fireplace and a few candles.

Ismet Dzino enters the room with an always deferential attitude and a firm but light tone of voice.

“The Master is about to arrive. Your Lordships are requested to take a seat around the table. Twelve chairs, twelve seats ... but there will be one more, tonight “, he exclaims with a mocking grin.

The guests sit down. After a few moments a strong metallic clang anticipates the disappearance of the fireplace and the plunging of the room into absolute darkness.

Ismet reassures the twelve with his calm and persuasive voice.

“Keep calm. There is nothing to fear”.

Among the twelve, someone indulges in chaste laughter or bold comments. Another noise, this time darker and more cavernous, comes from the floor. The guests are about to get up from fright but once again Ismet reassures them and no one leaves their place like this. A dim blue light emanates from the planted and a man, collapsed in a royal armchair in golden colors and fixed on a wooden surface, climbs with move mechanical movement up to the table, which now no longer has an empty space in the center but is only one complete circle. The apparition brings the light back into the room. After a new metallic clang, the candles and fire come back to dimly illuminate the table. Hanussen is the man sitting in the chair and obviously looks down on everyone. He is a man with dark, greasy hair with a fringe that starts from the left and goes to the right. The face is regular but the cheeks appear sunken as a consequence of the lack of some molars. His gaze seems frightened, empty, absent. The build is slender and only the dress can strengthen it.

He stands up and in a peremptory tone begins to talk to his guests.

“Twelve people. The perfect number for a séance”, He begins using a wire hoarse and baritone voice. “In order to get in touch with mediumistic entities and convince them to show themselves to all of us, a medium is needed. Tonight I will ask Marie Paudler to join me on the throne” Says Hanussen. The woman, slightly tipsy, lets herself be seduced by the man's magnetic charm and with his help climbs onto the table to sit on the gilded armchair. Hanussen hands her a crystal ball and shakes it before his eyes. Almost immediately, the man falls into catalepsy and begins muttering incomprehensible phrases in an unknown language. Then, the man emits guttural sounds and indulges in shudders as if he were feeling very bad.
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The prescient


[image: image]




“Flames. I see high flames here near us. A palace. In Berlin”. A young National Socialist feels his heart beating faster in his chest. His name is Adolf and he thinks he knows what building it is. The prescient continues his performance. “England, France, Russia and America will be the enemies against which the great Germany will have to fight. We need to be very careful with each of these countries. Their political and military leaders must be misled, deceived, flattered and used. Every military and psychological means is legitimate to realize the shattered dream of the reconstruction of the great Germany”.

The prince of Prussia, William, together with his friend Elard Kurt Maria Fürchtegott von Oldemburg-Januschau, Count Fassbänder and his lady and Prince von Reuss zu Köstritz, imperial secretary of the German embassy, ​​startled. I was warned that the private show in the Hall of Silence was going to be sensational but that performance is far beyond their expectations.

The prescient appears dripping with sweat on his face, with a look that none of them has ever seen in the face of any human being and that resembles that of some beasts prey to the most bestial instincts. Marie Paudler is in a kind of hypnotic trance and does not notice anything that is happening in front of her eyes. Turning her head back and staring into space, she holds in her hand the glass sphere that had been brought to her by Hanussen.
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