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  WHAT A WORLD!




  Let’s drop through winter clouds one night in the Year of the Snake, until London takes shape on the ground. From here, it’s just a million points of light like the

  stars above. The River Thames divides the city. She may look like a glistening black serpent, but appearances can be deceptive at this hour. Pleasure cruisers are moored along the banks, while

  tourists from every country on this earth are tucked up in hotels for miles both north and south.




  Sail in closer and the streets emerge, with terraced rows and high-rise blocks providing order to the tangle. Monuments and landmarks are bathed in floodlight – from Buckingham Palace to

  Nelson’s Column – and form a pattern of their own. The London Eye may not turn until day cracks over the eastern skyline, but the big wheel makes the British capital look like an urban

  fairground.




  Here, in these upper reaches, the chill is enough to freeze the blood. So, despite the attractions and distractions, it’s time to plunge on towards a quarter at the heart of this

  metropolis. Within it lies a warren of side streets marked out from the rest by strings of paper lanterns and blinking neon dragons. A low fog may have crept out from the river, but swoop in

  quickly and we’ll catch up with a small boy, careering over the cobblestones.




  For this is London’s Chinatown, and the kid is running for his life.




  His name is Yoshi. He’s thirteen years old, oriental on one side or the other, and soon that’s about all he’ll be able to say about himself. This boy may have a bright future

  ahead of him, but his past is set to become a mystery.




  Behind him, an unseen force is closing in swiftly. Yoshi sprints through the deserted market now, upturning pushcarts and poultry cages. Must. Get. Away. He urges himself between

  breaths. Can’t. Go. Back. He dares to glance over his shoulder. There’s nothing to see but a soupy fog, which quickly begins to stir and draw in on itself. The boy

  doesn’t need to hang around to know what’s about to push through it. He snaps his attention ahead once more, only to barrel right into a stack of empty packing boxes . . .

  Ooomph! The stack collapses around him, but he’s up on his feet and into a side alley before the last box hits the ground.




  Now what’s this? His first impression is of a cut-throat kind of cut-through, but at least from here Yoshi can catch his breath and let his eyes adjust. He presses against one

  wall, head up high as he gulps the air. Seconds later, a shadow stretches across the street he’s just left behind. Struggling not to squeak, Yoshi turns to make his escape – and finds

  himself face to face with a very dead end.




  On one side he makes out a laundry, shuttered for the night, and further up a backroom kitchen with bins outside too full for Yoshi to climb into and hide. The door to the kitchen is ajar,

  however. The boy creeps towards it, on tiptoes now. Hot steam billows through the gap, with a light shining brightly inside. There’s a chef at work in there, but the chop knife in his hand

  persuades our boy not to trespass in a bid to save his own skin. Instead, he creeps on by with his breath well bated. There’s nothing beyond but darkness, but at least he can be sure that

  he’s hidden from sight. Until, that is, Yoshi takes one step too far into the gloom, and causes several pigeons to flock into the air.




  “There you are, child!”




  With his heart in his throat, Yoshi spins to see a figure take shape at the mouth of the alley: a bull of a man in a long white mink coat. Beneath his furrowed brow both eyes are tight on the

  boy. His nostrils flare, and he takes a slow step forward. Yoshi backs away. A cry dies in his throat as he connects with the far wall, only to gasp when his heel finds a drop just in front.

  Crouching among weeds now, he uncovers a grille of some sort: old iron bars buckled apart at the centre. If he breathes in deeply, he thinks to himself, the gap might just be wide enough for

  someone his size to squeeze through. Lowering himself out of sight, the boy hears the man’s idle chuckling turn into a mystified growl, followed by thunderous footfalls.




  The space he’s in down here feels no bigger than a coffin, and that’s precisely what the poor boy believes it’ll become when two baleful eyes appear above the bars.




  “Show yourself, little worm! Let’s make this easy for us both.”




  “Get away from me!” In desperation Yoshi wriggles from a meaty paw. The litter that has gathered down here is damp and stinky, but the boy is prepared to bury himself in it to avoid

  being hauled out. “Do you hear me?” he cries out again. “You can go to hell!”




  “Come and finish the programme like a good boy!” this fearsome figure bellows. “Let’s make this easy for us both.”




  “I’d sooner die than go back again!”




  Yoshi twists and turns until his pursuer quits trying to grab him. Glancing up, the boy catches sight of him reaching inside his mink instead.




  “So be it,” the brute sighs, sounding genuinely sorry up there. “If I can’t put the squeeze on you then maybe this can . . .” What he draws from his pocket

  strikes terror into the boy: a snake, tail-first, and a long one, too. Hand over hand he uncoils this scaly rope, until a diamond-shaped head clears his coat with a hiss, and a forked

  tongue flicks towards the boy. “It’s a vintage year for you, my pretty. And Yoshi here would like to help you celebrate it!”




  Panic-stricken, the boy tucks tightly into his pit. At the same time, he senses that the floor feels unsteady. It’s a sheet of corrugated iron, he realises, which is sagging with his

  weight where it meets the wall. Yoshi barely has time to take in the points of light breaking out as the sheet dips further still. What he can’t ignore is the sight of the snake coiling

  around the bars, slowly invading his hiding space. It hisses again, so close to his face now that it might be whispering to him. All Yoshi can do is shut his eyes, praying that the embrace he can

  expect from it will finish him off quickly.




  “You have a key to this city,” the man growls. “If I cannot unlock what is mine, then you must take it to your grave.”




  “No!”




  “Hey, mister!” Another voice cuts in, causing the man in the mink to stand tall and spin around. He still has the snake in his grip, however, and its eyes seem to pop out on stalks

  at this sudden exit from the pit.




  “The restaurant is closed. What’s your business outside my kitchen?”




  The chef! thinks Yoshi, but there’s nothing left in his lungs to cry out for help. He sees his pursuer slip him a murderous glance, and then turn to explain himself:




  “I’m catching rats,” he offers. “Slippery ones.”




  “With a snake?” says the chef, suspiciously.




  “It’s a new form of fishing,” the brute replies, sounding less sure of himself now. “You just cast your snake into the drains and wait for a bite, so to speak. You should

  try it,” he suggests, with yet another glance at the boy watching through the bars. “In fact, you should’ve seen the one that got away just now.”




  The chef considers his story silently for a beat, clearly not buying a word of it. “Mister,” he says finally, “any rats around here get their tails chopped off by me. The same

  applies to snakes if I find them lurking outside my kitchen, and that means human snakes, too, if you get my drift. Now scram, before I call out the boys from my backroom. They don’t like to

  be disturbed from their card games, especially by sneak thieves.”




  “I’m not here to rob you! This is urban angling.”




  “Sure it is. Now, I’m going to count to three, mister. What’s it to be?”




  The man in the mink considers things for a moment, and then sighs heavily. From the pit, Yoshi sees him drape the snake around his neck, and then loop it like a scarf to keep out the cold.

  “Maybe I’ll wait on the street,” he grumbles, before making his reluctant retreat. “My rat’s going to have to make a break for it some time.”




  “You do that,” the chef agrees, sounding more relaxed now. “And tell your robber friends that anyone caught around here after dark is likely to lose fingers!”




  Yoshi doesn’t breathe out until he’s sure that his pursuer has left the alley. He draws the air in deeply, and then promptly holds it in his lungs when the chef appears above the

  buckled vent again. Yoshi can’t understand a word he’s muttering to himself, but the chop knife in his hand gives out an unmistakeable message. His apron is spattered with blood, as is

  the blade that he swipes through the shadows now. If this crazed-looking cook is hoping to connect with cornered vermin, he comes close to a big surprise. Finally, with what sounds to the boy like

  a curse, he gives up and returns to his kitchen.




  It’s over, thinks Yoshi to himself, still shaken to the core by what he’s just been through. The man in the mink might be lurking at the alley mouth, but the boy knows he

  has the time and space now to find a way over the wall and up onto the safety of the rooftops. He reaches up to climb out of the pit, not knowing whether to whoop or weep at his lucky escape.

  Popping his head through the bars, he’s delighted to find the coast is clear. He savours the cold night air, his first taste of freedom . . . and promptly takes it down into the depths as the

  pit floor drops away.
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  WELCOME, YOSHI




  Am I in the underworld? This is Yoshi’s first thought when he comes to his senses. If he is, then it stinks to high heaven and has cooked him up an infernal

  headache. He wiggles his toes and fingers, slowly reconnecting with himself, and then braves opening his eyes. His vision swims. The light in here is an eerie red, but the roof through which he

  fell looks quite solid. A line of hinges suggests it might be some kind of trap door, like the sort of device employed by a stage magician to make an audience member vanish. The only thing missing

  is a mattress to cushion the fall. Instead, Yoshi’s sprawled on top of bin bags reeking of rotten fish. Without them, he would’ve broken bones. Then again, a hard landing might have

  kept him out for the count a little longer. Given the dreadful stench, it almost seems preferable. Even smelling salts wouldn’t have roused him this quickly, which might explain why

  he feels so fragile.




  Wincing now, Yoshi lifts himself onto his elbows. He touches his head, just to check it isn’t cracked like an eggshell, and looks around feeling dazed and very confused. Three walls are

  made from brick and crumbling mortar, but the one behind him is solid steel. In the centre is a hatch with a flywheel. Above it, on a bracket, he spies a closed-circuit camera with a light on top.

  The camera, poised like some river bird stalking its prey, is aimed directly at him. Slowly, Yoshi clambers to his feet. The camera lifts a notch accordingly. Testing it now, the boy steps to one

  side, and again the camera keeps him in the frame.




  Yoshi pulls a face, daring the lens to do likewise. The camera simply swivels, as if taken aback by his behaviour, and then the red light on top turns to amber. Next, a rumbling sound builds

  behind the steel wall. Yoshi backs into the brickwork behind him, wishing his head would stop hammering so he can think clearly.




  The noise grows louder still, then halts abruptly with a thump. With nowhere to run or hide, all Yoshi can do is watch as the flywheel begins to turn. The light switches to green, causing him to

  catch his breath. And, with a squeak from the poor boy as well as from the hinges, the hatch pops open.




  “Ahoy!” comes a voice from inside, sounding polished and noble like an old-school swashbuckler. The light from within is so strong that Yoshi is forced to shield his eyes.

  Next a silhouette forms out of the glare, dipping through the hatch to join him in the cellar. Under the green bulb, it’s clear that this apparition is human and no older than Yoshi. If his

  entrance had startled Yoshi then his outfit leaves him speechless. The breeches and bandanna certainly make the boy look like some kind of pirate. The roller blades, however, suggest something

  altogether more theatrical.




  “The name’s Billy,” he says, looking down his nose at Yoshi. “Billy No-Beard, on account of the fact that I can’t grow one yet. I keep trying,” he points out,

  and strokes his top lip, “but savages like you think it’s clever to call me Billy Bum-Fluff.”




  “I see,” says Yoshi, and rubs his eyes just to check he isn’t still out for the count. “I’ll call you whatever you like if you can tell me what I’m doing

  here.”




  “I recommend a rest,” says Billy next. “I’ve just watched you flee across half of London.”




  “You have?” Yoshi frowns, unsure what to make of all this. He can dimly recall racing through the night, and some drama in an alley, but anything before that is lost in the mist of

  his mind. Nervously, he runs a palm over his head. There’s a bump back there so big it could slow traffic.




  “You’re pretty nimble for a landlubber, but you could’ve given that big oaf the slip much earlier. Whenever you’re in a tight spot, it’s always worth looking down

  to find a way out. What did he want with you, anyway?”




  Yoshi opens his mouth to explain everything, and then freezes. He looks mystified, at himself mostly. “I don’t know,” he says finally. “I can’t remember.”




  “So what’s your name?”




  Again, the boy pauses, searching his memory for something. Anything. “I . . . I forget.”




  “What’s with the dog tags?” Billy rolls forward, and draws his visitor’s attention to the chain around his neck. Inspecting the nickel plates, Billy pinches them both

  between his fingers as if estimating their value. “Says here you’re Yoshi. Yoshi 5.”




  “It does?” Yoshi is as surprised to discover he’s wearing two tags as he is to learn he has a number as well as a name. He finds the plates with his fingers, and looks down his

  nose to examine them. Several digits are engraved on the second plate, he discovers: an eleven and a twenty-three.




  “What’s that all about then, Yoshi 5?”




  “Search me.” The boy spreads his palms wide. “I’m totally lost.”




  “Then allow me to conduct a short tour.” With a swaggering spin, Billy No-Beard returns to the open hatch. “Don’t be scared. You’re safe as houses inside this

  tub.”




  Cautiously, Yoshi steps over the threshold and into the blinding light. With his head still throbbing, it actually hurts to look around, but it seems he’s in a corridor lined with plumbing

  pipes and pressure gauges, air vents and bare wires. The metal decking clanks with every step, while his roller-blading guide rumbles on noisily ahead.




  “Mind your head,” warns Billy as he sweeps left and hops through an open hatchway, though there’s no danger of Yoshi connecting with the pipes.




  Even if he did, the boy thinks to himself, it couldn’t make his headache much worse. “Where am I?” he asks.




  Billy is waiting for him, one boot tipped onto the toe brake. “This is the Galley, where I do the cooking.”




  Yoshi scans the surfaces and sink. “What about washing up?” he asks, unable to ignore the piles of dirty pots, dishes and half-finished noodle cartons.




  “It’s a problem,” agrees Billy, only to move on before Yoshi can press him to explain what a place like this is doing way below street level. “Over there is the canteen,

  and through these doors here is the central ladder. It’ll take you to the showers, which it seems you badly need,” he adds, wrinkling his nose. “The sleeping quarters are on the

  same floor, while the lower level houses the Engine Room. It’s totally self-powered and blast-proof, with no reason to shut down for centuries. I believe she’s been producing light,

  power and hot water for over twenty years now. I’d show you round myself but I’ve only just laced on my wheels for the day. Unless you want to give me a piggyback down two flights and

  back again, you’ll just have to take my word for it: this old tub is entirely shipshape.”




  “Are we in a submarine?”




  “Don’t be silly. We’re smack bang under the heart of London. Ask me something sensible. You do have questions, don’t you?”




  “Erm, lots actually,” says Yoshi, still amazed that such a space could even exist. He looks up, hoping for an explanation, but his guide has gone again.




  “Keep up, Yoshi 5! As you can see I am way behind on domestic duties!”




  The boy pops his head back into the central corridor, sees Billy turning circles at the far end before vanishing into another room. With a sigh Yoshi heads in his direction, trying hard to

  ignore the nagging sense that he is not alone down here with his guide. It’s the way the hairs on his neck have started to needle that makes him think he’s being watched. Nursing the

  back of his head still, he wonders when his memory will stop swimming with so many question marks.




  “Will you please slow down and tell me what’s going on!” he demands, finally catching up with his skate-happy guide. In response Billy turns to face him, and then simply steps

  to one side. What Yoshi sees still doesn’t explain why he’s here, but it’s enough to stop him in his tracks.




  “Oh boy,” he declares. “It’s mission control.”




  The room is filled with monitors and radars, arranged in rows and facing a big screen on the far wall. There are complicated-looking control panels at each post. Some are blinking wildly, and

  walkie-talkie chatter can be heard from a speaker somewhere.




  “This is the Bridge,” says Billy with a note of pride. “The command post on our humble bucket.”




  The equipment looks very old indeed, but everything appears to be working fine. Yoshi scans all the monitors, in awe at the sheer scale of the space. Some screens switch between shots of

  fog-bound street corners and junctions, plazas and station entrances, while others are frozen on what looks like the same video game.




  “Do you play?” asks Billy, stepping up to one monitor now, and offering him the handset. “We’ve got beat-’em-ups, drive-’em-ups, shoot-’em-ups,

  boot-’em-ups, sing-’em-ups and stealth-’em-ups. You’ll find every kind of up down here, in fact. But I warn you, I’m hot when I’m on a roll. I’m

  Lord of the Light Gun Game and the Virtual Skate Czar, natch.” He studies his nails, buffs them on his shirt. “What do you say? Let me challenge you to a round of High Seas 4:

  Storm Warning.”




  “I don’t want to play games!” insists Yoshi, his patience thinning. “Just tell me how I can get out.”




  Billy No-Beard seems surprised at his response. He tips his head to one side, as if perhaps that might help him understand Yoshi better. “Just a quick round?” he suggests, lifting an

  eyebrow hopefully.




  “No!”




  “I’ll let you go first.”




  “This is ridiculous,” Yoshi declares, and winces as his skull tells him to keep a lid on the volume. He touches one temple, his memory still blank as the moment he came round on a

  bed of bin bags. “Right now my whole life feels like it’s been turned upside down.”




  “Then welcome to our world, Yoshi 5.”




  The boy looks up smartly, if only to confirm that what’s just been said hasn’t come from Billy.




  “There’s someone behind me,” he suggests, appealing to his guide to help him out, “isn’t there?”




  With his lips flattened white, Billy simply motions with his finger for Yoshi to turn around. It’s been a night of surprises for the boy, but finding several dozen urchins standing in a

  crescent at his heels is enough to make him jump. What’s more, in the middle stands a striking old man who must’ve appeared in a puff of smoke. He’s wearing a long and colourful

  patchwork coat, and his hair and beard are as wild as they are white. With his broad nose and brow, Yoshi is reminded of some wise and stately lion. Judging by the wrinkles that bracket his china

  blue eyes, he could be one hundred years old or more.




  “You’ve come a long way,” the man says with a smile. “We’re delighted you could drop in!”
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  OUR KIND OF MAGIC




  “Who on earth are you?” asks Yoshi, his surprise overshadowing all fear.




  The man steps forward and offers his hand. He’s beaming at the boy now, pleased with what he sees. “My name is Julius. Julius Grimaldi.”




  “Pleased to meet you, sir,” says Yoshi, remembering his manners, if nothing else.




  “Oh, no need to be so formal! Just call me Julius, and we shall call you Yoshi. We’ll even do away with that number of yours to help you feel at home. If you’re as lost as you

  look, consider us your new family.”




  “Thank you,” says Yoshi, taken aback by such hospitality, “but I really should be returning to wherever it is I’ve come from.”




  The old man seems genuinely surprised. “You’re free to leave, as is everyone, but it can be a jungle up there. We find that kids who stumble upon us tend to be in need of some

  shelter for a while. You might as well stick around until your head feels a bit better. Make yourself comfortable, dear boy. If there’s anything you need, I’m sure we can conjure it

  up.”




  “Are you a wizard?” blurts Yoshi, and immediately wishes that he hadn’t when the boys and girls behind him giggle and titter among themselves. None of them look like

  apprentices, he realises belatedly, even though the man is dressed like some master magician. Apart from Billy No-Beard, most are sporting worn-out skate gear, hippy rags, chopped up punk haircuts

  and army surplus accessories. It’s a strange combination, almost tribal, but somehow he feels safe in their company.




  “Don’t believe everything you read in books,” says Julius, chuckling to himself. “If I could cast a spell do you think I’d be stuck here? Those bars you squeezed

  through are wide enough for skinny-ribbed kids maybe, but it would take a miracle for a man of my size to climb out of there.”




  “You make it sound like you’re a prisoner,” says Yoshi.




  Julius smiles at the suggestion. “I have my own ways of escaping,” is all he adds. “Besides, dear boy, it doesn’t matter where you’re holed up. The mind is

  always free to roam.”




  At this, one of the kids in the background rolls his eyes and circles a finger around his temple. Yoshi tries hard not to giggle, but it’s enough for the old man to surface from his

  thoughts. He looks a little bashful, as if perhaps he knows he’s alone with this outlook on life, and then recovers to step back with a flourish.




  “By way of introduction,” he announces, beaming down at the rag-tag pack, “why don’t you all show our guest your kind of magic?”




  Even before he has stepped aside, a plume of emerald-green flame shoots up from the open doorway. Yoshi jumps with a start and shields his face. When he dares to look again, a thick mist has

  enveloped the room – and yet none of the kids have scattered.




  In fact, they all appear to be floating some centimetres above the ground.




  “Hey!” he cries, looking up and around for an explanation. “How are they doing that?”




  Julius Grimaldi is standing away from them now, with Billy still sulking at his side. “My crew like to make an impression,” says Julius proudly. As he speaks, the hovering band of

  kids with him spreads out, until Yoshi is entirely surrounded. He turns in amazement, giddy with shock, stunned all the more when they begin to switch fireballs over his head. He wheels around,

  barely able to take it all in, even when Julius commands them to stop.




  “The boy’s been through enough for one night,” he tells them. “Give him some space now.”




  With a gentle patter of feet, this circle of angels comes back to earth. Yoshi continues to turn, staring in amazement at one kid after another. It really is too much for his head to take in,

  from the bump in the cellar to the spectacle he’s just witnessed before his very own eyes.




  “I think I should lie down,” he says weakly, and begins to spin out completely. This time, however, someone is there to catch him when he falls.




  During the 1980s, when today’s adults were school-kids, the world lived under threat of total war. Nuclear bombs were the weapon of choice, designed to wipe out millions

  with a single blast. Thankfully, it never happened. Even so, government leaders and army generals in every country made preparations to protect themselves and survive – just in case one side

  or the other tried to turn the earth into a smouldering lump of space rock. First of all, they made a big show of their weaponry, like that would calm the situation. Then they built

  themselves bunkers – underground command posts where they could take cover if it all kicked off. Mercifully, everyone woke up to the fact it would be a conflict nobody could win, and

  concentrated instead on sorry-looking hairstyles and get-rich quick schemes.




  As for the bunkers, many were simply boarded up and forgotten over time. Such was the pace of development on the surface that these reinforced hideaways became lost to the world above: just

  another leftover from a bygone age. But like any fossil, buried in seams underground, there will always be someone with an interest in uncovering the past.




  For an urban explorer by the name of Julius Grimaldi, the discovery of one such space below London must’ve been like striking gold.




  To the untrained eye, the vent Julius had uncovered at the dead end of the alley seemed unremarkable. What persuaded him to investigate was the military blueprint in his possession, and a

  desperate need to keep it out of the wrong hands. He may have been younger at the time, but nowhere near as slight as Billy or that strange troupe in there with him. For any grown up, the squeeze

  between the bars would’ve been an almighty challenge. Nobody willingly forced themselves through such a narrow space that they suffered cracked ribs in the process, so Julius must’ve

  known there was no going back. Then again, like all the ragamuffins and runaways who would come and go while they could, the safety on offer was worth more to him than anything in the world.




  Right now, many years after Julius first claimed this space for London’s lost children, this very same bunker is home to a new arrival. There he is in the Sick Bay on the

  second floor, down opposite the sleeping quarters. With a flutter, his eyes open. He blinks, and slowly focuses on the presence watching over him.




  “Yoshi’s with us once more,” says Billy No-Beard. “Let’s hope some sleep has persuaded him to find his feet on the dance mat. I had to take my blades off so I could

  carry him down the ladder, so a quick game of Shake It All Over is the least he can do for me now.” Billy’s comment is met with a sigh, followed by a playful cuff

  around the head. “That hurt!” he cries out, and glares across at a lad with spiked red hair and a nose ring.




  Vaguely, Yoshi recognises him from the welcoming party that had gone on to take his breath away. He strains to lift his head from the pillow, thinking perhaps he might glimpse feathery wings

  between his shoulder blades.




  “Play nice, Mikhail,” says Billy, repositioning his bandanna now. “It’s the first rule of gaming. Respect your opponent, win or lose.”




  “Billy, go tell Julius that Yoshi has come round, and then fix up a bowl of won ton soup.” Every word that leaves Mikhail’s mouth sounds like it has been clipped and put

  through a roller. He has an ice-cold accent that leaves Yoshi thinking of old spy movies. “Our comrade here needs nourishing food to get strong again. Not stupid games.”




  “Stupid?” Billy covers his mouth, shocked to the core, it seems. “How dare you talk about gaming like that? You’re only bitter because you were begging for mercy

  last time we played Fencing Master Mayhem.”




  “Just find old Julius,” says Mikhail, more forcefully this time. “There is a time for games, and a time for you to vanish.” He jabs a thumb at the door. “Why

  don’t you practise your disappearing act?”




  “OK, OK, I’m going. There’s no need to be so rude!” Flushing angrily, Billy No-Beard breaks for the central stairwell. “Mikhail is from Siberia,” he says to

  Yoshi on the way out, like that will explain everything – and not just his thick Russian accent. “It’s a cruel and savage place, by all accounts.”




  Billy turns and slams the hatch behind him. Mikhail shrugs, but Yoshi has just one question on his mind.




  “How did you guys do that thing?” he asks.




  Mikhail wrinkles his nose, making the ring through it twinkle under the lights. “What thing is that?” he asks, clearly playing with Yoshi. “You mean levitating?”




  “What else! It isn’t every day I see a whole bunch of people hover in the air.”




  “Don’t believe everything you see, Yoshi.”




  “But you lifted off the ground and span around until I saw stars!”




  “I’m sorry if we shocked you. Judging by the narrow escape you made last night, it’s clear you’d been through a lot.” Mikhail comes forward to inspect Yoshi’s

  head. “That bump is a beauty.”




  Yoshi feels for the bruise and winces. “It’s unlike me to take such a bad tumble,” he says.




  “Yeah? Why is that?”




  Yoshi frowns, looking at a point between them. “Do you know what? I can’t remember.”




  “Maybe you were just unlucky,” Mikhail suggests. “Who was that guy chasing you, anyhow? The one with the big white fur coat and the pocketful of surprises?”




  Yoshi stares at him blankly, then shakes his head.




  “You really have lost all memory,” sighs the Russian boy. “Julius has high hopes it’ll all come back to you soon. He was the one who first spotted you on the

  screens, in fact. Making a dash from Piccadilly Circus. Personally, I didn’t think you’d make it with that beast breathing down your neck. The way you escaped impressed us all. It

  proved you can survive by your wits. It means you’ll fit in nicely, if you choose to stay.”




  Yoshi looks at the ceiling light, trying hard to tune back into whatever it is he left behind in the world above. “Maybe I should just report myself missing to the police,” he

  suggests. “Someone must be wondering where I am.”




  “There’s certainly one individual who’d be pleased to see you, but judging from last night I doubt he has your best interests at heart.”




  “But what about family? I must have one somewhere.”




  “In this city,” says Mikhail with a sigh, “Missing Persons posters go up every day. Believe me, a lot of us like to keep one eye on them. It’s our way of knowing if

  anyone is out there looking for us.”




  “Like parents?” asks Yoshi, perking up now.




  Mikhail shrugs. “Mostly we’re not wanted, but if your face does happen to show up you’ll be the first to know. For the moment, though, you’re safer down here with

  us.”




  “So who are you?” asks Yoshi, sitting up now. “More importantly,” he mutters to himself, “who am I?”




  Mikhail shrugs again, snaps his fingers and a deck of cards appear miraculously in his hand. “Let me read your mind,” he says, grinning now. He fans the pack face out and lets Yoshi

  see them for himself. “Take a card,” he offers. “Don’t show me, but focus on it hard. Let me pick up on your thoughts. It might even tell us some surprises about

  you.”




  Yoshi frowns suspiciously, but does as he is told. He selects the ace of clubs, but doesn’t blink or betray any sign that Mikhail might detect.




  “What now?” he asks.




  “Return it to the pack. Anywhere you like.” With the card handed back as requested, the Russian boy sets about cutting the deck at random. Finally, he spreads all fifty-two cards

  into a fan, studies them for a blink, and causes one to wiggle outwards. “The ace of clubs.” He turns it to show the boy. “Is this the one you picked?”




  Yoshi looks from Mikhail to the card and back to him again. “OK, so how did you do that?”




  Mikhail pockets the deck. “First rule of street magic,” he says. “Never pull the same trick twice. The first time, people want to be amazed. Second time, suspicion takes over.

  You need to leave them spellbound, not wise to your ways.”




  “Are you suggesting I’m supposed to learn this stuff?”




  “Another good reason to stick around!” Mikhail pauses to help him off the bed and onto his feet. “Every kid who can fit through the bars goes out with the tricks of the trade.

  Old Julius doesn’t have much time for our kind of magic. Even so, he knows it’s a sure-fire way to earn some pennies from the tourist hotspots around town. He supplies the shelter. We

  bring in the food and the charts or whatever it is he requests.”




  “Has he really been down here for years?” Yoshi climbs from his sick bed, testing his balance before standing freely.




  “Since before any of us can remember,” says Mikhail. “He has probably done more to map the city under the surface than any other urban explorer.”




  Yoshi looks at him quizzically. “So he isn’t trapped inside the bunker?”




  “The military fitted bars above the entrance when they’d finished with it. With everyone out, I don’t suppose they saw much point in sealing up the emergency exit.” He

  jabs a thumb over his shoulder at a steel plate in the wall. “If the generals and their staff ever needed to make a hasty getaway, they’d simply climb into the chute behind there and

  slide their way to freedom. Julius has given up using it. The clamber back to the top makes his bones ache, but we use it to come and go.”




  “Where does it lead?” asks Yoshi.




  “That’s classified information,” replies Mikhail playfully, and taps his nose to show how top secret it must be. “Let’s just say there might be a military

  monorail that leads to an airport out of the city. If the general public knew about that, it wouldn’t be a secret any more.”




  “There’s no such thing,” protests Yoshi. “Is there?”




  “According to Julius, the line has collection points under the Houses of Parliament, government ministries and the Palace, in case the important people needed to get out of town in a

  hurry. But like so many levels under London, it’s no longer in use. Nobody goes down there any more, apart from us.”




  “Isn’t that trespassing?” suggests Yoshi.




  “Who’s going to catch us?” asks Mikhail. “As far as the military are concerned, the tunnels and this bunker are history. They’ve found other ways to blow their

  budgets on bigger, better toys. But for us, it’s everything we need. So long as this hatch is sealed from the inside, nobody can get in. The only way in from street level is through the bars,

  and no adult can hope to squeeze between that gap. For kids like us that means a lot,” he says to finish, “to some more than others.”




  “I think it must mean a great deal to you,” says Yoshi, when the boy drops his gaze for a moment.




  “All of us have run away from something,” says Mikhail eventually, “just like you.”




  Yoshi nods, wishing he could make sense of his arrival. This time, an image flashes across his mind’s eye: a man in a white mink coat, searching the streets for something.




  What’s weird is that it doesn’t feel like a memory. Yoshi had torn through darkness and fog to escape this guy. And yet the impression he has now is so bright it flares just like the

  sunshine he can see on the brute’s bald dome. It’s like a clip of some sort that could be playing out right now, somewhere on the surface of the city.




  Yoshi furrows his brow, concentrating harder, only for the picture to pop into little pieces as fast as it had formed. He shakes his head as if to clear it, finds his new friend once more, and

  puts the moment down to the big bump on his head.




  “I know I arrived in a hurry,” he says, nursing the bruise now. “I just wish my brain would stop playing tricks so I could remember what it is I’m running

  from.”




  “All in good time,” the young Russian assures him. He chews on a thought for a moment, says finally, “Speaking of tricks, would you like me to show you how I guessed your

  card?”




  “Yes, please!”




  Mikhail produces the pack one more time, only for a siren to begin wailing through the bunker. He sighs and, with a flick of his wrist, makes the pack vanish from sight. “All hands on

  deck!” he yells over the din, and moves quickly for the door. “Little tricks like this are just the beginning, Yoshi. Here’s your chance to see what we do best.”
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  ACTION STATIONS!




  Yoshi scrambles to keep up with his new friend with the flag-red hair. Other crew members rush ahead on the stairs, all of them flocking to the upper level. By the time he

  follows Mikhail to the Bridge, there’s a kid in front of every computer screen. Billy rolls between each row. He’s sporting a headset now. It has a little microphone on a bar in front

  of his mouth. He seems very pleased to be the one barking orders.




  “Tangos on cam three, d’you copy? I say again, we have four tangos in total, approaching south from Covent Garden tube station.”




  “Roger that,” a voice crackles over the main intercom. “What are they packing?”




  Billy glances at the nearest monitor. On the screen, an overhead camera appears to be tracking a family ambling through a crowded street.




  “Tangos are wearing matching yellow windcheaters. Adult male has a video camera slung over left shoulder. Looks like adult female is wearing the bum bag. Proceed at will, copy?”




  Yoshi struggles to take it all in. Both eyes bug out, while his jaw slowly loses the fight against gravity.




  “In case the authorities happen to be listening in,” whispers Mikhail, ‘tangos’ is our code for targets. Right now, the tangos are tourists. We’ve hit the jackpot

  if they turn out to be American. They always have deep pockets. Just like the Japanese and the Swedes.”




  “Please don’t say they’re about to be robbed,” pleads Yoshi, watching the two children saunter along happily in front of their parents. They’re clearly enjoying the

  atmosphere out there. Street entertainers compete for their attention – a juggler balances a chair by its leg on the tip of his nose, while buskers belt out classic songs on anything from

  banjos to bongos and even dustbin lids. The place is bustling, colourful, but relaxed. Almost too relaxed, thinks Yoshi fretfully.




  “Just watch,” suggests Mikhail.




  The big screen at the front of the room fires up to reveal the family in close-up. On Billy’s order, the camera pulls back. It brings some street punk into the frame – hands in

  pockets, whistling to himself – who tags behind the woman.




  “Bravo Team Leader, you’re clear to go on my word.” Billy glides by Yoshi now. “Your soup will have to wait, kiddo,” he tells him, covering his mouthpiece for a

  moment. Yoshi is about to declare that it’s too late – for this whole affair is leaving a bad taste in his mouth, but already Billy has swung back around to the big screen. “Go,

  go, go!” he yells by way of command. “This is not a drill!”




  At once the street punk’s hands dart forward. It’s a blur on the monitor, but then he breaks away and it’s clear to Yoshi that he’s clutching a wedge of passports.




  “Bum bag located,” the punk confirms over the intercom, picking through his find as he melts into the crowd. “The goose just laid four fine, golden

  eggs.”




  “No!” yells Yoshi. “This is wrong!”




  Nobody turns to face him except for Billy, who scowls over the monitors.




  “There’s more to this than meets the eye,” Mikhail assures Yoshi. “There always is, with us.”




  On the screen, the street punk appears to have finished going through the passports. Yoshi watches him double back to rejoin the family, walking close behind the woman again. Another blur of

  hands, and when he breaks away this time, the passports have gone.




  “Eggs returned to the nest,” he confirms over the intercom. “Will regroup with Bravo Team immediately.”




  “Good work, Team Leader,” says Billy. “Here’s hoping we can hatch the eggs without a hitch. Bravo Team, are you ready?”




  “Copy, Billy. We have a visual now. Tangos are on their way.”




  With a crackle of white noise, the main screen switches shots. This time, it focuses on a motley crew of kids hanging around bollards where the street meets a square. The pickpocket that Yoshi

  has just been watching walks into the frame. He joins the pack, who gather round for a brief moment and then break apart like someone has just dropped a bad smell. A second later, the family

  appear. They slow to a halt – confronted, it seems, by a question from one of the kids.




  “What’s going on?” asks Yoshi, upon which the kid draws a deck of cards from thin air, just as Mikhail had. He fans the deck effortlessly, and shows it to the family. They look

  hesitant, but this scamp has a winning grin. It’s enough for the father to overcome his reluctance and pick a card. He shows it to his wife and children, all of them pulling faces like this

  will never work, and then returns it to the pack.




  “The kid you’re observing is one of our best. Not only has he bet that he can correctly guess the card, when he shows it to them it’s going to have their names and birth dates

  miraculously scrawled across it.”




  “Maybe he could do the same for me,” mutters Yoshi, sensing some kind of trick take shape. “I could certainly use the information.”




  “There’s plenty of time for that.” Mikhail touches a finger to his lips. “You’re missing a master class here. You’ll note he’s involving the whole

  family in this trick. Working the crowd is far more effective than focusing on one person. It makes individuals less likely to question what they’re seeing for fear of ridicule from the

  others. We like to call it our weapon of mass delusion.”




  Yoshi watches the street kid shuffle the pack, pinpoint a card as if following some higher instinct, and then face it to the family. This time, they respond as if he’s just flashed them a

  glimpse of tomorrow’s headlines. They turn to each other in amazement, their mouths forming perfect circles, while the kid stows the cards, dusts his hands and holds out his palm

  expectantly.




  Yoshi only has to see the money cross this punk’s palm to realise what he has just witnessed here, and can’t help but be impressed.




  “That was so cool,” he says, watching the family move on with smiles painted wide across their faces. As soon as their backs are turned, the kid lifts his attention to the camera and

  gives the thumbs up. All around Yoshi, the boys and girls at their monitors begin to whoop, cheer and swap high-fives. All except one eagle-eyed lad near the front, who stabs a button near his

  screen so his voice comes across the intercom.




  “Cops on cam five, Bravo Team, approaching from the Strand. They’ll want to know why you’re not at school, my friends, so time to make yourselves scarce.”




  “Roger that. Returning to base.”




  Gradually, the jubilant buzz on the Bridge returns to a workmanlike drone. As the kids begin to move around, returning to posts and positions, Mikhail leads Yoshi to one side. “What

  you’ve just seen is street magic in action.”




  “I’m impressed,” says Yoshi. “But it’s hardly magic.”




  “That’s because you saw how it was done. Through the eyes of that family, what happened defied all reason, but we know it’s just a deception.”




  Yoshi can’t help but look a little downcast. “Don’t you feel guilty?”




  Mikhail draws air between his teeth, thinking through the question. “It’s tough to accept that what you see is just a trick,” he says finally. “Everyone wants to believe

  that there is more to this life, after all. We’re simply in the business of suggesting that dreams can come true.”




  “Well, if you put it like that,” says Yoshi, though it’s clear to Mikhail that his new friend has some reservations.




  “Before we showed up, those tourists were practically sleepwalking through their visit to London! We just gave them a little wake up call, and brightened up their stay. Even better, we got

  paid for it. So, everyone is happy.”




  “Hey,” says Yoshi, enjoying the sales pitch now. “You’ve won me over.”




  “It’s all about preparation,” says Mikhail. “Thanks to this camera network we can carry out some of the greatest feats in the history of illusion. We have Billy to thank

  for that. He’s the one who restored the feed from New Scotland Yard’s traffic cams, and set up the firewall so our computer system is invisible to them. With an eye on every street in

  the West End and the surrounding area, we’re talking big business. Sometimes we’ll make a few pennies from an operation like that. Other times it can amount to a small fortune. It all

  depends on the trick and the tourist.”




  “And this is what you do, day in and day out?”




  “Like I keep saying,” grins Mikhail. “There’s more to us than meets the eye.”




  Yoshi watches the crew settle down again, wondering if things can get any more crazy, only to attract the attention of the boy in charge of operations.




  Billy No-Beard wheels across the floor, accepting instructions over the headset. “There’s no space in here for observers,” he breaks off to tell the boy. “Besides, Julius

  has just radioed in. He wants to see you in the Map Room.”




  “Where’s that?” asks Yoshi.




  “You want me to give you directions?” Billy smiles slyly. “To the Map Room?”




  “I’ll show you,” says Mikhail, shaking his head now. “Did I tell you that our cabin boy is also the resident wise guy?”




  “I’m an Executive Deck Hand,” Billy says to correct Mikhail, clearly stung by his description.




  “That’s fine,” says Yoshi, palms up, for the last thing he wants is a conflict. “Whatever you want me to call you is not a problem.”




  “And Number One Game Champ,” adds Billy as they pass, as if anyone could’ve forgotten. “Whenever you’re ready for a round, Yoshi, just say the word. I’m

  beginning to think you’re a top player who’s trying to fool me into thinking you’ve never picked up a joystick in your life.”




  “I’ve no idea what I am,” says Yoshi with a shrug. “I just hope that if my memory comes back I’ll like what I discover.”
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  DEEPER DOWN




  Mikhail reaches for the brass door knocker, and gives it a hefty whack. It seems odd to Yoshi for such an old-fashioned device to be fixed to a blast-proof steel door, but then

  nothing seems normal since he last saw daylight. In vain, the boy’s been searching his mind for some clue that might tell him who he is. All he can be certain about is that life down here

  feels somehow more secure than the life he’s left behind.




  The door to the Map Room is half open, but the boys stay out on the deck plate, awaiting a response. When it arrives, the distant, mumbled “Enter” tells Yoshi that the man

  they’ve come to see must have his mind on other matters.




  “This is where he does his thinking,” whispers Mikhail. “Shhh!”




  They’ve come down to the bunker’s lowest level. It’s really just a narrow, dimly-lit gantry that rings the Engine Room. If Yoshi turns around he can see it through the viewing

  glass: a hulking great core of riveted steelwork, pumps, flasks, switches and pressure gauges that seems to rise up from oblivion. Yoshi peers through the gaps in the deck plate. He can hear

  dripping far below, as if they’re standing over some kind of chasm. It’s almost a relief for him when they step over the threshold and into the Map Room, even if it does take them down

  a series of iron steps and onto cold flagstones.




  “So glad you’re with us again, Yoshi! I’ll be with you in a moment.”




  With no sign of the old man, Yoshi looks up and around. The walls in here are towering, with bookshelves climbing high. There are ladders on rails to reach the upper shelves, all of which are

  crammed with tomes from every age. At the very top is a skylight. Every now and then, dark spots trail across, taking shape and then peeling off from above.




  “You’re looking at pedestrians,” says Mikhail. “You must’ve walked over glass bricks in a pavement before?”




  Yoshi focuses on the square of flat light, thinking hard. “Of course,” he says. “I haven’t forgotten what it looks like up there, but if you asked me to find my way home

  I wouldn’t know where to begin.” He finds the dog tags hanging from the chain around his neck, rubs one of the plates between his fingers. “Eleven twenty-three,” he

  says to himself. “These numbers must mean something.




  “They’re too long to be a house number,” Mikhail points out, “and too short for a telephone number. You’re not old enough to play the lottery, but it might be a pin

  number for an account containing a million pounds!”




  “Do you think so?”




  “I wish so, Yoshi, but who knows? It could be anything. If it’s a code of some sort then Julius is the right man to crack it.” Mikhail crosses the floor to a large

  circular table. A candelabra stands in the centre, with a ring of wicks burning brightly. Light flickers over the paperwork strewn around it, and a chess set with a game in progress. The

  candlelight makes the pawns appear to advance as the Russian boy pores over the set, studying the next move.




  “Numbers are what makes his world go round,” says Mikhail, drumming his fingers thoughtfully on the table. “Present him with a pattern, he’ll unpick it.”




  “So where is he?”




  Mikhail nods towards the far end of this cavernous room. It goes beyond the reach of the candlelight, but as his eyes adjust Yoshi spots a passage with a dim light of its own. The bare earth

  walls are shored with timber, but the boy can’t help thinking he’s in some kind of human badger’s sett. Oil lamps hang from the joists, revealing a gallery of picture frames of

  different shapes and sizes. “When Julius filled the Map Room with his stuff, we had to dig him some more space. That’s the advantage of underground living. If you need more room to

  breathe, simply grab a spade!”




  Just then, a slanted shadow passes from the wall of the passage to the floor. The sound of someone muttering to himself grows with it, and then Julius Grimaldi appears around a corner. He seems

  puffed, like he’s come a long way, and shuffles out clutching so many scrolls that the boys offer to help without being asked.




  “No need. I can manage!” he insists, and promptly stumbles on the edge of a flagstone. The scrolls spill across the floor, one rolling to a stop at Yoshi’s feet. The boy

  crouches to collect it, and rises to find this snowy-haired oddball looking sheepish but thankful.




  “I’m not as sharp as I used to be,” he admits, as the Russian boy retrieves the other stray scrolls and begins stacking them in his arms again. “If it wasn’t for

  the likes of kind-hearted kids like Mikhail, I’d have starved to death down here. Either that or I’d have learned to enjoy the taste of stewed rat. Are you hungry, Yoshi? You must eat

  to get big and strong.”




  “Ah, I think I’ve just lost my appetite, actually.”




  “Yoshi was wondering if you could tell him what the numbers mean on that thing around his neck.” Mikhail scoops up the final scroll as he says this. He turns to give it to Julius,

  who drops the lot for a second time.




  “Good Lord,” the old man whispers, his eyes wide in awe. He stares at the nickel plates for what seems like an age. “I had no idea you were wearing tags. You’re lucky

  it’s just your memory that’s in a pickle, dear boy. I’m surprised your mind isn’t messed up, too.”




  “Really?” Yoshi slides his gaze to Mikhail, who shrugs as if the old man’s musings are beyond him. With a big sigh, he stoops to pick up the scrolls again. “All I

  remember is a chase, and a man in a white fur coat,” continues Yoshi, “but nothing more.”




  Julius nods, as if the boy’s arrival makes complete sense to him now. His focus on Yoshi sharpens so intently that Mikhail clearly thinks twice about trusting him again with the scrolls,

  because he dumps them on the table instead.




  “If I’m right,” says Julius eventually, “it’s a blessing you don’t remember anything more than that.”




  “But I want to know,” insists Yoshi. “I need to know who I am, where I’ve come from, and how I can get home again.”




  “For the sake of your safety,” insists Julius, “you really should accept our invitation to stay.”




  “I feel like you guys know more about me than I know about myself,” says Yoshi, clearly frustrated. “Maybe I should stick around in case you can tell me what’s going

  on.”




  Julius smiles kindly. “In time, it won’t seem like such a puzzle. Right now, however, all I can say is that these numbers round your neck tell me everything and nothing.”




  “So is it a code for a bank vault?” asks Mikhail. He presses his hands together in prayer. “Please say we’re millionaires.”




  “That’s for us to discover,” says Julius, and then flattens his lips behind his blizzard of a beard. “But if there’s a fortune in store for Yoshi it isn’t the

  kind you can spend. There are other kinds of riches in this world, you know?”




  Mikhail looks like he’s finding it hard to accept this. He draws breath to protest, only for the bunker air to be seized by the sound of the siren again. “Must be another

  operation,” he yells over the din, backing towards the iron stairs. “If it involves making anything vanish then I should be out there leading the team. I do the best disappearing tricks

  in the West End. Let’s go!”




  “By the time I make it to the Bridge, it’ll all be over,” Julius chuckles and waves him away. “Leave the poor boy with me. He might enjoy a tour under the

  town.”




  Yoshi remembers the emergency exit that Mikhail had shown him. “Will we be going down the chute?” he asks, blocking his ears as the siren continues to wail.




  “Goodness no! At my age, there are some things best left to the youngsters.”




  “So how do we get out of here?” asks the boy.




  “The civilised way,” says Julius, simply. “This bunker is designed to withstand a nuclear strike from the skies. The military didn’t regard moles and worms as a major

  threat, so I had my crew here cut through into the sewer below.”




  Yoshi looks at Mikhail, mystified once more. “It can be kind of gross,” the Russian boy tells him. “But as long as you don’t hit high tide, it beats travelling by tube,

  bus or car. No crowds, traffic lights or fares to be paid, either.”




  “Indeed, it’s the finest gateway into London,” adds Julius. He pauses there, distracted for a moment by the blaring siren. “Mikhail, you had better get up to the Bridge.

  Billy is capable of running the show, but without you around to keep him in check there’s bound to be a drama.”




  Mikhail turns for the stairs, pausing only to throw a brief farewell to Yoshi. “I’ll catch up with you later,” he promises. “Maybe then I can show you what’s up our

  sleeves. It’s about time you learned some proper tricks!”




  “Sure thing,” says Yoshi, wishing he could remember someone on the surface, if only so he could see the look on their face when he revealed what was down here. Then again, if he

  painted a picture of this madcap old man the chances are he’d be laughed at in disbelief. In his patchwork coat, Julius Grimaldi looked like some kind of Victorian explorer trapped in time.

  It’s an impression the boy finds hard to shake as Julius searches the shadows between two bookcases, and returns with an ancient-looking telescope.




  “Come with me, dear boy,” says Julius, ushering him towards the passageway. “It’s time we did some sightseeing.”
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  TELL ME WHAT YOU SEE




  It’s hard to keep track of time when you’re underground. Without a sun or moon to help anchor your place in the day, all you can do is go with the flow and prepare

  to be surprised when you surface.




  For Yoshi, it’s been one long string of shocks since we first fell upon him. Right now, he’s in a dusty old wine cellar that opens up over his head into a towering stone shaft. A

  series of iron rungs lead all the way to the top. High up there, a creaking old man in a flowing patchwork coat has just lifted himself onto a ledge. He makes himself as comfortable as he can on

  this narrow perch, and then peers down into the lamplight at the boy’s feet.




  “Don’t be scared, Yoshi. I’ve made the same climb every day for decades. It’s perfectly safe.”




  “I’m not frightened,” he calls up, and steps back to remind Julius what he has carted all the way here. “I’m just scared I’ll smash your telescope.”




  “Have some faith in yourself, dear boy!” Julius pauses there, and fishes out a pocket watch. “But we must act swiftly.”




  A brass cap covers the telescope lens, but Yoshi doubts that will help to protect it should he drop the thing ten metres. Oh well, he thinks, and lifts it over his shoulder, Julius

  has got me here in one piece. He must know what he’s doing.




  From the moment Yoshi had followed him out of the Map Room, Julius moved with a spring in his step. He appeared more upright and sparky, and not just because the boy had

  foolishly offered to carry the telescope. No, it was as if Yoshi’s arrival in the bunker had given the old man some kind of purpose. At the time, Yoshi had wished he would slow down, and not

  just because the weight on his shoulder was making his arm ache. Mostly it was so he could check out the spectacular gallery of charts, sketches, blueprints and engineering diagrams that lined the

  passage walls. Every one was contained in an ornate frame, like some weird exhibition of a city picked apart to the bone.




  “Is this London?” he had asked, hanging back for a better look.




  “The city under the surface,” Julius confirmed. “London underground is so much more than a rickety tube-train system and a clapped-out network of oversized Victorian plumbing.

  There are ancient burial chambers and catacombs down here, bank vaults, mine shafts, panic rooms and priest-holes. And the deeper you go, of course, the more history you uncover. The foundations

  themselves are centuries old, but the bedrock underneath has been around since the dawn of the earth.”




  “Wow. Even if I could be sure I’ve lived in London all my life, I doubt I’ve ever thought about it like that.”




  “For the people who live on street level, this subterranean world is out of sight and out of mind for good reason. What we don’t know tends to scare us, after all. A place of urban

  myth and legend, perhaps, dug up for nighttime stories to keep little ones in bed.”




  “Like the myth about the giant alligator living in the sewers?” Yoshi had suggested, which amused Julius no end. “I may not be able to remember where I heard that story, but

  everyone knows it!”




  “Do you mean the tale about the pet reptile that was flushed down the toilet when it grew too big to be kept in an apartment?”




  “Uh huh.”




  “The one about how it grew to massive proportions on account of the fertiliser that runs off the fields around London and into the water system?”




  “That’s the one!”




  “It’s no myth,” Julius had said, not smiling any more, and promptly dismissed this detour in their conversation by steering him along the gallery. “Yoshi, I have made it

  my life’s work to map the history and geography of London under the surface, but every new discovery presents another one just waiting to be explored.”




  “You must get around.” Yoshi had cast an eye along the walls, trying hard not to think about Mikhail’s mention of some short cut through the sewers.




  “Quite so, dear boy. As in life, it’s all about tracing the connections.” Julius had pointed at a chart beside the boy. “You’re looking at a cutaway view of the

  tube network, just to show how deep it goes. The one above it uncovers everything you wish you didn’t know about the sewers, and that beauty opposite singles out the service tunnels. The

  Royal Mail have underground train tracks used exclusively to transport post from one sorting office to another, did you know that? Many of the tracks are in a state of disrepair, of course.

  They’re pitch black and rat-infested, but that isn’t a problem if you’re well prepared for such a journey.” At this, Julius had reached up to unhook an oil lamp from a roof

  joist. He held it high, looking set to turn and lead the way, and cast a light on some of the frames that had been in shadow.




  “What about that one?” Yoshi had asked, his eye drawn to a simple sketch of the city boundaries, with thick pencil lines scribbled inside.




  “The lost rivers,” said Julius with a sigh, clearly anxious to be moving on. “Tributaries from the Thames that have been buried or built upon over the centuries. There are said

  to be twelve in total, some still flowing happily deep under the streets, all shopping-trolley free as well. Indeed, I have stood upon the underground shores of the Fleet, Stamford Brook and the

  Falcon, and very pleasant they are too, but others remain a mystery to me. Now, please keep up, dear boy. We have some way to go.”




  Julius had swung around with the lamp, revealing a manhole cover in the floor of the passage behind him, but Yoshi remained genuinely entranced. For the next frame to capture his attention had

  shown a page ripped from an A–Z street map.




  Yoshi had recognised it immediately: the centre of London Town.




  Every street name seemed familiar, as if perhaps this was his home ground. And yet the closer the boy had studied the network of roads, terraces and squares, the more his memory refused to

  provide directions. It didn’t help that someone had defaced the map with a black marker pen: drawing a jagged flower shape around the city’s heart.




  “What does this mean?” he had asked, inviting a frustrated sigh from up ahead.




  Crouching to lift the manhole cover, with the lamplight burning beside him, Julius had turned and said simply: “Oh!”




  “Well?” Immediately, Yoshi had sensed that this was more than just an act of graffiti.




  “It’s a seven-pointed star,” Julius confessed after a moment, breathing out as if it was a relief to share the information. “Geometrically speaking, we refer to it as a

  septagram. In mystical circles, it’s known as the Faerie Ring. The number seven is what makes it so special. It governs so much of our lives, from the days in the week to the colours in the

  rainbow, the number of oceans in this world and the continents, too. There are even seven pressure points on the human spine, and seven openings in the head,” he had finished, whisking a

  finger from his eyes to his mouth and nose, and then back to the map on the wall. “Seven is everywhere, and is summed up as one by the Faerie Ring.”




  “So what’s the meaning of it?” the boy had asked, studying the skewed shape. The star’s diameter had spanned the city, reaching out at seven points to cross roads and

  public buildings, rundown estates, royal parks and palaces.




  “Give it time, Yoshi, and this may become something you can answer for yourself.”




  “I wouldn’t know where to begin.”




  “Then let’s push on, Yoshi, for I intend to take you to the very place.”




  By the time the boy begins the climb up the column now, his eyes fixed on Julius at the top, he’s ready to believe anything. The journey here has opened his eyes to many

  things. First Grimaldi had unlocked the manhole cover and dropped down with his lamp. Yoshi had followed with a prayer on his lips and his nose firmly pinched between his fingers. Mercifully, the

  sewer was dry underfoot, not to mention alligator-free. According to the old man, this one served as an emergency overflow. Some days, so he had warned along the route, there could be unfortunate

  moments when too many citizens flushed their lavatories and emptied their baths and sinks at the same time. Yoshi had hurried after the old man, anxious to be out of the pipe, and deeply relieved

  when Julius shone his lamp up at another manhole cover about a hundred metres along the way.




  With a helping hand from the urban explorer, Yoshi had climbed out to find himself on the soot-covered ballast bed of an old tube track. His shoes are wet from where they had gone on to cross a

  deep-level viaduct, and his heart is still hammering since dipping under the nose of an old, war-time bomb. There it was, poking through the vaulted roof of a culvert, and still capable of

  exploding, according to the old man who had inched past it so carefully. It seemed incredible to Yoshi that so much of the capital could be hidden from the world above ground. Despite the dangers,

  it also seemed strangely thrilling.




  Directly below Julius at last, Yoshi holds on tight to the last rung inside this strange column, and reminds himself not to look down.




  “Now what?” he asks, scanning the cramped and gloomy space above the old man. He counts six sides at the summit, each sporting a circular stone plate.




  Julius checks his pocket watch one more time. “If I’m right, we’ve made it with just minutes to spare.” He winks at the boy next to him. “And if my clock is out

  then at least we’ve come to the right place to correct it.”




  “Huh?”




  “You’ll find out soon enough.”




  Yoshi watches as Julius spreads his gnarled fingertips over the plate in front of him and gives it a gentle push. With a click the plate swings outward, much to the boy’s astonishment,

  before Julius moves on to the next one. Seconds later, moonlight is flooding in from six angles, as well as the hum of a city under the stars.




  “Where are we?” asks Yoshi.




  “About a mile north-east from the bunker, in a place called Seven Dials.” Julius shifts around to let the boy see for himself. “These plates are clock faces. Sun dials, to be

  precise.”




  “But there are only six,” says Yoshi curiously. “Where is the seventh dial?”




  Julius chuckles, and offers his hand to help Yoshi up. “We’re in it,” he reveals. “This is the seventh dial. As the sun moves around the pillar, so too does the

  shadow.”




  “What happens at night?” the boy asks, amazed more than anything to find a whole day has passed since he first discovered this underground world.




  “That’s why we’re here,” says Julius. “Many of London’s earliest architects were also great mystics. These founding fathers looked to the skies for

  inspiration, and designed buildings with the sun and the moon in mind. Some even used the interplay between darkness and light to help us see things that would otherwise be invisible to the

  eye.”




  “Like the time,” says Yoshi, struggling to keep up.




  “The sundial is one small example,” the old man concedes. “But just look around you now,” he suggests, as if this will help Yoshi make sense of things. “Tell me

  what you see.”
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  AS ABOVE, SO BELOW




  It’s a squash at the top of the pillar, providing just enough room for Julius and Yoshi to face out through the open sundials. Together, they peer over the moon-silvered

  rooftops like pirates in the crow’s nest of a ship that’s run aground. Seven narrow avenues surround the monument, all of which are flanked by tall, cramped buildings. The city is quiet

  at street level, which makes Yoshi think it must be late. A taxi circles the roundabout, and a drunk somewhere sings a gutter serenade.




  “It looks so familiar,” Yoshi breathes, scanning the pitched roofs, sundecks and balconies, “but different in every way.”




  “That’s because you’re looking at it from the inside out,” says Julius. “Of course, it doesn’t help that dropping in on us as you did appears to have reset

  your memory, but I’m confident we’ll find out what makes you tick. Now study your surroundings. I want to know what goes through your mind.”




  Yoshi turns as best he can, taking in the gables, gargoyles and roof gardens that so often go unnoticed from below.




  “It’s a blank,” he says sadly. “But what a view!”




  “One of the finest,” agrees Julius. “And for good reason.”




  Yoshi looks up at the old man beside him. Puffing hot breath into the air, Julius invites the boy to count the number of church steeples he can see on the skyline.




  “Well,” begins Yoshi. “I see one over there, another to the right, and over there is number three.” He turns to peer through the open clock faces behind him. “Four,

  five and six.” He comes around full circle. “And one more makes seven. That makes seven steeples, Julius! Some far away, some closer. So what?”




  “Does the pattern seem familiar?”




  Yoshi thinks about it, tries drawing it in the air with his finger.




  “Imagine looking at it all from overhead.”




  Slowly, the boy seems to picture it. Counting out seven points now, he completes the star shape and looks at Julius.




  “It’s the pattern I saw on one of your maps,” he says, sounding very pleased with himself. “That’s a clever discovery.”




  “All the churches you have counted were built by Nicholas Hawksmoor, following the Great Fire,” says Julius. “Now there was a city architect with vision.”




  Yoshi studies the steeples once again, aware now that the seven streets spreading out from the monument further complicate the arrangement. Despite his loss of memory, Yoshi senses that he had

  always considered London to be a random tangle of roads and lanes and alleyways. But now it seems the city has been founded on a grand design, as if the landmarks were arranged to satisfy a certain

  order.




  The question he goes on to ask Julius is why.




  “If only I knew, dear boy,” he says ruefully. “I consider myself a master archeoastronomer, but the more I discover about this city the more mysterious it becomes.”




  “Excuse me?” Yoshi pulls a face. “Archeo-what?”




  “I apologise,” says Julius sheepishly. “Perhaps it’s easier to think of me as a psychogeographer.”




  “You’re losing me,” the boy tells him. “I may not recall anything about my school life, but I’m pretty sure we didn’t sit down for lessons in

  psychowhatchamacallit and astronoma-doodahs.”




  “Archeoastronomy,” Julius repeats, stressing the word this time, “and psychogeography. If they don’t teach you these disciplines at school it’s no

  wonder the youth of today have become a generation of slackers!”




  “Give it to me in a nutshell, Julius. A sentence is about all my head can handle at the moment.”




  “Very well. I study the relationship between our urban landscape and the heavens above, and its impact on the human mind.”




  “Nope.” Yoshi shakes his head. “I’m totally lost.”




  “Look up,” Julius suggests. “What do you see?”




  “Stars. A lot of stars.”




  “What shapes, Yoshi? Look at the brightest points of light.”




  “I see the Bear, the Plough and . . .” he tails off there, having spotted the very same pattern he has just traced out with his finger.




  “You’re looking at seven planets, Yoshi. It’s an alignment that often comes around in the astral calendar to form—“




  “– a Faerie Ring,” the boy cuts in, his eyes wide with wonder. Now he can see it for himself, the star formation blinks and twinkles like a necklace of jewels. “I’d

  never have noticed it if you hadn’t pointed it out. Now, it’s the only thing I see.”




  “On Earth as it is in Heaven,” says Julius under his breath. “As above, so below.”




  Yoshi turns his gaze on the man, finds him looking out across the city skyline. “Excuse me?”




  Julius smiles, seemingly pleased at the boy’s keen interest. “That these buildings form geometric patterns is no accident, agreed?”




  “If you say so.”




  “And as I told you on setting off, the seven points in the ring are rich in meaning.”




  “The same number as the days of the week and the colours in the rainbow,” says Yoshi, stealing the words from the old man’s mouth. “My life before I fell into your bunker

  might be blank, but I don’t think I’ll forget what’s happened to me since. If you say seven is special, so be it.”




  Julius nods, without turning from his view of all the pitched roofs and chimneys. “Depending on your capacity to believe, Yoshi, the seven points in this ring are very special

  indeed. In sacred circles, they are said to represent the seven levels of psychic energy that govern our universe and beyond.”




  “Psychic energy,” the boy echoes, only this one comes back at the old man with a strong note of disbelief and ridicule. “Are you trying to mess with my head?”




  With one long finger, Julius taps at his temple. “Let’s just say it’s a form of energy up here, in the mind, and all around us. It’s in the soil, the sky, and every last

  atom. If the lights went out in God’s own house, he’s put money in the psychic energy meter. Only select mortals are able to tap into it, of course, but for those who can it’s a

  spectacular power source. Through time, the Faerie Ring has always been thought capable of hosting the highest form of psychic energy. In fact, some reckon the lines running between the seven

  points can be used as channels for forces of both darkness and light.”




  Yoshi’s eyes shift from the stars to the steeples, and across to the old man beside him. If a panic alarm had been fitted up here, the boy would be reaching for it without hesitation.

  “I don’t mean to be rude,” he declares, “but that’s the craziest thing I ever heard! Are you suggesting the city is ringed by some kind of magical boundary?”




  “You could say that,” he says. “But if you think I’ve lost the plot then we’ll head back to the bunker and you can learn how to fool people with the

  illusion of magic. What I’ve brought you here to see is the real thing.” Julius stops there for a second, as if perhaps he’s said too much too soon.




  “No, I’m listening,” says Yoshi, thinking it would be a shame to return to the bunker now, having come this far.




  Julius considers the boy for a moment. Finally, the tension eases from his face. “Yoshi, there is the kind of magic that you see on stage and on the street. It’s a fine skill, and

  one that can earn a small fortune, but it’s really just entertainment. A persuasive force, perhaps, but that is all.”




  “It impressed me,” says Yoshi, reflecting on the card tricks he had seen earlier.




  “Harnessing the force that concerns us here dates back to primitive man. I’m talking about magick. The rare ability to tap into psychic energy, and bend it to your will. It

  doesn’t require wizards or broomsticks, potions or strange brews. If you’re tuned in to this force, I guarantee you’ll go far. My studies in psychogeography and archeoastronomy

  uncovered the existence of this ring around London, but it’s vital that you come to it with an open mind.”




  “Well, I certainly have one of those,” says Yoshi, and reaches for the back of his head. “There’s plenty of space to fill since I’ve forgotten everything there is

  to know about myself!”




  Julius chuckles, pleased and relieved by Yoshi’s response. “Are you willing to learn?”




  “Go ahead,” the boy says. “Tell me how this ring thing works.”
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  THE GREATEST TRICK




  For the residents of London, there is only one ring around the city. It’s an orbital motorway, used by commuters as a slingshot between home and work. Satellites just

  outside the earth’s atmosphere can see this six-lane loop. At the end of the day, if you’re stuck in a jam, you might be lucky enough to look up and spot one glinting in the twilight.

  This happens when the sun meets the horizon. Then, the last rays gleam from the mirrored wings and dishes of these high-flying eyes. They can light up like comets, sailing from one dusky horizon to

  the next, only to be lost when the stars come out in force. Sometimes, another spectacle can take shape in their place, though this one can be impossible to pinpoint amid the swirling soup of

  galaxies.




  Unless, that is, you’re lucky enough to be with someone who sees things on a different level than most folk.




  From their vantage point inside the Seven Dials, Julius considers the twinkling arrangement now. He dwells on what it symbolises, aware that the boy has a lot to take in.




  “Each of the seven points marked by Hawksmoor’s steeples is connected by what we call a ley line,” he begins. “You can’t see them. You simply sense their

  existence if you’re willing to believe. There are said to be hundreds of ley lines criss-crossing the city deep underground, and each end – or waypoint – has a

  corresponding star.”




  Julius pauses as Yoshi lifts his eyes to the night sky. The boy switches his attention between big stars, bright stars and constellations, staring so intently he can almost see the universe

  slowly turning.




  “So what’s the point of these ley lines?” asks Yoshi, sounding a little sceptical.




  “In magick circles, it is reckoned that these were once used to deliver energies from one waypoint to the next, sometimes for good reasons and other times for mischief. Nowadays, modern

  folk send a stroppy fax or a congratulatory email, but this is how they did things when the city was first founded. In this Faerie Ring arrangement, the lines are connected to flow as one. It works

  as a kind of spiritual electric fence.”




  “Uh huh.” Yoshi tries hard not to smile. “And does it stop the spooks from straying?”




  “The ring is intended to keep spooks out, Yoshi. Please, dear boy. Just say the word and we’ll forget all about it. You can head back and learn all manner of mind tricks and

  feats that appear to defy reason, but I believe you can offer so much more. The tags around your neck certainly mark you out as a very special boy.”




  “They do?” Yoshi tries to read the inscription on one, but it’s upside down to him and just out of view under his nose. “Do you know what it means?”




  “I have an eye for mathematical patterns, Yoshi. All I can say is those numbers are not random.”




  “Eleven twenty-three?”




  “Separate the numbers, dear boy.”




  Yoshi has a look. “One, one, two and three.”




  “Correct. Now add the first number to the next, and you’ll find the total equals the number that follows.”




  Yoshi looks again. “One plus one equals two.




  “And one plus two equals three.”




  The boy looks up at Julius. “So what?”




  “It’s all about connections, dear boy. What we have here is a numerical pattern that flourishes in the natural world. Some even say it’s a sacred sequence, such is its

  presence in every aspect of our lives. Observe the seeds in a sunflower head, for example, from the centre to the outer edge, and you’ll find the numbers increase by adding the first one to

  the next and so on. You can find the same pattern in everything from fish scales to snail shells and the structure of petals and leaves. Yoshi, its connection with the universe and everything in it

  has inspired artists, engineers, musicians and writers for centuries.”




  “It doesn’t inspire much in me,” says Yoshi, feeling only frustration at his lack of memory. “Then again, I’m not very good with numbers.”




  “You don’t need to be. What we have here are just the first few digits in a sequence that represents the hidden wonders at work on this earth. Indeed, I think we should be looking

  for a connection between these numbers at its most primitive level.”




  “And what is that?” asks Yoshi, looking at the engraving on his tag in a very different light now.




  “Add the numbers in the sequence together, dear boy. Simple as that.”




  Yoshi rolls out his bottom lip, thinking this sounds like child’s play. “One plus one plus two plus three?” he says to check.




  “Indeed.”




  “That’s easy,” the boy replies, and then pauses with the answer on his lips. “Seven,” he says, quietly. “Seven again.”




  “The same number as the steeples and the stars. A magical number, interlinked here in a sequence known for its sacred natural properties. Whoever put these tags around your neck knows

  something about you that we need to crack.”




  “I know nothing!” protests Yoshi. “Until I woke up in your bunker I wasn’t even aware that London had seven spooky steeples!”




  His comment prompts Julius to glance at his pocket watch, and then promptly curse his timekeeping.




  “Quick!” He grabs the telescope, uncaps the lens and invites the boy to look east. “Aim high, between those two steeples.”




  “You’re the boss.” Yoshi finds the eyepiece, enjoying himself now. All this talk of sacred forcefields from ancient times makes him feel like a cloak has been lifted from the

  city. “What am I looking for exactly?”




  Julius glances at his pocket timepiece again. “Just watch,” he breathes, “and draw your own conclusions. All I ask is that you keep that mind of yours wide open.”




  Yoshi focuses the lens. The stars sharpen up accordingly, and then something wipes the smile from his face. Such is his surprise that he breaks away from the eyepiece, as if this is a vision he

  needs to see with his own eyes.




  At first it could almost be a starburst: a point of light out there in the galaxy that suddenly blooms and then fades to black again. But then the dark spot seems to grow, consuming stars around

  it, and a breeze begins to rise from the east.




  “How d’you do that?” the boy gasps, stunned as the inky mass opens up like a sheet and begins winding towards the city. “I can’t even see the strings!”




  “There are none,” whispers Julius. He doesn’t take his eyes off Yoshi, as if he’s seen it before and knows just what’s going to happen. This apparition is so dark

  it’s defined by the stars that blink in and out of sight with every beat of what appear to be wings. Assuming a spectral shape, it descends both swiftly and in absolute silence. The

  stiffening breeze is the only indication that something is heading this way. It’s enough to cause the boy’s heart to shrink inside his chest. Closer and closer it comes, swooping

  between the two steeples now, spanning a mile or more. Yoshi is set to scramble back down the ladder but it’s too late for that. All he can do is hold his breath and cling to the ledge as a

  vast shadow glides over the city. The breeze begins to sing in his ears, a wailing opera in the air that sails right over their heads and then decays into the night.




  When the boy looks up, he sees only twinkling stars. If there’s a dark tail to be seen, it has quickly faded to nothing.




  “That’s some trick!” cries Yoshi, trying hard not to sound shaken. He looks to street level, hoping to glimpse some of the punks responsible for the illusion he has witnessed.

  Below, some litter settles in the wake of the wind, while the drunk continues to sing as if nothing untoward has happened. There’s nothing else to see or hear.




  “It’s lucky most people are tucked up in bed at this time,” says Julius. “Otherwise there’d be mayhem. There’s always the odd report to the police, or a call

  to some late-night radio phone-in, but anyone who’s up at this hour has usually had too much beer or too little sleep to be believed.”




  “Will you show me how it was done?”




  “This time, Yoshi, you need to believe that what you just saw was real.” The old man looks up at the sky again, his ears pricking up at the slightest upturn in the breeze. “We

  should head below ground again. We’re safe from harm down there. The greatest trick the devil ever played was to convince us that he ruled the underworld.”




  “The devil?”




  Julius flattens his lips behind all those whiskers, still gazing over the rooftops. “London is a place of great significance. It’s a major financial capital, a political powerhouse

  and a cultural beacon to boot. If you had grand designs for global domination, chances are you’d start right here.”




  Yoshi looks to the skies once more. “So we’re number one on the hit list?”




  “For the time being London is protected. A force of light flows through the ley lines, as it has since the city’s first foundations were laid. It controls the psyche of the

  city, much as the human mind controls all thought, emotion and behaviour.”




  “You make the place sound like it’s living and breathing,” declares Yoshi.




  “Indeed,” replies Julius, seemingly unaware that the boy is finding all this rather hard to take in. “Your psyche is responsible for your mood, if you like, and the ring

  functions in the very same way. For centuries, the energies coursing around it ensure that this capital is a beacon for prosperity. But should the ring ever fall into the wrong hands, this bunker

  wouldn’t protect us. It might be designed to withstand a nuclear winter, but not the degree of darkness the great Satan could bring to this city.”




  “Really?” All of a sudden, Yoshi feels cold and exposed. He peers over his shoulder, half expecting to see legions of demons leap the divides between the surrounding buildings. When

  the boy looks back, the old man is quick to address his fears.




  “Yoshi, if the devil ever found his way into this city, he’d be the kind of person you’d pass in the street without a second glance. How else do you think he could operate on

  the ground? We might be talking about an ancient system of magick here, designed to prevent him from crossing the threshold, but these are modern times. Even if he did find a way in, he

  couldn’t just show up sporting cloven hooves, a rakish beard and horns, and nor could he threaten fire and brimstone. It’s a jungle out there, after all. The citizens would assume he

  was just some joker dressed up to run a marathon for charity, or strip off at hen nights and make a bride-to-be blush. Standing out from the crowd like this, he’d be targetted by muggers

  within minutes. He has to be smarter than that. He has to become a figure of influence within the city, like a politician, a newspaper editor, a rock star, architect or lawyer. He needs to bring

  out the worst excesses in us all, like greed, lust and selfishness. In short, Yoshi, he has to appear human, like you and I, so that when he brings this city to its knees we might even turn to him

  for help.”




  “Now you’re scaring me.” Yoshi faces up to Julius. “Is this for real?”




  “More real than you could imagine, young man. It could begin with anything from the closure of schools and hospitals, a riot outside a concert or the construction of high-rise housing that

  only the rich could afford . . .” He trails off there for a moment, as a police siren wails through the night. “At first each blow to the city will seem like one of those normal things,

  but once his minions are recruited from the top down it’ll be too late to save the city, let alone yourself. Even those you consider to be your closest friends might conspire to bring you

  down, or set you up to take a fall that could cause you to suffer for the rest of your life.”




  “Wow.” Yoshi whistles, unsure whether to swallow dryly or dismiss the theory outright. “Someone’s done their homework.”




  “The devil, as they say, is in the detail.”




  “Can’t you cast a spell to make sure the energy stays on our side?” asks Yoshi, sold now on the story and shaken up by it, too.




  Julius smiles to himself and caps his telescope. “We can’t just wave a wand, dear boy. Stage props like that are vital when it comes to persuading tourists to part with their money,

  but they have no place here.”




  “So what do we need?” asks the boy, as Julius begins the descent once more.




  “Firstly I must ask you not to share this with the others,” he says, sinking slowly out of sight. “I don’t want to alarm them, and nor do I wish to invite their ridicule.

  You must return and become a student of their street art, dear boy. Learn a little magic that all of us can master.”
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