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 Master locksmith Bill 

Ragsdale decided that 

a class in lockpicking 

would go over well at 

the Hollywood Magic 

Castle.  Someone must have agreed with 

him because not only did he offer the 

class, but the demand was so high he 

repeated the class five times.   

 

With a limit of 25 people in a class, Bill has 

now reached 125 magicians with his lock 

picking training.  Is this a good thing?   

 

Well, far be it from me to say it is not, 

especially since people keep paying to 

sign up for his class.  I will also admit that 

he does a good 

job of presenting 

and teaching the  

topic to a lay 

audience. 

 



I signed up and paid for the class because I was 

intrigued by the idea of it.  What would a class 

look like if a group of people, mostly close up 

magicians, who were skilled at hiding things 

and mis-direction,  Now tried a skill needing a 

different approach.  This would be interesting. 

 

The class started with a lecture 

and power point, and then 

almost a joke, or at least  a 

game.  We were given plastic 

handcuffs to wear with a key that had to 

navigate a maze to reach the “unlock” button.  

Many of the magicians did well at this, and I 

realized that the  participants had probably 

developed an acute sense of touch while 

manipulating playing cards.  

Personally I did fairly well 

working with my eyes 

closed .  This was how I first 

learned to pick open 

handcuffs many years ago. 

Next step was a clear padlock which we got to 

keep included in the price of the class.  Not to 

brag, but one member of the class picked this 

lock early with his eyes closed., using the lock 

picks that also were 

given out, also to 

keep.  Actually there 

were two sets of 

picks given out to the 

participants, one 

slightly higher quality that the other.  Several 

people tended to break the picks of the first set, 

which does happen, but hopefully not too often.  

Broken picks were replaced quickly.  

 

Once the transparent  padlock was mastered, a 

real padlock was handed out.  This was a 

tougher one to pick, but many people managed 

It anyway.  Now the evening 

became fun.  We were each 

given a stand-up wooden board 

to clamp to the table.  The board 

had three locks to pick.  One was 

a Schlage standard door lock.  

These are actually not hard to pick at all and 

work on doors to keep honest people out. The 

next was a file cabinet lock that also gave up it 

fairly easily.  The last was a small button of a 

lock that was the frustration of most of the 

people in the room, including your editor, two of 

the assistants and most of the participants.  Still, 

everyone had a good time.  We were given 

certificates of completion  and a CD-ROM of 

lock-picking resources.  For the price, I think it 

was an excellent class. 

 

Now the obvious question, 

why would a magician 

want to learn to pick a lock 

and when would they?  

Well, they can say they 

enjoyed the class, they can 

say they added a new skill 

set to their abilities, but I 

rather doubt it will make 

them a better magician.  

After all, how often do 

escape artists really pick a lock on stage?  For 

most of us it is rarely if ever. 

 

My feeling is that the class was 

mostly for fun, except for those 

few unfortunate magicians who 

find they can’t earn a living at 

magic and are about to embark 

on a life of burglary. 



One of the strongest controversies in the 

escape world may just be the question of 

should an Escape Artist perform a show of 

purely escapes or include some magic in it.  

Rather than answer that question I will simply 

accept that no one is right as long as everyone 

is successfully out doing their job. 

One thing I am sure no escape artist ever says 

is, “Well, lets take a break from escape to do 

some magic.”  Indeed, a show should flow 

smoothly from one act to the next.  Whether 

you do pure escapes of mix and match, the 

show should flow.  It gives the audience a 

better experience, and keeps them giving you 

positive word of mouth,  and coming back.   

So why not explore the “magic” that can be 

used in an escape 

theme, and keep your 

escape show flowing 

with the audience 

neither asking nor 

thinking  why an escape 

artist stopped escaping. 

Rope Through Block 

 

More than one escape 

artist has performed this 

magic trick.  It really is 

an escape, just not a 

human one.  Here the escape is the block that 

escapes being tied up.  Given the right patter, 

“Houdini’s magic rope,” “How I escaped as a 

kid,” etc.  A good patter that flows along with 

the character you’ve created on stage can be 

very entertaining. 

 

There are lots of magic 

tricks that have the 

name Houdini in them, 

and these effects can do 

two things for you.  

They can give you a rest 

between strenuous  

escape routines and give 

the audience a break as 

well.  You never want to 

give the audience the 

attitude of, “Well, he got out of the last one, 

he’ll get out of this. too.”  Again, keep the 

patter flowing from your show and character 

and watch as a card escapes, or something 

changes from one card to another in the name 

of Houdini. 

 

Shocker effects.  There are many effects out 

there designed to shock the audience.  Lets be 

careful here.  Don’t do needle through skin in 

front of kids, and don’t do gross 



 

This is the part of The Chainletter where the 

editor begs for you to give 

him some 

material to 

publish.  No 

idea what to 

write?   

Well, How about… 

 Your first escape. 

 How did you learn to escape?          

  Your creative process. 

 Your last escape.       

 Who is your hero? Why? 

 What makes a good escape.          

 Your escape bio.     

 An escape you saw on TV. 

 An escape you saw live. 

 Anything escape related. 

 

out magic in front of a kid’s 

audience.   On  the other 

hand, there are many off 

beat tricks that come under 

the heading of “Danger 

Magic,” where the perform 

appears to be in trouble and 

danger yet survives unscathed. 

Why not do a rope routine?  

This can be great if it follows 

a rope escape.  You could do 

a Keller tie, or a 100-foot 

rope escape, and follow up 

with a rope routine.  Alterna-

tively , you can do the rope routine first and 

follow up with the escape.   This again just fits 

in with the persona and character of the per-

former, 

So if your escape act an persona are strong 

enough to carry an entire escape show, that is 

great, go for it.  But if you need a break in the 

show, there are several ways to change it up 

with out losing who you are or your audience. 

As long as the audi-

ence loves the show, 

who cares what 

effects you perform. 



 

 

For the last few years, The Discovery Channel 

has been running a show called “How Its 

Made.”  This 

show literally 

goes into 

factories and 

films retail 

items being 

made while a voice over explains the processes.   

A you tube search on “How its made handcuffs” 

will take you to a five minute video that shows 

how handcuffs are made in the factory. 

Strangely I found two 

videos that were exactly 

the same film with 

exactly the same script, 

but one voice over was 

male and the other 

female.  Rather odd isn’t 

it?  Oh well, to each their own I suppose. 

First, let’s understand what this video isn’t.  You 

will not learn how to pick handcuffs from 

watching this video.  You will not learn to shim 

or slip or any other 

technique for escaping 

either handcuffs or justice.  I 

wonder if the producers 

purposefully came up with a 

way to show all the parts 

being put together without showing 



how to defeat the handcuffs original purpose. 

 

Another surprise I had was how much of the 

work to make the 

handcuffs is done by 

hand.  The big 

advantage of a 

machine over a 

human worker is that 

the machine can be exact in its’ repetitive 

nature of the job.  A machine 

cuts out  the steel parts that is 

for sure but a lot of the 

assembly is done by hand.  The 

welding and pressing are both 

done by machine, but the rest 

is up to a worker to keep the 

job going and maintain quality 

control.  The video does not say how many 

product are cranked out per hour, but how 

often do handcuffs break and how many does a 

police department really 

need?  Especially when many 

cops are carrying zip ties 

instead  or as back ups. 

 

Speaking of quality control, handcuffs are tested 

by putting them into a pulling device that 

simulates a 500 pound 

pull.  This  would suggest 

that no human alive could 

break the chain, and yet 

some have. 

 

In the construction of the handcuffs, you will 

see the pawl placed into the frame.  What you 

will not see is the 

action  of how it 

works.  The spring  

and double lock 

mechanism are also 

not mentioned even in passing. This again is 

probably so as not to teach anyone how to 

defeat the restraint. 

This video is a fun way to spend five minutes, 

but I really doubt any escape artists will learn 

much about escaping from it.  Still, felons, and 

escape artists may 

enjoy it. 

 

 



I will now describe a set of 

events which while strange are 

completely real and I say this 

not to add dramatic effect but 

instead to make it known that 

what is here is real, nothing has 

been added. It does seem that I the writer of this 

article is both loved and hated and while it 

seems the readers of my 400 books love or at 

least like my work, there are others who hate 

occultism in any form. This does mean that in 

my time I have been followed, tricked into 

mixing my own poison: 

made through the use of 

toothpaste, and water 

and it being a rather odd 

fact that toothpaste and 

water when mixed at a 

high height within a 

plane turns to an acid. I 

imagine this was supposed to kill me when in 

fact due to my protective magick and timing as 

the plane went up and down, merely left me 

with whiter teeth; they were quite dirty 

beforehand. I have also had poison pumped at 

me through hotels, I say this so you will 

understand better the background of what 

follows.  

 

I arrived at the airport at the destination I had 

intended to go to. I left the airport and got a taxi 

to the hotel that had been booked. The hotel was 

not the one I had and it seemed that I would be 

likely to die there and so I went in the taxi to  

 

another. You may notice 

that I am not divulging 

the location of this 

happening and this is 

quite simply so that any 

readers will not imagine 

this could only occur in 

one location and perhaps 

to give me some level of 

protection. Basically 

from there I was moved to a hotel and then the 

owner saying it was full I went to yet another 

hotel. I think it obvious at this point that a 

weapon would probably have solved any future 

problems but since I had none and could not 

have used anything useful anyway…. This hotel 

looked good and yet the surroundings less so; I 

went inside and was taken to the elevator and 

pressed the button for the second floor, and on 

arriving could see it. I was 

also given a key to the 

elevator. I then went down 

again and paid and got back 

into the elevator and pressed 

the button for the second floor discovered I was 

in another floor entirely and the key didn’t even 

have anywhere to go. In short, I was within a 

prison.  

 

At this point I could 

not say if I was 

kidnapped and ransom 

as expected or a slave: 

I assumed or hoped the 

former. I had no tools 

to use upon me and the 

lifts electronics would 

not open and I was 

unsure what I would do if they were.  

 



I looked for an opening and found only a small 

crack and so shouted through it what I would 

pay if any of the very occasional passers by 

telephoned the police, as they 

ignored me, I reasoned the 

amount must seem 

unreasonably high and upon 

lowering it did get more 

interest, but not enough for 

anyone to do anything. I then looked around and 

so thought sabotage was my best bet and so tore 

off the panel from a box and started to tear out 

large fuses. This got attention and two men 

came up in the elevator and I was taken down to 

the ground floor: I had escaped the second floor, 

forced them to remove me. At this point I should 

point out that what I believe was the 

result of a curse 

and so upon the 

plane setting 

down I felt very 

ill and of course 

this meant any chances of my fighting 

my way out were nil even though the 

only weapon I could see was a Japanese 

style truncheon. In fact, I was quite 

insulted at this thinking that if I remained 

there for many days I would get many 

sneering attacks from the occult 

community for having been kidnapped by 

two guys armed with a cricked stump: 

this was perhaps a good motivation. 

 

But I was not unarmed and so I fell back 

on what I knew the mind control methods 

I knew and occultism and words. I 

explained that some thought I was an 

Ascended Master, Moses he who became 

Anand and Lord Ling. But seeing they 

were not reacting I said but I switched  

 

with Moses I am 

Temujin he known 

as Genghis Khan. I 

then talked to a guy 

on the phone and 

explained that it was 

all about karma and that one day he would be in 

a similar situation but with no arms and legs and 

I would give him dandy new legs and let him go. 

I said it was the ultimate con trick and that we 

could let ourselves go forever. I was then let out 

of the kidnap hotel: I had talked my way out: 

perhaps some would say conned my say out but 

that is a difficult judgement to make but 

probably not entirely without foundation: it took 

me 3 hours to get out of the kidnap hotel and 

most of that was waiting around.  

There was a taxi of course I did not get in the 

taxi and walked. My sense of direction was not 

good and so I walked in the direction that 

seemed right. I walked through the city and for 

some reason seemed to come to a village and 

walked through it, saw quite a few places, 

bought food but found it difficult to find my way 

back to where I wanted to be. But upon getting 

back after seeing quite a bit of the place: I can at 

times go three days without sleep but my sense 

of time is affected. Upon getting to the 

destination, the city intended I discovered that 

some organization of people were already there 

working against me. I chanced another taxi and 

got instead the airport. 

At this point there 

should be little 

problem but found that 

I had missed my flight 

or for some reason was prevented from taking it. 

After this my passport was stolen and expertly 

so. I therefore found two organizations to help 

me get back.  



Strangely it 

was after 

talking to 

one of these 

that someone 

told me they 

were an alien 

hybrid and offered proof of which I will not 

debate or explain 

here: I say not if it is 

true or false. The 

person said they 

thought I had had 

something within my 

lineage too. This 

seemed odd and I 

wonder if it isn’t that 

the models in the media presented an image so 

detached from reality that most people cannot be 

human if they are what humans are supposed to 

be: we are in reality usually much less attractive 

and much more diverse. I feel this is sad and yet 

see her opinion for what it is, a religious belief 

of which I will not attack in any way.  

In spite of having two organizations helping me 

it seems not much was happening. I eventually 

suspected that progress was being blocked. I 

took a chance and left for the shopping part 

nearest to the airport.  

 

I had some unusual luck 

there and found an Alien 

Embassy: it also had the 

words space in the title.  I 

entered and saw no aliens 

but many people humans 

like us, at a desk and was 

not allowed in but talked 

to them seemingly without progress. 

 

 At the time I was 

thinking if there was 

an alien Embassy, 

they may actually be 

running the show and 

so why not go to head 

office as it were, to 

sort a problem out. I 

got back to the airport 

and found that the 

delay was that the 

passport would take time; time to get a new one. 

I therefore quickly invented the Embassy Ticket: 

or rather didn’t because it had already been 

invented as an Emergency Travel Document, but 

as it seems that no one will ever mention an 

Emergency Travel Document unless you know 

about it, I had to reinvent it. But even now I do 

wonder if getting back with one was the result of 

help from that Alien Embassy, after all if Alien 

was the name of an empire and we as humans 

agreed to this millennium ago, we would then all 

be Aliens as the Roman Empire had many 

people that were Romans but were not of Rome. 

This then it the way I escaped from a hotel made 

especially for kidnapping people and got out of 

the country I would otherwise have been held in 

for quite a while if not indefinitely for no good 

reason. It may not have been the way Houdini 

would have done it, but it is the way I did it. I 

hope that this perhaps will 

make you more cautious 

and aware: but the fact is 

that perhaps we should 

simply never stay in hotels 

situated in places where 

the customers could walk 

in and not out without 

anyone noticing. 

Stay safe and free. 


