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While transitioning from a career in music 
to one in magic, I met Max Maven. We 
met after I’d reached out to him seeking 

ZABRECKY
artistic and technical advice with my 
latest obsession, mentalism. With the 
temperament of a medical doctor, Max 
carefully listened to my dreams and goals. 
Then, for the better part of that hour, Max 
talked, and I listened as I scribbled his 
words into my notebook. That hour felt like 
five minutes. I spent the next several days 
transcribing and organizing the pages of 
notes from our session, hitting the AMA 
Library to read up on some of the material 
he’d suggested, make props, and rehearse 
before we met again that following Friday.

We continued to meet at Cyber Java again, 
and again, and again, until Max became 
what I’d consider my unmistakable mentor. 
Those hour-long sessions gradually lasted 
longer and longer. During them he, one at 
a time, helped me achieve my artistic goals. 
His counsel and suggestions led to ideas 
that were beyond my wildest dreams. 

As our sessions would wind down, we both 
opened up about who we were offstage, 
and from that, learned about each other’s 

AN UNMISTAKABLE 
MENTOR & FRIEND

lives outside of magic. I’d learned that he, like 
me, had a previous life as a musician. While 
talking about rock and roll, he told me he’d 
attended Woodstock as a teenager. It was a 
stretch to believe that this middle-aged man 
who didn’t seem to leave the house without 
dark make-up and a head-to-toe all black 
wardrobe walked among — and just might 
have been — one of those colorful hippies in 
the summer of 1969. The layers of the person 
I knew as Max Maven deepened, magic 
historian, enigmatic mind reader, musician, 
and former bohemian boy. Max suddenly 
embodied equal parts bold, cool, and far out. 
That day he became much more interesting 
than I’d already known him to be.

One of my dreams during that time was to 
work in the Parlour of Prestidigitation at 
the Magic Castle. After receiving my third 
disheartening rejection letter from the club’s 
talent booker, who informed me, “With all the 
current death and destruction going on in the 
world, please keep your macabre magic act 
away from the Magic Castle.” I shared the letter 
with Max. He found it laughable. “We’ll fix that. 
With all the current death and destruction in 
the world, magic needs you more than ever” he 
said. And of course, he did fix it. He sprung the 
concept of a shift from my current premise— a 
funeral themed mentalism act — to that of an 
all-American, boy-next-door premise. That is, if 
my Norman Bates-esque persona was the boy-
next-door. That day he planted an invaluable 
conceptual seed I’ve been developing ever 
since.

Over the next 20 years, the sessions at Cyber 
Java came to an end, but our friendship 
blossomed in the best way friendships can. I 
learned to love and admire him for so many 
things beyond his place in magic; his endless 
curiosity and infinite knowledge about nearly 
everything, and his ability to listen and be a 
good friend. 

Later, I had the good fortune of serving with 
Max on the Board of Trustees at the Academy 

of Magical Arts. As board members, we offered 
counsel and helped make creative decisions for 
the member’s and guest’s experience at the club. 
During that time, I learned even more from Max. 
It was in those meetings that I learned Max held 
a black-belt in reasoning and problem solving. 
I anticipated each board meeting with Max for 
selfish reasons — I knew I’d learn something from 
him. At light speed, he’d define the root of any 
question or problem and find a reasonable answer 
quickly and effectively. He taught me how to step 
back and look at questions from many angles 
before making a final decision. He showed me how 
to look at problems through a deeper lens. More 
effective and less reactive.

For me to call Max a mentor is easy, though words 
can’t truly describe how grateful I am to him for all 
he taught me. However, beyond all that he taught 
me, the most beautiful thing about my friendship 
with him was that we were vocal about how 
much we meant to other. Max knew how much he 
taught me, and if too much time went by without 
me saying so, I’d remind him. He knew how much 
I cared about him, how much I loved him, and I 
knew how much he loved me. 

He showed me how to look at problems 
through a deeper lens.



Max Maven was real friend, a true 
colleague, a profound inspiration 
to me (and many), a very special 

human being with whom I felt unparallel 
complicity and respect.

I strongly believe that he gained his eternity 
among what he called the dysfunctional 
magic family. I was lucky enough to feel, 
over a period of three decades, inside what 
he liked me to define as “The Great Wall 
of Max Maven.” He is irreplaceable and his 
knowledge, genius and generosity will 
always be missed.

PHOTO COURTESY FISM 2022

LUIS DE MATOS

knowLedge

Everyone’s posting 
pictures and I have a 
few tied to specific Max 

events. First up is me, in tennis 
togs. This is how I met Max.

It was a lifetime ago; the 
year was 1975 and I was in 
Boston in a Magic Ski-Fashion 
Show, when Max showed up 
because, well, because it was 
a magic show. Afterwards, 
Max complimented me on my 
handling of a bare-handed 
tennis ball vanish and that 
was the start of a friendship.

Max skyrocketed and 
remembered his friends, 
bringing them with him and 
bringing them together. It 
was through Max that many 
of us connected with magic in 
Japan and specifically
with Ton Onosaka, who 

created the Friendship 
Convention in Tokyo (AUG. 
8-12, 1990). Without
Max I never would have been 
there. Oh, there are tales to 
tell but let the photos  do the 
talking for now…

Like so many others, I miss 
Max, but keep him alive with 
my Mental Images. May his 
memory be a blessing.

Peter Samelson 
- 1975 Magic Ski Fash-
ion Show - created by 
Wesley James

Peter, Hiro Sakai, Mama Onosaka, Ton Onosaka, Bona Ueki (of The Napoleons), 
Max Maven, Lisa Manna, late Parte Koishi (of The Napoleons), and Yuka Shimoda

Peter Samelson, Siegfried, Tomo Maeda, Roy, Max Maven

FR: Michael Chaut, Charles Reynolds, Patrick Watson, SimonLovell
BR Todd Robbins, Peter Samelson, Max Maven, Jamy Ian Swiss

PETER SAMELSON
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GEORGE TAIT / PATRICK G. REDFORD

menTor

Time is precious. Time is the 
most valuable commodity. 

In one of the last conversations Max and I had, I had made the comment that 
one thing that stands out that I’ve learned from some of my closest mentors 
and friends in magic that I love so dearly, is that getting old sucks.

Max being the enigmatic polymath that he is, retorted: “...you know what Dai 
Vernon had to say on the subject, don’t you?” 

Of course I didn’t. I also knew I was about to and I was thrilled.

“Get younger friends,” Max finished.

While I realize this was his way of gently preparing for the inevitable future that 
was before us, it was also a reminder that it’s important to surround ourselves 
with people we choose; as it is often easy for many of us to spiral through the 
world alone. I couldn’t help but respond without thinking, “No offense intended 
to anyone, but young people can be such idiots.” 

“I don’t disagree with you.” Max said.

Worried that I had come off a bit thoughtless, I expanded further, “For the 
record...I don’t discount myself from that category.”

Max, perhaps realizing he may have unintentionally called me an idiot, 
softened it by adding, “I don’t discount myself from that category either.” 

I’ve been talking with Max for all but the first eight years of my life. Though I 
wouldn’t have comfortably called him “friend” until I was about twenty-one. 
This was around the time I stopped being overly intimidated by his company 
and we began speaking as people who know one another instead of me 
being the annoying kid that occasionally asked him questions (which he 
always graciously took the time to answer). He had a huge heart and always 
took the time to remind me that we’re all just people.

 

There are people in my life that I’m not sure that I’m ever going to get to see 
in real life ever again. There are people that I’m positive I won’t ever see again. 
Some of those people aren’t by choice. Time is precious. Time is the most 
valuable commodity. I’ve gotten a lot more picky about how I spend it these 
days but I’m honored to have spent quite a bit of it with Max.menTor
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I can’t believe Max won’t be helping 
me anymore, and whisper me won-
der words...

I don’t even remember when we first 
met, but for sure when in 1981, I visited 
USA for the first time. Max was there 
and acted as a wonderful host for me 
at the Magic Castle. For instance one 
day he told me, “Mon cher ami, I have 
arranged everything for you and to-
morrow we will visit Disneyland!” 
 
It was marvelous, Ken Brooke was there 
too, and we were like children. Imagine 
your first time in Disneyland. Ken was 
crying of joy during It’s A Small World,
Disneyland, and the Magic Castle--two 
dreams at the same time. And after 
that, he took me also to Universal, 
and he knew these places inside out. 
Incredible Max, utterly brilliant, and 
knowledgeable Max.

Yes, he took me really under his huge 
black wings. Thanks to him, I also met 
Eugene Burger, of course, and later, we 
did memorable trips to Japan with an-
other Jedi, Ton Onosaka, who had put 
the trip together—how wonderful. 

I remember the day when Ton had 
organized a very special dinner, a Fugu 
party! Well, you know how expensive 
this can be, with special old geishas in 
a private room to serve the gorgeous, 
but so dangerous meal. Max was really 
stoic, Eugene was not as courageous, 
really, but he was a fantastic mime, 
pretending to eat the food, but his 
knowledge of lapping did the rest. 
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But really, the best part during the 
trip was to see all these people, 
Japanese, Europeans, or Americans 
listening to Max speaking fluent 
Japanese. This was a wonderful 
show by itself, and you could tell 
that Max was so happy to aston-
ish all the people, groups, after 
groups--so wonderful Max. He was 
really very fond of Japan and his 
culture.  

Pretty early on I started to call him, 
privately, “Uncle Max,” and every 
time I had a question, I went to 
him like consulting an Oracle, and 
the process was always the same. 
I asked him my question and Max 
listened, concentrated and then a 

Max, Gaetan and Jeff Mcride

Gaeton and Max

pause, and then, started to look at me a lit-
tle bit sideways, before talking, and his first 
words were always, “Well Gaetan,” and then 
he always had the perfect answer, always 
humorous, and often starting as an analogy 
with one of his own beautiful stories. These 
moments were priceless and will always 
be in my heart, and in my soul. You may 
think I am bombastic, but NO it’s true, one 
hundred percent!

Also, the first time at the Magic Castle, I 
did a trick for him with an invisible watch. 
It was more a joke than a trick, but an 
interesting plot. Then, he had his mystic 
gaze, and savoring the words he was going 
to deliver, he said, “Well Gaetan are you 
familiar with the name of Winston Freer?” 
“Who?” “Winston Freer, I will tell you about 
him, because I feel that you kind of think 
like him, often and with that, he started to 
open my mind to this incredible genius, 
and without that talk, I would quite surely 
have never met, years after, the absolute ex-
pert on the subject, my so dear friend Gene 
Matsuura. Max had this special knowledge 
of what was good for you, or not. 

Even quite recently, when we knew he was 
not healthy, he was always helping me 
with different contacts at the Castle lost 
because of Covid, and we had planned to 
meet again at the Castle. It won’t be the 
case, but yes, in one way I am sure he will 
be there, somewhere, in all the rooms with 
his enigmatic and charming smile, and later, 
some other day, he will give me an appoint-
ment upstairs, at twelve, in the old library in 
the corner, writing his column, and Max and 
Eugene will look at me and Max will say, 
“Well Gaetan, you are late, we have been 
waiting. Let’s talk about this new book we 
started some years ago," and believe me, we 
will write it!!

Max, Eugene Burger and Gaetan in Japan

Dai Vernon, Max and Gaetan at The Castle

Max, Gaetan and Eugene Burger

Gaetan and Max
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PHOTO:  L-R Brian Lewis, Keith Barry,  Gerard, Tony's daughters Kate and Lucy, Max and Tony "Doc' Shiels

KEITH BARRY

Max appeared on my series Brainhacker and I spent a number of days with him in Ireland which was an amazing 
experience. It was magical reuniting him and Doc - two absolute LEGENDS and heroes of mine.

My favourite memory was when Doc looked at Max right between the eyes and held out his fingers towards Max's body. 
After around two minutes of intense staring between them we were all bewildered as to what Doc was doing, Max included. 
Doc shook his hand and said to Max “You're hurting my knuckles.” Max asked simply “How am I hurting your knuckles?” Doc 
replied, “I’ve been trying to levitate you and bounce your fucking head off the ceiling for the past two minutes.” With that 
Max smiled, then giggled, and then cracked up laughing. The table erupted in laughter, and we all cracked up for around four 
minutes in a full-blown laughing fit. 

Many people don't realise that not only was Max a scholar and a genius--he also had a great sense of humour, and could not 
only tell a good joke, but he could also accept a good joke, especially when it was by one of his comrades and colleagues

https://youtu.be/J9QVP3cn3jc
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"There is nothing miraculous about puzzles. 
Competent mentalism is miraculous." 
Max Maven - March 1977, The Red Book of Mentalism

ANDREW GERARD

I remember meeting Max Maven in Oregon 
somewhere around 2001 when I I also got 
to meet Billy McComb. I'll never forget 

it. Stephen Minch saw me and wanted to 
personally introduce me to Max. "Max this is 
Andrew Gerard from Vancouver, Andrew is 
one of the underground guys..." Max’s reply 
was, “sounds dirty.” We chatted for a couple 
of minutes surprisingly nothing to do with 
magic. Then I mentioned to him that I had 
found several novels that used his naturally 
occurring book test principle. His eyebrow 
raised and I smiled because that was the 
face that I'd come to know through reading 
his books and studying his work. Over the 
years we exchanged several emails. In 2007 
I started to work in television consulting, 
producing, writing and being on camera. 
Fast forward to 2014. I created a TV series 
in Ireland with my friend Keith Barry called 
Brainhacker. Keith and I made a list of guests 
we wanted to have on each episode. The 
names I wrote down were Max Maven, David 
Berglas, Doc Sheils and Uri Gellar. Keith had 
done the same. Same list same names. 

When Max arrived, we felt excited, and it 
was a thrill to produce his segment where 
he performed his chair test. To be able to 
watch him in this medium was a masterclass 
in performance and audience control. In the 
hallway after filming Max gestured to me 
and said, "well done, let's take a photo." 

I found myself in Hollywood in 2017 working 
and filming when I received an email from 
Max saying, “I hear you're in town.” Part of 
me wanted to believe he could just sense 
it through his mental powers, but I knew 

that probably some of the magicians in 
town had let him know... Still, I never asked 
because the mystery was greater than the 
truth. We connected and went for coffee at a 
little cafe on Hollywood near La Brea. We sat 
outside on these large picnic tables and got 
into a very wonderful conversation that I will 
always cherish. This was casual Max dressed 
in comfortable clothes, it was nice because at 
this point I felt like I met Phil Goldstein. He was 
happy to just be himself. For the first time I felt 
like we were actual friends. We were talking 
about creating routines and some abstract 
ideas regarding a premise I had come up with 
a piece that I had wanted to offer up to Max as 
a gift that would be great for a television spot.

Basically, it was a routine where Max would 
meet at a cafe with a devious person, perhaps 
a card cheat, or pool hustler. After a brief 
discussion about human nature and reading 
people Max would bring out an old penny 
and a $100 bill explaining that the man 
should hide the $100 bill in one hand and the 
penny in the other. And if Max couldn't guess 
correctly the man could keep the hundred, or 
of course the penny if he so chose. 

Round one. 
Max would deliberate before revealing where 
he believes the $100 bill was while talking 
about perception, decision making and 

Karma. Max would make his decision and 
the man would be shocked when he opens 
his hand to reveal that Max was wrong! The 
man chooses to keep the hundred and max 
takes back the penny. Max explains he's quite 
surprised and the bill for the two coffees 
arrives. The man says he'll pay for the coffees. 
Since he won the $100. Max exits the scene 
leaving behind a small, folded card. The card 
is a photo of the penny explaining it is a 1944 
Steel Lincoln Cent worth $1000,000! 

As if that sting wasn't enough, the coffee bill 
shows Max had a cup of Elida Geisha Natural 
1029 coffee. That is $100.00 a cup. The man 
pauses for a moment and realizes that he 
didn't lose anything but gained a valuable 
lesson about perspective human nature and 
decision making and most of all that Max 
Maven has very expensive taste. Max smiled 
ear to ear when I describe the routine to him. 
Of course, his notes were that it would have 
to be reworded … of course. IT IS MAX AFTER 
ALL!  

No words that I or anyone else can write can 
sum up Max’s life passion work for our art. The 
enormity of Max Maven has not ended as his 
work branches out into a vast expense. His 
work has inspired us all greatly and now his 
life does as well. Thank you Max we will speak 
your name forever.

"There is nothing miraculous about puzzles. 
Competent mentalism is miraculous." 
Max Maven - March 1977, The Red Book of Mentalism
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it. Stephen Minch saw me and wanted to 
personally introduce me to Max. "Max this is 
Andrew Gerard from Vancouver, Andrew is 
one of the underground guys..." Max’s reply 
was, “sounds dirty.” We chatted for a couple 
of minutes surprisingly nothing to do with 
magic. Then I mentioned to him that I had 
found several novels that used his naturally 
occurring book test principle. His eyebrow 
raised and I smiled because that was the 
face that I'd come to know through reading 
his books and studying his work. Over the 
years we exchanged several emails. In 2007 
I started to work in television consulting, 
producing, writing and being on camera. 
Fast forward to 2014. I created a TV series 
in Ireland with my friend Keith Barry called 
Brainhacker. Keith and I made a list of guests 
we wanted to have on each episode. The 
names I wrote down were Max Maven, David 
Berglas, Doc Sheils and Uri Gellar. Keith had 
done the same. Same list same names. 

When Max arrived, we felt excited, and it 
was a thrill to produce his segment where 
he performed his chair test. To be able to 
watch him in this medium was a masterclass 
in performance and audience control. In the 
hallway after filming Max gestured to me 
and said, "well done, let's take a photo." 

I found myself in Hollywood in 2017 working 
and filming when I received an email from 
Max saying, “I hear you're in town.” Part of 
me wanted to believe he could just sense 
it through his mental powers, but I knew 

that probably some of the magicians in 
town had let him know... Still, I never asked 
because the mystery was greater than the 
truth. We connected and went for coffee at a 
little cafe on Hollywood near La Brea. We sat 
outside on these large picnic tables and got 
into a very wonderful conversation that I will 
always cherish. This was casual Max dressed 
in comfortable clothes, it was nice because at 
this point I felt like I met Phil Goldstein. He was 
happy to just be himself. For the first time I felt 
like we were actual friends. We were talking 
about creating routines and some abstract 
ideas regarding a premise I had come up with 
a piece that I had wanted to offer up to Max as 
a gift that would be great for a television spot.

Basically, it was a routine where Max would 
meet at a cafe with a devious person, perhaps 
a card cheat, or pool hustler. After a brief 
discussion about human nature and reading 
people Max would bring out an old penny 
and a $100 bill explaining that the man 
should hide the $100 bill in one hand and the 
penny in the other. And if Max couldn't guess 
correctly the man could keep the hundred, or 
of course the penny if he so chose. 

Round one. 
Max would deliberate before revealing where 
he believes the $100 bill was while talking 
about perception, decision making and 

Karma. Max would make his decision and 
the man would be shocked when he opens 
his hand to reveal that Max was wrong! The 
man chooses to keep the hundred and max 
takes back the penny. Max explains he's quite 
surprised and the bill for the two coffees 
arrives. The man says he'll pay for the coffees. 
Since he won the $100. Max exits the scene 
leaving behind a small, folded card. The card 
is a photo of the penny explaining it is a 1944 
Steel Lincoln Cent worth $1000,000! 

As if that sting wasn't enough, the coffee bill 
shows Max had a cup of Elida Geisha Natural 
1029 coffee. That is $100.00 a cup. The man 
pauses for a moment and realizes that he 
didn't lose anything but gained a valuable 
lesson about perspective human nature and 
decision making and most of all that Max 
Maven has very expensive taste. Max smiled 
ear to ear when I describe the routine to him. 
Of course, his notes were that it would have 
to be reworded … of course. IT IS MAX AFTER 
ALL!  

No words that I or anyone else can write can 
sum up Max’s life passion work for our art. The 
enormity of Max Maven has not ended as his 
work branches out into a vast expense. His 
work has inspired us all greatly and now his 
life does as well. Thank you Max we will speak 
your name forever.

"There is nothing miraculous about puzzles. 
Competent mentalism is miraculous." 
Max Maven - March 1977, The Red Book of Mentalism



Watch the FULL FISM interview with Max Maven & Luis De Matos

The Magic of the Gilbreath Principle – Max Maven

 I learned that magic allows us to be so much bigger than we are.  
I learned we should be kind to one another and 

forgive people for being flawed and prideful. 
The one thing I know is that we can all do better, and I think we will."

MAX MAVEN

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xZSEgDI-zJw
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ht_2ai4N9BY
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