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From the papers of Anton Kruger - 'The Neanderthal brain was only slightly different from ours. Though they were lacking in prefrontal lobe, they bore an anterior lobe with better ability to process sensory input. Their vision and hearing were better than ours, yet their language was more limited. There is another subspecies of Homo Sapiens, which I call Homo Sapiens Obscurus. Although they live among us, they choose to remain unseen. They have an extra brain lobe which we lack ...”

Calvin Harrow put down the letter. This part was a copy of one of Kruger’s unpublished papers. If it ever saw print, it would not be until after the professor’s death. There were some things the public was not supposed to know. 

Calvin had not always used the name Harrow. He was a changeling and had not found his true parents until only a year ago. He was still getting to know them. Nor was Calvin his true name.

For a minute he stared out the window with a sense of growing unease, thinking of Martin, his changeling brother. He wondered where he was at the moment. Martin and his wife Dolores had taken up work in vaudeville. Talking movies had replaced silents nearly ten years ago, and yet there was still a call for live theater between features. They were most often comedy skits with lots of slapstick, sometimes serious little romances, or musicals. Never lasting more than an hour. You got your money’s worth with a movie ticket these days. Sometimes there were even prize drawings. The theatricals were lumped under “vaudeville.” And some of them were magic shows. Martin and Dolores did magic.

Calvin looked at Kruger’s letter again. It only added to his unease. 

I fear there is evil rising in Germany. I do not know where it may lead. I might leave Bavaria, but travel grows difficult for me . . .

Calvin had read about the politics in Italy and Germany. There were some who thought them good. Calvin believed nothing he read; he understood illusions. He turned back to Kruger’s unpublished paper. It grew even odder.

In Vienna they experiment with something called brain waves. Several different types have been identified. Alpha waves are said to be associated with calmness and relaxation. Other types, of different frequencies, have different meanings. 

This research is interesting, but leaves out one outstanding question. How does the brain generate a wave, and at different specific frequencies or amplitudes? We know how this is done with wires and magnets, but what of brain tissue? The mysteries of our minds are magnified . . .

He dropped the letter, sensing a sudden impression and knowing what it meant. He again stared out the window, his vision this time registering the early morning fog of San Francisco. His office was in City Hall. Despite his total lack of formal education, his father Jack had managed to convince the mayor to hire him as a special consultant. Calvin was essentially a spy, reporting on all secret dealings of the supervisors and city politicians. None of them suspected a thing. 

Calvin wrote a quick note for his secretary, who had not yet arrived. He said he was leaving on a special mission and might not return for some time. He would call for messages. 

Then he closed his eyes and allowed the impression to consume him. It was a message from his changeling, Martin. In their bonding they were somewhat like identical twins, often thinking the same thing at the same time. This was not telepathy. There was only one message - Martin needed him.

***
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MARTIN WAS FINISHING up his nightly magic act. He and Dolores were playing a theater in Eureka, northern California. Business was good. The town had not been hit quite as hard as some others by the depression. There was still a market for lumber and fish. People with a few dollars to spend went to the movies once a week. 

Tonight was a double feature western. The “A” movie starred Tom Mix and was a big draw. Martin’s magic show came between the A and B films. The first part of his show was made up of theatrical tricks Martin had learned from other stage magicians, plus a few he had invented. Dolores levitating above the audience was one. While she hovered in the air Martin would pass a ring around her body to prove there was no wire holding her up. An illusion like all magic.

He also did a variant of sawing the lady in half, with Dolores standing up instead of lying down.

But it was the grand finale that always impressed the audience. Here he resorted to real magic. Martin was Fa. He had a talent rare even for his own kind. Although most Fae were limited in their ability to changing their own appearance, Martin was almost unique. He could produce a tulpa at will. 

Tulpa is a Tibetan word. It means a living being, or sometimes an object, produced by a human mind from nothing but psychic energy. He made this a part of his magic act. At time for the finale he would launch into the usual nonsensical patter explaining what he was about to do. Dolores, in her spangled tights, brought some wood panels on stage. While Martin was talking, she placed them on a table and quickly assembled them into a large box. The pieces snapped together. The last piece went on the front with hinges. It was obvious there could be nothing hidden inside the box. It was a two foot cube resting on a small table with nothing beneath. A few minutes earlier the box had not even existed.

When Martin was ready he gestured to Dolores. He announced, “The wand, please!”

Dolores produced a magic wand. It was two feet long, black, with a glowing white tip. Martin waved it several times above the box, seeming to leave light streaks in the air. Then he announced, “Let there be life!”

He made a final magical pass with his hands, pointed to the box. Dolores flipped open the front door. 

Instantly, about fifty white pigeons erupted and took wing. Some people in the audience screamed or shrank back in their seats. The birds fluttered out over the crowd, whirling in circles as if seeking escape. The theater lights flared up, reflecting in their white feathers. For one moment only, real magic danced and spun upon the air. 

Then the birds all vanished. Martin had used only a small reserve of his psychic energy in creating these creatures. They could exist only for a few seconds, less than a minute. Long enough to dazzle the audience and make them question reality. 

Martin remembered the maxim that all magic is illusion. The birds were real. But he knew the Tibetan monks saw all reality as illusion. Before the audience had quite settled down, he took a sweeping bow, Dolores at his side. Then he announced,

“Please enjoy now our second feature, Showdown at Tombstone.” And he left the stage, black cape swirling. The lights dimmed for the B movie.

––––––––
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​

Hunting Caliban

CALVIN DID NOT KNOW Martin’s location, but he could sense he was somewhere to the north. There were good reasons for neither of them to advertise their whereabouts. Before leaving San Francisco, Calvin called his mother Noreena by telephone and let her know he would be away for a while. Don’t worry if he’s not heard from. Noreena was used to his absences. These were dangerous times and Calvin was a strange son. 

Lilith, or Lily as she was usually called, was also away. She was fiercely loyal to Calvin, but she was Fa and sometimes had strange missions of her own to fulfill. In this case she had let him know she might be doing something perilous. The first Lilith, Adam’s first wife, had been expelled from Eden for refusing to obey him. Calvin would not dream of asking Lily to obey him. 

He was raised by a Fa stepmother, though not of the Fae himself. He was changeling. His stepmother named him Caliban. 

Calvin tonight was riding in a train. While Martin performed his magic act, Calvin headed north. It was like following a compass needle. He knew not how far to travel, but he knew the direction. He had, of course, not purchased a train ticket. He wanted no traces left of where he had gone. Although not Fa himself, he had been raised in the Fae world. He was an expert at misdirection, trickery, and hypnosis. He found it easy to fool others. Gain their confidence, let them fool themselves. Or speak softly and lead them into a gentle trance.

It was easy enough to evade the train conductors. At the right moment slip into the men’s room. In an emergency, climb out onto the roof of the car. He did make it a point to purchase his meal in the dining car with real money. There were ways to cheat, but he did have principles. He would not steal from a hard working waiter or cook.

He was aboard the train for hours, spending most of his time in the lounge car, reading magazines or talking to strangers. All this time, his sense of Martin grew stronger. Martin was Fa and would sense Calvin’s approach, would sense him coming nearer. Changeling brothers, they were like identical twins, always sensing what the other was doing and where to find him. Calvin was feeling more and more a sense of urgency.

The train pulled into the whistle stop at Redding. Calvin had been half dozing, but came awake when the conductor announced, Redding! Calvin came to his feet and got off the train. It was early evening. He glanced around, for a moment bewildered. Where to now? He felt a draw toward the west, the setting sun. Then the name shone like a lantern in his mind: Eureka. I’ve found it! He began to search for a ride. 

***
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MARTIN AND DOLORES, after the show, had gone to watch the sunset from the docks, where the lumber schooners usually tied up. Martin considered the sun and clouds above the sea a far more spectacular show than he would ever put on stage. The last of the sun’s disk slipped beneath the horizon, accompanied by a brief flash of green. But the sky was not yet dark, dusk would last for a time yet.

He said, “He’s coming. He’s almost here, I can feel him.”

Dolores said, “Do you think he can help?” Dolores had changed since the days Martin had found her in the carnival. She was far less innocent. 

“I don’t know if he can help, but he needs to know. We may both need to run.” He glanced at his pocket watch. “It’s late. Let’s get back to the hotel.” 

They walked several blocks to their room. There had been a time when Dolores might have been cautious about walking near the waterfront in the dark in a strange town. But she trusted Martin. Once, in another town, they were accosted by two mean looking men, one holding a knife. They demanded their money. Martin did not reply or move, but in the next instant there were two large dogs between them and the robbers. They were an unknown breed, but they had wiry muscles and wide jaws dripping with saliva. Both animals crouched to spring, growling with a sound like rusty motors. The two bad men took off running. When they were gone the animals faded. Illusions for a moment made real.

It was late when they got back to their room. It was a large room with a good bed and its own bath tub. Not luxury, but both of them had seen worse. Dolores was brewing tea on a hotplate when there was a knock at the door. Quickly, Martin opened without asking who? He knew who it was. 

“Calvin. Caliban. We’re happy to see you.” He embraced his changeling brother, then pulled out a chair. “Are you hungry? There’s tea. How did you get here so fast?”

Calvin laughed. “I’m glad to see both of you. It’s been what, six months? I’m not hungry, I had plenty to eat on the train. I could use some tea with sugar, though. It was a long drive from Redding.”

“You drove a car? How did you manage that?”

Calvin laughed. “Stole a police car. The coppers were having coffee and doughnuts. I don’t think they noticed it missing until they finished. Don’t worry, I left it a couple blocks from here, parked in front of another police station. I was lucky I didn’t have to stop for gas, that could have been awkward. It was a Ford Model A, by the way.”

Martin grinned. “You travel in style. You should be okay staying here for a day or two, we can make a bed on the floor. Better stay out of the street though. They will be looking for us.”

After they got comfortable, enjoying tea and small talk, Calvin paused, glanced at Dolores, then stared at Martin. He said, “Tell me, Martino.” Martin knew what he meant. He put down his tea. He said,

“Yesterday, after my show. I met a few fans backstage. There are always some. Sometimes ten or twelve. This time there were only four. I shook hands and signed autographs. Then the last one smiled and shook my hand. But he didn’t want an autograph. I noticed he was well dressed, a good suit and silk tie. Nothing flashy, but his outfit spelled money. Not like many other people around here these days.

“He gave me a big smile, put his hands in his pockets, and said, ‘I’ll pay you a thousand dollars for your pigeon trick. I’m not a performer myself, I’m a promoter. If you sell me that secret, I can guarantee to make you famous.’

“Of course I turned him down. I get offers like that all the time. The last thing I want is to get famous. I don’t want to be found. I’m just another stage magician. Besides, I couldn’t sell my secret if I wanted to.

“Anyway, this guy was polite. I had a feeling he expected I’d say no. He gave me his card in case I want to think it over. I still have it if you’re interested. He gave Dolores and me both a big smile and a polite goodbye, then went out by the stage door. It was just then I got my bad feeling. I went after him and looked out the door to see him walking toward the corner. That was when he changed.

“I must say he was good. I’m usually immune to illusion. When the Fae alter their appearance, most often I can see through it, or at least recognize what they are. This man didn’t change till he was half way down the block. His suit went from tailored elegant to a pair of denim overalls in one second. And he lost about six inches in height while gaining maybe twenty pounds. Then he was around the corner. I never got a glimpse of his face.”

Calvin nodded. He sipped his tea. “So he was Fae. You think he was looking for you?”

“I know he was. He was an agent of Nemesis. Probably there are people all over the country looking for a trace of me. I don’t know exactly what Nemesis wants me to do, but I know he wants me. And I knew sooner or later they would catch a whiff of me.”

Martin said, “How long do you think you have? Before they come for you?”

“Not long. I don’t think this agent knew I tumbled to him, so there might not be a rush. But I think in three or four days I can expect to see several of them to show up on my doorstep. We need to leave tomorrow.”

Calvin nodded, thinking. He said, “You’re right of course. We’ll need to set up a message line between us. I don’t need to know where you are, but we need to communicate.”

Martin smiled and leaned across the table to shake Calvin’s hand. He said, “Easy enough between us, brother.”

Calvin said, “You still have this guy’s card? I want to see that, please. Might be nice to meet him.”

​

On the Run

Calvin lost no time. He made sure Martin and Dolores got out of town. They simply went to the Greyhound station and got bus tickets headed east. They left all belongings behind except for a few books to read on the trip. They even left behind the truck they used to carry all the props from the magic show. They abandoned their clothes and belongings. They planned to get off the bus in Redding, then get train tickets to any random location. They would spend several days traveling with no destination in mind. Nemesis had found them once, but he would have a hard time finding them again. 

Calvin wasn’t worried about them. But he wanted to know what Nemesis wanted of them. His agents would also be searching for Calvin, knowing how they were connected. Martin and Calvin sometimes joked they were “separated at birth,” like identical twins, though not physically related. Their psychic bond was unbreakable. If one was in danger, they both were. But Calvin wasn’t running. Not yet.

He checked the business card from Martin’s “fan.” The man wearing overalls that looked like a business suit. Most of the Fae had only one unique power, the ability to change their own appearance. Martin could nearly always penetrate the illusion. Calvin, from his own early training, could do nearly as well. The name on the card was Robert Hibbert. Promoter. The address was a small downtown office. Calvin waited till nearly lunch hour, then went there and rang the bell. He knew this was a good time to call. Hibbert would be getting hungry and probably getting ready to go out to some diner down the street. He would be off balance, impatient to get rid of Calvin, which was what Calvin wanted. 

Hibbert was no “promoter.” That would be a cover. Calvin knew most of the Fae didn’t bother with real jobs, it was so easy get what they wanted for free. But Hibbert needed an office for some reason, probably to run some sort of flimflam. Calvin knew about flimflams and swindles. He had run a few himself. 

The door opened after three rings. Hibbert looked up at Calvin. So no secretary, just him. The man wasn’t dressed in overalls, nor was he in a business suit. Just a shirt and vest with a loose tie. Calvin glanced past him but couldn’t see much of the office. He said, “Are you Mr. Herbert?”

“Hibbert. Who are you?”

“Oh, I’m Cal Jones. I work over at the Orpheum theater. I’m assistant manager. I heard you were there last night, asking about Mephisto.” That was Martin Harrow’s stage name.

Hibbert’s eyes showed a glint of interest. “What’s that to you?”

“Well, it’s just I heard you wanted to buy some of his tricks. I know how he does some of them, and a lot of other stuff about him. I thought maybe you might be interested.”

Calvin, watching Hibbert’s face, could see him deciding whether to slam the door. He must have decided nothing to lose. Hibbert said, “I’ve got a few minutes. Come on in.”

The office looked as if Hibbert had been living in it. There was an old oak table instead of a desk, a leather couch with a folded blanket. A lot of loose paper and clutter. This Depression was beginning to mean hard times even for the Fae. Hibbert waved Calvin to the couch and sat down next to the table. He said, “Have a drink?” He picked up a half empty bottle of Canadian. Calvin looked shocked.

“Oh, no sir. I took the pledge. And anyway I never imbibe before sunset.”

“Suit yourself. What can you tell me about Mephisto? Do you know how he does the pigeon trick?”

At that Calvin scratched his head. “Well, no sir, not as such. But I figured out most all of his other tricks. I guess I could figure out the pigeons with a little more time. Only thing is, I heard Mephisto is leaving town in a day or two.”

That got Hibbert’s interest. He poured some whiskey into a little cheese glass and tossed it down. Calvin knew some of the Fae could have as much weakness to booze as any human. Hibbert said, 

“You heard that? Where’s he headed?”

“Well, I’m told he has a booking up in Portland. He’ll be headed that way. Say, listen. You could hire me to follow him. I’m pretty sure if I watch Mephisto’s show a few more times I could figure out his pigeon trick. And I’m happy to give you a run-down on all his other acts. What do you say?”

Hibbert got to his feet. “I’ll think it over, Mr. Jones. I’ll seriously consider it. Thanks for the tip, I’ll be in touch over at the Orpheum if I decide. Here, take this for your trouble. Right now I’ve got another appointment.” He motioned Calvin toward the door. Calvin took the bill Hibbert handed him. 

“Five bucks. That’s real generous, Mr. Hibbert. You just call on me any time.”

Then they were out the door and headed downstairs. This building didn’t have an elevator. When they got to the street Hibbert headed in one direction, Calvin the opposite. But after a few minutes Calvin doubled back. He returned to Hibbert’s office. While he had been inside he had taken note of the cheap lock on the door. He knew well its brand. It took him thirty seconds to pick it.

He spent the next forty minutes going through Hibbert’s records and mail.

––––––––
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​

Martin’s Gift

MARTIN AND DOLORES came to ground in Reno. It was as good a place as any. Nevada had just legalized gambling, and casinos were already up and running. They were somehow supposed to help fight the Depression, bringing more cash into the state. So far Martin couldn’t see much difference. But it would be one way to grift more money if he had to. 

That wasn’t yet necessary. Before leaving Eureka he had put his money belt on under his shirt. It was stuffed with hundred dollar bills and made him look a bit paunchy. Dolores also carried cash. They had managed to save something from the magic show. It was popular, drew customers, and paid well. He thought they were both going to miss that act.

They checked into a cheap hotel near the river. Martin made sure it had good telephone service, four phone booths in the lobby. Then they rested. They took the time to take some hot baths. They also shopped for new clothes. Martin looked over a couple of automobile dealers. He had a feeling he was going to want a car, but not just yet. They ate all their meals in cafes. 

On a late evening four days after their arrival, Martin looked over the few books Dolores had carried away in a bag. One of them had a letter between its pages, like a bookmark. He pulled it out and remembered the last letter he’d received from Professor Kruger. The professor always sent identical copies of his letters to Martin and Calvin. So Calvin had probably already seen this. Dolores must have read it, which was fine. No doubt she meant to give it to Martin, but forgot in all the excitement. 

Martin read it over now. There were some interesting ideas, but what caught his attention was Kruger’s reference to a great evil rising. Martin was aware of a lot of political turmoil in Europe, specially in Germany. But he had not yet heard of a “great evil.” He wondered what Kruger meant, and if it had something to do with the Fae. Martin would have to start paying more attention.

Dolores had been sitting by the window, reading a different book. She tended to find interest in various histories. She noticed him glancing in her direction and looked up. She said, “We should have a dog.”

“What?” The statement caught him by surprise. “What brings this on?”

She smiled. “This book I’m reading. There’s a lot about the Neanderthals. Have you heard of those? They were around a long time before modern humans showed up. Then they just disappeared. Nobody knows exactly why.

“But this author has some theories. He says humans domesticated dogs about forty or fifty thousand years ago. That’s about when humans showed up in Europe and started replacing Neanderthals. We had some advantages, like better tools and weapons. But the Neanders were a lot stronger. And had better eyesight and hearing. They could sneak up on you after dark and tear you to pieces before you knew what was happening. Except that we modern humans - Sapiens sapiens - had dogs. They would give warning. And then if the Neanders attacked, the dogs would join in the fight. They were a lot like wolves, these dogs. The poor Neanderthals never had a chance. The dogs also helped to find game, and with hunting.”

Martin, bemused, studied Dolores’s face. A lot of people who didn’t know her well, assumed she was another dizzy dame, in her spangled tights and not talking much. But she sometimes gave Martin a glimpse into her depths. He said,
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