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Prologue

Six Djinn Are Geniefied

​ June 15, 632 B.C.

Arabian Peninsula

Aleser of the Green Tribe
of Djinn loudly claimed, to anyone who would listen to him, that
Sumera of the Blue Tribe of Djinn learned her djinni magic from demons. And yes,
Reader, that is as much of an insult as it sounds like.

Perhaps Aleser was joking; perhaps Aleser
truly believed what he was saying. It didn’t matter, because the
Blue Tribe demanded that Aleser be turned over to them for
“correction.”

Green Tribe’s answer, stripped of all its
rude Arabic, was “No way are we handing Aleser over.”

Blue Tribe declared war on Green Tribe. Blue
Tribe is always certain of everything they do, so Blue Tribe was
sure that they would win the war against Green Tribe. But then the
Pink Tribe allied with Green Tribe. The Brown Tribe, wisely, stayed
out of the whole shebang.

(Brown Tribe
djinn have brown hair,
brown skin, and brown eyes. They could pass for human, without
shape-shifting. Which is good, because Brown Tribe
djinn can’t shape-shift.
Their only magic
is to foom themselves, plus whatever they’re touching, from Point A to
Point B.)

Anyway. a place and time were set to start
the Djinn War. So everyone in the Green Tribe started practicing
their repulsion-spells.

(Which seems odd, at
first. Why bother to knock down an enemy djinni when you know how to kill
him, by freezing him or by immersing him in water?)

Fatima, a loyal Green
Tribe djinni,
asked Ashnadim, Chief of the Green Tribe of Djinn, that same
question.

****

June 17, 632 B.C.

Amid sand dunes, somewhere in Arabia

Fatima spoke the words, and made the
gestures, that Ashnadim had just taught her.

FOOM. Fatima grinned as a five-cubit-tall, three-cubit-diameter,
cylinder of sand and shimmering air was replaced by a like-sized
cylinder of water. Which immediately collapsed into the cylindrical
tub that now existed in the sand dune.

Ashnadim, Chief of the Green Tribe, smiled
at Fatima. “I knew you would be quick to master this spell. Very
good.”

Fatima’s grin turned
wolf-like. “I can’t wait to give Kharmesh a bath.” Kharmesh was the
tallest djinni in
Blue Tribe. Also the strongest, the loudest, and the
pushiest.

Ashnadim’s smile
disappeared. “Do not use this spell. Even if we are losing a repulsion-spell
battle, do not use it.”

“Why not? We could rid the Earth of that
pack of loudmouths, so why settle for pushing them away?”

“Listen to me,
Fatima. Don’t even think
it. If you water-swap one
djinni in the Blue
Tribe, they might not know who did it—”

“Which leaves me free—”

“But they will respond by
water-swapping two from the Green Tribe. At least two. Then we will respond
by disappearing more than two of theirs. More Blue and
Greendjinn will
disappear every second. In less than a minute, the Green Tribe will
all be gone. Or worse—”

“Worse?”

“—the remnant of Green
Tribe will have to surrender to Blue Tribe, and we Greens will be so few in
number that the humans will no longer fear us.”

“But if I’m not allowed to use this spell,
why learn it?”

“So that if water-swapping
starts happening, I want you to kill all the Blue Tribe
djinn you can before you
yourself are ‘given a bath.’ ”

“So you’re telling me, plan on repulsing
them hard. Even though that won’t kill them.”

“Yes. The beings of the
Blue Tribe aren’t really djinn, they are wailing human
infants. Make them hurt often enough, and Hakeezib”—Chief of the
Blue Tribe—“will say Please stop, please
stop, we give up.”

****

The next morning

June 18, 632 B.C.

Solomon, King of Israel, had just been
awakened by a palace servant when they both heard a voice:
“SOLOMON, OBEY THE ANGEL OF GOD.”

Solomon’s sleepy eyes snapped open. Standing
in a corner of his bedchamber was a being that could only be an
angel: It had white wings, and silver eyes in an inexpressive
face.

Solomon replied, “I am here, O Angel. What
does God command?”

“PUT A SADDLE AND SADDLEBAGS ON YOUR HORSE.
GATHER FOR YOURSELF FOOD AND WATERSKINS FOR A JOURNEY, AND A PURSE
FILLED WITH COPPERS. THEN RIDE YOUR HORSE TO THE CITY MARKET.”

“What about bodyguards? What about my
sword?”

“LEAVE THEM. GOD WILL PROTECT YOU.”

The angel disappeared then. Solomon sent his
trembling servant off to the stables, to pass on orders to the
stablemaster.

A time later, when Solomon’s black stallion
reached the edge of the city market, the angel appeared again—

—with its wings flapping to hold the angel
above the ground. The angel’s face was level with Solomon’s face,
though Solomon was astride the biggest horse in Israel.

“SOLOMON, GO TO THE STALL OF ELKANAH THE
BRASS-SMITH. BUY FIVE BRASS OIL LAMPS AND ONE BRASS BOTTLE WITH
STOPPER. LOAD THE PURCHASED BRASS INTO THE SADDLEBAGS BY
YOURSELF.”

The angel disappeared again, and Solomon
walked his horse forward.

Elkanah blinked in
surprise when Solomon rode up in front of his stall. Perhaps the
man’s surprise was because there was no herald loudly
announcing Make way for the king!
and no bodyguard shoving shoppers
aside.

Solomon had been puzzled by the angel’s
strange shopping order. But once at the brass-smith’s stall,
Solomon saw for himself that Elkanah was selling only five oil
lamps; Solomon was buying his entire inventory of them.

Solomon had not realized how accustomed he
had become to servants, until he had to load the oil lamps and the
brass bottle into his saddlebags without help. Those brass
containers weren’t small, and it took Solomon three tries, with
everyone in the marketplace watching him, before he got everything
to fit.

Solomon climbed back onto his horse, not
knowing what else to do. The angel appeared then, and the crowd
gasped.

“What now, O Angel?” Solomon asked.

“GOD HAS A TASK FOR YOU, WISEST OF HUMANS,”
the angel replied.

That’s when horse and king rose into the
air, making the crowd gasp again. A semitransparent white bubble
formed around Solomon, his horse, and the angel, and the bubble
hurried south from the marketplace.

Inside the bubble, it was as quiet as a
library, so Solomon heard the angel clearly. The angel did not
speak for long, or need to. The rest of the trip was spent in
silence, with Solomon thinking hard.

****

One hour, 27 minutes before the Djinn War

The agreed-upon battlefield-to-be

Some djinn of the Green Tribe were
elsewhere, practicing their spells, but Fatima was on the battle
line.

Except it wasn’t a true
battle line yet. Instead, it was a line of Blue Tribe
djinn facing east, and a
line of Green Tribe and Pink Tribe djinn facing west, and the two lines
were trash-talking each other. Aleser (Green Tribe) and Thrim (Pink
Tribe) were insulting Sumera (Blue Tribe); Kharmesh (Blue Tribe)
was insulting Ashnadim (Green Tribe) and Sigvard (Pink Tribe); and
Fatima was loudly informing everyone in Blue Tribe that their
leader, Hakeezib, was uglier than a human leper and more stupid
than a dog.

Only Fatima’s close friend Jerngert (Pink
Tribe) was keeping quiet. Jerngert looked nervous.

If Fatima was honest, she
was nervous, too. Getting hit by a full-blast
repulsion-spell hurt; and she was going to be hit with lots of battle-grade
repulsion-spells before one side or the other surrendered. Then,
too, there was that other worry: Would someone in Blue Tribe “give
Fatima a bath” before sunset? Would Fatima die today?

The number of Green
Tribe djinn plus
the count of Pink Tribe djinn
was a little more than the count of Blue
Tribe djinn. But
Blue Tribe had a unified command, and the Green Tribe-Pink Tribe
alliance definitely did not. Fatima couldn’t begin to guess what
that would mean, once the battle started.

Then Fatima saw something out of the corner
of her eye. She turned her head to look—

Coming rapidly closer, from the north, was a
white bubble. The bubble landed on a sand dune, and disappeared.
Now revealed by the vanished bubble were a gold-crowned human man
atop a black horse, and an angel.

The human’s knees nudged
his horse forward, but the beast moved slowly. The human was making
himself an easy target for any fireballs thrown his way, which
puzzled Fatima. Is the human so stupid he
doesn’t realize the danger he’s in?

The angel flapped its
wings slowly, to match the snail-like speed of the human and his
horse. This also puzzled Fatima. Why is
the angel deferring to the human? Humans don’t deserve to be
deferred to.

The human’s face and
posture were relaxed, and his horse’s pace slow, as if he were
passing between two lines of human servants, instead of two lines
of human-hating djinn. When the human had come close to Hakeezib, Chief of the
Blue Tribe (to his right), and Ashnadim and Sigvard, Chiefs of the
Green and Pink Tribes (to his left), he stopped his
horse.

As slowly as if the human
were half-asleep, the man got off his horse. Clearly he didn’t realize the danger
he was in, or he would never have done anything so
disrespectful.

“I am Solomon, king of Israel,” the man
said. “God says to stop this war and for you all to leave this
place.”

Hakeezib laughed. “I care
not whether you are king of the whole human world. I don’t take
orders from humans.”

“In this, we agree,” Sigvard said. “I care
not a bit about humans.”

Solomon said, “But
God cares about humans.
Your repulsion-spells will take human lives and destroy human
villages, and God will not allow that.”

Ashnadim said, “But I
don’t see God here. I see a human who is not even wearing a sword,
and one angel.”

Solomon walked around the horse, and removed
three oil lamps from the saddlebags. He set the oil lamps on the
sand.

“Your last chance, tribes
of djinn. Stop
this war and leave this place. Now.”

Hakeezib said, “You bore
me, human. You leave now, before I hurt you.”

“Um,” Jerngert said. But
when all the djinn in all three Tribes turned to look at her, she said no
more.

Nobody else said a word.

Solomon looked at the angel. “Who started
this fight?”

White lightballs appeared in front of the
angel; the lightballs flew to Aleser and Sumera, and floated over
their heads.

Solomon said to the angel, “I need a
troublemaker from Pink Tribe.”

Seconds later, there was a white lightball
over Thrim’s head.

Solomon said, “You, male of the Green Tribe:
Enter this first oil lamp, which becomes the Vessel that Binds you.
You, female of the Blue Tribe: Enter this second oil lamp, which
becomes the Vessel that Binds you. You, male of the Pink Tribe:
Enter this third oil lamp, which becomes the Vessel that Binds
you.”

The three
djinn thus
commanded—Aleser, Sumera, and Thrim—turned into smoke and entered
the three oil lamps. Fatima was close enough to Aleser to see the
surprise on his face; he was not doing any of this by
choice.

For a moment, there was complete
silence.

Then the silence continued, while Ashnadim,
Sigvard, and Hakeezib exchanged glances.

Hakeezib said, “Kill the human. The human
must not escape.”

Ashnadim and Sigvard nodded.

****

The angel had not left Solomon’s side. The
angel did not speak words, or gesture, but the semitransparent
white bubble again formed around the human, his horse, and the
three oil lamps.

Blue, green, and pink fireballs blasted the
white bubble. Repulsion-spells hit the white bubble and broke up,
without the white bubble even wobbling.

Inside the bubble, Solomon
smiled at the djinn. Calmly he took the reins of his horse and walked the animal
away from the attacks—turning his back on his attackers in the
process.

As Solomon moved a few cubits away, the wall
of the bubble moved with him. In less than a minute, the three oil
lamps were on the outside of the bubble.

“Get Aleser’s lamp!” Ashnadim yelled.

FOO-F-FOO-FOOM!
Suddenly the three lamps were surrounded
by djinn of all
three tribes. Fatima saw Nadaar bend down to pick up an oil lamp,
and Fatima expected him to foom
over to Ashnadim and to hand Aleser’s lamp to his
tribe’s chief. But instead, Nadaar started cursing.

That’s when Fatima realized that Nadaar’s
counterparts in Pink Tribe and Blue Tribe also were angry; while
the three oil lamps had not moved one pinky-width.

Nadaar turned his back on the oil lamps to
face Ashnadim, and Fatima was surprised to see green smoke below
his elbows.

Nadaar said, “No matter what I do, or how
hard I try, I can’t stop my arms from turning to smoke when I touch
Aleser’s oil lamp.”

Nadaar was getting everyone’s attention
except Fatima’s. Fatima watched Solomon, inside his white bubble,
take two more oil lamps and a brass bottle, and lay them on the
sand.

“RETURN,” the angel said. There were flashes
of white light near the first three oil lamps, and Nadaar and the
other would-be rescuers reappeared where they’d come from.

The white bubble vanished again.

Now-exposed Solomon seemed
unworried. Calmly he said to the three tribes’ djinn, “I told to you all, God’s
word for you: Stop this war.”

“NO!” everyone yelled.

“You turned your ears away. I took a hostage
from each tribe, to humble you. You have not turned from your
course, except to try to kill me. Again it will cost you.”

****

Solomon picked up the middle oil lamp by its
handle, using his right hand. With his left hand, he slapped the
metal body of the oil lamp. The oil lamp shook in Solomon’s hand,
then blue smoke poured out. Within seconds, Sumera stood before
Solomon.

He smiled at her. “You
have the prettiest blue hair I’ve ever seen. What is your name,
pretty djinni?”

“DON’T TELL HIM!” Hakeezib yelled.

Sumera looked ready to strangle.
“Go—Go—Master, I am Sumera, of the Blue Tribe.”

Hakeezib said, “I told you not to tell
him!”

Solomon waved the comment
away. Then he looked at Sumera and said, “Correction: You are
Sumera, formerly of the Blue Tribe, now one of three bound djinn. Sumera, how long before the
war is scheduled to start?”

“Don’t tell him that, either!” Sigvard
yelled, just before Hakeezib yelled the same.

But Sumera summoned her scrying ball, worked
it, vanished it, then said to Solomon, “There are slightly over
sixty-eight minutes left before the war starts, Master.”

Sumera turned to look at
the gathered djinn—Blue, Green, and Pink. “I had to tell him. I couldn’t
not tell
him.”

Solomon said, “Now Sumera,
look at the djinn of Green Tribe. Look at their faces. See anyone you
hate?”

Sumera said, “I
hate everyone in
Green Tribe, Master.”

“Is there one face you see
whom you especially hate?”

“Nadaar. He acts like Ashnadim’s lapdog.
Nobody in Blue Tribe would act like that; Blue Tribe has more
pride.”

“Hear me, O Sumera: Walk up to Nadaar, kiss
him on the lips, do him no harm, then walk back here.”

Djinn don’t walk—they foom
wherever they want to go. But Sumera turned away
from Solomon and began walking. Fatima could clearly hear Sumera’s
footsteps cross the sand, because nobody spoke a word.

By the time Sumera got to Nadaar, Sumera was
so angry that her face was bright blue. But she carried out all of
the human’s orders.

Solomon had not let go of Sumera’s oil lamp.
When Sumera again was standing in front of Solomon, he ordered, “Go
back in your Vessel, Sumera.”

Sumera clenched her hands into fists. But
her resistance did her no good; she turned into blue smoke, all of
which entered the spout of the oil lamp that Solomon held.

Solomon put Sumera’s lamp
down, then stood up and faced the three tribes. “These three will
be the servant of whoever summons them, and only a human can summon
them from their Vessels. Each bound djinni will grant their human master
three wishes, under certain conditions, and the bound
djinni will obey any
nonmagical command that his or her human master will
give.”

Then the human
smiled at the
furious djinn.
“Any comments?” he asked.

****

“You will suffer, human!” Kharmesh yelled.
“All the human soldiers in your Israel cannot stop Blue Tribe from
coming after you. Your every breath will be agony, from today till
your Fated Death! I, Kharmesh, swear this by—”

Solomon silently pointed to Kharmesh, then
pointed to one of the empty oil lamps at his feet. Kharmesh turned
to blue smoke and entered that oil lamp.

Silence fell among
all djinn.

Then Fatima yelled, “Why are you doing this
to us, Son of Dust? None of us have hurt you!”

Solomon answered, “Yes, Daughter of Smoke,
none of you has hurt me. None of you has hurt my human brothers.
Not yet. But you will, if this war happens. Thousands of thousands
of humans will die because of your repulsion-spells, and human
innocents will suffer, and this must be prevented.”

“So what?” Fatima said. “I
don’t care if humans die. Because they’re human. I don’t care whether human
innocents suffer. Because they’re human.”

The angel came over and murmured in
Solomon’s ear. Then Solomon and the angel had a quiet conversation.
Fatima could not hear a word.

When the angel moved away,
Solomon bent down and picked up the brass bottle. His left hand
held the bottle by the neck; his right hand wrapped around the
stopper. Then he looked around at all the djinn of all three
tribes.

Solomon said, “There is
one djinni here
who is an innocent. She does not want to hurt anyone, even her
supposed enemies. She deserves not to suffer, whether by her
enemies, or God, or me. But I will make her suffer unfairly, so
that the rest of you will sympathize with those close to
her.”

Fatima was getting a very bad feeling about
Solomon’s words.

Solomon pulled the stopper from the bottle.
“I command you to enter this brass bottle, which becomes the Vessel
that Binds you ... Jerngert of the Pink Tribe, friend of
Fatima.”

“NO!” Fatima yelled.

But Fatima could do nothing but watch, as
Jerngert pink-smoked and entered the brass bottle.

Solomon stoppered the brass bottle, set it
down on the sand, and picked up the fifth oil lamp.

Waving the oil lamp to
emphasize his words, Solomon said, “Hear me, O djinn of the three tribes. I will
take a she-djinni from the Green Tribe now, and Bind her into this Vessel. I do
this by the power of God, and you cannot stop God. God sends you a
warning: If you indeed fight this war, God will no longer Bind
you djinn, He
will kill you. Blue, Green, or Pink, no Tribe may defy
God.”

Solomon then looked at Fatima. “I need a
female djinni from the Green Tribe, Fatima. It seems you
volunteered.”


Chapter 1

I Meet The Rescued Kids’ Parents

​ Saturday, May 15, 2010,
evening

Outside Rhonda’s house

“I enjoyed the party, Rhonda,” I said.
“Thank you for letting me come.”

I was leaving Rhonda’s costume party.
Redhead Rhonda was dressed as Jessica Rabbit; I—Marvin Harper,
nicknamed “Shorty” until recently—was dressed as the very tall,
very muscular Captain America, complete with shield.

“I’m glad you came, Marvin,” Rhonda now
said. “You and Tim were a big help with those nasty girls.”

Rhonda was referring to Almira and Elvira
LeClerc, who had threated to plant drugs in Rhonda’s toilet after
they’d been caught party-crashing. Instead, thanks to Tim Hanson
and me, Almira and Elvira had been arrested.

Rhonda added, “And that other thing you did,
with the Witter kids? That was heroic of you. Brave, too.”

I shrugged. “I did it because it needed
doing.”

During the party, our half of the state had
lost electricity for twenty-seven minutes, and Rhonda’s house did
not have a land-line telephone. So when I had discovered that a
house on Rhonda’s street was on fire, that people had been trapped
inside, and that nobody at Rhonda’s party could call the Fire
Department, I had run across the street.

I had wound up rescuing two small children,
Katie and Larry, from that burning house. I had also, without
intending to, saved the life of the kids’ dog, Blackie.

Rhonda now said, “I feel sorry for Julius
and Nancy, when they find out what happened tonight. They’re in for
a shock.”

Then she stepped forward, and looked to her
left. “Speaking of whom, it looks like the Witters are home
now.”

I turned to look where Rhonda was looking.
In the driveway of the ruined house, a silver SUV now was parked.
In the front yard, a man, who was holding a flashlight, and a woman
were talking to Kimberly Paulsen (the sixteen-year-old babysitter).
The children, Katie and Larry, were holding hands as they and
Blackie listened to the older people talk.

“Rhonda, I need to talk to your neighbors,”
I said.

I shook Rhonda’s hand again—and was still
surprised when Rhonda did not turn into my touch-slave. Then I
turned and walked toward Katie, Larry, and their parents.

****

It was four-year-old Katie
who spotted me, as I was crossing the street diagonally. She
started pointing at me, yelling, and jumping up and down.
Five-year-old Larry ran up to me (not looking both ways as he entered
the street), and grabbed my hand.

“Captain America, we told them you rescued
us, but Mom didn’t believe us!” Larry exclaimed. “Come meet Mom and
Dad, and then they’ll hafta believe Katie and me!”

By now, there was a
flashlight beam in my eyes. “Good god, look at him!” I heard a woman’s
voice exclaim. She sounded amazed.

I could understand her
amazement. I was now 6′8″, and I was now richer and more muscular
than anyone deserved to be. Eight days ago, I’d been a shorty at
5′2″, the butt of jokes at my high school, a victim of bullying and
helpless to stop it, and I was as unrich as you could get. So now I
was still mentally adjusting to all the new goodies in my
life.

Isn’t it amazing, Reader, how one old brass
lamp, with Fatima the green-eyed genie in it, can change your
life?

****

I faced the children’s father and stuck out
my hand. “My name is Marvin Harper,” I said.

You know the drill, Reader. Just by shaking
hands, I magically turned Julius Witter, then Nancy Witter, into my
touch-slaves. Then I said to them, “Let’s just be friends,” then
both adults became (mostly) free of my enthrallment.

I said to Julius, “I came over to see if
there was anything you needed. Anything I could help you with.”

Nancy looked at me in
confusion. “You already saved our children. What else
is there?”

Julius laughed bitterly. “Is there anything
I need? Yes, ten grand, right now. But ever since that factory
closed, this whole city has been in a housing slump, so good luck
with us getting a second mortgage. Especially after our house has
burned down. So my choices are either, move the five of us—”

I said,
“Five of you? Are
you counting the dog?”

“I’m pregnant,” Nancy said. “That’s why we
went out tonight: to celebrate.”

“Oh, jeez,” I said.

Julius said, “So my choices are either to
move the five of us into whatever house we can buy with the
insurance settlement, or...” His voice got hesitant.

“Or what?”

“A guy at work has a little gambling
problem. He knows somebody who would loan me ten K.”

“Oh jeez, you’re talking
about a loan shark? Don’t do that!”

Julius shrugged. “My family has to have a
place to live, and the OB/GYN doctors have to be paid. What can I
do?”

Then Julius looked at the burned house and
sighed. “Shit, I could be in debt for the rest of my life, because
of this goddamned fire.”

I made a snap decision.
“I’ll give you
ten grand. Then you won’t have to borrow from a loan
shark.”

Nancy said to me, “You’re how old,
mid-twenties? How can you get your hands on ten thousand dollars so
that you can give it to a total stranger?”

I said, “Mid-twenties? No. I’m eighteen,
but—”

Kimberly (the babysitter) asked, “Are you
rich, Marvin sir?”

Little Larry said, “Captain America is
strong! Of course he’s rich too.”

I laughed. “Actually,
folks, I am a
little rich. All you need to know is, If I promise you ten
thousand, I’m good for it.”

What an understatement. I
was worth thirty-two billion. At age eighteen. How
absurd.

Nancy asked, “But
why are you doing it?
People don’t just give thousands of dollars to other people they’ve
just met.”

I replied, “Because you
need the money. Also, because I didn’t earn my money. I’m set for
life because one time, I visited a cranky old man in the hospital. So why keep my
money, when I can do good by giving it away?”

****

The next afternoon, the Witters were holed
up in a motel room. Lawyer David Dodd knocked on the motel-room
door, then he gifted Julius and Nancy Witter with ten thousand
dollars in cash from my wall safe.

I would have worked that errand myself,
except that I was hosting a pool-party orgy at the time.


Chapter 2

ALLAHU AKBAR On The Airplane

​ THREE YEARS, NINE MONTHS
LATER

Wednesday, February 12, 2014

Last April, I had decided that I wanted to
own my own jet and be allowed to fly it around.

Ten months later, I still needed 23.2 hours
of solo flying to qualify for my private pilot’s license. So when I
decided to attend a stockholder’s meeting in California, I had to
fly in a big commercial jet instead of in my private jet.

Because I’m big and because I’m rich, I
always fly First Class in a passenger jet. In this case, that puts
me very near the cockpit door. (Not that I thought in those terms,
when I took my seat on that flight.)

Boarding at the same time as I did were two
Arab-looking men. They sat together in the same First Class row I
did, on the other side of the aisle. They never relaxed.

Okay, fine, I occasionally
notice one passenger who gets fidgety on an airplane—I figure he
has a fear of flying. But two
such passengers, sitting together?

These two are up to something.

An hour later, the cockpit door opened up,
and the captain came out. He was walking toward the forward galley
(which was only a few steps away). But then everything turned to
shit.
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