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A Note on Magic


MAGICIANS


Since history began in the mud-brick cities of Mesopotamia more than five thousand years ago, rulers of great nations have always used magicians to help maintain their rule. The pharaohs of Egypt and the kings of Sumer, Assyria, and Babylon all relied on magic to protect their cities, strengthen their armies, and cast their enemies down. Modern governments, though cloaking the fact behind careful propaganda, continue this same policy.


Magicians do not have magical abilities themselves, but derive their power from the control of spirits, which do. They spend many years in lonely study, mastering the techniques that will allow them to summon these fearsome entities and survive. Successful magicians are consequently always clever and physically robust. Because of the dangers of their craft, they are also usually ruthless, secretive, and self-serving.


For most summonings, the magician stands inside a carefully drawn circle of protection, within which is a pentacle, or five-pointed star. Certain complex incantations are spoken, and the spirit is drawn from its far dimension. Next, the magician recites special words of Binding. If this is done correctly, the spirit becomes the magician’s slave. If a mistake is made, the protective power of the circle is broken, and the unhappy magician is at the spirit’s mercy.


Once a slave is bound, it must obey its master’s instructions until its task is complete. When this time comes (it may take hours, days, or years), the rejoicing spirit is formally dismissed. In general, spirits resent their captivity, no matter what its duration, and seek any opportunity to do their masters harm. Most sensible magicians, therefore, keep their slaves for as short a time as possible, just in case their luck runs out.


SPIRITS


All spirits are formed of essence, a fluid, ever-shifting substance. In their own dimension, known as the Other Place, they have no solid form, but on Earth they must take some kind of definite guise. However, higher spirits are able to change shape at will: this gives them some respite from the pain that Earth’s cruel solidity causes to their essence. There are five main categories of spirit.


These are:


1. Imps: The lowliest type. Imps are scurrilous and impertinent and their magic is humble. Most cannot change shape at all. Nevertheless they are easily directed and present no great danger to the magician. For this reason they are frequently summoned, and used for minor tasks such as scrubbing floors, clearing middens, carrying messages, and keeping watch.


2. Foliots: More potent than imps, but not as dangerous as djinn, foliots are favored by magicians for their stealth and cunning. Being reasonably adept at changing shape, they make excellent spies.


3. Djinn: The largest class of spirit, and the hardest to summarize. No two seem alike. They lack the raw power of the greatest spirits, but frequently exceed them in cleverness and audacity. They excel at shape-shifting, and have a vast arsenal of spells at their disposal. A djinni is the favored slave for most competent magicians.


4. Afrits: Strong as bulls, imposing in stature, and arrogant as kings, afrits are blunt and irascible by temperament. They are less subtle than other spirits, and their might frequently exceeds their intelligence. Monarchs throughout history have used them as vanguards in battle and as guardians of their gold.


5. Marids: The most perilous and least common of the five types. Supremely confident in their magical power, marids sometimes appear in discreet or gentle guises, only to suddenly switch to vast and hideous shapes. Only the greatest magicians dare summon them.


All magicians fear their spirit-slaves, and ensure their obedience by means of inventive punishments. For this reason most spirits bow to the inevitable. They serve their masters as efficiently as possible and—despite their natural instincts—remain outwardly zealous and polite, for fear of repercussions. This is what most spirits do. There are exceptions.



The Main Characters

JERUSALEM



	Solomon
	King of Israel



	 
	 



	Hiram
	Solomon’s vizier



	 
	 




	Khaba
	A magician—in service to King Solomon



	 
	 




	Ezekiel
	A magician—in service to King Solomon



	 
	 




	Various other magicians, servants, and wives
	 




MARIB



	Balkis
	Queen of Sheba



	 
	 



	Asmira
	A captain of the guard




THE SPIRITS



	Bartimaeus
	A djinni



	 
	 




	Faquarl
	A djinni



	 
	 




	Beyzer, Chosroes, Menes, Nimshik, Tivoc, and Xoxen
	Djinn—in service to Khaba the Cruel






	 
	 




	Gezeri
	A foliot—in service to Khaba the Cruel



	 
	 




	Numerous other marids, afrits, djinn, foliots, and imps
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Sunset above the olive groves. The sky, like a bashful youth kissed for the first time, blushed with a peach-pink light. Through the open windows came the gentlest of breezes, carrying the fragrances of evening. It stirred the hair of the young woman standing alone and pensive in the center of the marble floor, and caused her dress to flutter against the contours of her lean, dark limbs.


She lifted a hand; slim fingers toyed with a ringlet of hair beside her neck.


“Why so shy, my lord?” she whispered. “Come near and let me look on you.”


In the opposite pentacle the old man lowered the wax cylinder in his hand and glared at me with his single eye. “Great Jehovah, Bartimaeus! You don’t think that’s going to work on me?”


My eyelashes quivered beguilingly. “I’ll dance too, if you’ll only step a little closer. Come on, spoil yourself. I’ll do the Twirl of the Seven Veils.”


The magician spoke with irritation. “No, thank you. And you can stop that, too.”


“Stop what?”


“That…that jiggling about. Every now and then you—There! You did it again!”


“Oh, come on, sailor, live a little. What’s putting you off?”


My master uttered an oath. “Possibly your clawed left foot. Possibly your scaly tail. Also possibly the fact that even a newborn babe would know not to step outside his protective circle when requested to do so by a wicked, duplicitous spirit such as yourself. Now, silence, cursed creature of air, and abandon your pathetic temptations, or I shall strike you sideways with such a Pestilence as even great Egypt never suffered!” The old boy was quite excited, all out of breath, his white hair a disordered halo around his head. From behind his ear he took a stylus and grimly made a notation on the cylinder. “There’s a black mark there for you, Bartimaeus,” he said. “Another one. If this line gets filled, you’ll be off the special allowances list for good, you understand. No more roasted imps, no time off, nothing. Now, I’ve a job for you.”


The maiden in the pentacle folded her arms. She wrinkled her dainty nose. “I’ve just done a job.”


“Well, now you’ve got another one.”


“I’ll do it when I’ve had a rest.”


“You’ll do it this very night.”


“Why should I do it? Send Tufec or Rizim.”


A bright jag of scarlet lightning issued from the forefinger of the old man, looped across the intervening space, and set my pentacle aflame, so that I wailed and danced with mad abandon.


The crackling ceased; the pain in my feet lessened. I came to an ungainly standstill.


“You were right, Bartimaeus,” the old man chuckled. “You do dance well. Now, are you going to give me any more backchat? If so, another notch upon the cylinder it shall be.”


“No, no—there’s no need for that.” To my great relief the stylus was slowly replaced behind the aged ear. I clapped my hands vigorously. “So, another job, you say? What joy! I’m humbled that you have selected me from among so many other worthy djinn. What brought me to your attention tonight, great Master? The ease with which I slew the giant of Mount Lebanon? The zeal with which I put the Canaanite rebels to flight? Or just my general reputation?”


The old man scratched his nose. “None of that; rather it was your behavior last night, when the watch imps observed you in the form of a mandrill swaggering through the undergrowth below the Sheep Gate, singing lewd songs about King Solomon and loudly extolling your own magnificence.”


The maiden gave a surly shrug. “Might not have been me.”


“The words ‘Bartimaeus is best,’ repeated at tedious length, suggest otherwise.”


“Well, all right. So I’d had too many mites at supper. No harm done.”


“No harm? The Watch reported it to their supervisor, who reported it to me. I reported it to High Magician Hiram, and I believe it has since come to the ears of the king himself.” His face became all prim and starchy. “He is not pleased.”


I blew out my cheeks. “Can’t he tell me so in person?”


The magician’s eye bulged; it looked like an egg emerging from a chicken.1 “You dare suggest,” he cried, “that great Solomon, King of all Israel, master of all lands from the Gulf of Aqaba to the broad Euphrates, would deign to speak with a sulphurous slave such as you? The idea! In all my years, I have heard nothing so offensive!”


“Oh, come, come. Look at the state of you. Surely you must have.”


“Two more notches, Bartimaeus, for your effrontery and cheek.” Out came the cylinder; the stylus scratched upon it furiously. “Now then, enough of your nonsense. Listen to me closely. Solomon desires new wonders for his collection. He has commanded his magicians to search the known world for objects of beauty and power. At this very moment, in all the wall-towers of Jerusalem, my rivals conjure demons no less hideous than you and send them out like fiery comets to plunder ancient cities, north, south, east, and west. All hope to astound the king with the treasures they secure. But they will be disappointed, Bartimaeus, will they not, for we will bring him the finest prize of all. You understand me?”


The pretty maiden curled her lip; my long, sharp teeth glinted wetly. “Grave-robbing again? Solomon should be doing seedy stuff like this himself. But no, as usual he can’t be bothered to lift his finger and use the Ring. How lazy can you get?”


The old man gave a twisted smile. The black hollow of his lost eye seemed to suck in light. “Your opinions are interesting. So much so that I shall depart right now and report them to the king. Who knows? Perhaps he will choose to lift his finger and use the Ring on you.”


There was a slight pause, during which the shadows of the room grew noticeably deeper, and a chill ran up my shapely spine. “No need,” I growled. “I’ll get him his precious treasure. Where do you want me to go, then?”


My master gestured to the windows, through which the cheery lights of lower Jerusalem winked and shone. “Fly east to Babylon,” he said. “One hundred miles southeast of that dread city, and thirty miles south of the Euphrates’s current course, lie certain mounds and ancient diggings, set about with fragments of windblown wall. The local peasants avoid the ruins for fear of ghosts, while any nomads keep their flocks beyond the farthest tumuli. The only inhabitants of the region are religious zealots and other madmen, but the site was not always so desolate. Once it had a name.”


“Eridu,” I said softly. “I know.”2
 

“Strange must be the memories of a creature such as you, who has seen such places rise and fall…” The old man gave a shudder. “I do not like to dwell on it. But if you recall the location, so much the better! Search its ruins, locate its temples. If the scrolls speak truly, there are many sacred chambers there, containing who knows what antique glory! With luck, some of the treasures will have remained undisturbed.”


“No doubt about that,” I said, “given its guardians.”


“Ah yes, the ancients will have protected them well!” The old man’s voice rose to a dramatic pitch; his hands made eloquent fluttering gestures of dismay. “Who knows what lurks there still? Who knows what prowls the ruins? Who knows what hideous shapes, what monstrous forms might…Will you stop doing that with your tail? It’s not hygienic.”


I drew myself up. “All right,” I said. “I get the picture. I’ll go to Eridu and see what I can find. But when I get back I want to be dismissed straight off. No arguments, no shilly-shallying. I’ve been on Earth too long now and my essence aches like a moldering tooth.”


My master grinned a gummy grin, stuck his chin toward me, and waggled a wrinkled finger. “That all depends on what you bring back, doesn’t it, Bartimaeus? If you impress me, I may let you go. See that you do not fail! Now—prepare yourself. I shall bind you to your purpose.”


Midway through his incantation the horn blew hard below the window, signaling the closure of the Kidron Gate. It was answered, farther off, by the sentries on the Sheep Gate, Prison Gate, Horse and Water Gates, and so on around the city walls, until the great horn on the palace roof was sounded and all Jerusalem was safe and sealed for the night. A year or two back I’d have hoped such distractions would make my master stumble on his words, so that I might have leaped forth and devoured him. I didn’t bother hoping now. He was too old and too experienced. I needed something better than that if I was going to get him.


The magician finished, spoke the final words. The pretty maiden’s body became soft and see-through; for an instant I hung together like a statue formed of silken smoke, then burst soundlessly into nothing.
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No matter how many times you see the dead walk, you always forget just how rubbish they are when they really get moving. Sure, they look okay when they first break through the wall—they get points for shock value, for their gaping sockets and gnashing teeth, and sometimes (if the Reanimation spell is really up to scratch) for their disembodied screams. But then they start pursuing you clumsily around the temple, pelvises jerking, femurs high-kicking, holding out their bony arms in a way that’s meant to be sinister but looks more as if they’re about to sit down at a piano and bash out a honky-tonk rag. And the faster they go, the more their teeth start rattling and the more their necklaces bounce up and get lodged in their eyeholes, and then they start tripping over their grave-clothes and tumbling to the floor and generally getting in the way of any nimblefooted djinni who happens to be passing. And, as is the way with skeletons, never once do they come out with any really good one-liners, which might add a bit of zest to the life-or-death situation you’re in.


“Oh, come on,” I said, as I hung from the wall, “there must be someone here worth talking to.” With my free hand I fired a plasm across the room, causing a Void to open in the path of one of the scurrying dead. It took a step, was sucked into oblivion; I sprang up from the stones, bounced off the vaulted ceiling, and landed nimbly on top of a statue of the god Enki on the opposite side of the hall.


To my left a mummified corpse shuffled from its alcove. It wore a slave’s robe and had a rusted manacle and chain about its shrunken neck. With a creaky spring it leaped to snare me. I yanked the chain, the head came off; I caught this mid-palm as the body fell away, and bowled it unerringly into the midriff of one of its dusty comrades, snapping its backbone with neat precision.


Jumping from the statue, I landed in the very center of the temple hall. From every side now the dead converged, their robes as frail as cobwebs, hoops of bronze twirling on their wrists. Things that had once been men and women—slaves, freemen, courtiers, and under-priests, members of every level of Eridu’s society—pressed tight about me, jaws gaping, jagged yellow fingernails raised to rend my essence.


I’m a courteous fellow and greeted them all appropriately. A Detonation to the left. A Convulsion to the right. Bits of ancient person spattered merrily on the glazed reliefs of the old Sumerian kings.


That gave me a brief respite. I took a look around.


In the twenty-eight seconds since I’d tunneled through the ceiling, I’d not had time to fully assess my surroundings, but from the décor and the general layout, a couple of things were clear. First, it was a temple of the water god Enki (the statue told me that; plus he was featured prominently in the wall reliefs, along with his attendant fish and snake-dragons) and had been abandoned for at least fifteen hundred years.1 Second, in all the long centuries since the priests had sealed the doors and left the city to be swallowed by the desert sands, no one had entered before me. You could tell that from the layers of dust upon the floor, the unbroken entrance stone, the zeal of the guardian corpses and—last but not least—the statuette resting on the altar at the far end of the hall.


It was a water serpent, a representation of Enki, fashioned with great artifice out of twisting gold. It glittered palely in the light of the Flares I’d sent forth to illuminate the room, and its ruby eyes shone evilly like dying embers. As an ancient work of art alone, it was probably beyond price, but that was only half the story. It was magical too, with a strange pulsing aura visible on the higher planes.2


Good. That was that settled, then. I’d take the serpent and be on my way.


“Excuse me, excuse me…” This was me politely ushering the dead aside, or, in most cases, using Infernos to strike them burning across the hall. More were still emerging, trundling forth from slotlike alcoves in each wall. There seemed no end to them, but I wore a young man’s body, and my movements were swift and sure. With spell and kick and counterpunch I plowed my way toward the altar—and saw the next trap waiting.


A net of fourth-plane threads hung all around the golden serpent, glowing emerald green. The threads were very thin, and faint even to my djinni’s gaze.3 Feeble as they looked, however, I had no wish to disturb them. As a general principle, Sumerian altar-traps are worth avoiding.


I stopped below the altar, deep in thought. There were ways to disarm the threads, which I would have no trouble employing, provided I had a bit of time and space.


At that moment a sharp pain disturbed me. Looking down, I discovered that a particularly disreputable-looking corpse (who in life had clearly suffered many skin ailments and doubtless looked upon mummification as a sharp improvement to his lot) had snuck up and sunk his teeth deep into the essence of my forearm.


The temerity! He deserved special consideration. Shoving a friendly hand inside his rib cage, I fired a small Detonation upward. It was a maneuver I hadn’t tried in decades, and was just as amusing as ever. His head blew clean off like a cork from a bottle, cracked nicely against the ceiling, bounced twice off nearby walls, and (this was where my amusement smartly vanished) plopped to earth right beside the altar, neatly snapping the net of glowing threads as it did so.


Which shows how foolish it is to go enjoying yourself in the middle of a job.


A deep concussion echoed across the planes. It was fairly faint to my hearing, but over in the Other Place it would have been hard to ignore.


For a moment I stood quite still: a thin young man, dark of skin and light of loincloth, staring in annoyance at the writhing filaments of broken thread. Then, swearing in Aramaic, Hebrew, and several other languages, I leaped forward, plucked the serpent from the altar, and backed hurriedly away.


Eager corpses came clamoring behind me: without looking I unleashed a Flux, and they were whirled asunder.


Up beside the altar the fragments of thread stopped twitching. With great speed they melted outward, forming a pool or portal upon the flagstones. The pool spread beneath the corpse’s upturned head. The head dropped slowly down into the pool, out of existence, away from this world. There was a pause. The pool shone with the myriad colors of the Other Place, distant, muffled, as if seen from under glass.


A tremor passed across its surface. Something was coming.


Turning swiftly, I considered the distance to the shattered patch of ceiling where I’d first broken through: trickles of loose sand still spooled down into the chamber. My tunnel had probably collapsed with the weight of sand; it would take time to push my way back up—time I didn’t presently have. A Trigger-summons never takes long.


I spun back reluctantly to face the portal, where the surface of the pool was flexing and contorting. Two great arms issued forth, shimmering green and venous. Clawed hands grasped the stonework on either side. Muscles flexed and a body rose into the world, a thing of nightmare. The head was human in semblance,4 and surmounted by long black coils of hair. A chiseled torso came next, and this was of the same green stuff. The components of the bottom half, which followed, seemed to have been chosen almost at random. The legs, corded with muscle, were those of a beast—possibly a lion or some other upscale predator—but ended sinisterly in an eagle’s splaying claws. The creature’s rear end was mercifully cloaked by a wraparound skirt; from a slit in this rose a long and vicious scorpion tail.


There was a pregnant pause as the visitation pulled free of the portal and stood erect. Behind us, even the last few milling dead were somewhat hushed.


The creature’s face was that of a Sumerian lord: olive-skinned and handsome, black hair coiled in shining ringlets. The lips were full, the squared beard oiled. But the eyes were blank holes torn in the flesh. And now they looked on me.


“It’s…Bartimaeus, isn’t it? You didn’t trigger this, did you?”


“Hello, Naabash. Afraid so.”


The entity stretched its great arms wide so that the muscles cracked. “Ohhh, now what’d you go and do that for? You know what the priests say about trespassers and thieves. They’ll have your guts for garters. Or rather…I will.”


“The priests aren’t that fussed about the treasure now, Naabash.”


“They aren’t?” The blank eyes looked around the temple. “It does seem a little dusty. Has it been a while?”


“Longer than you think.”


“But the charge still holds, Bartimaeus. Can’t do anything about that. ‘While stone stands on stone and our city lasts…’ You know the score.” The scorpion tail juddered up with a dry and eager rattle, the shiny black sting jerking forward above his shoulder. “What’s that you’re carrying? Not the sacred serpent?”


“Something to look at later, when I’ve dealt with you.”


“Ah, very good, very good. You always were a chipper one, Bartimaeus, always spoke above your station. Never known anyone get the flail so often. How you vexed the humans with your backchat.” The Sumerian lord smiled, showing neat double rows of sharply filed teeth. The hind legs moved slightly, the claws dug into stone; I watched the tendons tensing, ready for sudden movement. I didn’t take my eyes off them. “Which particular employer are you vexing now?” Naabash went on. “The Babylonians, I assume. They were on the up last time I looked. They always coveted Eridu’s gold.”


The dark-eyed youth ran a hand through his curly hair. I smiled bleakly. “Like I say, it’s been longer than you think.”


“Long or short, it matters not to me,” Naabash said softly. “I have my charge. The sacred serpent stays here in the temple heart, its powers lost to common men.”


Now, I’d never heard of this serpent. To me it just seemed a typical bit of tat the old cities used to war over, a kitsch little number in rolled gold. But it’s always good to know exactly what you’re stealing.


“Powers?” I said. “What does it do?”


Naabash chuckled, wistful melancholy suffusing his voice.


“Nothing of consequence. It contains an elemental that will emit jets of water from the mouth when the tail is tweaked. The priests used to bring it out in times of drought to inspire the people. If I remember correctly, it is also rigged with two or three little mechanical traps designed to dismay robbers who meddle with the emerald studs upon the claws. Notice the hinges hidden beneath each one.…”


I made a mistake here. Half lulled by Naabash’s gentle tones, I couldn’t help flicking a half-glance down at the serpent in my hands, just to see if I could spot the little hinges.


Which was exactly what he wanted, of course.


Even as my eyes moved, the beast-legs flexed. In a flash of movement, Naabash was gone.


I threw myself sideways just as the flagstone where I’d stood was struck in half by the sting-tail’s blow. I was fast enough for that, but not enough to avoid the lashing impact of his outstretched arm: a great, green fist struck against my leg as I hurtled through the air. This blow, together with the precious artifact I held, prevented me employing my usual elegant keynote maneuver in such circumstances.5 Instead I half rolled painfully across a convenient mat of scattered corpses and leaped to my feet once more.


Naabash, meanwhile, had righted himself with stately care. He turned toward me, bending low, his human arms pawing at the ground; then he sprang again. Me? I fired a Convulsion straight up at the ceiling above my head. Once more I jumped away, once more the scorpion tail drove straight through the flagstones; once more—but this time Naabash didn’t get around to striking me as well, since the ceiling had fallen on him.


Fifteen centuries of accumulated desert sands lay atop the buried temple, so with the falling masonry came a pleasant bonus: a great silvery-brown cascade that plunged down in a torrent, crushing Naabash under several solid tons.


Ordinarily I’d have lingered awhile to jeer loudly near the rapidly spreading heap, but hefty as it was, I knew it wouldn’t delay him long. It was time to leave.
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Dawn was at my back when I returned to Jerusalem. The tops of the magicians’ towers were already fringed with pink, and the dome of Solomon’s white-walled palace shone bright like a new sun.


Farther down the hill, by the Kidron Gate, the old man’s tower was mostly in shadow. I flew to the upper window, outside which a bronze bell hung suspended, and rang this once, as per my orders. My master forbade his slaves to come upon him unawares.


The echoes faded. My broad wings stirred the cold, fresh air. I hovered, waiting, watching the landscape melt into being. The valley was dim and silent, a trough of mist into which the road wound and faded. The first workers emerged from the gate below; they set off down the road toward the fields. They went slowly, stumbling on the rough stones. On the higher planes I could see one or two of Solomon’s spies going with them—foliots riding the halters of the oxen, bright-hued mites and implets drifting on the wind.


The minutes passed, and finally a charming sensation like a dozen spear points plucking out my vitals heralded the magician’s summons. I closed my eyes, submitted—and a moment later felt the sour warmth of the magician’s chamber pressing on my essence.


To my great relief the old man was in his robes, despite the early hour. A temple full of corpses is one thing; a wrinkly, undressed master would have been another. He was standing ready in his circle, and as before, all the seals and curse-runes were correctly in position. With the goat’s-fat candles burning and the little pots of rosemary and frankincense repelling me with the sweetness of their stench, I stood in the center of my pentacle and regarded him steadily, holding the serpent in my slender hands.1


The moment I materialized I knew how badly he wanted it, not for Solomon, but for himself. His eye widened; avarice shimmered on its surface like a film of oil.


He did not say anything for a while, just looked. I moved the serpent slightly so the candlelight flowed alluringly upon its contours, tilting it to show him the ruby eyes, and the emerald studs upon the splaying claws.


When he spoke, his voice was coarse and heavy with desire. “You went to Eridu?”


“As I was ordered, so I went. I found a temple. This was inside.”


The eye glinted. “Pass it to me.”


I held back a moment. “Will you dismiss me as requested? I have served you faithfully and well.”


At this the old man’s face congealed with violent passion. “You dare try bartering with me? Pass me the artifact, demon, or by my secret name I swear I shall plunge you screaming into the Dismal Flame2 before the hour is out!” He glared at me, eye popping, jaw jutting, thin white lines of moisture on his parted lips.


“Very well,” I said. “Be careful not to drop it.”


I tossed it over from one circle to the other, and the magician stretched out his clawing hands. And whether it was his single eye that did it, so that he had trouble judging distance, or his trembling eagerness, his fingers fumbled on the serpent: it danced between them and fell back toward the circle’s edge. With a cry the old man snatched at it, clasped it against his wrinkled chest.


This, his first unguarded movement, was almost his last. If so much as the tips of his fingers had crossed above the circle, he would have lost its protection and I would have been on him. But (by a whisker) they didn’t cross, and the pretty maiden, who for an instant had seemed just a little taller, whose teeth had perhaps grown just slightly longer and sharper than a moment previously, settled back in the center of her circle with a disappointed look.


The old man did not notice any of this. He had eyes only for his treasure. For a long time he turned it over in his hands, like a vile old cat playing with a mouse, cooing at the workmanship and practically dribbling with delight. After a while it was too revolting to bear. I cleared my throat.


The magician looked up. “Well?”


“You have what you asked for. Solomon will reward you richly for this. Let me go.”


He chuckled. “Ah, Bartimaeus, but you clearly have such a gift for this line of work! I am not sure I care to let such a skillful thief go.…You just stand there quietly. I must explore this most interesting device. I see small hinged studs upon the toes…I wonder what they do.”


“What does it matter?” I said. “You’re giving it to Solomon, aren’t you? Let him investigate.”


My master’s scowl was expressive. I smiled to myself and looked out of the windows at the sky, where the dawn patrols were barely visible, circling at great heights, leaving faint pink trails of steam and sulphur in the air. Looked good, but it was all for show as much as anything, for who would seriously attack Jerusalem while Solomon had the Ring?


I allowed the magician to inspect the serpent for a while; then, still looking out of the window, said: “Besides, he’d be terribly cross if one of his magicians withheld an object of such power. I really wish you’d let me go.”


He squinted up at me. “You know what this is?”


“No.”


“But you know it has power.”


“Even an imp could see that. Oh, but I forget—you’re only a human. You can’t see the aura it radiates on the seventh plane. But even so, who can truly tell? There were probably many such serpent statuettes made in Eridu. It’s probably not the one.”


The old man licked his lips; his caution fought with curiosity, and lost. “Not the what?”


“It’s none of my business, and none of yours. I’m just standing here quietly, as ordered.”


My master spat out a curse. “I revoke that order! Speak!”


“No!” I cried, holding up my hands. “I know what you magicians are like, and I don’t want any part of it! Solomon on one side with that terrible Ring, and you on the other with…with…” The maiden shivered, as if with sudden chill. “No, I’d be caught up in the middle, and that wouldn’t do me any good at all.”


Blue fires leaped in the center of the magician’s outstretched palm. “Not another second’s delay, Bartimaeus. Tell me what this object is, or I’ll pummel you with the Essence Fist.”


“You’d hit a woman?”


“Speak!”


“Oh, very well, but it won’t do you any good. It bears a passing resemblance to the Great Serpent with which the old kings of Eridu conquered the cities of the plain. That treasure contained a mighty spirit which was compelled to do its master’s bidding.”


“Its master being…?”


“Whoever held it, I suppose. The spirit was contacted by pressing a secret catch.”


The magician considered me in silence for a time. At last he said, “I have never heard this story. You lie.”


“Hey, of course I do. I’m a demon, aren’t I? Just forget all about it and give the thing to Solomon.”


“No.” The old man spoke with sudden decision. “Have it back.”


“What?” But it was too late; he had tossed the serpent back across the space, where the maiden caught it doubtfully.


“Do you take me for an idiot, Bartimaeus?” my master cried, stamping a wrinkled foot upon the marble. “Quite patently you planned to snare me with some trick! You egged me on to pry into this device, hoping it would seal my doom! Well, I’m not going to press any of these studs. But you will.”


The maiden blinked up at the magician with her big brown eyes. “Look, this really isn’t necessary—”


“Do as I say!”


With the greatest reluctance, I raised the serpent in my hand and considered the studs set upon the claws. There were three of them, each decorated with an emerald. Selecting the first, I pressed it gingerly. There was a whirring sound. At once the serpent emitted a brief electric shock that raddled my essence and set the maiden’s long luxuriant hair standing up like a toilet brush.


The old magician hooted with laughter. “You planned that for me, did you?” he chortled. “Let this be a lesson to you. Well, and the next!”


I pressed the second stud. Swiveling on a set of hidden cogs and fulcra, several of the serpent’s golden scales flipped up and egested puffs of tarry smoke. As with the first trap, long centuries had dulled the mechanism, and my face was only lightly blackened.


My master rocked back and forth with mirth. “Better and better,” he crowed. “Look at the state of you! Now the third.”


The third emerald had evidently been designed to let off a jet of poison gas, but all that remained after so many years was a faint green cloud and a bad smell.


“You’ve had your fun,” I sighed, holding out the serpent once more. “Now dismiss me, or send me off again, or whatever it is you want to do. But leave me be. I’m fed up with this.”


But the magician’s good eye glinted. “Not so fast, Bartimaeus!” he said grimly. “You forget the tail.”


“I don’t see—”


“Are you blind? There is a hinge there too! Press that, if you will.”


I hesitated. “Please. I’ve had enough.”


“No, Bartimaeus. Perhaps this is the ‘secret catch’ you mentioned. Perhaps you will now get to meet this ‘mighty spirit’ of ancient legend.” The old man grinned with cruel delight; he folded his spindly arms. “Or more probably you will find out yet again what it is like to attempt to defy me! Go on—no dallying! Press the tail!”


“But—”


“I order you to press it!”


“Righty-ho.” That was what I’d been waiting for all this time. The terms of any summoning always include stringent clauses preventing you from directly harming the magician who brings you here: it’s the first, most basic rule of all magic from Ashur to Abyssinia. Lulling your master into disaster through soft words and raw cunning is different, of course, as is striking if they break their circle or mess up the incantation. But direct assaults are out. You can’t touch your master unless you’re expressly commanded to do so by his own spoken word. As, rather pleasantly, was the case here.


I hefted the golden serpent and tweaked the tail. As I’d assumed, Naabash had not spoken falsely;3 nor had the water elemental4 trapped within deteriorated like the clockwork mechanisms. A bright, pulsing jet of water shot forth from the serpent’s open mouth, glistening in the happy light of dawn. Since, by merest chance, I was holding the serpent directly facing the magician, the jet crossed the intervening space and struck the old codger full in the chest, lifting him off his feet and carrying him out of his circle and halfway across his chamber. The distance he went was gratifying, but leaving the circle was the crucial bit. Even before he landed, heavily and soggily, on his back, the bonds about me snapped and withered, and I was free to move.


The pretty maiden tossed the serpent to the floor. She stepped forward out of her constraining pentacle. Away across the room, the magician had been winded; he lay there helpless, flapping like a fish.


The maiden passed the goat’s-fat candles, and as she did so every single one of them winked out. Her foot glanced against a bowl of ward-herbs; rosemary spilled upon her skin, which fizzed and steamed. The maiden paid no heed; her big dark eyes were fixed upon the magician, who struggled now to raise his head a little, saw my slow approach.


He made one desperate effort, wet and winded as he was. A shaking hand was raised and pointed. His mouth moved; he stammered out a word. From his forefinger a sputtering Essence Lance leaped forth. The maiden made a gesture; the spears of lightning exploded in midair and shot off at random angles to strike the walls, the floor and ceiling. One gout plumed out of the nearest window and arced out into the valley to startle the peasants far below.


The maiden crossed the room; she stood above the magician and held out her hands, and the nails on her fingers, and indeed the fingers themselves, were much longer than hitherto.


The old man looked up at me. “Bartimaeus—”


“That’s my name,” I said. “Now, are you going to get up, or shall I come to you?”


The answer he made was incoherent. The pretty maiden shrugged. Then she bared her pretty teeth and fell upon him, and any further sounds he made were swiftly stilled.


Three small watch imps, drawn perhaps by a disturbance on the planes, arrived just as I was finishing. Wide-eyed and wondering, they clustered together on the sill, as the slender young woman got unsteadily to her feet. She was alone in the room now; her eyes glowed in the shadows as she turned to face them.


The imps sounded the alarm, but it was all too late. Even as the air above was rent with rushing wings and talons, the pretty maiden smiled and waved good-bye—to the imps, to Jerusalem, to my latest bout of slavery on Earth—and without a word was gone.


And that was the end of the old magician. We’d been together awhile, but I never got to know his name. Still, I remember him with fond affection. Foolish, greedy, incompetent, and dead. Now that’s the kind of master worth having.
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King Solomon the Great of Israel, High Magician and Protector of his People, sat forward on his throne and frowned an elegant frown. “Dead?” he said, and then—more loudly, after a ferocious pause in which the heartbeats of four hundred and thirty-seven people skipped and jolted in anticipation—“Dead?”


The two afrits that sat before his chair in the form of gold-maned lions lifted their golden eyes to look at him. The three winged djinn that hung aloft behind the chair, carrying fruit and wines and sweetmeats for the refreshment of the king, trembled so hard, the plates and glasses rattled in their hands. High in the rafters, the doves and swallows dropped from their roosts, and dispersed beyond the pillars to the sunlit gardens. And the four hundred and thirty-seven humans—magicians, courtiers, wives, and supplicants—who were gathered in the hall that morning bent their heads and shuffled their feet and looked intently at the floor.


Rarely, even in matters of war or wives, did the great king ever raise his voice. Such occasions did not bode well.


At the foot of the steps Solomon’s vizier bowed low. “Dead. Yes, Master. But, on a happier note, he got you a very fine antiquity.”


Still bowing, he indicated with an outstretched hand the nearest plinth beside him. On it sat a serpent statuette of twisting gold.


King Solomon regarded it. The hall was silent. The lion-afrits blinked down at the people with their golden eyes, their velvet forepaws lightly crossed, their tails flicking occasionally on the stones behind. Above the throne the djinn hung waiting, motionless save for the lazy beat of their eagle wings. Out in the gardens butterflies moved like flecks of sunlight among the brightness of the trees.


At last the king spoke; he sat back upon the cedar throne. “It is a pretty object. With his last act, poor Ezekiel served me well.” He raised a hand to signal to the djinn for wine, and since it was his right hand, a ripple of relief ran around the hall. The magicians relaxed; the wives began arguing among themselves; and one by one the assembled petitioners of a dozen lands raised their heads to gaze in fearful admiration at the king.


In no way was Solomon ill-favored. He had been spared the poxes in his youth, and though now into middle age, his skin remained smooth and creamy as a child’s. In fifteen years upon the throne, indeed, he had not changed markedly, remaining dark of eye and skin, narrow-faced, with straight black hair hanging loose about his shoulders. His nose was long, his lips full, his eyes lined with green-black kohl after the Egyptian style. Above his splendid silken robes—sent as a gift from the magician-priests of India—he wore many wondrous treasures of gold and jade, sapphire earrings, necklaces of Nubian ivory, amber beads from far Cimmeria. Silver bangles hung about his wrists, while on one ankle rested a thin gold band. Even his kid-skin sandals, a dowry present from the King of Tyre, were studded with gold and semiprecious stones. But his long slim hands were naked of jewels or decoration—save for the little finger of the left, which bore a ring.


The king sat waiting as the djinn poured wine into his golden goblet; he waited as, with golden prongs, they added to it berries from the windswept Anatolian hills, and ice from the summit of Mount Lebanon. And the people gazed on him as he waited, basking in the glamour of his power, his radiance like the sun’s.


The ice was mixed; the wine was ready. On soundless wings, the djinn retreated above the throne. Solomon considered the goblet, but did not drink. He returned his attention to the hall.


“My magicians,” he said, addressing a circle of men and women at the forefront of the crowd, “you have all done well. In a single night you have retrieved many fascinating artifacts from across the world.” With a wave of the goblet he indicated the row of seventeen plinths before him, each topped with its own small treasure. “All are doubtless extraordinary, and will shed light on the ancient cultures that precede us. I shall study them with interest. Hiram, you may have them removed.”


The vizier, a small, dark-skinned magician from distant Kush, snapped to immediate attention. He gave an order. Seventeen slaves—human, or in human form—ran forth and carried the golden serpent and the other treasures from the hall.


When all was still, the vizier swelled out his chest, took his staff by its ruby pommel, and banged it thrice upon the floor. “Attention!” he cried. “Solomon’s council shall now proceed! There are several issues of great moment to bring before the king. As ever, we shall all benefit from the bounty of his wisdom. First—”


But Solomon had raised a lazy hand, and as it was the left, the vizier broke off at once, choking on his words and blanching.


“Saving your pardon, Hiram,” the king said silkily, “the first business is already before us. My magician Ezekiel was killed this morning. The spirit who slew him—do we know its identity?”


The vizier cleared his throat. “Master, we do. From the remains of Ezekiel’s cylinder, we have deduced the offender. Bartimaeus of Uruk is its favored title.”


Solomon frowned. “Have I heard report of one with that name?”


“Yes, Master. Only yesterday. It was overheard singing a song of extraordinary insolence, which featured…”


“Thank you, I recall it.” The king stroked his handsome chin. “Bartimaeus…of Uruk—a city two thousand years gone. So it is a most ancient demon. A marid, I assume?”


The vizier bowed low. “No, Master. I believe not.”


“An afrit, then.”


The vizier bowed still lower; his chin almost touched the marble floor. “Master, it is in fact a djinni of moderate strength and power. Fourth level, if some of the Sumerian tablets speak true.”


“Fourth level?” Long fingers tapped upon the armrest of the throne; from the little finger came a flash of gold. “A fourth-level djinni has slain one of my magicians? With all due respect to the wailing shade of Ezekiel, this brings dishonor on Jerusalem—and, more importantly, on me. We cannot let such an outrage pass. An example must be made. Hiram—let the remainder of the Seventeen approach.”


In keeping with the glory of King Solomon, his chief magicians were drawn from countries far beyond the bounds of Israel. From distant Nubia and Punt, from Assyria and Babylon, these men and women of power had come. Each, at a brief command, could summon demons from the air, raise whirlwinds, and rain death upon their cowering foes. They were masters of the ancient arts, and would have been considered mighty in their own lands. But all had chosen to travel to Jerusalem, to serve he who wore the Ring.


With a twirl of his staff, the vizier beckoned the circle forward; each magician, in turn, bowed low before the throne.


Solomon considered them awhile, then spoke: “Khaba.”


Deliberate, stately, soft-footed as a cat, a man stepped from the circle. “Master.”


“You have a somber reputation.”


“Master, I do.”


“You treat your slaves with appropriate severity.”


“Master, I take pride in my harshness, and I do well to do so, for demons combine ferocity with infinite cunning, and their nature is vindictive and malign.”


Solomon stroked his chin. “Indeed…Khaba, I believe you already have in your employment several other recalcitrant spirits that have recently proved troublesome.”


“Master, this is true. Each loudly regrets its past audacity.”


“Will you agree to add this wicked Bartimaeus to your roster?”


Khaba was Egyptian, a man of arresting appearance, tall, broad-shouldered, and strong of limb. His skull, like that of all the magician-priests of Thebes, had been shaved and waxed until it shone. His nose was aquiline, his brow heavy, his lips narrow, bloodless, tight as bowstrings. His eyes hung like soft black moons in the wasteland of his face, and glistened perpetually as if they were close to tears. He nodded. “Master, as in all things I follow your requirements and your will.”


“Quite so.” Solomon took a sip of wine. “See that Bartimaeus is brought to heel and learns respect. Hiram will bring you the relevant cylinders and tablets when Ezekiel’s tower is cleared. That is all.”


Khaba bowed and returned to his place among the crowd, his shadow trailing like a cloak behind him.


“With that settled,” Solomon said, “we may return to other matters. Hiram?”


The vizier clicked his fingers. A small white mouse somersaulted out of the empty air and landed on his hand. It carried a papyrus scroll, which it unfurled and held ready for his inspection. Hiram studied the lists briefly. “We have thirty-two judicial cases, Master,” he said, “that have been referred to you by your magicians. The plaintiffs await your judgment. Among the issues to be dealt with are a murder, three assaults, a marriage in difficulties, and a neighborly dispute regarding a missing goat.”


The king’s face was impassive. “Very well. What else?”


“As always, many petitioners from far afield have come to ask your aid. I have chosen twenty to make formal appeals to you today.”


“I will hear them. Is that all?”


“No, Master. Word has come from our djinn patrols in the southern deserts. They report further attacks by brigands. Remote farmsteads have been burned and the inhabitants slaughtered, and there have been depredations on the trade routes too—caravans attacked, and travelers robbed.”


Solomon shifted in his chair. “Who controls the southern patrols?”


A magician spoke, a woman of Nubia, dressed in a robe of tight-wound yellow cloth. “I, Master.”


“Summon more demons, Elbesh! Track down these ‘brigands’! Discover the truth: are they simple outlaws, or mercenaries working for foreign kings? Report to me tomorrow.”


The woman grimaced. “Yes, Master…only—”


The king frowned. “Only what?”


“Master, saving your pardon, I already control nine strong, unruly djinn. This takes up all my energies. To summon yet more slaves will be difficult.”


“I see.” The king cast his eyes impatiently across the circle. “Then Reuben and Nisroch will assist you in this little task. Now—”


A tousle-bearded magician raised his hand. “Great King, forgive me! I too am presently somewhat stretched.”


The man beside him nodded. “And I!”


Now the vizier, Hiram, ventured to speak out. “Master, the deserts are vast and the resources of we, your servants, are limited. Is this not a time when you might consider aiding us? When, possibly, you might—” He halted.


Solomon’s kohl-rimmed eyes blinked slowly, like a cat’s. “Go on.”


Hiram swallowed. Already he had said too much. “When…perhaps you might consider using”—his voice was very faint—“the Ring?”


The king’s expression darkened. The knuckles of his left hand gripped white upon the armrest of the throne. “You question my commands, Hiram,” Solomon said softly.


“Great Master, please! I meant no offense!”


“You dare pronounce how my power might be used.”


“No! I spoke without thinking!”


“Can it be you truly wish for this?” The left hand shifted; on the little finger a flash of gold and black obsidian caught the light. Below the throne the lion-afrits drew back their lips and made snapping noises in their throats.


“No, Master! Please!” The vizier cowered to the floor; his mouse sought concealment in his robes. Across the hall the assembled watchers murmured and drew back.


The king reached out, turned the Ring upon his finger. There was a thud of sound, a buffet of air. A darkness fell across the hall, and in the center of that darkness a Presence stood tall and silent beside the throne. Four hundred and thirty-seven people fell flat upon their faces as if they had been struck.


In the shadows of the throne Solomon’s face was terrible, contorted. His voice echoed as if from a cavern in the earth: “I say to all of you: Be careful what you desire.”


He turned the Ring again upon his finger. At once the Presence vanished; the hall was filled with sudden light, and there were birds singing in the gardens.


Slowly, unsteadily, magicians, courtiers, wives, and supplicants got to their collective feet.


Solomon’s face was calm again. “Send your demons out into the desert,” he said. “Capture the brigands as I requested.” He took a sip of wine, and looked toward the gardens where, as so often, faint music could now be heard, though the musicians were never seen. “One other thing, Hiram,” he said at last. “You have not yet told me of Sheba. Has the messenger returned? Have we heard the queen’s response?”


The vizier had risen and was dabbing at a trickle of blood coming from his nose. He swallowed; the day was not going well for him. “Master, we have.”


“And?”


He cleared his throat. “Once again, unbelievably, the queen rejects your offer of marriage and refuses to be numbered among your exquisite consorts.” The vizier paused to allow the expected gasps and flutterings from among the assembled wives. “Her explanation, such as it is, is this: as the actual ruler of her nation, rather than the mere daughter of its king”—further gasps sounded at this juncture, and several snorts—“she cannot possibly leave it for a life of leisure, even to bask in your glorious radiance in Jerusalem. She deeply regrets this inability to comply, and offers her eternal friendship, and that of Sheba, to you and your people until, and I quote”—he checked the scroll once more—“‘the towers of Marib fall and the eternal Sun goes out.’…Essentially, Master, it’s another No.”


The vizier finished and, without daring to look toward the king, made a great business of rolling up the scroll and stuffing it back into his robes. The crowd stood frozen, watching the silent figure on the throne.


Then Solomon laughed. He took a long draught of wine. “So that is the word from Sheba, is it?” he said. “Well, then. We will have to consider how Jerusalem responds.”
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Night had fallen and the city of Marib was silent. The Queen of Sheba sat alone in her chamber, reading from her sacred texts. As she reached for her wine cup, she heard a fluttering at the window. A bird stood there, an eagle, shaking flecks of ice off its feathers and regarding her intently with its cold, black eyes. The queen watched it for a moment; then, because she understood the illusions of the spirits of the air, said: “If you come in peace, step inside, and be welcome.”


At this the eagle hopped off the sill and became a slim young man, golden-haired and handsome, with eyes as black and cold as the bird’s had been and a bare chest studded with flecks of ice.


The young man said, “I bear a message for the queen of this land.”


The queen smiled. “I am she. You have come far, and at high altitude. You are a guest of my house, and I offer you all I have. Do you require refreshment or rest, or some other boon? Name it, and it shall be so.”


And the young man said, “You are gracious, Queen Balkis, but I require none of those things. I must speak my message and hear your answer. Know first that I am a marid of the seventh level, and the slave of Solomon, son of David, who is King of Israel and the mightiest of magicians now living.”


“Again?” the queen said, smiling. “Three times I have received a question from that king, and three times I have given the same answer. The last occasion was but a week ago. I hope he has accepted my decision now, and isn’t asking it a fourth time.”


“As to that,” the young man said, “you shall shortly hear. Solomon offers you his greetings, and wishes you health and prosperity. He thanks you for your consideration of his last proposal, which he now formally retracts. Instead he demands you acknowledge him as your sovereign overlord and agree to pay him an annual tribute, which shall be forty sacks of sweet-scented frankincense from the forests of fair Sheba. If you agree to this, the sun will continue to smile upon your domains, and you and your descendants will forever prosper. Refuse—and, frankly, the outlook is less favorable.”


Balkis no longer smiled. She rose from her chair. “This is a most impudent demand! Solomon has no claim on the wealth of Sheba, just as he had no claim on me!”


“You may have heard,” the young man said, “that Solomon is master of a magic ring, with which he can raise an army of spirits in the blinking of an eye. For this reason the kings of Phoenicia, Lebanon, Aram, Tyre, and Edom, among many others, have already sworn him fealty and friendship. They pay vast annual tributes of gold, timber, skins, and salt, and think themselves fortunate to be spared his wrath.”


“Sheba is an ancient, sovereign nation,” Balkis said coldly, “and its queen will not bend her knee to any foreign infidel. You may return to your master and say so.”


The young man made no move, but spoke in conversational tones. “In truth, O Queen, is Sheba’s prospective tribute really so terrible? Forty sacks among the hundreds that you harvest every year? That will not bankrupt you!” White teeth shone in the smiling mouth. “And besides, it is certainly a lot better than being driven in rags from your ravaged land, while your cities burn and your people perish.”


Balkis gave a little gasp and took a step in the direction of the insolent creature, but held back when she saw the glitter in the blank, dark eyes. “Demon, you far exceed your duties,” she said, swallowing. “I demand you leave this chamber on the instant, or I shall call my priestesses to snare you in their silver nets.”


“Silver nets mean nothing to me,” the spirit said.


It walked toward her.


Balkis backed away. In the cabinet by her chair she kept a globe of crystal that, on breaking, sounded an alarm that would bring her personal guards to her. But each new step took her farther from the cabinet and farther from the door. Her hand strayed to the jeweled dagger in her belt.


The demon said, “Oh, I wouldn’t do that. Am I not a marid, who by my whispered word can summon storms and raise new islands in the sea? Yet, despite my strength, I am the least and most miserable of the slaves of Solomon, who stands supreme of all men in his glory and his pride.”


It halted; Balkis had not yet reached the wall, but she sensed the bricks close behind her back. She stood erect, hand upon the dagger hilt, keeping her face impassive, as she had once been taught to do.


“Long ago I served the first kings of Egypt,” the demon said. “I helped raise their tombs, which still remain as marvels of the world. But the greatness of those kings lies like dust before the power that Solomon now enjoys.”


It turned away and with negligent steps crossed to stand beside the fireplace, so the remaining ice upon its shoulders melted swiftly and ran in rivulets down its long, dark limbs. It gazed into the flames. “Have you heard what happens when his will is crossed, O Queen?” it said softly. “I have seen it from afar. He wears the Ring upon his finger. He turns it once. The Spirit of the Ring appears. Then what? Armies march across the sky, city walls crumble, the earth opens, and his enemies are devoured by fire. He brings forth spirits uncountable, faster than thought, so the midday hour grows black as midnight with their passing, and the ground shudders with the beating of their wings. Do you wish to see this terror? Resist him, and it will surely come to you.”


But Balkis had gathered herself; she strode toward the cabinet and stood there, stiff with fury, one hand on the drawer where the crystal lay. “I have given you my answer already,” she said harshly. “Return to your master. Tell him that for a fourth time I refuse him, and that I desire no further messengers. That if he persists in his cruel avarice, I shall make him regret that he ever heard my name.”


“Oh, that I very much doubt,” the young man said. “You have hardly the sniff of magic about you, and Marib is no great center of sorcery or of arms. A final word before I start my long flight home. My master is not unreasonable. He knows this decision is hard for you. You have two weeks to change your mind. See there?” The demon pointed through the window, where the moon hung yellow behind the slender mud-brick towers of the city. “The moon is full tonight. When it has waned to nothing, have the forty sacks piled ready in the courtyard! If you do not, Solomon’s army will take wing. Two weeks! In the meantime I thank you for your hospitality and your warming fire. Now here is a little blaze of my own. Consider it something to spur your thinking.” It raised its hand: a bulb of orange fire swelled from the fingers, shot forth as a narrow bolt of light. The top of the nearest tower exploded in a flower of flame. Burning bricks tumbled into darkness; screams sounded across the gulf.


With a cry, Balkis lunged forward. The young man smiled contemptuously and stepped toward the window. A blur of movement, a waft of wind—an eagle flew out between the pillars, banked around the pluming smoke, and was gone among the stars.


Dawn came; thin gray veins of smoke still rose from the ruined tower, but the fire itself was out. It had taken the priestesses several hours to agree on the precise demon that should be summoned to fight the blaze, and by that time the flames had been quenched by water carried from the canals by hand. Queen Balkis had supervised this process, and seen the dead and wounded taken to their proper places. Now, with the city numb and quiet, she sat again beside the window of her room, watching the blue-green daylight stealing slowly across the fields.


Balkis was twenty-nine, and had occupied the throne of Sheba for something under seven years. Like her mother, the previous queen, she met all the requirements of that sacred station, and was popular with her people. She was brisk and efficient in court policy, which pleased her counselors; she was serious and devout in matters of religion, which pleased the priestesses of the Sun. And when the hill-men of the Hadhramaut came down into the city, with their robes weighed down with swords and silver djinn-guards, and the sacks of frankincense slung upon their camels’ shanks, she met them in the forecourt of the palace and offered them khat leaves to chew, and spoke with them knowledgeably of the weather and the difficulties of tapping resin from the trees, so that they too were pleased and returned to their villages speaking highly of Sheba’s wondrous queen.


Her beauty didn’t hurt either. Unlike her mother, who had been strongly inclined to fat, and indeed in later years had required four young slaves to help her rise from the soft vastness of her couch, Balkis was slender and athletic and disliked assistance from anybody. She had no close confidants among her counselors or priestesses and made her decisions alone.

OEBPS/images/Part-Two.jpg
‘,Bzft 140





OEBPS/images/pxiii-001.jpg
ST e
Hapof Poacl, Shela,
- Wil é/mvm/'m[ L,






OEBPS/images/Balkis.jpg





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
     
    

     
     
    

     
     
    

     
         
             
             
             
        
    

  




OEBPS/images/Part-One.jpg
"Part ﬂﬂe





OEBPS/images/Bartimaeus.jpg
/_.Zaﬂz‘ma.ew





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
BARTIMAUS

T Ring of Solomon

JONATHAN STROUD

Doy  HYPERION BOOKS
NEw YORK





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
Tue NEw YORK TIMES BEST-SELLING SERIES .
/

JONATHAN STROUD





OEBPS/9781423149569_Split10.html


BARTIMAEUS



The Ring of Solomon





OEBPS/images/Solomon.jpg
< Solon





