Jonathan Stroud

The Amulet of Samar kand

TheBartimaeus Trilogy, book 1

For Gina

Part One

1

Bartimaeus

The temperature of the room dropped fast. 1ce formed on the curtains and crusted thickly
around the lightsin the celling. The glowing filamentsin each bulb shrank and dimmed, whilethe
candlesthat sprang from every available surface like a colony of toadstools had their wicks snuffed
out. The darkened room filled with ayellow, choking cloud of brimstone, in which indistinct black
shadows writhed and roiled. From far away came the sound of many voices screaming. Pressure was
suddenly applied to the door that led to the landing. It bulged inward, the timbers groaning. Footsteps
from invisible feet came pattering across the floorboards and invisible mouths whispered wicked
things from behind the bed and under the desk.

The sulfur cloud contracted into athick column of smoke that vomited forth thin tendrils; they
licked the air like tongues before withdrawing. The column hung above the middle of the pentacle,
bubbling ever upward against the ceiling like the cloud of an erupting volcano. There was abarely
perceptible pause. Then two yellow staring eyes materidized in the heart of the smoke.

Hey, it was hisfirg time. | wanted to scare him.

And | did, too. The dark-haired boy stood in a pentacle of hisown, smdler, filled with different
runes, three feet away from the main one. Hewas pae as a corpse, shaking like adead lesf in ahigh
wind. Histeeth rattled in his shivering jaw. Beads of swest dripped from his brow, turning to ice as
they fell through the air. They tinkled with the sound of hailstones on thefloor.

All well and good, but so what? | mean, he looked about twelve years old. Wide-eyed,
hollow-cheeked. There's not that much satisfaction to be had from scaring the pants off a scrawny
kid.[1]

[1] Not everyone agrees with me on this. Some find it delightful sport. They refine countless ways of
tormenting their summoners by means of subtly hideous apparitions. Usually the best you can hope for isto give



them nightmares later, but occasionally these stratagems are so successful that the apprentices actually panic and
step out of the protective circle. Then all iswell—for us. But it isarisky business. Often they are very well trained.
Then they grow up and get their revenge.

So | floated and waited, hoping he wasn't going to take too long to get round to the dismissing
spell. To keep myself occupied, | made blue flameslick up around the inner edges of the pentacle, as
if they were seeking away to get out and nab him. All hokum, of course. I'd dready checked and the
sedl was drawn well enough. No spelling mistakes anywhere, unfortunately.

Atlast it looked asif the urchin was plucking up the courage to spesk. | guessed thisby a
stammering about his lipsthat didn't seem to be induced by purefear done. | let the bluefiredie
away, to be replaced by afoul smell.

Thekid spoke. Very squeskily.
"| chargeyou... to... to..." Get onwith it! "T-t-tell me your n-name.”

That's usudly how they start, the young ones. Meaningless waffle. He knew, and | knew that he
knew, my name dready; otherwise how could he have summoned mein thefirst place? Y ou need the
right words, theright actions, and most of dl theright name. | mean, it's not like hailing acalb—you
don't get just anybody when you cal.

| chose arich, deep, dark chocolaty sort of voice, the kind that resounds from everywhere and
nowhere and makes the hairs stand up on the back of inexperienced necks.

"Bartimaeus”

| saw thekid give astrangled kind of gulp when he heard the word. Good—then he wasn't
entirdly stupid; he knew who and what | was. He knew my reputation.

After taking amoment to swallow some accumulated phlegm, he spoke again. "I-1 charge you
again to answer. Are you that B-Bartimaeus who in olden times was summoned by the magiciansto
repair thewadls of Prague?’

What atime waster thiskid was. Who esewould it be? | upped the volume abit on thisone.
Theice on thelight bulbs cracked like caramdlized sugar. Behind the dirty curtainsthe window glass
shimmered and hummed. Thekid rocked back on hishedls.

"l am Bartimaeus! | am Sakhr a-Jinni, N'gorso the Mighty, and the Serpent of Silver Plumes! |
have rebuilt thewalls of Uruk, Karnak, and Prague. | have spoken with Solomon. | have run with the
buffao fathers of the plains. | have watched over Old Zimbabwertill the stones fell and the jackasfed
onitspeople. | am Bartimaeus! | recognize no master. So | charge you in your turn, boy. Who are
you to summon me?"

Impressive stuff, en? All true aswell, which givesit more power. And | wasn't just doing it to
sound big. | rather hoped the kid would be blustered by it into telling me his namein return, which
would give me something to go on when his back wasturned.[2] But no luck there.

[2] I couldn't do anything while | wasin the circle, of course. But later I'd be able to find out who he was, ook
for weaknesses of character, thingsin his past | could exploit. They've al got them. You've all got them, | should



"By the congtraints of the circle, the points on the pentacle, and the chain of runes, | am your
master! Y ou will obey my will!"

There was something particularly obnoxious about hearing this old shtick coming from aweedy
sripling, and in such afoolish high voicetoo. | bit back the temptation to give him a piece of my mind
and intoned the usual response. Anything to get it over with quickly.

"What isyour will?*

| admit | was dready surprised. Most tyro magicianslook first and ask questions later. They go
window-shopping, eyeing up their potential power, but are far too nervoustotry it out. Y ou don't
often get smal oneslikethis squirt caling up entitieslike mein thefirst place, ether.

Thekid cleared histhroat. Thiswas the moment. Thisiswhat he'd been building up to. Hed
been dreaming of thisfor years, when he should have been lying on his bed thinking about racing cars
or girls. | waited grimly for the pathetic request. What would it be? L evitating some object wasa
usual one, or moving it from one side of the room to the other. Perhaps hed want me to conjure an
illuson. That might be fun: there was bound to be away of misinterpreting his request and upsetting
him|[3]

[3] One magician demanded | show him an image of the love of hislife. | rustled up amirror.

"] chargeyou to retrieve the Amulet of Samarkand from the house of Simon Lovelace and bring
it to mewhen | summon you at dawn tomorrow."

"Youwhat?'
"l chargeyou to retrieve—"

"Yes, | heard what you said.” | didn't mean to sound petulant. It just dipped out, and my
sepulchral tones dipped a bit too.

"Thengo!"

"Wait aminute!" | fdt that queasy sensation in my stomach that you aways get when they
dismissyou. Like someone sucking out your insides through your back. They haveto say it three
timesto get rid of you, if you're keen on sticking around. Usudly you're not. But thistime | remained
where| was, two glowing eyesin an angry fug of boiling smoke.

"Do you know what you are asking for, boy?"

"] am neither to converse, discuss, nor parley with you; nor to engagein any riddles, bets, or
games of chance; nor to—"

"l have no wish to converse with a scrawny adolescent, believe you me, so save your
rote-learned rubbish. Someoneistaking advantage of you. Who isit—your master, | suppose? A
wizened coward hiding behind aboy.” | let the smoke recede alittle, exposed my outlinesfor thefirst



time, hovering dimly in the shadows. ™Y ou are playing with fire twice over, if you seek to rob atrue
magician by summoning me. Where are we? London?"

Henodded. Yes, it was London al right. Some grotty town house. | surveyed the room through
the chemica fumes. Low celling, peeling wallpaper; asingle faded print on thewall. It was a somber

Dutch landscape—a curious choice for aboy. I'd have expected pop chicks, footbal players.... Most
magicians are conformists, even when young.

"Ah, me..." My voice was emollient and wistful. "It isawicked world and they have taught you
very little”

"I am not afraid of you! | have given you your charge and | demand you go!”

The second dismissal. My bowelsfdlt asif they were being passed over by asteamraller. |
sensed my form waver, flicker. There was power in this child, though he was very young.

"Itisnot me you haveto fear; not now, anyway. Simon Lovelace will cometo you himself when
he finds hisamulet stolen. He will not spare you for your youth."

"Y ou are bound to do my will."
"l am." | had to hand it to him, he was determined. And very stupid.
Hishand moved. | heard thefirst syllable of the Systemic Vise. He was about to inflict pain.

| went. | didn't bother with any more specid effects.
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When | landed on the top of alamppost in the London dusk it was peeing with rain. Thiswas
just my luck. | had taken the form of ablackbird, a sprightly fellow with a bright yellow besk and
jet-black plumage. Within seconds | was as bedraggled afowl as ever hunched itswingsin
Hampstead. Flicking my head from sdeto side, | spied alarge beech tree. Leaves moldered & its
foot—it had aready been stripped clean by the November winds—but the thick sprouting of its
branches offered some protection from the wet. | flew over to it, passing above alone car that purred
itsway aong the wide suburban street. Behind high walls and the evergreen foliage of their gardens,
the ugly white facades of savera sizegble villas shone through the dark like the faces of the dead.

Well, perhapsit was my mood that made it seem like that. Five things were bothering me. For a
gart the dull ache that comeswith every physical manifestation was aready beginning. | could fed itin
my feathers. Changing form would keep the pain a bay for atime, but might also draw attention to
me at acritical stage of the operation. Unitil | was sure of my surroundings, abird | had to remain.

The second thing was the wesather. Enough said.

Third, I'd forgotten the limitations of materia bodies. | had an itch just above my beak, and kept



futildly trying to scratch it with awing.

Fourth, that kid. | had alot of questions about him. Who was he? Why did he have a death
wish? How would | get even with him before he died for subjecting meto this assgnment? News
travelsfast, and | was bound to take some abuse for scurrying around on behaf of ascrap like him.

Fifth... the Amulet. By al accountsit was a potent charm. What the kid thought he was going to
do with it when he got it beat me. He wouldn't have a clue. Maybe he'd just wear it as sometragic
fashion accessory. Maybe nicking amuletswas the latest craze, the magician's version of pinching
hubcaps. Even so, | had to get it first, and thiswould not necessarily be easy, even for me.

| closed my blackbird's eyes and opened my inner ones, one after the other, each on adifferent
plane.[1] | looked back and forth around me, hopping up and down the branch to get the optimal
view. No fewer than three villas dong the street had magica protection, which showed how wedlthy
an areawewerein. | didn't ingpect the two farther off up the street; it was the one across from them,
beyond the streetlight, that interested me. The residence of Simon Lovelace, magician.

[1] I have accessto seven planes, all coexistent. They overlap each other like layers on a crushed
mille-feuille. Seven planesis sufficient for anybody. Those who operate on more are just showing off.

Thefirgt plane was clear, but he'd rigged up a defense nexus on the second—it shone like blue
gossamer dl dong the highwall. It didn't finish there ether; it extended up into the air, over the top of
the low white house, and down again on the other sde, forming agreat shimmering dome.

Not bad, but | could handleit.

There was nothing on the third or fourth planes, but on the fifth | spotted three sentries prowling
around in midair, just beyond the lip of the garden wall. They wereadull yelow dl over, each one
formed of three muscular legsthat rotated on a hub of gristle. Above the hub was a blobby mass,
which sported two mouths and severa watchful eyes. The creatures passed at random back and forth
around the perimeter of the garden. | shrank back against the trunk of the beech tree ingtinctively, but
| knew they were unlikely to spot me from there. At thisdistance | would look like ablackbird on all
seven planes. It waswhen | got closer that they might break through my illusion.

The sixth planewas clear. But the seventh... that was curious. | couldn't see anything
obvious—the house, the Street, the night al looked unchanged—but, cdl it intuition if you like, | was
sure something was present there, lurking.

| rubbed my beak doubtfully against a knot of wood. As expected, there was agood ded of
powerful magic at work here. I'd heard of Lovelace. He was considered aformidable magician and a
hard taskmagter. | waslucky | had never been called up in hisservice, and | did not much want his
enmity or that of hisservants.

But | had to obey that kid.

The soggy blackbird took off from the branch and swooped across the road, conveniently
avoiding the arc of light from the nearest lamp. It landed in a patch of scrubby grass at the corner of
thewall. Four black trash bags had been left out there for collection the next morning. The blackbird
hopped behind the bags. A cat that had observed the bird[2] from some way off waited afew



momentsfor it to emerge, lost patience, and scuttled curioudy after it. Behind the bagsit discovered
no bird, black or otherwise. There was nothing there but afreshly turned molehill.

[2] On two planes. Cats have that power.

3

| hate the taste of mud. It isno fit thing for abeing of air and fire. The cloying weight of earth
oppresses me greetly whenever | come into contact with it. That iswhy | am choosy about my
incarnations. Birds, good. Insects, good. Bats, okay. Thingsthat run fast arefine. Tree dwellersare
even better. Subterranean things, not good. Moles, bad.

But there's no point being fastidious when you have a protective shield to bypass. | had
reasoned correctly that it did not extend underground. The mole dug its way deep, deep down, under
the foundations of thewall. No magica darm sounded, though | did hit my head fivetimesona
pebble.[1] | burrowed upward again, reaching the surface after twenty minutes of snuffling, scruffling,
and turning my beady nose up at the juicy worms | uncovered after every couple of scrapes.

[1] Once each on five different pebbles. Not the same pebble five times. Just want to make that clear.
Sometimes you human beings are so dense.

The mole poked its head cautioudy out of thelittle pile of earth it had driven through the
immaculate surface of Simon Lovelace'slawn. It looked around, checking out the scene. Therewere
lights on in the house, on the ground floor. The curtains were drawn. The upper floors, from what the
mole could see, were dark. The trand ucent blue span of the magica defense system arched overhead.
Oneyellow sentry trudged its stupid way ten feet above the shrubbery. The other two were
presumably behind the house.

| tried the saventh plane again. Still nothing, still that uneasy sense of danger. Oh, well.

The mole retreated underground and tunneled below the grass roots toward the house. It
reappeared in the flowerbed just below the nearest windows. It was thinking hard. There was no
point going further in thisguise, tempting though it wasto try to bresk into the cellars. A different
method would have to be found.

To themolesfurry ears came the sound of laughter and clinking glasses. It was surprisingly loud,
echoing from very close by. An air vent, cracked with age, was set in thewall not two feet away. It
led indoors.

With somerdief, | becameafly.

4

From the security of theair vent, | peered with my multi-faceted eyesinto arather traditional
drawing room. There was athick pile carpet, nasty striped wallpaper, a hideous crystal thing



pretending to be achanddier, two oil paintings that were dark with age, a sofa and two easy chairs
(also striped), alow coffee table laden with asilver tray, and, on the tray, a bottle of red wine and no
glasses. The glasses were in the hands of two people.

One of them was awoman. She was youngish (for ahuman, which meansinfinites maly young)
and probably quite good-looking in afleshy sort of way. Big eyes, dark hair, bobbed. | memorized
her automaticaly. | would appear in her guise tomorrow when | went back to vist that kid. Only
naked. Let's see how hisvery steely but ever so adolescent mind responded to that! [1]

[1] For those who are wondering, | have no difficulty in becoming awoman. Nor for that matter aman. In
some ways | suppose women are trickier, but | won't go into that now. Woman, man, mole, maggot—they're all the
same, when al's said and done, except for slight variations in cognitive ability.

However, for the moment | was more concerned with the man this woman was smiling and
nodding at. He wastdl, thin, handsome in arather bookish sort of way, with his hair dicked back by
some pungent oil. He had small round glasses and alarge mouth with good teeth. He had a prominent
jaw. Something told me that this was the magician, Smon Loveace. Wasit hisindefinable aura of
power and authority? Wasit the proprietoria way in which he gestured round the room? Or was it
the small imp which floated at his shoulder (on the second plane), warily watching out for danger on
every sde?

| rubbed my front two legs together with irritation. | would have to be very careful. Theimp
complicated matters.[2]

[2] Don't get mewrong. | wasn't afraid of the imp. | could squish him without a second thought. But he was
there for two reasons: for his undying loyalty to his master and for his perceptive eye. He would not be taken in by
my cunning fly guise for one fraction of a second.

It wasapity | wasn't aspider. They can St till for hours and think nothing of it. Hliesarefar
morejittery. But if | changed here, the magician's dave would be certain to senseit. | had to force my
unwilling body to lurk, and ignore the ache that was building up again, thistimeinsde my chitin.

The magician wastaking. He did little e'se. The woman gazed a him with spaniel eyes so wide
and silly with adoration that | wanted to bite her.

"...It will be the most magnificent occason, Amanda. Y ou will bethetoast of London society!
Did you know that the Prime Minister himself islooking forward to viewing your estate? Yes, | have
that on good authority. My enemies have been hounding him for weekswith their vile ingnuations, but
he has aways remained committed to holding the conference at the Hall. So you see, my love, | can
gl influence him when it counts. Thething isto know how to play him, how to flatter hisvanity....
Keepit to yoursdf, but heisactually rather weak. His specidity is Charm, and even that he seldom
bothers with now. Why should he? He'sgot men in suitsto do it for him....."

Themagician rattled on like thisfor severa minutes, name-dropping with tirdless energy. The
woman drank her wine, nodded, gasped, and exclaimed at the right moments, and leaned closer to
him along the sofa. | nearly buzzed with boredom.[3]

[3] A human who listened to the conversation would probably have been slack-jawed with astonishment, for
the magicians account of corruption in the British Government was remarkably detailed. But | for one was not agog
Having seen countless civilizations of far greater panache than this one crumbleinto dust, | could rouse little
interest in the matter | spent the time fruitlessly trying to recall which unearthly powers might have been bound



into Simon Lovelace's service. It was best to be prepared

Suddenly the imp became aert. I1ts head swiveled 180 degrees and peered at adoor at the other
end of theroom. It tweaked the magician's ear gently in warning. Seconds later, the door opened and
ablack-jacketed flunky with abald head stepped respectfully in.

"Pardon me, gir, but your car isready.”
"Thank you, Carter. We shan't be amoment.”

The flunky withdrew. The magician replaced his (il full) wineglass on the coffee table and took
hold of the woman's hand. He kissed it gdlantly. Behind his back the imp made faces of extreme
disgust.

"It pains me to have to go, Amanda, but duty calls. | will not be homethisevening. May | call
you? The theater, tomorrow night, perhaps?*

"That would be charming, Simon.”

"Then that is settled. My good friend Makepeace hasanew play out. | shal get tickets
presently. For now, Carter will drive you home.”

Man, woman, and imp exited, leaving the door gar. Behind them, awary fly crept fromiits
hiding place and sped soundlesdy across the room to a vantage point that gave aview of the hal. For
afew minutes there was activity, coats being brought, orders given, doors dammed. Then the
magician departed his house.

| flew out into the hal. It waswide and cold, and had afloor of black-and-whitetiles. Bright
green ferns grew from gigantic ceramic pots. | circled the chanddier, listening. It wasvery quiet. The
only sounds came from a distant kitchen, and they were innocent enough—just the banging of pots
and plates and severd loud belches, presumably emanating from the cook.

| debated sending out adiscreet magical pulseto seeif | could detect the whereabouts of the
magician's artifacts, but decided that it was far too risky. The sentry creatures outside might pick it up,
for onething, evenif therewas no further guard. I, thefly, would have to go hunting mysdlf.

All the planeswere clear. | went dong the hdl, then—following an intuition—up the sairs.

Onthelanding athickly carpeted corridor led in two directions, each lined with oil paintings. |
wasimmediatey interested in the right-hand passage, for hafway adong it wasaspy. To human eyesit
was a smoke alarm, but on the other planesits true form was revea ed: an upside-down toad with
unpleasantly bulbous eyes sitting on the celling. Every minute or so it hopped on the spot, rotating a
little. When the magician returned, it would relate to him anything that had happened.

| sent asmall magic thetoad'sway. A thick oily vapor issued from the ceiling and wrapped itsalf
around the spy, obscuring itsvision. Asit hopped and croaked in confusion, | flew rapidly past it
down the passage to the door at the end. Alone of the doorsin the corridor, thisdid not have a
keyhole; under its white paint, the wood was reinforced with strips of meta. Two good reasons for
trying thisonefird.



There was aminute crack under the door. It wastoo small for an insect, but | was aching for a
change anyway. Thefly dissolved into adribble of smoke, which passed out of sght under the door
just as the vapor screen around the toad melted away.

Intheroom | became achild.

If I had known that apprentice's name, | would have been maicious and taken hisform, just to
give Simon Lovelace ahead start when he began to piece the theft together. But without hisname |
had no handle on him. So | became aboy | had known once before, someone | had loved. His dust
had long ago floated away aong the Nile, so my crime would not hurt him, and anyhow it pleased me
to remember him like this. He was brown skinned, bright eyed, dressed in awhite loincloth. He
looked around in that way he had, his head dightly cocked to one side.

The room had no windows. There were severd cabinets againgt thewalls, filled with magica
parapherndia. Mogt of it was quite useless, fit only for stage shows,[4] but there were afew intriguing
itemsthere.

[4] Oh, it was al impressive enough if you were anonmagician. Let me see, there were crystal orbs, scrying
glasses, skulls from tombs, saints' knucklebones, spirit sticks that had been looted from Siberian shamans, bottles
filled with blood of doubtful provenance, witch-doctor masks, stuffed crocodiles, novelty wands, racks of capes
for different ceremonies and many, many weighty books on magic that looked asif they had been bound in human
skin at the beginning of time, but had probably been mass-produced last week by afactory in Catford. Magicians
love this kind of thing; they love the hocus-pocus mystery of it al (and half believe it, some of them) and they
adore the awe-inspiring effect it has on outsiders. Quite apart from anything else, all these knickknacks distract
attention from the real source of their power: us.

There was asummoning horn that | knew was genuine, because it made mefed ill to look at it.
Oneblast of that and anything in that magician's power would be a hisfeet begging for mercy and
pleading to do hisbidding. It was a crud instrument and very old and | couldn't go near it. In another
cabinet was an eye made out of clay. | had seen one of them before, in the head of agolem. |
wondered if the fool knew the potentia of that eye. AlImost certainly not—he'd have picked it up asa
quaint keepsake on some package holiday in central Europe. Magical tourism... | ask you.[s] Wdll,
with luck it might kill him some day.

[5] They were dl at it—beetling off in coach parties (or, since many of them were well-hedled, renting jets) to
tour the great magical cities of the past. All cooing and ahhing at the famous sights—the temples, the birthplaces
of notable magicians, the places where they came to horrible ends. And all ready to snatch bits of statuary or
ransack the black-market bazaarsin the hope of getting knock-me-down sorcerous bargains. It's not the cultural
vandalism | object to. It's just so hopelessly vulgar.

And there was the Amulet of Samarkand. It sat inasmall casedl of itsown, protected by glass
and itsown reputation. | walked over to it, flicking through the planes, seeking danger and
finding—well, nothing explicit, but on the seventh plane | had the digtinct impression that something
was gtirring. Not here, but close by. | had better be quick.

The Amulet was small, dull, and made of beaten gold. It hung from ashort gold chain. Inits
center was an ova piece of jade. The gold had been pressed with smple notched designs depicting
running steeds. Horses were the prize possessions of the people from centra Asawho had madethe
Amulet three thousand years before and had later buried it in the tomb of one of their princesses. A
Russian archaeologist had found it in the 1950s, and before long it had been stolen by magicianswho
recognized its value. How Simon Lovelace had come by it—who exactly he had murdered or
swindled to get it—I had noidea.



| cocked my head again, listening. All was quiet in the house.
| raised my hand over the cabinet, smiling at my reflection asit clenched itsfigt.
Then | brought my hand down and drove it through the glass.

A throb of magica energy resounded through al seven planes. | seized the Amulet and hung it
round my neck. | turned swiftly. The room was as before, but | could sense something on the seventh
plane, moving swiftly and coming closer.

Thetimefor sedth wasover.

Asl| ranfor the door | noticed out of the corner of my eye a portal suddenly open in midair.
Insde the portal was a blackness that was immediately obscured as something stepped out throughtit.

| charged at the door and hit it with my small boy'sfist. The door smashed open like a bent
playing card. | ran past it without stopping.

In the corridor, the toad turned toward me and opened its mouth. A green gobbet of dime
issued forth, which suddenly accelerated down a me, aiming for my head. | dodged and the dime
splattered on thewall behind me, destroying a painting and everything down to the bare bricks
benesgth it.

| threw a bolt of Compression at the toad. With asmall croak of regret it imploded into a dense
blob of matter the size of amarble and dropped to the floor. | didn't break stride. As| ran on down
the corridor | placed a protective Shield around my physica body in case of further missiles.

Which was awise move asit happened, because the next instant a Detonation struck the floor
directly behind me. Theimpact was so great that | was sent flying headlong at an angle down the
corridor and haf into thewall. Green flameslicked around me, leaving streaks on the decor like the
fingersof agiant hand.

| struggled to my feet amid the confusion of shattered bricks and turned around.

Standing over the broken door at the end of the corridor was something that had taken the form
of avery tall man with bright red skin and the head of ajackal.

"Batimaeud"

Another Detonation shot down the corridor. | somersaulted under it, aming for the gairs, and as
the green explosion vaporized the corner of the wall, rolled head over heels down the steps, through
the banisters and six feet down onto the black-and-white tiled floor, cracking it quite badly.

| got to my feet and took alook at the front door. Through the frosted glassbesideit | could see
the hulking yelow outline of one of the three sentindls. It waslying in wait, little redlizing thet it could
be seen from insde. | decided to make my exit esawhere, Thus does superior intelligence win over
brute strength any day of the week!

Speaking of which, | had to get out fast. Noises from above indicated pursuit.



| ran through a couple of rooms—alibrary, a dining room—each time making abreak for the
window and each time retregting when one or more of the yellow crestures hoveinto view outsde.
Their foolishnessin making themsalves so obviouswas only equaed by my caution in avoiding
whatever magica weagponsthey carried.

Behind me, my namewas being caled in avoice of fury. With growing frustration | opened the
next door and found myself in the kitchen. There were no moreinterna doors, but one led out to what
looked like alean-to greenhouse, filled with herbs and greens. Beyond was the garden—and also the
three sentinels, who came motoring round the side of the house a surprising speed on their rotating
legs. Togaintime, | put aSeal on the door behind me. Then | looked around me and saw the cook.

Hewas gitting far back in his chair with his shoes on the kitchen table, afet, jovia-looking man
with ared face and amest cleaver in hishand. He was sudioudy paring his nailswith the cleaver,
flicking each fragment of nail expertly through the air to land in the fireplace besde him. Ashedid so
he watched me continuoudy with hisdark little eyes.

| felt unease. He didn't seem at dl perturbed to see asmall Egyptian boy come running into his
kitchen. I checked him out on the different planes. On oneto six he was exactly the same, aportly
cook in awhite gpron. But on the seventh...

Uh-oh.

"Bartimeeus”

"Faquarl.”

"How'sit going?'

"Not bad.”

"Haven't seen you around.”

"No, | guessnot."

"Shame, en?'

"Yes. Well... herel am.”

"Hereyou are, indeed.”

While this fascinating conversation was going on, the sounds of a sustained series of Detonations
came from the other sde of the door. My Sedl held firm, though. | smiled as urbandly as| could.

"Jabor seems as excitable asever.”
"Yes, he'sjust the same. Only | think perhaps dightly more hungry, Bartimaeus. That'sthe only

change I've noticed in him. He never seems satisfied, even when he's been fed. And that happensal
too rarely these days, asyou can imagine.”



" "Treat 'em mean, keep 'em keen,' that's your master's watchword, isit? Still, he must befairly
potent to be able to have you and Jabor ashisdaves.”

The cook gave athin smile and with aflick of the knife sent anall paring spinning to the ceiling. It
pierced the plaster and lodged there.

"Now, now, Bartimaeus, we don't use the s\word in civilized company, do we? Jabor and | are
playing thelong game."

"Of courseyou are.”

"Speaking of disparitiesin power, | notice that you choose to avoid addressing me on the
seventh plane. This seemsalittleimpolite. Can it be that you are uneasy with my true form?"

"Queasy, Faguarl, not uneasy."[g]

[6] I'm no great looker myself, but Faquarl had too many tentacles for my liking.

"Wll, thisisal very pleasant. | admire your choice of form, by theway, Bartimaeus. Very
comely. But | seethat you are somewhat weighed down by acertain amulet. Perhaps you could be so
good asto takeit off and put it on thetable. Then if you care to tell me which magician you are
working for, | might consder ways of ending this meeting in anonfatal manner.”

"That'skind of you, but you know | can't do that."[7]

[7] Not strictly correct. | could have given over the Amulet and thus failed in my charge. But then, eveniif |
had managed to escape from Faquarl, | would have had to return empty-handed to the pale-faced boy. My failure
would have left me at his tender mercy, doubly in his power, and somehow | knew this was not agood idea.

The cook prodded the edge of the table with the tip of his cleaver. "Let me befrank. Y ou can
and will. Itisnothing persond, of course; one day we may work together again. But for now | am
bound just asyou are. And | too have my chargeto fulfill. So it comes, asit dwaysdoes, to a
question of power. Correct meif | amwrong, but | note that you do not have too much confidencein
yourself today—otherwise you would have left by the front door, quelling the triloids as you went,
rather than alowing them to shepherd you round the houseto me."

"l was merdy following awhim."

"Mmm. Perhaps you would stop edging toward the window, Bartimaeus. Such a ploy would be
pitifully obvious even to ahuman(g] and besides, the triloids wait for you there. Hand over the Amulet
or you will discover that your ramshackle defense Shield will count for nothing.”

[8] Ouch.
He stood up and held out his hand. There was a pause. Behind my Sedl, Jabor's patient (if
unimaginative) Detonations till sounded. The door itsaf must have long since been turned to powder.

In the garden the three sentinels hovered, dl their eyestrained on me. | looked around the room for
ingpiration.

"The Amulet, Bartimaeus."



| raised my hand, and with a heavy, rather theatrical sigh, took hold of the Amulet. Then | legped
to my left. At the sametime, | released the Sed on the door. Faguarl gave atut of annoyance and
began agesture. As he did so he was hit square on by a particularly powerful Detonation that came
shooting through the empty gap where the Sed had been. It sent him backward into the fireplace and
the brickwork collapsed upon him.

| smashed my way into the greenhouse just as Jabor stepped through the gap into the kitchen.
AsFaquarl emerged from the rubble, | was breaking out into the garden. The three sentinels
converged on me, eyeswide and legsrotating. Scything claws appeared at the ends of their blobby
feet. | cast an lllumination of the brightest kind. The whole garden waslit up asif by an exploding sun.
The sentinels eyes were dazzled; they chittered with pain. | legped over them and ran through the
garden, dodging bolts of magic that sprang from the house, incinerating trees.

At thefar end of the garden, between a compost hegp and a motorized lavnmower, | vaulted
thewall. | tore through the blue latticework of magical nodes, leaving a boy-shaped hole. Instantly
adarm bdlsbegan ringing al over the grounds.

| hit the pavement outside, the Amulet bouncing and banging on my chest. On the other side of
thewall | heard the sound of galloping hooves. It was high time | made achange.

Peregrine falcons are the fastest birds on record. They can attain a speed of two hundred
kilometers an hour in diving flight. Rarely has one achieved this horizontaly over the roofs of North
London. Some would even doubt that thiswas possible, particularly while carrying aweighty amulet
around its neck. Sufficeit to say, however, that when Faquarl and Jabor landed in the Hampstead
backsireet, cregting an invisible obstruction that wasimmediately hit by a speeding moving van, | was
nowhere to be seen. | waslong gone.

5

Nathaniel

"Aboveadl," sad hismader, "thereis onefact that we must drive into your wretched little skull
now so that you never afterward forget. Can you guess what thet fact is?"

"No, sr," the boy said.

"No?' The bristling eyebrows shot up in mock surprise. Mesmerized, the boy watched them
disappear under the hanging white thatch of hair. There, dmost coyly, they remained just out of sight
for amoment, before suddenly descending with aterrible finaity and weight. "No. Well then..." The
meagician bent forward in hischair. "l shdl tell you."

With adow, deliberate motion, he placed his hands together so that the fingertips formed a
steepled arch, which he pointed at the boy.

"Remember this," hesaid in asoft voice. "Demons are very wicked. They will hurt you if they
can. Do you understand this?"



The boy was till watching the eyebrows. He could not wrench his gaze away from them. Now
they were furrowed sternly downward, two sharp arrowheads meeting. They moved with aquite
remarkable agility—up, down, tilting, arching, sometimes together, sometimes singly. With their
parody of independent life they exerted a strange fascination on the boy. Besides, he found studying
them infinitely preferable to meeting his magter's gaze.

The magician coughed dangeroudy. "Do you understand?’
"Oh—yes, gr."

"Wdl now, you say yes, and | am sure you mean yes—and yet..." One eyebrow inched
skyward musingly. "And yet | do not fed convinced that you redly, truly under stand!”

"Oh, yes, gr; yes, | do, sr. Demons are wicked and they are hurtful and they will hurt you if you
let them, Sir." The boy fidgeted anxioudy on his cushion. He was eager to prove that he had been
listening well. Outside, the summer sun was beating on the grass and the hot pavement; an ice-cream
van had passed merrily under the window five minutes before. But only abright rim of pure daylight
skirted the heavy red curtains of the magician's room; the air within was stuffy and thick. The boy
wished for the lesson to be over, to be dlowed to go.

"l have ligened very carefully, r," hesad.

His master nodded. "Have you ever seen ademon?' he asked.

"No, gr. | mean, only in books."

"Stand up.”

The boy stood quickly, one foot amost dipping on his cushion. He waited awkwardly, hands at
his sides. Hismaster indicated adoor behind him with a casud finger. ™Y ou know what's through
there?'

"Y our Sudy, gr."

"Good. Go down the steps and cross the room. At the far end you'll find my desk. On the desk
isabox. Inthebox isapair of spectacles. Put them on and come back to me. Got that?"

"Yes gr."
"Very well then. Off you go."

Under his master's watchful eye, the boy crossed to the door, which was made of adark,
unpainted wood with many whorls and grains. He had to struggle to turn the heavy brass knob, but
the cool ness of its touch pleased him. The door swung open soundlessy on oiled hinges and the boy
stepped through to find himself at the top of a carpeted staircase. The walls were elegantly papered
with aflowery paitern. A small window halfway down let in afriendly stream of sunlight.

The boy descended carefully, one step at atime. The silence and sunlight reassured him and
quelled some of hisfears. Never having been beyond this point before, he had nothing but nursery



storiesto furnish hisideas of what might be waiting in his master's study. Terribleimages of stuffed
crocodiles and bottled eyeballs sprang garishly into hismind. Furioudy he drove them out again. He
would not be afraid.

At thefoot of the staircase was another door, smilar to thefirst, but smaller and decorated, inits
center, with afive-sided star painted in red. The boy turned the knob and pushed: the door opened
reluctantly, sticking on the thick carpet. When the gap was wide enough the boy passed through into
the study.

Unconscioudly he had held his breath as he entered; now helet it out again, amost with asense
of disappointment. It was al so ordinary. A long room lined with books on either side. At thefar end
agreat wooden desk with apadded |eather chair set behind it. Pens on the table, afew papers, an
old computer, asmall metal box. The window beyond looked out toward a horse chestnut tree
adorned with the full splendor of summer. Thelight in the room had a sweet greenish tint.

The boy made for the table.
Hafway there, he stopped and looked behind him.

Nothing. Y et he'd had the strangest fedling.... For some reason the dightly open door, through
which he had entered only a moment before, now gave him an unsettled sensation. He wished that he
had thought to close it after him.

He shook his head. No need. He was going back through it in amatter of seconds.

Four hasty steps took him to the edge of the table. He looked round again. Surely there had
been anoise....

The room was empty. The boy listened asintently asarabbit in a covert. No, there was nothing
to hear except faint sounds of distant traffic.

Wide-eyed, breathing hard, the boy turned to the table. The metal box glinted in the sun. He
reached for it acrossthe leather surface of the desk. Thiswas not strictly necessary—he could have
walked round to the other side of the desk and picked the box up easily—but somehow he wanted to
savetime, grab what hed comefor, and get out. He leaned over the table and stretched out his hand,
but the box remained obstinately just out of reach. The boy rocked forward, swung his fingertips out
wildly. They missed the box, but hisflailing arm knocked over asmal pot of pens. The pens sprayed
acrossthe leather.

The boy felt abead of sweat trickle under hisarm. Frantically, he began to collect up the pens
and stuff them back into the pot.

There was athroaty chuckle, right behind him, in the room.
Hewheded round, gtifling hisyell. But there was nothing there.
For amoment the boy remained leaning with his back againgt the desk, pardyzed with fear.

Then something reasserted itself in him. Forget the pens, it seemed to say. The box is what you
came for. Slowly, imperceptibly, he began to inch hisway around the side of the desk, hisback to



the window, his eyes on the room.

Something tapped the window, urgently, three times. He spun round. Nothing there; only the
horse chestnut beyond the garden, waving gently in the summer breeze.

Nothing there.

At that moment one of the pens he had spilled rolled off the desk onto the carpet. It made no
sound, but he caught sight of it out of the corner of his eye. Another pen began to rock back and
forth—first dowly, then faster and faster. Suddenly it spun away, bounced off the base of the
computer, and dropped over the edge onto the floor. Another did the same. Then another. Suddenly,
al the penswererolling, in severd directions a once, accelerating off the edges of the desk, colliding,
fdling, landing, lying ill.

The boy watched. Thelast onefell.

Hedid not move.

Something laughed softly, right in hisear.

With acry helashed out with hisleft arm, but made no contact. The momentum of hisswing
turned him around to face the desk. The box was directly in front of him. He snatched it up and
dropped it instantly—the metal had been dtting in the sun and its heat seared his palm. The box struck

the desktop and logt itslid. A pair of horn-rimmed spectaclesfell out. A moment later, he had themin
his hand and was running for the door.

Something came behind him. He heard it hopping at his back.

Hewas dmost at the door; he could see the stairs beyond that led up to his master.

And the door dammed shuit.

The boy wrenched at the doorknob, best at the wood, hammered, called to hismaster in a
choking sob, but al to no avail. Something was whispering in his ear and he could not hear the words.
In mortd panic, he kicked at the door, succeeding only in jarring histoe through his smdl black boot.

He turned then and faced the empty room.

Small rustlings sounded al about him, delicate taps and little flitterings, asif the carpet, the
books, the shelves, even the celling were being brushed againgt by invisble, moving things. One of the
light shades above his head swung dightly in a nonexistent breeze.

Through histears, through histerror, the boy found words to spesk.

"Stop!" he shouted. "Begone!”

The rustling, tapping, and flittering stopped dead. The light shade's swing dowed, diminished,
and cameto a hdlt.



Theroomwasvery ill.

Gulping for breath, the boy waited with his back against the door, watching the room. Not a
sound came.

Then he remembered the spectaclesthat hewas till holding in hishand. Out of the dinging fog
of fear, herecaled that his master had told him to put them on before returning. Perhapsif he did so,
the door would open and he would be allowed to climb the Sairsto safety.

With trembling fingers he rai sed the spectacles and put them on.
And saw the truth about the study.

A hundred small demonsfilled every inch of the space in front of him. They were stacked one on
top of the other al over the room, like seedsin amelon or nutsin abag, with feet squishing facesand
elbowsjabbed into bellies. So tightly were they clustered that the very carpet was blocked out.

L eering obscendly, they squatted on the desk, hung from the lights and bookcases, and hovered in
midair. Some balanced on the protruding noses of others or were suspended from their limbs. A few
had huge bodies with heads the size of oranges, severd displayed the reverse. There weretails and
wings and horns and warts and extra hands, mouths, feet, and eyes. There were too many scales and
too much hair and other thingsin impaossible places. Some had beaks, others had suckers, most had
teeth. They were every conceivable color, often in ingppropriate combinations. And they were all
doing their best to keep very, very gill so asto convince the boy that nobody wasthere. They were
trying extremely hard to remain frozen, despite the repressed shaking and trembling of tails and wings
and the uncontrollable twitching of their extremely mobile mouths.

But at the very moment the boy put on the spectacles and saw them, they realized that he could
see them too.

Then, with acry of glee, they legped a him.

The boy screamed, fell back against the door and sideways onto the floor. He raised his hands
to protect himself, dashing the spectacles from his nose. Blindly he rolled over onto hisface and
curled himsdf up into abal, smothered by the terrible noise of wings and scdes and small sharp claws
on top, around, beside him.

The boy was ill there twenty minutes later, when his master came to fetch him and dismissthe
company of imps. He was carried to hisroom. For aday and anight he did not eat. For afurther
week he remained mute and unresponsive, but at length he regained his speech and was able to
resume hisstudies.

His master never referred to the incident again, but he was satisfied with the outcome of the
lesson—uwith the well of hate and fear that had been dug for his gpprentice in that sunny room.

Thiswas one of Nathaniel's earliest experiences. He did not speak of it to anyone, but the
shadow of it never left hisheart. Hewas six yearsold at thetime.
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Bartimaeus

The problem with ahighly magica artifact such asthe Amulet of Samarkand isthet it hasa
distinctive pulsating aura[1] that attracts attention like a naked man at afuneral. | knew that no sooner
had Simon Lovelace been informed of my escapade than he would send out searcherslooking for the
telltale pulse, and that the longer | remained in one place, the more chance there was of something
pinpointing it. The boy would not summon me until dawn,[2] so | had severd restless hoursto survive
fird.

[1] All living things have auras too. They take the form of a colored nimbus surrounding the individual's
body and are in fact the closest avisual phenomenon gets to becoming asmell. Auras do exist on the first plane,
but areinvisible to most humans. Many animals, such as cats, can see them, djinn and afew exceptional persons
likewise Auras change color depending on mood and are a useful indication of fear, hatred, sorrow, etc. Thisis
why it is very hard to deceive acat (or adjinni) when you wishitill.

[2] It would have been alot more agreeable to return to the urchin immediately to rid myself of the Amulet.
But magicians aimost alwaysinsist on specific summonses at specific times. It removes the possibility of us
catching them at a (potentially fatal) disadvantage.

What might the magician send after me? He was unlikely to command many other djinn of
Faguarl's and Jabor's strength, but he would certainly be able to whip up ahost of weaker servantsto
joininthe hunt. Ordinarily | can dispose of foliots and the like with one claw tied behind my back, but
if they arrived in large numbers, and | was weary, things might become difficult.[3]

[3] Even magicians are confused by our infinite varieties, which are as different one from the other as
elephants are from insects, or eagles from amoebae. However, broadly speaking, there are five basic ranks that you
arelikely to find working in amagician's service. These are, in descending order of power and general awe: marids,
afrits, djinn, foliots, imps. (There are legions of lowly sprites that are weaker than the imps, but magicians rarely
bother summoning these. Likewise, far above the marids exist great entities of terrible power; they are seldom seen
on Earth, since few magicians dare even uncover their names.) A detailed knowledge of this hierarchy isvitally
important for both magicians and for us, since surviva frequently depends on knowing exactly where you stand.
For example, as a particularly fine specimen of adjinni, | treat other djinn and anything above my rank with a
certain degree of courtesy, but give foliots and imps short shrift.

| flew from Hampstead at top speed and took shelter under the eaves of a deserted house
beside the Thames, where | preened my feathers and watched the sky. After atime, seven small
spheres of red light passed across the heavens at low dtitude. When they reached the middie of the
river, they split forces: three continued south, two went west, two east. | pressed mysalf deep into the
shadows of the roof, but couldn't help notice the Amulet giving an extra-vibrant throb as the questing
spheres disappeared downriver. This unnerved me; shortly afterward | departed to agirder halfway
up acrane on the opposite bank, where they were erecting a swanky riverside condo for the magica

gentry.

Five silent minutes passed. The river sucked and swirled round the muddy posts of the wharf.
Clouds passed over the moon. A sudden green and sickly light flared in dl the windows of the
deserted house on the other side of theriver. Hunched shadows moved within it, searching. They
found nothing; the light congedled and became a glowing mist that drifted from the windows and was
blown away. Darkness shrouded the house again. | flew south at once, darting and swooping from
street to street.

For hdf the night | continued my frantic, fugitive dance across London. The spheres[4] were out



in even greater numbersthan | had feared (evidently more than one magician had summoned them)
and appeared above me at regular intervals. To keep safe | had to keep moving, and even then | was
nearly caught twice. Once| flew around an office block and nearly collided with asphere coming the
other way; another came upon me as, overcome with exhaustion, | huddled in abirch treein Green
Park. On both occasions | managed to escape before reinforcements arrived.

[4] Search sphereslike these are akind of sturdy imp. They possess giant scaly ears and asingle bristled
nostril, which make them particularly sensitive to magical pulsation and extremely irritable when exposed to any
loud noise or pungent smell. For some of the night | was consequently forced to bunker down in the middle of
Rotherhithe Sewage Works.

Beforelong | was on my last wings. The congtant drag of supporting my physica form was
wearing me down and using up precious energy. So | decided to adopt a different plan—to find a
place where the Amulet's pul se would be drowned out by other magical emissions. It wastimeto
mingle with the many-headed multitude, the grest unwashed: in other words, with people. | was that
desperate.

| flew back to the center of the city. Even at thislate hour, the touristsin Trafagar Square il
flowed around the base of Nelson's Column in agaudy tide, buying cut-price charmsfrom the officid
vending booths wedged between the lions. A cacophony of magica pulses rose up from the square. It
was as good a place as anywhere to hide.

A bolt of feathered lightning plunged down out of the night and disappeared into the narrow
space between two stdls. Presently ayoung, sad-eyed Egyptian boy emerged and elbowed his way
into the throng. He wore new blue jeans and a padded black bomber jacket over awhite T-shirt; also
apair of big whitetrainerswith laces that were constantly coming loose. He mingled with the crowd.

| felt the Amulet burning againgt my chest. At regular intervasit sent out little waves of intense
heet in double burdts, like heartbests. | fervently hoped that this signa would now be swallowed by
the aurasall around.

Much of the magic herewas dl show, no substance. The plazawas littered with licensed quacks
sling minor charms and trinkets that had been approved by the authorities for common use.[5]
Wide-eyed tourists from North America and Japan eagerly probed the stacks of multicolored stones
and gimcrack jewdry, trying to recdl the birth Sgns of their relatives back home while being patiently
prompted by the cheery Cockney vendors. If it weren't for the camera bulbs flashing, | might have
been back in Karnak. Bargains were being struck, happy criesrang out, everyone was smiling. It was
atimelesstableau of gullibility and greed.

[5] Particularly popular were shards of crystal that were purported to exude life-enhancing auras. People
hung them round their necks for good luck. The shards had no magical properties whatsoever, but | supposein
one way they did have a protective function: people wearing them immediately advertised themselvesto be
magical ignoramuses, and as a result they were ignored by the many factions of feuding magicians. In London it
was dangerous for a person to have had even the slightest magical training: then one became useful and/or
dangerous—and as aresult fair game for other magicians.

But not everything in the square wastrivial. Here and there rather more sober-faced men stood



at the entrance to small closed tents. Visitors were admitted to these one by one. Evidently there were
artifacts of genuine vaueinside, Snce without exception small watchersloitered near each booth.
They came in various unobtrusive forms—pigeons mostly; | avoided going too closein casethey were
more perceptive than they looked.

A few magicians wandered about amid the crowd. They were unlikely to be buying anything
here; more probably they were doing the night shift in the government officesin Whitehdl and had
come out for abreather. One (in agood suit) had an accompanying second-plane imp hopping at his
hedl; the others (more shabbily attired) Smply trailed the telltale odor of incense, dried swest, and
candle wax.

The police were present too—several ordinary constables and a couple of hairy, hatchet-faced
men from the Night Police keeping themsdlvesjust visible enough to prevent trouble.

And dl around the square, the car lights swirled, carrying ministers and other magiciansfrom
their officesin Parliament to their clubs at &t. James's. | was near the hub of agreat whed of power
that extended over an empire, and here, with luck, | would remain undetected until | wasfinaly
summoned.

Or possibly not.

| had sauntered over to aparticularly tatty-looking stall and was examining itsfare when | had
the uneasy fedling that | was being watched. | turned my head alittle and scanned the crowd. An
amorphous mass. | checked the planes. No hidden dangers. abovine herd, dl of it dull and human. |
turned back to the stal and absently picked up My Magic Mirror™, apiece of cheap glass glued into
aframe of pink plastic and feebly decorated with wands, cats, and wizards hats.

Thereit wasagan! | turned my body sharply. Through agap in the crowd directly behind me, |
could see ashort, plump female magician, abunch of kids clustered round a stand, and a policeman
eyeing them suspicioudy. No one seemed to have the dightest interest in me. But | knew what 1'd felt.
Next time I'd be ready. | made abig show of considering the mirror. ANOTHER GREAT GIFT
FROM LONDON, MAGIC CAPITAL OF THE WORLD! screamed the label on its back. MADE
IN TAIW—

Then thefedling came again. | swiveled quicker than acat and—success! | caught the starers
eyebd| to eyeball. Two of them, aboy and agirl, from within the gaggle of kids. They didn't havetime
to drop their gaze. The boy wasin his mid-teens; acne was laying segeto hisface with some success.
The girl was younger but her eyeswere cold and hard. | gazed back. What did | care? They were
human, they couldn't ssewhat | was. Let them Stare.

After afew secondsthey couldn't handleit; they looked away. | shrugged and made to move
off. Therewas aloud cough from the man on the stand. | replaced My Magic Mirror™ carefully on
histray, gave him acheesy smile, and went my way.

The children followed me,
| caught sight of them at the next booth, watching from behind a candyfloss stand. They were

moving in ahuddle—maybefive or six of them, | couldn't be sure. What did they want? A mugging?
If s0, why pick me out? There were dozens of better, fatter, richer candidates here. To test this|



cozied up to avery small, wed thy-looking tourist with a giant camera and thick spectacles. If I'd
wanted to mug someone, hed have been top of my list. But when | left him and went on aloop
through the crowd, the children followed right along too.

Weird. And annoying. | didn't want to make a change and fly off; | wastoo weary. All | wanted
wasto beleft in peace. | still had many hoursto go before the dawn.

| speeded up; the children did so too. Long before we'd done three circuits of the square, I'd
had enough. A couple of policemen had watched us beetling around and they werelikely to halt us
soon, if only to stop themselves getting dizzy. It wastime to go. Whatever the kids were after, | did
not want any more attention drawn to me.

There was asubway close by. | hotfooted it down the steps, ignored the entrance to the
Underground, and came up again on the other side of the road, opposite the central square. The kids
had vanished—maybe they werein the subway. Now was my chance. | dipped round a street
corner, dong past abookshop, and ducked down an dley. | waited alittle there, in the shadows
among the dumper bins.

A couple of carsdrove past the end of the dley. No one came after me.
| dlowed mysdf abrief amile. | thought I'd lost them.

| waswrong.

7

The Egyptian boy wandered off along the aley, made a couple of right-angle turns and came out
in one of the many roads that radiate from Trafagar Square. | wasrevisng my plansas| went.

Forget the square. Too many irritating children around. But perhapsif | found ashelter close by,
the amulet's pulse would till be hard for the spheresto locate. | could hole up behind some bins until
the morning came. It was the only option. | wastoo weary to take to the skies again.

And | wanted to do some thinking.

The old pain had started up again, throbbing in my chest, ssomach, bones. It wasn't hedlthy to be
encased in abody for so long. How humans can stand it without going completely mad, I'll never
Know.[1]

[1] Then again... maybe that explains alot.

| stumped down the dark, cold street, looking a my reflection asit flitted across the blank
sguares of the windows adongside. The boy's shoulders were hunched against the wind, his hands
deep in hisjacket pockets. Histrainers scuffed the concrete. His posture perfectly expressed the
annoyance | wasfeding. The Amulet beat againgt my chest with every step. If it had beenin my
power, | would have ripped it off and lobbed it into the nearest trash can before demateridizing in
high dudgeon. But | was bound by the orders of the child's command.[2] | had to keep it with me.



[2] There have been cases where a spirit has attempted to refuse a command. On one notable occasion,
Asmoral the Resolute was instructed by his master to destroy the djinni lanna. But lanna had long been Asmoral's
closest ally and there was great love between them. Despite his master's increasingly severe injunctions, Asmoral
refused to act. Sadly, though his willpower was equal to the challenge, his essence wastied to the irresistible tug
of the magician's command. Before long, because he did not give way, he was literally torn in two. The resulting
matter explosion destroyed the Magician, his palace, and an outlying suburb of Baghdad. After thistragic event,
magicians learned to be cautious of ordering direct attacks on opposing spirits (Opposing magicians were a
different matter). For our part, we learned to avoid conflicts of principle. Asaresult, loyalties among us are
temporary and liable to shift. Friendship is essentially a matter of strategy.

| took aside Street away from the traffic. The massed darkness of high buildings closed in on

either Sde, oppressing me. Citiesget me down, admogt asif | am underground. London is particularly
bad—cold, gray, heavy with odors and rain.

It makes me long for the south, for the deserts and the blank blue sky.

Another dley led off to the left, choked with wet cardboard and newspapers. Automatically |
scanned through the planes, saw nothing. It would do. | rejected the first two doorways for reasons of
hygiene. Thethird wasdry. | sat there.

It was high time | thought through the events of the night so far. It had been abusy one. There
was the pale-faced boy, Simon Lovelace, the Amulet, Jabor, Faquarl.... A pretty hellish brew all
round. Still, what did it matter? At dawn | would hand over the Amulet and escape this sorry messfor
good.

Except for my business with the boy. He'd pay for it, big time. Y ou didn't reduce Bartimaeus of
Uruk to dossing in aWest End back aley and expect to get away with it. First I'd find out his name,
then—

Wait...

Footstepsinthedley... Severa pairs of boots approaching.

Perhaps it was just coincidence. London's a city. People useit. People use dleys. Whoever was
coming was probably just taking ashortcut home.

Down the very dley that | happened to be hiding in.

| don't believe in coincidences.

| shrank back into the doorway's shallow well of darkness and cast a Concea ment upon myself.
A layer of tightly laced black threads covered me where| sat in the shadows, blending meinto the
murk. | waited.

The boots drew nearer. Who might it be? A Night Police patrol? A phalanx of magicians sent by
Simon Loveace? Perhaps the orbs had spotted me, after al.

It was neither police nor magicians. It wasthe children from Trafalgar Square.



Fiveboys, with the girl a their head. They were dawdling dong, looking casualy from sdeto
gde. | relaxed alittle. | waswdll hidden, and even if | hadn't been, there was nothing to fear from
them now that we were out of the public gaze. Admittedly, the boyswere big and loutish looking, but
they were till just boys, dressed in jeans and leathers. The girl wore ablack |eather jacket and
trousersthat flared wildly from the knees down. There was enough spare materia thereto make a
second pair for amidget. Down the dley they came, scuffling through thelitter. | realized suddenly
how unnaurdly slent they were.

In doubt, I checked the other planes again. On each, everything was just asit should be. Six
children.

Hidden behind my barrier, | waited for them to go past.

Thegirl wasinthelead. Shedrew level with me.

Safe behind my barrier, | yawvned.

One of the boys tapped the girl's shoulder.

"It'sthere," he said, pointing.

"Getit," thegirl sad.

Before| had achanceto get over my surprise, three of the burliest boys leaped into the
doorway and crashed down upon me. As they touched the Conceal ment wisps, the threads tore and
dissolved away into nothingness. For an instant | was overwhelmed by atidal wave of distressed
leather, cheap aftershave, and body odor. | was sat upon, punched, and smacked about the head. |
was bundled unceremonioudy to my feet.

Then | reasserted mysdf. | am Bartimaeus, after all.

Thedley wasilluminated by abrief discharge of heat and light. The bricks of the doorway
looked asif they had been seared on agriddle.

To my surprise the boys were il holding on. Two of them gripped my wrists, while the third
had both armstight round my wai<.

| repeated the effect with greater emphasis. Car darmsin the next street started ringing. This
time, | confess, | expected to be left in the charcodly grip of three charred corpses.[3]

[3] Despite what some would say on the subject, many of us have no particular interest in harming ordinary
humans. There are exceptions, of course, of which Jabor is one. However, even for mild-tempered djinn such as me,
thereis such athing as being pushed too far

But the boyswere dill there, breething hard and holding on like grim desth.
Something was not quiteright, here.

"Hold it seady,” the girl said.



| looked at her, shelooked a me. Shewas alittle bit taller than my current manifestation, with
dark eyes, long dark hair. The other two boys stood on either side of her like an acned guard of
honor. | grew impatient.

"What do you want?' | said.

"Y ou have something round your neck.” The girl had aremarkably level and authoritative voice
for someone so young. | guessed she was about thirteen.

"Sayswho?"

"It'sbeenin full view for the last two minutes, you cretin. It fell out of your T-shirt when we
jumped you."

"Oh. Fair enough.”

"Hand it over.”

"No."

She shrugged. "Then well takeit. It'syour funeral.”

"Y ou don't redlly know who | am, do you?' | madeit sound damn casud, with aside helping of
menace. "Y ou're not amagician.”

"Too right I'm not." She spat the words out.

"A magician would know better than to trifle with one such asme." | was busy cranking up the
awe-factor again, dthough thisisawaysfairly tricky when you have abrawny haf-wit clagping you
round your wast.

Thegirl grinned coldly. "Would amagician do so wdl againgt your wickedness?'

She had a point there. For astart, a magician wouldn't have wanted to come within adog's bark
of me without being protected up to the hilt with charms and pentacles. Next he would have needed
the help of impsto find me under my Concedment; and, finaly, he would have had to conjure up a
fairly heavyweight djinni to subdue me. If he dared. But thisgirl and her boyfriends had doneit dl on
their own, without seeming particularly fussed.

| should havelet fly afull-strength Detonation or something, but | wastoo tired for anything
fancy. | fel back on empty bluster.

| laughed esrily. "Hah! I'm toying with you."
"That'sempty blugter.”
| tried another tack. "Despite myself,” | said, "I confess|'m intrigued. | applaud your bravery in

daring to accost me. If you tell me your name and purpose, | will spareyou. Infact, | might well be
ableto help you. | have many abilitiesat my command.”



To my disappointment, the girl clamped her hands over her ears. "Don't give me your weasd!
words, demon!” she said. "l won't be tempted.”

"Surely you do not want my enmity,” | went on, soothingly. "My friendship isgreetly to be
preferred.”

"I don't care about ether,” the girl said, lowering her hands. "I want whatever it isyou have
round your neck."

"You can't haveit. But you can have afight if you like. Apart from the damageit'l do you, I'll
make sure | let off asgnd that'll bring the Night Police down on uslike gorgons from hell. Y ou don't
want their attention, do you?"

That made her flinch abit. I built on my advantage.

"Don't benaive," | said. "Think about it. Y ou're trying to rob me of avery powerful object. It
belongsto aterrible magician. If you so much astouch it, hell find you and nail your skin to his door.”

Whether it was thisthreat or the accusation of naiveté that got to her, the girl wasrattled. | could
tell by the direction of her pot.

Experimentally | shifted one elbow alittle. The corresponding boy grunted and tightened his grip
onmy arm.

A sren sounded afew roads away. The girl and her bodyguards |ooked uneasily down the dley
into the darkness. A few drops of rain began to fal from the hidden sky.

"Enough of this" the girl said. She stepped toward me.
"Careful," | sad.

She stretched out ahand. As shedid so, | opened my mouth, very, very dowly. Then she
reached for the chain round my neck.

Inaningtant | was aNile crocodile with jaws agape. | snapped down at her fingers. The girl
ghrieked and jerked her arm backward faster than | would have believed possible. My snaggleteeth
clashed just short of her retreating fingernails. | snapped at her again, thrashing from sideto sdein my
captors grasp. The girl squawked, dipped, and fdll into apile of litter, knocking over one of her two
guards. My sudden transformation took my three boys by surprise, particularly the one who was
clutching me around my wide scay midriff. Hisgrip had loosened, but the other two were ill hanging
on. My long hard tail scythed left, then right, making satisfyingly crisp contact with two thick skulls.
Their brains, if they had any, were nicely addled; their jaws dackened and so did their grasps.

One of the girl'stwo guards had been only momentarily shocked. He recovered himself, reached
indgde hisjacket, emerged with something shiny in hishand.

Ashethrew it, | changed again.

The quick shift from big (the croc) to smdl (afox) was nicdly judged, if | say so mysdlf. Thesix



hands that had been struggling to cope with large-scae scales suddenly found themsdlves clenching
thinar asatiny red bundle of fur and whirling claws dropped through their flailing fingersto the floor.
At the same moment amissile of flashing silver passed through the point where the croc's throat had
recently been and embedded itself in the metal door beyond.

The fox ran up the dley, paws skittering on the dippery cobbles.

A piercing whistle sounded ahead. Thefox pulled up. Searchlights dipped and spun against the
doors and brickwork. Running feet followed the lights.

That wasdl | needed. The Night Police were coming.

Asabeam swung toward me, | leaped fluidly into the open mouth of aplastic bin. Head, body,
brush—gone; the light passed over the bin and went on down the dley.

Men came now, shouting, blowing whistles, racing toward where I'd eft the girl and her
companions. Then agrowling, an acrid smell; and something that might have been abig dog rushing
after theminto the night.

The sounds echoed away. Curled snugly between a seeping bin-bag and avinegary crate of
empty bottles, the fox listened, his ears pricked forward. The shouts and whistles grew distant and
confused, and to the fox it seemed asiif they merged and became an agitated howling.

Then the noise faded atogether. The dleyway was Slent.

Aloneinthefoulness, thefox lay low.

8
Nathanie€l

Arthur Underwood was a middle-ranking magician who worked for the Ministry of Interna
Affairs. A solitary man, of asomewhat cantankerous nature, he lived with hiswife, Martha, in atall
Georgian house in Highgate.

Mr. Underwood had never had an apprentice, and nor did he want one. He was quite happy
working on hisown. But he knew that sooner or later, like al other magicians, he would haveto teke
his turn and accept achild into his house.

Sure enough, the inevitable happened: one day aletter arrived from the Ministry of Employment,
containing the dreaded request. With grim resignation, Mr. Underwood fulfilled his duty. On the
gppointed afternoon, he traveled to the ministry to collect his nameless charge.

He ascended the marbled steps between two granite pillars and entered the echoing foyer. It
was avast featurel ess space; office workers passed quietly back and forth between wooden doors on



either Sde, their shoes making respectful pattering noises on the floor. Acrossthe hall, two statues of
past Employment ministers had been built on a heroic scale, and sandwiched between them wasa
desk, piled high with papers. Mr. Underwood approached. It was only when he actualy reached the
desk that hewas able to glimpse, behind the bristling rampart of bulging files, the face of asmall,
amiling derk.

"Hello, ar," said the clerk.
"Junior Minister Underwood. I'm here to collect my new apprentice.”

"Ah—yes, gr. | was expecting you. If you'l just Sgn afew documents..." The clerk rummaged in
anearby stack. "Won' take aminute. Then you can pick him up from the day room."

" 'Him'? It'saboy, then?'

"A boy, fiveyearsold. Very bright, if the tests are anything to go by. Obvioudy alittle upset at
the moment..." The clerk located awodge of papers and withdrew apen from behind hisear. "If you
could initial each page and sign on the dotted lines..."

Mr. Underwood flourished the pen. "His parents—they've l€ft, | takeit?!

"Yes, dr. They couldn't get away fast enough. The usual sort: take the money and run, if you get
my meaning, Sir. Barely stopped to say good-byeto him."

"And al the norma safety procedures—?"

"His birth records have been removed and destroyed, Sir, and he has been gtrictly instructed to
forget hisbirth name and not reved it to anyone. Heisnow officidly unformed. Y ou can start with him
from scratch.”

"Very well." With asigh, Mr. Underwood completed hislast spidery signature and passed the
documents back. "If that's all, | suppose | had better pick him up.”

He passed down a series of silent corridors and through a heavy, paneled door to a brightly
painted room that had been filled with toys for the entertainment of unhappy children. There, between
agrimacing rocking horse and a plastic wizard doll wearing acomedy conicd hat, he found asmal
pale-faced boy. It had been crying in the recent past, but had now fortunately desisted. Two
red-rimmed eyes |ooked up a him blankly. Mr. Underwood cleared histhroat.

"I'm Underwood, your master. Y our true life begins now. Come with me."

The child gave aloud sniff. Mr. Underwood noticed its chin wobbling dangeroudy. With some
distaste, he took the boy by the hand, pulled it to itsfeet, and led it out down echoing corridorsto his
waiting car.

On the journey back to Highgate, the magician once or twicetried to engage the child in
conversation, but was met with teary sllence. Thisdid not please him; with asnort of frustration, he
gave up and turned on theradio to catch the cricket scores. The child sat stock-still in the backseet,
gazing & itsknees.



Hiswife met them at the door. She carried atray of biscuits and asteaming mug of hot
chocolate, and straight away bustled the boy into a cozy sitting room, where afire legped in the grate.

"Y ou won't get any sense out of him, Martha," Mr. Underwood grunted. "Hasn't said aword.”

"Do you wonder? He's terrified, poor thing. Leave him to me." Mrs. Underwood was a
diminutive, roundish woman with very white hair cropped short. She sat the boy in achair by thefire
and offered him abiscuit. He didn't acknowledge her at al.

Half an hour passed. Mrs. Underwood chatted pleasantly about anything that cameinto her
head. The boy drank some chocolate and nibbled a biscuit, but otherwise stared silently into the fire,
Finally, Mrs. Underwood made a decision. She sat beside him and put her arm around his shoulders.

"Now, dear," shesaid, "let'smake aded. | know that you've been told not to tell anyone your
name, but you can make an exception with me. | can't get to know you properly just cdling you 'boy,’
can 1? So, if you tell me your name, I'll tell you mine—in strictest confidence. What do you think?
Wasthat anod? Very well, then. I'm Martha. And you are...?"

A amdl snuffle, asmdler voice. "Nathanigl ."

"That'salovely name, dear, and don't worry, | won't tell asoul. Don't you fed better aready?
Now, have another biscuit, Nathaniel, and I'll show you to your bedroom.”

With the child fed and bathed and finally put to bed, Mrs. Underwood reported back to her
husband, who wasworking in his study.

"He'sadeep at lagt," she said. "It wouldn't surprise me if he wasin shock—and no wonder, his
parents leaving him likethat. | think it's disgraceful, ripping achild from his home so young."

"That's how it's always been done, Martha. Apprentices have to come from somewhere.” The
magician kept his head bent meaningfully toward his book.

Hiswife did not take the hint. "He should be alowed to stay with hisfamily," shewent on. "Or at
least to see them sometimes™

Wearily, Mr. Underwood placed the book on the table. ™Y ou know very well that is quite
impossible. Hisbirth name must be forgotten, or else future enemieswill useit to harm him. How can
it be forgotten if hisfamily keepsin contact? Besides, no one has forced his parentsto part with their
brat. They didn't want him, that's the truth of it, Martha, or they wouldn't have answered the
advertisements. It's quite straightforward. They get a consderable amount of money as compensation,
he gets a chance to serve his country at the highest level, and the state gets a new apprentice. Smple.
Everyonewins. No oneloses out.”

"All thesame..."



"It didn't do me any harm, Martha." Mr. Underwood reached for his book.
"It would be alot less crud if magicianswere alowed their own children.”

"That road leads to competing dynagties, family alliances... it dl endsin blood feuds. Read your
history books, Martha: see what happened in Italy. So, don't worry about the boy. He's young. Hell
forget soon enough. Now, what about making me some supper?’

The magician Underwood's house was the kind of building that presented adender, smple,
dignified countenance to the street, but which extended back for aremarkable distance in aconfusion
of dairs, corridors, and dightly varying levels. There were five main floors dtogether: acdlar, filled
with wine racks, mushroom boxes, and cases of drying fruit; the ground floor, containing reception
room, dining hdl, kitchen, and conservatory; two upper floors mainly consisting of bathrooms,
bedrooms, and workrooms; and, at the very top, an attic. It was here that Nathaniel dept, under a
seeply doping celling of whitewashed rafters.

Each morning, a dawn, he was woken by the fluting clamor of pigeons on theroof above. A
small skylight was set in the celling. Through it, if he stood on achair, he could see out over the gray,
rain-washed L.ondon horizon. The house stood on a hill and the view was good; on clear days he
could see the Crystal Palace radio mast far away on the other side of the city.

His bedroom was furnished with a cheap plywood wardrobe, a small chest of drawers, adesk
and chair, and a bedside bookcase. Every week Mrs. Underwood placed a new bunch of garden
flowersin avase on the desk.

From that first miserable day, the magician's wife had taken Nathaniel under her wing. She liked
the boy and was kind to him. In the privacy of the house, she often addressed the apprentice by his
birth name, despite the stern digpleasure of her husband.

"We shouldn't even know the brat's name," hetold her. "It'sforbidden! He could be
compromised. When heistwelve, at hiscoming of age, hewill be given his new name, by which he
will be known, as magician and man, for therest of hislife. In the meantime, it is quite wrong—"

"Who's going to notice?' she protested. "No one. It givesthe poor lad comfort.”

She was the only person to use his name. Histutors caled him Underwood, after his master. His
mester himself just addressed him as"boy."

Inreturn for her affection, Nathaniel rewarded Mrs. Underwood with open devotion. He hung
on her every word, and followed her directionsin everything.

At the end of hisfirst week at the house, she brought a present to his room.
"Thisisfor you," shesad. "It'sabit old and dreary, but | thought you might likeit."

It was apainting of boats sailing up a creek, surrounded by mudflats and low countryside. The
varnish was so dark with age that the details could hardly be made out, but Nathaniel loved it



ingtantly. He watched Mrs. Underwood hang it on the wall above his desk.

"You'reto beamagician, Nathaniel," she said, "and that isthe greatest privilege that any boy or
girl could have. Y our parents have made the ultimate sacrifice by giving you up for this noble destiny.
No, don't cry, dear. Soin turn you must be strong, strive as hard as you can, and learn everything
your tutors ask of you. By doing that you will honor both your parents and yourself. Come over to the
window. Stand on that chair. Now—I ook over there; do you see that little tower in the distance?’

"That one?"'

"No, that's an office block, dear. Thelittle brown one, over on the left? That'sit. That'sthe
Houses of Parliament, my dear, where dl the finest magicians go, to rule Britain and our empire. Mr.
Underwood goesthere dl thetime. And if you work hard and do everything your master tellsyou,
one day you will go theretoo, and | will be as proud of you as can be."

"Yes, Mrs. Underwood." He stared at the tower until his eyes ached, fixing its pogtion firmly in
hismind. To go to Parliament... One day it would be so. He would indeed work hard and make her
proud.

With time, and the constant minigtrations of Mrs. Underwood, Nathanidl's homesi ckness began
to fade. Memory of hisdistant parents dimmed and the pain ingde him grew ever less, until he had
amost forgotten itsexistence. A dtrict routine of work and study helped with this process: it took up
nearly dl histime and left him little space to brood. On weekdays, the routine began with Mrs.
Underwood rousing him with a double rap on his bedroom door.

"Teaoutsde, on the step. Mouth, not toes."

Thiscal wasaritud semming from one morning, when, on hisway downgtairsto the bathroom,
Nathaniel had charged out of his bedroom in a befuddied state, made precise contact between foot
and mug, and sent atidal wave of hot teacrashing againg the landing wall. The stain was il visble
years later, like the imprint of a splash of blood. Fortunately his master had not discovered this
disaster. He never ascended to the attic.

After washing in the bathroom on the level below, Nathaniel would dress himself in shirt, gray
trousers, long gray socks, smart black shoesand, if it was winter and the house was cold, athick Irish
jumper that Mrs. Underwood had bought for him. He would brush hishair carefully in front of atal
mirror in the bathroom, running his eyes over the thin, neat figure with the pale face gazing back at
him. Then he descended by the back stairsto the kitchen, carrying his schoolwork. While Mrs.
Underwood fixed the cornflakes and toast, he would try to finish the homework |eft over from the
night before. Mrs. Underwood frequently did her best to help him.

"Azerbaijan? The capitd's Baky, | think."
"Bakoo?"
"Yes. Look inyour alas. What are you learning that for?"

"Mr. Purcdl says| haveto master the Middle East this Week—Iearn the countries and stuff.”



"Don't look so down. Toast's ready. Wdll, it isimportant you learn dl that 'stuff'—you have to
know the background before you can get to the interesting bits.”

"But it'sso boring!"

"That'sdl you know. I've been to Azerbaijan. Baku'sabit of adump, but it isan important
center for researching afrits.”

"What arethey?'

"Demons of fire. The second most powerful form of spirit. The fiery element isvery strong inthe
mountains of Azerbaijan. That's where the Zoroastrian faith began too; they venerate the divinefire
found indl living things. If you're looking for the chocolate spread, it's behind the cered "

"Did you see adjinni when you were there, Mrs. Underwood?'

"Y ou don't need to go to Baku to find adjinni, Nathaniel—and don't speak with your mouth full.
Y ou're praying crumbs dl over my tablecloth. No, djinnwill cometo you, especidly if youre herein
London."

"Whenwill | seeafreat?"

"An afrit. Not for along time, if you know what's good for you. Now, finish up quickly—Mr.
Purcdl will bewaiting.”

After breakfast, Nathaniel would gather his school books and head upstairsto the first-floor
workroom where Mr. Purcell would indeed be waiting for him. His teacher was ayoung man with
thinning blond hair, which he frequently smoothed down in avain effort to hide hisscdp. Heworea
gray suit that was dightly too big for him and an aternating sequence of horribleties. Hisfirst name
was Walter. Many things made him nervous, and speaking to Mr. Underwood (which he had to, on
occasion) made him downright twitchy. Asaresult of his nerves, hetook hisfrustrations out on
Nathanidl. He was too honest a man to beredly brutal with the boy, who was a competent worker;
instead he tended to snap tetchily at his mistakes, yipping likeasmal dog.

Nathaniel learned no magic with Mr. Purcell. Histeacher did not know any. Instead he had to
apply himself to other subjects, primarily mathematics, modern languages (French, Czech),
geography, and history. Politics was aso important.

"Now then, young Underwood,” Mr. Purcell would say. "What isthe chief purpose of our noble
government?' Nathanid looked blank. "Come on! Come on!™

"Toruleus, Sr?'

"To protect us. Do not forget that our country isa war. Prague still commands the plains east of
Bohemia, and we are struggling to keep her armies out of Italy. These are dangeroustimes. Agitators
and spiesareloosein London. If the Empireisto be kept whole, astrong government must bein
place, and strong means magicians. Imagine the country without them! It would be unthinkable:
commoners would bein charge! Wewould dip into chaos, and invasion would quickly follow. All
that stands between us and anarchy isour leaders. Thisiswhat you should aspireto, boy. Tobea



part of the Government and rule honorably. Remember that."
"Yes, gr."

"Honor isthe most important quality for amagician,” Mr. Purcell went on. "He or she has greet
power, and must use it with discretion. In the past, rogue magicians have attempted to overthrow the
State: they have dways been defeated. Why? Because true magicians fight with virtue and justice on
their sde”

"Mr. Purcell, are you amagician?'

Histeacher smoothed back his hair and sighed. "No, Underwood. | was... not selected. But |
till serveasbest | can. Now—"

"Then you're acommoner?'

Mr. Purcell dapped the table with hispam. "If you please! I'm asking the questions! Take up
your protractor. We shdl move on to geometry."

Shortly after hiseighth birthday, Nathanid's curriculum was expanded. He began to study
chemistry and physics on the one hand, and the history of religion on the other. He a so began severd
other key languages, including Latin, Aramaic, and Hebrew.

These activities occupied Nathanid from ninein the morning until lunch at one, a whichtime he
would descend to the kitchen to devour in solitude the sandwiches that Mrs. Underwood had |eft out
for him under moist Saran Wrap.

In the afternoons the timetable was varied. On two days of the week, Nathaniel continued work
with Mr. Purcell. On two other afternoons he was escorted down the street to the public baths, where
aburly man with amustache shaped like amudguard supervised a punishing regimen. Along with a
bedraggled posse of other small children, Nathanidl had to swim countlesslengths using every
conceivable style of stroke. He was dways too shy and exhausted to talk much to hisfellow
swimmers, and they, sensing him for what he was, kept their distance from him. Already, by the age
of eight, hewas avoided and |eft done.

The other two afternoon activitieswere music (Thursday) and drawing (Saturday). Nathaniel
dreaded music even more than swimming. Histutor, Mr. Sindra, was an obese, short-tempered man
whose chins quivered as he walked. Nathaniel kept a close eye on those chins: if their trembling
increased it was asure sign of acoming rage. Rages came with depressing regularity. Mr. Sindra
could barely contain his fury whenever Nathaniel rushed his scales, misread his notes, or fluffed his
sght-reading, and these things happened often.

"How," Mr. Sindrayelled, "do you propose to summon alamiawith plucking like this? How?
Themind boggles! Give methat!" He snatched the lyre from Nathanie's hand and held it againgt his
ample chest. Then, hiseyes closed in rapture, he began to play. A sweet melody filled the workroom.
The short, fat fingers moved like dancing sausages across the strings; outside, birds stopped in the
treeto listen. Nathaniel's eyesfilled with tears. Memories from the distant past drifted ghostlike before
him....



"Now you!" The music broke off with ajarring screech. The lyre wasthrust back at him.
Nathaniel began to pluck at the strings. Hisfingerstripped and stumbled; outside, severa birds
dropped from the tree in a stupor. Mr. Sindra's jowls shook like cold tapioca.

"Youidiot! Stop! Do you want the lamiato eat you? She must be charmed, not roused to fury!
Put down that poor instrument. We shdl try the pipes.”

Pipesor lyre, chord voice or Sstrum rattle—whatever Nathanie tried, hisfdtering attempts met
with bellows of outrage and despair. It was afar cry from his drawing lessons, which proceeded
peacefully and well under histutor, Ms. Lutyens. Willowy and sweet-tempered, she wasthe only one
of histeachersto whom Nathaniel could talk fredy. Like Mrs. Underwood, she had little timefor his
"nameess' status. In confidence, she had asked him to tell her his name, and he had done so without a
second thought.

"Why," he asked her one spring afternoon, asthey sat in the workroom with afresh breeze
drifting through the open window, "why do | spend al my time copying this pattern? It is both difficult
and dull. I would much rather be drawing the garden, or this room—or you, Ms. Lutyens.”

Shelaughed a him. "Sketching isdl very well for artists, Nathanid, or for rich young women
with nothing elseto do. Y ou are not going to become an artist or arich young woman, and the
purpose for your picking up your pencil isvery different. Y ou are to be a craftsman, atechnica
draftsman—you must be able to reproduce any pattern you wish, quickly, confidently, and above dl,
accurately.”

Helooked dismally at the paper resting on the table between them. It showed acomplex design
of branching leaves, flowers, and foliage, with abstract shapes fitted snugly in between. He was
re-creating the image in his sketchbook and had been working on it for two hours without a bresk.
He was about halfway finished.

"It just seems pointless, that'sal,” hesaidinasmall voice.

"Pointlessitisnot,” Ms. Lutyensreplied. "Let me see your work. Well, it's not bad, Nathanidl,
not bad at al, but look—do you not think that this cupolaisrather bigger than the origina? See here?
And you've left aholein this stem—that's rather abad mistake."

"It'sonly a small mistake. Therest's okay, isn't it?"

"That's not the issue. If you were copying out a pentacle and you left aholein it, what would
happen? It would cost you your life. Y ou don't want to diejust yet, do you, Nathaniel ?*

"No."

"Wl then. Y ou smply mustn't make mistakes. They'll have you, otherwise" Ms. Lutyens sat
back in her chair. "By rights, | should get you to Sart again with this.”

"Ms Lutyens!"

"Mr. Underwood would expect no less." She paused, pondering. "But from your cry of anguish |
suppose it would be useless to expect you to do any better the second time around. We will stop for



today. Why don't you go out into the garden? Y ou look like you could do with some fresh air.”

For Nathanidl, the garden of the house was a place of temporary solitude and retreat. No
lessons took place there. It had no unpleasant memories. It was long and thin and surrounded by a
high wall of red brick. Climbing roses grew againgt thisin the summer, and six gpple trees shed white
blossom over the lawn. Two rhododendron bushes sprawled widthwise halfway down the
garden—beyond them was a sheltered arealargely concedled from the many gaping windows of the
house. Here the grass grew long and wet. A horse chestnut tree in aneighboring garden towered
above, and a stone seat, green with lichen, rested in the shadows of the high wall. Beside the seat was
amarble statue of aman holding afork of lightning in hishand. He wore aVictorian-style jacket and
had a gigantic pair of sdeburnsthat protruded from his cheeks like the pincers of abeetle. The statue
was weather worn and coated with athin mantle of moss, but still gave an impression of great energy
and power. Nathaniel was fascinated by it and had even gone so far asto ask Mrs. Underwood who
it was, but she had only smiled.

"AsK your madter,”" she said. "He knows everything.”
But Nathaniel had not dared ask.

Thisrestful spot, with its solitude, its stone sest, and its statue of an unknown magician, was
where Nathaniel came whenever he needed to compose himself before alesson with his cold,
forbidding medter.

9

Between the ages of six and eight, Nathanidl visited his master only once aweek. These
occasons, on Friday afternoons, were subjects of greeat ritua. After lunch, Nathaniel had to go
upstairs to wash and change his shirt. Then, at precisely two-thirty, he presented himsdlf a the door of
his master's reading room on the first floor. He would knock three times, at which avoicewould call
on himto enter.

Hismaster reclined in awicker chair in front of awindow overlooking the street. Hisface was
often in shadow. Light from the window spilled round him in anebulous haze. As Nathanidl entered, a
long thin hand would gesture toward the cushions piled high on the Oriental couch on the opposite
wall. Nathaniel would take a cushion and place it on thefloor. Then he sat, heart pounding, straining
to catch every nuance of hismagter'svoice, terrified of missing athing.

Inthe early years, the magician usualy contented himsalf with questioning the boy about his
studies, inviting him to discuss vectors, agebra, or the principles of probability, asking him to describe
briefly the history of Prague or recount, in French, the key events of the Crusades. Thereplies
satisfied him amost aways—Nathanid wasavery quick learner.

On rare occasions, the master would motion the boy to be silent in the middle of an answer and
would himself speak about the objectives and limitations of magic.



"A magician," hesad, "isawielder of power. A magician exerts hiswill and effects change. He
can do it from selfish motives or virtuous ones. The results of his actions can be good or evil, but the
only bad magician is an incompetent one. What is the definition of incompetence, boy?"

Nathanid twitched on his cushion. "Loss of control."

"Correct. Providing the magician remainsin control of the forces he has set to work, he
remains—what does he remain?'

Nathaniel rocked back and forth. "Er..."

"The three Ss boy, the three Ss. Use your head.”

"Safe, secret, strong, Sir.”

"Correct. What isthe great secret?"

"Soirits, Sr.”

"Demons, boy. Call ‘em what they are. What must one never forget?'

"Demons are very wicked and will hurt you if they can, Sir." Hisvoice shook ashe said this.

"Good, good. What an excellent memory you have, to be sure. Be careful how you pronounce
your words—I fancy your tongue tripped over itself there. Mispronouncing a syllable at the wrong
time may give ademon just the opportunity it has been seeking.”

"YS, S'r.ll

" S0, demons are the great secret. Common people know of their existence and know that we
can commune with them—that iswhy they fear us so! But they do not redlize thefull truth, whichis
that all our power derives from demons. Without their aid we are nothing but cheap conjurorsand
charlatans. Our single greet ability isto summon them and bend them to our will. If we do it correctly
they must obey us. If we make but the dightest error, they fal upon us and tear usto shreds. Itisa
finelinethat we walk, boy. How old are you now?'

"Eight, gr. Nine next week."

"Nine? Good. Then next week we shall start your magica studies proper. Mr. Purcell is busy
giving you asufficient grounding in the basic knowledge. Henceforward we shall meet twice weekly,
and | shal sart introducing you to the central tenets of our order. However, for today we shal finish
with your reciting the Hebrew aphabet and its first dozen numbers. Proceed.”

Under the eyes of his master and histutors, Nathanidl's education progressed rapidly. He
ddighted in reporting hisdaily achievementsto Mrs. Underwood and basking in the warmth of her
praise. In the evenings, he would gaze out of hiswindow toward the distant yellow glow that marked
the tower of the Parliament buildings, and dream of the day when he would go there asamagician, as



one of the ministers of the noble government.

Two days after his ninth birthday, his master gppeared in the kitchen while he was egting
breskfast.

"L eavethat and comewith me" the magician said.

Nathaniel followed him dong the hal and into the room that served as hismaster'slibrary. Mr.
Underwood stood next to abroad bookcase filled with volumes of every size and color, ranging from
heavy |eather-bound lexicons of great antiquity to battered yellow paperbacks with mystic Sgns
scrawled on the spines.

"Thisisyour reading matter for the next three years," his master said, tapping the top of the case.
"By thetimeyou're twelve, you must have familiarized yoursdf with everything it contains. The books
arewritten in Middle English, Latin, Czech, and Hebrew for the most part, dthough you'l find some
Coptic works on the Egyptian rituas of the dead too. There'sa Coptic dictionary to help you with
those. It's up to you to read through dl this; | haven't timeto coddle you. Mr. Purcell will keep your
languages up to speed. Understand?!

"Yes gr. Sr?"
"What, boy?"

"When I'veread through dl this, sir, will | know everything | need? To be amagician, | mean,
gr. It seems such an awful lot."

His master snorted; his eyebrows ascended to the skies.
"Look behind you,” he said.

Nathanid turned. Behind the door was a bookcase that climbed from floor to ceiling; it
overflowed with hundreds of books, each one fatter and more dusty than the last, the sort of books
that, one could tell without even opening them, were printed in minute script in double columnson
every page. Nathaniel gaveasmall gulp.

"Work your way through that lot," his master said dryly, "and you might be getting somewhere.
That case contains the rites and incantations you'd need to summon significant demons; and you won't
even begin to use them till you'rein your teens, so cast it out of your mind. Your case'—he tapped the
wood again—"gives you the preparatory knowledge and is more than enough for the moment. Right,
follow me”

They proceeded to aworkroom that Nathaniel had never visited before. A large number of
bottles and vids clustered there on stained and dirty shelves, filled with liquids of varying color. Some
of the bottles had floating objectsin them. Nathaniel couldn't tell whether it wasthe thick, curved glass
of the bottles that made the objects ook so distorted and strange.

His master sat on astool at a ssmple wooden worktable and indicated for Nathaniel to Sit
alongsde him. He pushed a narrow box across the table. Nathaniel opened it. Insdewasasmall pair
of spectacles. A distant memory made him shudder sharply.



"Well, take them out, boy; they won't bite you. Right. Now look a me. Look a my eyes, what
do you see?'

Unwillingly, Nathaniel looked. He found it very difficult to peer into thefierce, fiery brown eyes
of the old man, and asaresult hisbrain froze. He saw nothing.

"Wdl?'

"Um, um... I'm sorry, | dont..."

"L ook around my irises—see anything there?'
“Um.."

"Oh, you dolt!" His master gave acry of frustration and pulled the skin below one eye down,
revealing itsred underbdly. "Can't you seeit? A lens, boy! A contact lens! Around the middle of my
eyel Seeit?’

Desperately, Nathanie looked again, and thistime he did see afaint circular rim, thin as a pencil
linearound theiris, seding itin.

"Yes, dr," hesad eagerly. "Yes, | seeit.”

"About time. Right." His master sat back on the stool. "When you are twelve years old, two
important thingswill happen. Firgt, you will be given anew name, which you shdl take as your own.

Why?'
"To prevent demons getting power over me by discovering my birth name, sir.”

"Correct. Enemy magicians are equaly perilous, of course. Secondly, you will get your first pair
of lenses, which you can wear at dl times. They will alow you to seethrough alittle of the trickery of
demons. Until that time you will use these glasses, but only when ingtructed to, and on no account are
they to be removed from this workroom. Understand?’

"Yes, sr. How do they help see through things, sr?’

"When demons materidize, they can adopt dl manner of fase shapes, not just in thismaterid
realm, but on other planes of perception too—I shall teach you of these planes anon, do not question
me on them now. Some demons of the higher sort can even become invisible; thereisno end to the
wickedness of their deceptions. The lenses, and to alesser extent the glasses, alow you to look on
severd planesat once, giving you a chance of seeing through their illusons. Observe—"

Nathanidl's master reached over to a crowded shelf behind him and selected alarge glass bottle
that was sealed with cork and wax. It contained a greenish briny liquid and adead rat, al brownish
bristles and pae flesh. Nathanid made aface. His master considered him.

"What would you say thiswas, boy?' he asked.

"Arat, Gr."



"What kind?"
"A brown one. Rattus norvegicus, Sr."

"Good. Latin tag too, en? Very good. Completely wrong, but good nevertheless. It isn't arat at
al. Put on your glasses and look again.”

Nathanid did as he wastold. The spectaclesfelt cold and heavy on his nose. He peered through
the filmy pebble-glass, taking a moment or two to focus. When the bottle swam into view, he gasped.
Therat was gone. Inits place was a small black-and-red creature with a spongy face, beetl€swings,
and a concertina-shaped underside. The creature's eyes were open and bore an aggrieved
expression. Nathanie took the spectacles off and looked again. The brown rat floated in the pickling
fluid.

"Gosh," hesaid.

Hismaster grunted. "A Scarlet VVexation, caught and bottled by the Medical Indtitute of Lincoln's
Inn. A minor imp, but a notable spreader of pestilence. It can only create the illusion of therat on the
materia plane. On the others, itstrue essenceisreveded.”

"Isit dead, Sr?' Nathanid asked.

"Hmm? Dead?| should think so. If nat, itll certainly be angry. It'sbeeninthat jar for a least fifty
years—| inherited it from my old master.”

He returned the bottle to the shelf. ™Y ou see, boy," he went on, "even the least powerful demons
arevicious, dangerous, and evasive. One cannot withdraw one's guard for amoment. Observe this."

From behind a bunsen burner, he drew arectangular glass box that seemed to have no lid. Six
minute creatures buzzed within it, ceaselesdy butting againgt the walls of their prison. From adistance
they seemed like insects; as he drew closer, Nathaniel observed that they had rather too many legsfor
thisto be so.

"Thesemites," hismaster said, "are possibly the lowest form of demon. Scarcely any intelligence
to speak of. Y ou do not require your spectaclesto seetheir trueform. Y et even these are amenace
unless properly controlled. Notice those orange stings beneeth their tails? They create exquisitely
painful swellings on the victim's body; far worse than bees or hornets. An admirable method of
chastisng someone, beit annoying rivd... or disobedient pupil.”

Nathaniel watched the furious little mites butting their heads againgt the glass. He nodded
vigoroudy. "Yes, gr."

"Viciouslittlethings." His master pushed the box away. "Y et dl they need are the proper words
of command and they will obey any ingtruction. They thus demonstrate, on the smalest scae, the
principles of our craft. We have dangerous tool s that we must control. We shall now begin learning
how to protect ourselves.”



Nathaniel soon found that it would be along time before he was alowed to wield the tools
himsdlf. He had lessons with his master in the workroom twice aweek, and for months he did nothing
except take notes. He was taught the principles of pentacles and the art of runes. He learned the
appropriate rites of purification that magicians had to observe before summoning could take place. He
was st to work with mortar and pestle to pound out mixtures of incense that would encourage
demons or keep unwanted ones away. He cut candlesinto varying sizes and arranged them in ahost
of different patterns. And not once did his master summon anything.

Impatient for progress, in his spare time Nathaniel devoured the booksin the library case. He
impressed Mr. Purcell with his omnivorous appetite for knowledge. He worked with grest vigor in
Ms. Lutyenss drawing lessons, applying his skill to the pentacles he now traced under the beady eye
of hismaster. And al thistime, the spectacles gathered dust on the workroom shelf.

Ms. Lutyens was the only person to whom he confided hisfrustrations.

"Patience," shetold him. "Patienceisthe prime virtue. If you hurry, you will fail. And falureis
painful. You must dways relax and concentrate on the task in hand. Now, if you're ready | want you
to sketch that again, but thistime with ablindfold.”

Six monthsinto histraining, Nathanid observed asummoning for thefirst time. To hisdeep
annoyance, hetook no active part. His master drew the pentacles, including a secondary one for
Nathanidl to stand in. Nathaniel was not even alowed to light the candles and, what was worse, he
was told to leave the spectacles behind.

"How will | see anything?" he asked, rather more pettishly than was his habit with his magter; a
narrow-eyed stare ingtantly reduced him to silence.

The summoning began as a deep disappointment. After the incantations, which Nathanid was
pleased to find he largely understood, nothing seemed to happen. A dight breeze blew through the
workroom; otherwise dl was gill. The empty pentacle stayed empty. His master stood close by, eyes
shut, seemingly adeep. Nathanid grew very bored. Hislegs began to ache. Evidently this particular
demon had decided not to come. All at once, he noticed with horror that several of the candlesin one
corner of the workroom had toppled over. A pile of paperswas dight, and the fire was spreading.
Nathaniel gave acry of darm and stepped—

"Stay whereyou arel"

Nathaniel's heart nearly stopped in fright. He froze with onefoot lifted. His master's eyes had
opened and were gazing at him with an awful anger. With avoice of thunder, his master uttered the
seven Words of Dismissa. Thefirein the corner of the room vanished, the pile of paperswith them;
the candles were once again upright and burning quietly. Nathaniel's heart quailed in his breadt.

"Step outside the circle, would you?' Never had he heard his master's voice so scathing. "l told
you that some remain invisible. They are masters of illusion and know athousand waysto distract and
tempt you. One step more and you'd have been on fire yourself. Think of that while you go hungry
tonight. Get up to your room!"



Further summonings were less distressing. Guided only by hisordinary senses, Nathaniel
observed demonsin ahost of beguiling shapes. Some gppeared as familiar animals—mewling cats,
wide-eyed dogs, forlorn, limping hamsters that Nathaniel ached to hold. Sweset little birds hopped and
pecked at the margins of their circles. Once, a shower of gpple blossom cascaded from the air, filling
the room with a heady scent that made him drowsy.

He learned to withstand inducements of al kinds. Someinvisible spirits assailed him with foul
smédlsthat made him retch; others charmed him with perfume that reminded him of Ms. Lutyenssor
Mrs. Underwood's. Some attempted to frighten him with hideous sounds—with squelchy rendings,
whisperings, and gibbering cries. He heard strange voices calling out beseechingly, first high-pitched,
then plummeting deeper and deeper until they rang like afunerd bell. But he closed hismind to dl
these things and never came closeto leaving thecircle.

A year passed before Nathaniel was alowed to wear his spectacles during each summoning.
Now he could observe many of the demons asthey redly were. Others, dightly more powerful ones,
maintained their illusons even on the other observable planes. To al these disorientating shiftsin
perception Nathanid acclimatized camly and confidently. Hislessons were progressing well, his
s f-possesson likewise. He grew harder, more resilient, more determined to progress. He spent al
his spare waking hours poring through new manuscripts.

His master was satisfied with his pupil's progress and Nathanidl, despite hisimpatience with the
pace of hiseducation, was ddighted with what he learned. It was a productive relationship, if not a
close one, and might well have continued to be so, but for the terrible incident that occurred in the
summer before Nathaniel's e eventh birthday.

10

Bartimaeus

In the end, dawn came.

Thefirs grudging raysflickered in the eastern sky. A hao of light dowly emerged over the
Docklands horizon. | cheered it on. It couldn't come fast enough.

The whole night had been awearisome and often humiliating business. | had repeatedly lurked,
loitered, and fled, in that order, through haf the postal districts of London. | had been manhandled by
athirteen-year-old girl. | had taken shelter in abin. And now, to cap it all, | was crouching on the roof
of Westmingter Abbey, pretending to be agargoyle. Things don't get much worse than that.

A rising shaft of sunlight caught the edge of the Amulet, which was suspended round my
lichen-covered neck. It flashed, bright as glass. Automatically | raised aclaw to cupiit, justin case
sharp eyes were on the lookout, but | wasn't too worried by then.

| had remained in that binin the dley for acouple of hours, long enough to rest and become
thoroughly ingrained with the odor of rotting vegetables. Then I'd had the bright idea of taking up
stony residence on the abbey. | was protected there by the profusion of magica ornamentswithin the
building—they masked the Amulet'ssignd.[1] From my new vantage point I'd seen afew spheresin



the distance, but none of them came near. At last the night had ebbed away, and the magicians had
become weary. The spheresin the sky winked out. The heat was off.

[1] Many great magicians of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries were entombed at Westminster Abbey
after (and on one or two occasions shortly before) their death. Almost all took at least one powerful artifact with
them to their grave. Thiswas little more than a self-conscious flaunting of their wealth and power and a complete
waste of the object in question. It was also away of spitefully denying their successors any chance of inheriting
the object—other mages were justly wary of retrieving the grave goods for fear of supernatural reprisals.

Asthe sunrose, | waited impatiently for the expected summons. The boy had said hewould call
me at dawn, but he was no doubt deeping in like the layabout adolescent he was.

In the meantime | ordered my thoughts. One thing that was crystal clear was that the boy was
the patsy of an adult magician, some shadowy influence who sought to deflect blame for the theft onto
thekid. It wasn't hard to guess this—no child of his age would summon mefor so great atask on his
own. Presumably the unknown magician wished to deal ablow to Lovelace and gain control over the
Amulet's powers. If s0, he wasrisking everything. Judging by the scale of the hunt | had just evaded,
severa powerful people were greatly concerned by itsloss.

Even done, Smon Loveace was aformidable proposition. The fact that he was able to employ
(and restrain) both Faguarl and Jabor proved as much. | did not relish the urchin's chances when the
meagician caught up with him.

Then therewasthe girl, that nonmagician whose friends withstood my magic and saw through
my illusons. Severd centuries had gone by since | had last encountered humans of their sort, soto
find them herein London wasintriguing. Whether or not they understood the implications of their
power was difficult to say. The girl didn't even seem to know exactly what the Amulet was, only that it
was a prize worth having. She certainly wasn't alied to Lovelace or the boy. Strange... | couldn't see
whereghefitintothisat dl.

Ohwell, it wasn't going to be my problem. Sunlight hit the roof of the abbey. | dlowed mysdif a
short, luxurious flex of my wings.

At that moment, the summons came.
A thousand fishhooks seemed to embed themselvesin me. | was pulled in severd directions at
once. Resigting too long risked tearing my essence, but | had no interest in delay. | wished to hand

over the Amulet and be done.

With this eager hopein mind | submitted to the summons, vanishing from the rooftop....

...and regppearing ingtantaneoudy in the child'sroom. | looked around.
"All right, what'sthis?*

"] order you, Bartimaeus, to reved whether you have diligently and wholly carried out your

charge—



"Of course | have—what do you think thisis, costume jewery?' | pointed with my gargoyle's
claw at the Amulet dangling on my chest. It waved and winked in the shuddering light of the candles.
"The Amulet of Samarkand. It was Simon Lovelace's. Now it isyours. Soon it will be Simon
Lovelaces again. Takeit and enjoy the consequences. | was asking about this pentacle you've drawn
here: what are these runes? Thisextraline?"

Thekid puffed out his chest. "Addbrand's Pentacle.” If | didn't know better, I'd have sworn he
smirked, an unseemly faciad posture for one o young.

Adebrand's Pentacle. That meant trouble. | made a big show of checking the lines of the star
and circle, looking for minute breaks or wigglesin the chalk. Then | perused the runes and symbols
themsdves.

"Ahal" | roared. "Y ou've spelled thiswrong! And you know what that means, don't you...?" |
drew mysdf up like a cat ready to pounce.

The kid'sface went an interesting mix of white and red; hislower lip wobbled; his eyesbulged
from their sockets. He looked very much like he wanted to run for it, but he didn't, so my plan was
failed.[2] Hastily he scanned the letters on the floor.

[2] If amagician leaves his circle during a summons his power over hisvictim is broken | was hoping | would
thus be able to leave. Incidentally, it would also have left me free to step out of my own pentacle and nail him.

"Recreant demon! The pentacleis sound—it bindsyou still!"

"Okay, so | lied." | reduced in size. My stone wings folded back under my hump. "Do you want
thisamulet or not?"

"P-placeitinthevess."

A small sogpstone bow! sat on the floor midway between the outermost arcs of thetwo circles. |
removed the Amulet and with a certain amount of inner relief tossed it casudly into the bowl. The boy
bent toward it. Out of the corner of my eyes| watched him closdy—if onefoot, onefinger, fell
outsdehiscircle, | would be on him faster than a praying mantis.

But the kid was wise to this. He produced a stick from the pocket of histatty coat. Jammed into
the tip was a hooked piece of wire that looked suspicioudy like atwisted paperclip. With a couple of
cautious prods and jerks he caught the lip of the bowl with the hook and drew it into hiscircle. Then
he picked up the Amulet's chain, wrinkling hisnose as he did so.

"Euch, thisisdisgugting!”

"Nothing to do with me. Blame Rotherhithe Sewage Works. No, on second thought, blame
yourself. I've spent the whole night trying to evade capture on your account. Y ou're lucky | didn't
immerse mysdf completely.”

"Y ou were pursued?’ He sounded amost eager. Wrong emotion, kid—try fear.

"By haf the demonic hordes of London.” | rolled my stony eyes and clashed my horny besk.



"Make no mistake about it, boy, they are coming here, yellow-eyed and ravening, ready to seize you.
Y ou will be helpless, defensdess againgt their power. Y ou have one chance only; rlease mefromthis
cirdleand I will help you evade their clutches."[3]

[3] Yep, by destroying him myself before they got there.
"Do you teke mefor afool ?*

"Theamulet in your hands answers that. Well, no matter. | have carried out my charge, my task
Isdone. For the remainder of your short life, farewel!" My form shimmered, began to fade. A rippling
pillar of steam issued up from the floor asif to swallow me and spirit me away. It was wishful
thinking—Ade brand's Pentacle would seeto that.

"Y ou cannot depart! | have other work for thee." More than the renewed captivity, it was these
occasiond archaismsthat annoyed me so much. Thee, recreant demon—I ask you! No one used
language like that anymore, and hadn't for two hundred years. Anyone would think he had learned his
trade entirely out of some old book.

But extraneous thees or not, he was quite right. Most ordinary pentacles bind you to one service
only. Carry it out, and you are free to go. If the magician requires you again, he must repesat the whole
draining rigmarole of summoning from the beginning. But Add brand's Pentacle countermanded this: its
extralines and incantations double locked the door and forced you to remain for further orders. It
was acomplex magica formulathat required adult stamina and concentration, and this gave me
ammunition for my next attack.

| dlowed the steam to ebb away. "So whereis he, then?”

The boy was busy turning the Amulet over and over in his pale hands. He looked up absently.
"Whereiswho?'

"The boss, your master, the éminence grise, the power behind the throne. The man who has put
you up to thislittle theft, who's told you what to say and what to draw. The man wholll ill be
standing unharmed in the shadows when Love ace's djinn are tossing your ragged corpse around the
L ondon rooftops. He's playing some game that you know nothing of, appealing to your ignorance and
youthful vanity."

That sung him. Hislips curled back alittle.

"What did he say to you, | wonder?' | adopted a patronizing singsong voice: " 'Well done,
young fellow, you're the bet little magician I've seen in along while. Tell me, would you liketoraisea
powerful djinni?Y ou would? Wdl, why don't we do just that! We can play aprank on someone
too—gteal an amulet—""

The boy laughed. Unexpected that. | was anticipating a furious outburst or some anxiety. But no,
he laughed.

Heturned the Amulet over afina time, then bent and replaced it in the pot. Also unexpected.
Using the stick with the hook, he pushed the pot back through the circletoits origind position on the
floor.



"What are you doing?'
"Giving it back."

"] don't want it."
"Rickitup.

| wasn't about to get into a prissy exchange of insults with atwelve-year old, particularly one
who could impose hiswill on me, so | reached out through my circle and hefted the Amulet.

"Now, what? When Simon Lovelace comes | won't be hanging on to this, you know. I'll be
giving it right back to him with asmile and awave. And pointing out which curtain you're shivering
behind."

IIWa' t_"

The kid produced something shiny from one of the inner pockets of hisvoluminous coat. Did |
mention that this coat was about three sizestoo big for him? It had evidently once belonged to avery
cardess magician, Since, dthough heavily patched, it till displayed the unmistakable ravages of fire,
blood, and talon. | wished the boy similar fortune.

Now hewas holding in hisleft hand aburnished disc—a scrying glass of highly polished bronze.
He passed hisright hand over it afew times and began to gaze into the reflective metd with passve
concentration. Whatever captive imp dwelled within, the disc soon responded. A murky picture
formed; the boy observed it closely. | wastoo far off to see theimage, but while he was distracted |
did abit of looking of my own.

Hisroom... | wanted aclueto hisidentity. Some letter addressed to him, perhaps, or anametag
in his coat. Both of those had worked before. | wasn't after his birth name, of course—that would be
too much to hope for—but his official name would do for astart.[4] But | was out of luck. The most
private, intimate, telltale place in the room—his desk—had been carefully covered with athick black
cloth. A wardrobe in the corner was shut; ditto a chest of drawers. There was a cracked glass vase
with fresh flowers among the mess of candles—an odd touch, this. He hadn't put it there himsdif, |
reckoned; so somebody liked him.

[4] All magicians have two names, their official name and their birth name. Their birth name isthat given to
them by their parents, and because it isintimately bound up with their true nature and being, it is a source of great
strength and weakness. They seek to keep it secret from everyone, for if an enemy learnsit, he or she can useit to
gain power over them, rather in the same way that amagician can only summon adjinni if he knows their true
name. Magicians thus conceal their birth names with great care, replacing them with official names at the time of
their coming of age. It is always useful to know a magician's official name—but far, far better to learn his secret
one.

The kid waved his hand over the scrying glass and the surface went dull. He replaced thediscin
his pocket, then looked up at me suddenly. Uh-oh. Here it came.

"Bartimaeus,”" he began, "I charge you to take the Amulet of Samarkand and hideit in the
magical repository of the magician Arthur Underwood, concedling it so that he cannot observeit, and
achieving this so stedlthily that no one, either human or spirit, on this plane or any other, shal seeyou



enter or depart; | further charge you to return to me immediately, silent and unseen, to await further
ingructions.”

Hewas bluein the face when he finished this, having completed it dl in one straight breeth.[5] |
glowered under my stony brows.

[5] Strictly advisable when dealing with subtle, intelligent entities such as mysdlf. It is often possible to
interpret a pause for breath as afull stop, which either changes the meaning of the instructions or turns them into
gobbledegook. If we can misinterpret something to our advantage, we most certainly will.

"Very wdl. Where does this unfortunate magician resde?’

The boy smiled thinly. "Downstairs”

11

Downdairs... Well, that was surprising.
"Framing your master, are you? Nasty."

"I'm not framing him. | just want it safe, behind whatever security he's got. No one's going to find
it there" He paused. "But if they do..."

"Youll beinthe clear. Typicad magician'strick. Y ou relearning fagter than most."
"Noonésgoingtofindit."
"Y ou think not? Well see™

Stll, I couldn't float there gossiping al day. | encased the Amulet with aCharm, rendering it
temporarily small and giving it the gppearance of adrifting cobweb. Then | sank through aknotholein
the nearest plank, snaked as a vapor through the empty floor space, and in spider guise crawled
cautioudy out of acrack in the celling of the room below.

| was in adeserted bathroom. Its door was open; | scurried toward it along the plaster asfast as
eight legs could carry me. As| went | shook my mandibles at the effrontery of the boy.

Framing another magician: that wasn't unusud. That was part and parcd, it came with the
territory.[1] Framing your own master, though, now that was out of the ordinary—in fact possibly
uniquein awizardling of twelve. Sure, as adults, magiciansfell out with ridiculous regularity, but not
when they were starting off; not when they were just being taught the rules.

[1] Magicians are the most conniving, jealous, duplicitous group of people on earth, even including lawyers
and academics. They worship power and the wielding thereof, and seek every chance they can to undercut their
rivals. At arough guess about eighty percent of all summonses have to do with carrying out some skulduggery
against afellow magician, or with defense against the same. By contrast, most confrontations between spirits aren't
personal at all, smply because they do not occur of our own free will. At that moment, for instance, | did not disiike
Faguarl particularly; well, actually that's alie—I loathed him, but no more than | had before. Anyway, our mutual



hatred had taken many centuries, indeed millennia, to build up. Magicians squabble for fun. We'd really had to
work at it.

How was | sure the magician in question was his master? Well, unless age-old practices were
now being dropped and apprentices were being bussed off to boarding school together (hardly
likely), there was no other explanation. Magicians hold their knowledge closeto their shriveled little
hearts, coveting its power the way amiser covets gold, and they will only passit on with caution.
Since the days of the Median Magi, students have dways lived done in their mentors house—one
master to one pupil, conducting their lessons with secrecy and stealth. From ziggurat to pyramid, from
sacred 0ak to skyscraper, thousands of years pass and things don't change.

To sum up then: it seemed that to guard his own skin, thisungrateful child wasrisking bringing
the wrath of a powerful magician down upon hisinnocent master's head. | was very impressed. Even
though he had to be in cahoots with an adult—some enemy of his master, presumably—it was an
admirably twisted plan for one so young.

| did an eightfold tiptoe out of the door. Then | saw the master.

| had not heard of thismagician, this Mr. Arthur Underwood. | assumed him thereforeto be a
minor conjuror, adabbler in fakery and mumbo-jumbo who never dared disturb the rest of higher
beings such asme. Certainly, as he passed undernesth me into the bathroom (I had evidently exited
justintime), hefit the bill of second-rater. A sure Sgn of thiswasthat he had dl the time-honored
atributes that other humans associate with great and powerful magic: amane of unkempt hair the
color of tobacco ash, along whitish beard that jutted outward like the prow of aship, and apair of
particularly bristly eyebrows.[2] | could imagine him stalking through the Streets of London in ablack
velveteen auit, hair billowing behind him in a sorcerous sort of way. He probably flourished a
gold-tipped cane, maybe even aswanky cape. Y es, held look the part then, dl right: very impressive.
Asopposed to now, stumbling aong in his pgamabottoms, scratching his unmentionables and
sporting afolded newspaper under hisarm.

[2] Minor magicians take painsto fit this traditional wizardly bill. By contrast, the really powerful magicians
take pleasure in looking like accountants.

"Marthal" He cdled thisjust before closing the bathroom door. A small, spherica femae
emerged from a bedroom. Thankfully, shewasfully dressed.

"Yes, dear?'
"| thought you said that woman cleaned yesterday."
"Yes, shedid, dear. Why?'

"Because thereé's a grubby cobweb dangling from the middle of the ceiling, with arepellent spider
skulking init. Loathsome. She should be sacked.”

"Oh, | seeit. How foul. Don't worry, I'll speak to her. And I'll get the duster to it shortly."
The great magician humphed and shut the door. The woman shook her head in aforgiving

manner and, humming alighthearted ditty, disappeared downgtairs. The "loathsome” spider made a
rude sign with two of itslegsand set off ong the ceiling, trailing its cobweb behind it.



It took severa minutes scuttering before | located the entrance to the study at the bottom of a
short flight of stairs. And here | halted. The door was protected against interlopers by ahex inthe
form of afive-pointed gar. It was asimple device. The star appeared to cons st of flaking red paint;
however, if an unwary trespasser opened the door the trap would be triggered and the "paint” would
revert toitsoriginal state—aricocheting bolt of fire.

Sounds good, | know, but it was pretty basic stuff actudly. A curious housemaid might be
frazzled, but not Bartimaeus. | erected a Shield around me and, touching the base of the door with a
tiny claw, ingtantly sprang back acouple of feet.

Thin orange stresks appeared within the red lines of the five-pointed star. For asecond the lines
coursed likeliquid, racing round and round the shape. Then ajet of flame burst from the star's
uppermost point, rebounded off the celling and speared down toward me.

| was ready for theimpact on my Shield, but it never took place.

The flame bypassed me dtogether and hit the cobweb | wastrailing. And the cobweb sucked it
up, drawing the fire from the star like juice through astraw. In an ingtant it was over. The flamewas
gone. It had disappeared into the cobweb, which remained as cool as ever.

In some surprise, | looked around. A charcod-black star was seared into the wood of the study
door. As| watched, the hex began to redden d owly—it was reassembling its charge for the next
intruder.

| suddenly redlized what had happened. It was obvious. The Amulet of Samarkand had done
what amulets are supposed to do—it had protected its wearer.[3] Very nicdly, too. It had absorbed
the hex without any trouble whatsoever. That wasfine by me. | removed my Shield and squeezed
myself beneath the door and into Underwood's study.

[3] Amulets are protective charms; they fend off evil. They are passive objects and although they can absorb
or deflect all manner of dangerous magic, they cannot be actively controlled by their owner. They are thus the
opposite of talismans, which have active magical powers that can be used at their owner's discretion. A horseshoe
isa (primitive) amulet; seven-league boots are aform of talisman.

Beyond the door | found no further traps on any of the planes, another sgn that the magician
was of afairly low order. (I recaled the extensive network of defensesthat Smon Lovelace had
rigged up and which I'd broached with such easy panache. If the boy thought that the Amulet would
be safe behind his master's "security™ he had another thing coming.) The room wastidy, if dusty, and
contained among other things alocked cupboard that | guessed housed histreasures. | entered viathe
keyhole, tugging the cobweb in my wake.

Onceingdel performed asmall Illumination. A pitiful array of magica gimcracks were arranged
with loving care on three glass shelves. Some of them, such asthe Tinker's Purse, with its secret
pocket for making coins"vanish,” were frankly not magicd at dl. It made my estimate of second-rater
seem overly generous. | amost felt sorry for the old duffer. For his sake | hoped Simon Lovelace
never cameto cal.

There was a Javanese bird totem at the back of the cupboard, its beak and plumes gray with
dust. Underwood obvioudly never touched it. | pulled the cobweb between the purse and an
Edwardian rabbit's foot and tucked it behind the totem. Good. No onewould find it there unlessthey



wereredly hunting. Findly | removed the Charm on it restoring it to its norma amulet-y size and
shape.

With that, my assignment was complete. All that remained wasto return to the boy. | exited
cupboard and study without any hiccups and set off back upstairs.

Thiswaswhereit got interesting.

| was heading up to the attic room again, of course, using the doping celling above the sairs,
when unexpectedly the boy passed me coming down. He wastrailing in the wake of the magician's
wife, looking thoroughly fed up. Evidently he had just been summoned from hisroom.

| perked up at once. Thiswas bad for him, and | could see from hisface that he redlized it too.
Heknew | was |oose, somewhere nearby. He knew | would be coming back, that my charge had
been to return to him immediatdly, slent and unseen, to await further instructions. He knew | might
therefore be following him now, listening and watching, learning more about him, and that he couldn't
do anything about it until he got back to his room and stood again within the pentacle.

In short, he had lost control of the Situation, a dangerous state of affairsfor any magician.

| swiveled and followed eagerly in their wake. Trueto my charge, no one saw or heard meas|
crept dong behind.

The woman led the boy to adoor on the ground floor. "He'sin there, dear,” she said.

"Okay," the boy said. His voice was nice and despondent, just how | likeit.

They went in, woman first, boy second. The door shut so fast that | had to do a couple of
quick-fire shots of web to trapeze mysdlf through the crack before it closed. It was agreat sunt—I
wish someone had seen it. But no. Silent and unseen, that's me.

Wewerein agloomy dining room. The magician, Arthur Underwood, was seeted alone & the
head of adark and shiny dining table, with cup, saucer, and silver coffee pot close to hand. He was
gtill occupied with his newspaper, which lay folded in half on the table. Asthe woman and the boy
entered, he picked up the paper, unfolded it, turned the page crisply, and smacked the whole thing in
haf again. He didn't ook up.

The woman hovered near thetable. "Arthur, Nathaniel's here," she said.

The spider had backed its way into adark corner above the door. On hearing these words it
remained motionless, as spidersdo. But inwardly it thrilled.

Nathanidl! Good. That was a start.

| had the pleasure of seeing the boy wince. His eyesflitted to and fro, no doubt wondering if |
wasthere.

The magician gave no sign that he had heard, but remained engrossed in the paper. Hiswife
began rearranging arather sorry display of dried flowers over the mantelpiece. | guessed then who



was responsible for the vase in the boy's room. Dead flowers for the husband, fresh onesfor the
apprentice—that was intriguing.

Again Underwood unfolded, turned, smacked the paper, resumed his reading. The boy stood
dlently waiting. Now that | was free of the circle and thus not under hisdirect control, | had achance
to assess him more clinically. He had (of course) removed hisraggedy coat and was soberly dressed
in gray trousers and jumper. His hair had been wetted and was dicked back. A sheaf of paperswas
under hisarm. Hewas a picture of quiet deference.

He had no obvioudy defining features—no moles, no oddities, no scars. His hair was dark and
sraight, hisface tended toward the pinched. His skin was very pale. To acasua observer, he wasan
unremarkable boy. But to my wiser and more jaundiced gaze there were other thingsto note: shrewd
and calculating eyes, fingersthat tapped impatiently on the papers he held; most of dl avery careful
face that by subtle shiftstook on whatever expression was expected of it. For the moment he had
adopted a submissive but attentive look that would flatter an old man's vanity. Y et continualy he cast
his eye around the room, searching for me.

| madeit easy for him. When he waslooking in my direction, | gave acouple of small scuttleson
thewall, waved afew arms, wiggled my abdomen in a cheery fashion. He saw me Straight off, went
paer than ever, bit hislip. Couldn't do anything about me though, without giving his game away.

In the middle of my dance, Underwood suddenly grunted dismissvely and dapped the back of
his hand againg his paper. "See here, Martha," he said. "Makepeace isfilling the theaters again with
his Eagtern piffle. Svans of Araby... | ask you, did you ever hear of such sentimental claptrap? And
yet it's sold out until the end of January! Quite bizarre."

"It'sal booked up? Oh, Arthur, I'd rather wanted to go—"

"And | quote... in which a sweet-limbed missonary lassfrom Chiswick fdlsinlovewith a
tawny djinni...—it's not just romantic nonsensg, it's damnably dangerous too. Spreads misinformation
to the people.”

"Oh, Arthur—"

"Y ou've seen djinn, Martha. Have you seen one ‘with dusky eyesthat will melt your heart? Melt
your face, maybe."

"I'm sureyou'reright, Arthur."

"M akepeace should know better. Disgraceful. 1'd do something about it, but he'sin too deep
with the Prime Miniger."

"Y es, dear. Would you like more coffee, dear?’

"No. The P.M. should be helping out my Internd Affairs department rather than socidizing his
time away. Four more thefts, Martha, four in the last week. Vauable itemsthey were, too. | tell you,
we're going to the dogs." So saying, Underwood lifted his mustache with one hand and expertly
passed the lip of his cup beneath. He drank long and loudly. "Martha, thisis cold. Fetch more coffee,
will you?'



With good grace the wife bustled off on her errand. As she exited, the magician tossed his paper
to one sde and deigned to notice his pupil &t last.

The old man grunted. "So. Y ou're here, are you?'
Despite hisanxiety, the boy's voice was steady. "Yes, Sir. Y ou sent for me, Sir."

"l did indeed. Now, | have been speaking to your teachers, and with the exception of Mr.
Sindra, dl have satisfactory reports to make on you.” He held up his hand to silence the boy's prompt
articulations of thanks. "Heaven knows, you don't deserve it after what you did last year. However,
despite certain deficiencies, to which | have repeatedly drawn your attention, you have made some
progress with the central tenets. Thus'—adramatic pause—"| fed that thetimeisright for you to
conduct your first summons.”

He uttered thislast sentencein dow resounding tones that were evidently designed to fill the boy
with awe. But Nathanid, as| was now so delighted to cal him, was distracted. He had aspider on his
mind.

His unease was not lost on Underwood. The magician rapped the table perempitorily to attract
his pupil's attention.

"Listento me, boy!" hesaid. "If you fret at the very prospect of asummons you will never make
amagician, even now. A well-prepared magician fears nothing. Do you understand?

The boy gathered himsdlf, fixed his attention on hismagter. "Y es, gr; of course, Sr.”
"Besides, | shdl bewith you at dl times during the summoning, in an adjoining circle. | shal have
adozen protective charmsto hand and plenty of powdered rosemary. We shdl gart with alowly

demon, anatterjack impling.[4] If that proves successful, we shal move onto amouler.”[5]

[4] Natterjack impling: an unadventurous creature that affects the semblance and habits of a dull sort of
toad.

[5] Mouler: even less exciting than a natterjack impling, were that possible.

It was a measure of how unobservant this magician was that he quite failed to notice the flame of
contempt that flickered in the boy's eyes. He only heard the blandly eager voice. "Yes, sir. I'm looking
forward to it very much, sr."

"Excdlent. Y ou have your lenses?!

"Yes, gr. They arrived last week."

"Good. Then thereis only one other arrangement we need to make, and that is—"

"Was that the door, Sr?"

"Don't interrupt me, boy. How dare you? The other arrangement, which | will withhold if you are
insolent again, isthe choosing of your officid name. We shdl turn our attention to that this afternoon.



Bring Loew's Nominative Almanac to mein thelibrary after luncheon and we shal choose one for
you together."

"Yes, ar."

The boy's shoulders had dumped; his voice was barely audible. He did not need to see me
capering on my web to know that | had heard and understood.

Nathanie wasn't just hisofficia name! It was hisreal name! Thefool had summoned me before
consgning hishirth nameto oblivion. And now | knew it!

Underwood shifted in his chair. "Wél, what are you waiting for, boy? Thisisno timefor
dacking—you've got hours yet to study before lunch. Get on your way."

"Yes, gr. Thank you, Sr.”

The boy moved listlesdy to the door. Gnashing my mandibleswith glee, | followed him through
with an extra-gpecid reverse somersault with octa hitchkick.

| had achance at him now. Things were abit more even. He knew my name, | knew his. He had

Sx years experience, | had five thousand and ten. That was the kind of odds you could do something
with.

| accompanied him up the stairs. He was dawdling now, dragging each step ouit.

Come on, come on! Get back to your pentacle. | wasracing ahead, eager for the contest to

begin.

Oh, the boots were on the other eight feet now, al right.

12

Nathaniel

One summer's day, when Nathaniel wasten years old, he sat with histutor on the stone seet in
the garden, sketching the horse chestnut tree beyond the wall. The sun beat upon thered bricks. A
gray-and-white cat lolled on the top of thewadll, idly swishing itstal from sdeto Sde. A gentle breeze
shifted the leaves of the tree and carried afaint scent across from the rhododendron bushes. The
moass on the statue of the man with the lightning fork gleamed richly inthe yellow sunlight. Insects
hummed.

It wasthe day that everything changed.
"Pdtience, Nathanid."

"Y ou've said that so many times, Ms. Lutyens.”



"And I'll say it again, | have no doubt. Y ou are too restless. It'syour biggest fault.”

Nathanid irritably cross-hatched a patch of shade.

"But it'sso frudtrating,” he exclamed. "He never letsme try anything! All I'm dlowed to dois set
up the candles and the incense and other stuff that | could do in my deep standing on my head! I'm

not even allowed to tak to them."

"Quiteright too," Ms. Lutyens said firmly. "Remember, | just want subtleties of shading. No hard
lines"

"It'sridiculous." Nathanid made aface. "He doesn't redize what | can do. I'veread dl his
books, and—"

"All of them?'

"Well, dl the onesin hislittle bookcase, and he said they'd keep me going till | wastwelve. I'm
not even eleven yet, Ms. Lutyens. | mean, I've already mastered the Words of Direction and Control,
most of them; | could give adjinni an order, if he summoned it for me. But hewon't even let metry.”

"l don't know which isless attractive, Nathaniel—your boasting or your petulance. Y ou should
stop worrying about what you don't yet have and enjoy what you have now. This garden, for instance.
I'm very pleased you thought of having our lesson out here today."

"] dways come herewhen | can. It helps methink."

"I'm not surprised. It's peaceful, solitary... and there are precious few parts of London like that,
S0 be grateful.”

"He kegps me company.”" Nathaniel indicated the statue. "I like him, even though | don't know
who heis”

"Him?' Ms. Lutyens glanced up from her sketchbook, but went on drawing. "Oh, that's easy.
That's Gladstone.”

"Who?'

"Gladstone. Surely you know. Doesn't Mr. Purcell teach you recent history?'

"We've done contemporary politics."

"Too recent. Gladstone died more than a hundred years ago. He was agreat hero of thetime.
There must have been thousands of statues made of him, put up al over the country. Rightly so, from
your point of view. You owehimalot."

Nathanid was puzzled. "Why?"

"He was the most powerful magician ever to become prime minister. He dominated the Victorian
agefor thirty years and brought the feuding factions of magicians under government control. Y ou must



have heard of hisdud with the sorcerer Disraeli on Westmingter Green? No? Y ou should go and see.
The scorch marks are still on show. Gladstone was famous for his supreme energy and hisimplacable
defiance when the chips were down. He never gave up his cause, even when things looked bad.”

"Gosh." Nathanidl gazed at the stern face staring from benegth its covering of moss. The sone
hand gripped its lightning bolt loosely, confidently, ready to throw.

"Why did he havethat dud, Ms. Lutyens?’

"l believe Digraeli made arude remark about afemae friend of Gladstone's. That was abig
mistake. Gladstone never |et anyone insult his honor, or that of hisfriends. He was very powerful and
quite prepared to challenge anyone who had wronged him." She blew charcoa from her sketch and
heldit uptothelight criticdly.

"Gladstone did more than anyone e se to help London ascend to magica prominence. In those
days Prague was still the most powerful city in the world, but itstime had long gone; it was old and
decadent and its magicians bickered among the dums of the Ghetto. Gladstone provided new idedls,
new projects. He attracted many foreign magicians here by acquiring certain relics. London became
the placeto be. Asit il is, for better or for worse. As| say, you ought to be grateful.”

Nathaniel looked at her. "What do you mean, 'For better or for worse? What's worse about it?"

Ms. Lutyens pursed her lips. "The current system is very beneficia for magiciansand for afew
lucky otherswho cluster al about them. Less so for everyone else. Now—| et me see how your
sketchisgoing.”

Something in her tone aroused Nathanid's indignation. His lessonswith Mr. Purcell came
flooding into hismind. "Y ou shouldn't spesk of the Government like that,” he said. "Without
meagicians, the country would be defenselessl Commoners would rule and the country would fall
gpart. Magicians give their livesto keep the country safe! Y ou should remember that, Ms. Lutyens.”
Even to hisown ears, hisvoice sounded rather shrill.

"I'm sure that when you have grown up you will make many tdlling sacrifices, Nathanid." She
gpoke rather more sharply than was usud. "But in fact not al countries have magicians. Plenty do very
wedl without them.”

"Y ou seem to know alot about it all.”

"For ahumble drawing tutor? Do | detect surprisein your voice?"

"Well, you're only acommoner—" He stopped short, flushed. "Sorry, | didn't mean—"

"Quiteright,” Ms. Lutyenssaid shortly, "I am acommoner. But magicians don't have acomplete
monopoly on knowledge, you know. Far from it. And anyway, knowledge and intelligence are very

different things. Asyou'l one day discover.”

For afew minutes they busied themselves with their paper and pens and did not speak. The cat
onthewall flicked alazy paw at acircling wasp. At length Nathaniel broke the slence.



"Did you not want to become amagician, Ms. Lutyens?' he asked, inasmall voice.

She gaveasmadl dry laugh. "I didn't havethat privilege,” shesaid. "No, I'm just an art teacher,
and happy to be one."

Nathaniel tried again. "What do you do when you're not here? With me, | mean.”

"I'm with other pupils, of course. What did you think—that 1'd go home and mope? Mr.
Underwood doesn't pay me enough for moping, I'm afraid. | have to work."

"Oh." It had never occurred to Nathanid that Ms. Lutyens might have other pupils. Somehow
the knowledge gave him adightly knotty feding in the pit of his somech.

Perhaps Ms. Lutyens sensed this; after a short pause she spoke again in aless frosty manner.
"Anyway," shesad, "I look forward to my lessons here very much. One of the highlights of my
working week. Y ou're good company, even if you're still prone to rushing things and think you know
it al. So cheer up and let me see how you've got on with that tree.”

Following afew minutes of calm discusson about art-related issues, the conversation resumed
itsusua peaceful course, but it was not long afterward that the lesson was suspended by the
unexpected arrival of Mrs. Underwood, dl in afluster.

"Nathanid!" shecried. "Thereyou arel”

Ms. Lutyens and Nathaniel both stood up respectfully. "I've looked all over for you, dear,” Mrs.
Underwood said, breathing hard. "'l thought you'd be in the schoolroom...."

"I'm so sorry, Mrs. Underwood,” Ms. Lutyens began. "It was such anice day—"

"Oh, that doesn't matter. That's quite al right. It'sjust that my husband needs Nathanidl straight
away. He has guests over, and wishesto present him.”

"Thereyou are, then," Ms. Lutyens said quietly, asthey hurried back up the garden. "Mr.
Underwood isn't overlooking you at al. He must be very pleased with you to introduce you to other
meagicians. Hes going to show you off!"

Nathanid smiled weakly, but said nothing. The thought of meeting other magicians made him fed
quite queasy. Through dl hisyearsin the house he had never once been allowed to meet his master's
professional colleagues, who appeared there intermittently. He was dways packed off to his
bedroom, or kept out of harm'sway with histutors upstairs. Thiswas anew and exciting
development, if arather frightening one. Heimagined aroom stuffed full of tall, brooding men of
power, glowering a him over their bristling beards and swirling robes. His knees shook in
anticipation.

"They're in the reception room," Mrs. Underwood said as they entered the kitchen. "L et'slook
a you...." Shewet her finger and hurriedly removed a pencil-lead smudge from the side of his
forehead. "Very presentable. All right, inyou go."



Theroom was full; held got that part right. It was warm with bodies, the smdll of tea, and the
effort of polite conversation. But by the time Nathaniel had closed the door and edged acrossto
occupy the only space available, in thelee of an ornamenta dresser, his magnificent visonsof a
company of great men had aready evaporated.

They just didn't look the part.

There wasn't acape to be seen. There were precious few beards on display, and none haf as
impressive asthat of his own master. Most of the men wore drab suits with drabber ties; only afew
sported daring additions, such asagray waistcoat or avisible breast-pocket handkerchief. All wore
shiny black shoes. It fdt to Nathaniel asif he had strayed upon an undertakers office party. None of
them seemed like Gladstone, in strength or in demeanor. Some were short, others were crabbed and
old, more than one was prone to pudginess. They talked among themselves earnestly, sipping teaand
nibbling dry biscuits, and not one of them raised his voice above the consensus murmuring.

Nathanidl was deeply disappointed. He stuck his handsin his pockets and breathed deeply.

His master was inching himsalf through the throng, shaking hands and uttering an odd, short,
barking laugh whenever aguest said something that he thought was intended to be funny. Catching
sight of Nathaniel, he beckoned him over; Nathaniel squeezed between atea plate and someone's
protruding belly and approached.

"Thisisthe boy," the magician said gruffly, clapping Nathanid on the shoulder in an awkward
gesture. Three men looked down at him. One was old, white-haired, with aflorid sun-dried-tomato
face, covered in tiny creases. Another was adoughy, watery-eyed individua in middle age; hisskin
looked cold and clammy, like afish on adab. The third was much younger and more handsome, with

dicked-back hair, round glasses, and axylophone-size array of gleaming white teeth. Nathanidl stared
back at them in silence.

"Doesn't ook like much,” the clammy man said. He sniffed and swallowed something.

"He'slearning dowly," Nathanid's master said, hishand still patting Nathaniel on the shoulder in
an aimless manner that suggested hewasill at ease.

"Sow, ishe?' said the old man. He spoke with an accent so thick that Nathaniel could barely
understand the words. "Y es, some boys are. Y ou must persevere.”

"Do you beat him?' the cdlammy man asked.
"Rady.”

"Unwise It simulatesthe memory.”

"How old are you, boy?" the younger man said.
"Ten, Sr." Nathanid said politdy. "Elevenin Nov—"

"Still acouple of years before hell be any useto you, Underwood.” The young man cut over
Nathanid asif hedid not exist. "Costs afortune, | suppose.”



"What, bed and board? Of course.”

“I'll bet he eatslike aferret, too."

"Greedy, ishe?' said the old man. He nodded regretfully. "Y es, some boysare.”

Nathanie listened with barely suppressed indignation. "I'm not greedy, Sr," he said in his politest
voice. The old man's eyesflickered toward him, then drifted away again asif he had not heard; but his
measter's hand clamped down on his shoulder with some force.

"W, boy; you must get back to your sudies,” hesad. "Rundong.”

Nathaniel was only too happy to leave, but as he began to sdle off the young man in the glasses
raised ahand.

"You've got atonguein your head, | see" he said. "Not afraid of your elders.”

Nathanid said nothing.

"Perhaps you don't think we're your betterstoo?”

The man spoke lightly, but the sharpnessin hisvoice was clear. Nathaniel could tell at once that
he himsdf was not the point at issue and that the young man was challenging his master through him.
Hefdt asif he ought to answer, but was so confused by the question that he did not know whether to
say yesor no.

The young man misinterpreted his silence. "He thinks he'stoo good to talk to us a al now!" he
said to his companions and grinned. The clammy man tittered wetly into hishand and the old,
red-faced man shook hisheed. "Tcha," he said.

"Run aong, boy," Nathanie's master said again.

"Hold on, Underwood,” the young man said, smiling broadly. "Before he goes, let's see what
you've taught this whippet of yours. It'll be amusing. Come here, lad.”

Nathaniel glanced across at his master, who did not meet hiseye. Sowly and unwillingly he
drew near to the group again. The young man snapped hisfingers with aflourish and spoke &t top

speed.
"How many classified types of spirit are there?'
Nathanid replied without a pause. "Thirteen thousand and forty-six, Sir."
"And undassfied?'
" Petronius pogtul ates forty-five thousand; Zavattini forty-eight thousand, sir.”

"What isthe modus apparendi of the Carthaginian subgroup?’



"They gppear as crying infants, S, or as doppelgangers of the magician in hisyouth."
"How should one chastise them?”

"Makethem drink avat of asses milk."

"Hmmph. If summoning a cockatrice, what precautions should one take?"

"Wear mirrored glasses, sir. And surround the pentacle with mirrors on two other sdes aso, to
force the cockatrice to gaze in the remaining direction, where itswritten ingructions will be waiting."

Nathaniel was gaining in confidence. He had committed smple details such asthese to memory
long ago, and he was pleased to note that his unerringly correct answers were exasperating the young
man. His success had dso stopped the clammy man's snickering, and the old magician, who was
listening with his head cocked to one side, had even nodded grudgingly once or twice. He noticed his
master smiling, rather smugly. Not that | owe any of thisto you, Nathaniel thought witheringly. | read
al this. Y ou've taught me next to nothing.

For thefirst time there was a pause in the barrage of the young man's questions. He appeared to
be thinking. "All right," he said at |ast, speaking much more dowly now and rolling the words
luxurioudy over histongue, "what are the x Words of Direction? Any language.”

Arthur Underwood uttered a tartled protest. "Be fair, Smon! He can't know that yet!" But even
as he spoke, Nathaniel was opening his mouth. Thiswas aformulacontained in severd of the books
in his master's large bookcase, where Nathaniel was aready browsing.

"Appare; Mane; Ausculta; Se Dede; Pare; Redi: Appear; Remain; Listen; Submit; Obey;
Return." Helooked into the young magician's eyes as hefinished, conscious of histriumph. Their
audience murmured their approva. His master now wore an unconcealed grin; the clammy man raised
his eyebrows; and the old man made awry face, quietly mouthing, "Bravo.” But hisinterrogator just
shrugged dismissively, asif theincident were of no account. He looked so supercilious that Nathaniel
fdt hissdf-satisfaction turn into afiery anger.

"Standards must have dropped,” said the young man, taking ahandkerchief from his pocket and
wiping a an imaginary spot on hisdeeve, "if abackward gpprentice can be congratulated for spouting
something we dl learned a our mothers teats.”

"You'rejust asoreloser,” Nathanid said.

There was amoment's hush. Then the young man barked aword, and Nathaniel felt something
small and compact land heavily upon his shoulders. Invisble hands clenched into hishair and jerked it
backward with vicious strength, so that hisface stared at the ceiling, and he cried out with pain. He
tried to raise hisarms but found them pinioned to his sdes by ahideoudy muscular coil that wrapped
itsdlf around him like agiant tongue. He could see nothing except the calling; ddicate fingerstickled
his exposed throat with horrible finesse. In panic, he cried out for his master.

Someone came close, but it was not his master. It was the young man.

"Y ou cocksure guttersnipe,” the young man said softly. "What will you do now? Can you get



free? No. How surprising: you're helpless. Y ou know afew words, but you're capable of nothing.
Perhaps thiswill teach you the dangers of insolence when you're too weak to fight back. Now, get
out of my sght.”

Something sniggered in hisear and with akick of powerful legsremoved itsdf from Nathanidl's
shoulders. At the same moment, hisarms were freed. His head drooped forward; tears welled from
his eyes. They were caused by the injury to hishair, but Nathanidl feared that they would seem the
weeping of acowardly boy. He wiped them away with his cuff.

Theroomwastill. All the magicians had dropped their conversations and were Staring at him.
Nathaniel looked at his master, silently appealing for support or aid, but Arthur Underwood's eyes
were bright with rage—rage that appeared to be directed at him. Nathanid returned the ook blankly,
then he turned and walked aong the silent passage that parted for him across the room, reached the
door, opened it, and Walked through.

He shut the door carefully and quietly behind him.

White-faced and expressionless, he climbed the gairs.

On the way up he met Mrs. Underwood coming down.

"How did it go, dear?" she asked him. "Did you shine? Is anything wrong?"

Nathaniel could not look at her for grief and shame. He started to go past her without answering,
but at the last moment stopped short. "It wasfine," he said. "Tell me, do you know who the magician
iIswith the little glasses and the wide, white teeth?'

Mrs. Underwood frowned. "That would be Simon Loveace, | expect. The Junior Minister for
Trade. He does have quite aset of gnashers, doesn't he? A rising star, I'm told. Did you meet him?"

"Yes. | did."

You're capable of nothing.

"Areyou sureyou'redl right? Y ou look so pae.”

"Y es, thank you, Mrs. Underwood. I'll go up, now."

"Ms. Lutyensiswaiting for you in the schoolroom."

You're helpless.

"I'll goright dong, Mrs. Underwood."

Nathanid did not go to the schoolroom. With dow, steady tread, he made hisway to his
measter's workroom, where the dust on the dirty bottles gleamed in the sunlight, obscuring their pickled

contents.

Nathaniel waked aong the pitted worktable, which was strewn with diagrams that he had been



working on the day before.
You're too weak to fight back.
He stopped and reached out for asmall glass box, in which six objects buzzed and whirred.
Well see.

With dow, steady tread, Nathaniel crossed to awall-cupboard and pulled at adrawer. It was
so warped that it stuck halfway, and he had to place the glass box carefully on the work surface
before wrenching it open with a couple of forceful tugs. Insde the drawer, among a host of other
tools, wasasmal sted hammer. Nathaniel took it out, picked up the box again, and, leaving the
drawer hanging open, |eft the sunny workroom.

He stood in the cool shadows of the landing, silently rehearsing the Words of Direction and
Contral. In the glass box, the six mitestore back and forth with added zest; the box vibrated in his
hands.

You're capable of nothing.

The party was breaking up. The door opened, and thefirst few magicians emerged in dribs and
drabs. Mr. Underwood escorted them to the front door. Polite words were exchanged, farewells
said. None of them noticed the pale-faced boy watching from beyond the sairs.

Y ou had to say the name after thefirst three commands, but before the last. It was not too
difficult, provided you didn't trip over the quicker syllables. Heran it through hishead again. Yes, he
hed it down fine,

More magicians departed. Nathanid's fingers were cold. There was athin film of swesat between
them and the box they held.

The young magician and his two companions sauntered from the reception room. They were
talking animatedly, chuckling over aremark made by the one with clammy skin. At aleisurdy pace
they approached Nathaniel's master, waiting by the door.

Nathanid gripped the hammer firmly.

He held the glassbox out in front of him. It shook from within.

The old man was clagping Mr. Underwood's hand. The young magician was next in line, looking
out into the street asif eager to be gone.

Inaloud voice Nathanidl spoke the first three commands, uttered the name of Smon Lovelace,
and followed it with the find word.

Then he smashed the box.

A brittle cracking, afrenzied droning. Glass splinters cascaded toward the carpet. The Sx mites
burst from their prison and rocketed down the stairs, their eager stings jutting forward.



The magicians barely had time to look up before the mites were upon them. Three made a
bedlinefor Smon Lovdacesface; raising hishand, he made arapid sign. Instantly, each mite erupted
into aball of flame and careered off a an angle to explode against the wall. The three other mites
disobeyed their command. Two darted toward the clammy, doughy-faced magician; with acry, he
stumbled back, tripped over the doorsill and fell out onto the garden path. The mites bobbed and
dived above him, seeking exposed flesh. His arms thrashed back and forth in front of hisface, but to
no avail. Severa successful jabs were made, each one accompanied by ahowl of agony. The sixth
mite approached the old man at speed. He appeared to do nothing, but when it was just inches from
hisface, the mite suddenly pulled to ahalt and reversed franticaly, cartwheding in midair. It spun out
of control and landed near Simon Loveace, who trod it into the carpet.

Arthur Underwood had been watching thisin horror; now he pulled himsdlf together. He
stepped over the threshold to where his guest was writhing in the flower bed and clapped his hands
sharply. Thetwo vengeful mites dropped to the around asif stunned.

At this point Nathaniel thought to make ajudicious retreat.

He dipped away to the schoolroom, where Ms. Lutyens was Sitting by the table reading a
magazine. She smiled as he entered.

"How did you get on? Sounds like a boisterous party for thistime of day. I'm sure | heard
someone's glass smashing.”

Nathanid said nothing. In hismind's eye he saw the three mites exploding harmlesdy into the
wall. He began to shake—whether from fear or disappointed rage, he did not know.

Ms. Lutyenswas on her feet in atrice. "Nathaniel, come here. What's the matter? Y ou look ill!
Y ou're shaking!" She put her arm around him and let his head rest gently against her sde. He closed
hiseyes. Hisfacewasonfire; hefelt cold and hot dl at the sametime. Shewas il talking to him, but
he could not answer her....

At that moment the schoolroom door blew open.

Simon Loveace sood there, his glasses flashing in the light from the window. Heissued a
command; Nathaniel was ripped bodily from Ms. Lutyenss grasp and carried through the air. For a
moment, he hung suspended midway between ceiling and floor, time enough to catch aglimpse of the
other two magicians crowding in behind their leader, and aso, relegated to the back amost out of
sght, hismadter.

Nathaniel heard Ms. L utyens shouting something, but then he was upended, the blood rushed to
his ears, and everything € se was drowned ouit.

He hung with his head, arms, and legs dangling toward the carpet and his bottom aoft. Then an
invisble hand, or an invisble stick, struck him on hisrump. Heydled, wriggled, kicked in all
directions. The hand descended again, harder than before. And then again....

Long before the tirdless hand ceased itswork, Nathanidl stopped kicking. He hung limply,
aware only of the stinging pain and the ignominy of his punishment. The fact that Ms. Lutyenswas
witnessto it made it far more brutal than he could bear. Fervently he wished he were dead. And when



at last adarknesswelled up and began to carry him away, he welcomed it with al his heart.

The hands released him, but he was aready unconscious before he hit the floor.

Nathaniel was confined to hisroom for amonth and subjected to a great number of further
punishments and deprivations. After the initial series of pendlties, his master chose not to speak to
him, and contact with everyone el se—with the exception of Mrs. Underwood, who brought him his
meals and dealt with his chamber pot—ceased forthwith. Nathaniel had no lessons and was alowed
no books. He sat in hisroom from dawn until dusk looking out across the roofscapes of London
toward the distant Houses of Parliament.

Such solitude might have driven him mad had he not discovered a discarded ballpoint pen under
his bed. With thisand afew old sheets of paper he managed to wile awvay some of thetime with a
series of sketches of the world beyond the window. When these became tedious, Nathaniel devoted
himself instead to compiling alarge number of minutely detailed lists and notes, drawn over his
sketches, which he concealed under his mattress whenever he heard footsteps on the stair. These
notes contained the beginnings of hisrevenge.

To Nathaniel's great distress, Mrs. Underwood had been forbidden to talk to him. Although he
detected some sympathy in her manner, her silence gave him cold comfort. He withdrew into himself
and did not speak when she entered.

It was thus only when his month'sisolation came to an end and his lessons started up once more
that he discovered that Ms. Lutyens had been dismissed.

13

Throughout the long, wet autumn, Nathanidl retreated to the garden whenever he could. When
the weather was fine, he brought with him books from his master's shelves and devoured their
contents with aremorseless hunger while the leaves rained down upon the stone sest and the lawn.
On drizzly days, he sat and watched the dripping bushes, histhoughts circling to and fro on familiar
paths of bitterness and revenge. He made swift progress with his studies, for his mind wasfired with
hate. All the rites of summoning, al the incantations that amagician could bind around himsdlf to
prevent attack, al the words of power that smote the disobedient demon or dismisseditina
trice—Nathanid read and committed these to memory. If he met with a difficult passage—perhaps
written in Sumerian or Coptic, or hidden within atortuous runic cipher—and he felt his heart quail, he
had only to glance up at the gray-green statue of Gladstone to recover his determination.

Gladstone had avenged himself on anyone who wronged him: he had upheld his honor and was
praised for it. Nathaniel planned to do the same, but he was no longer mastered by hisimpatience;
from now on he used it only to spur himsdlf on. If he had learned one painful lesson, it was not to act
until hewastruly ready, and through many long, solitary months, he worked tirdlesdy toward hisfirst
am: the humiliation of Simon Lovelace,

The history booksthat Nathanid studied were full of countless episodesin which rivad magicians



had fought each other. Sometimes the more powerful mages had won, yet often they had been
defeated by stedth or guile. Nathaniel had no intention of challenging hisformidable enemy head
on—at least not until he had grown in strength. He would bring him down by other means.

His proper lessons at thistime were atedious distraction. As soon as they had resumed,
Nathaniel had immediately adopted amask of obedience and contrition, designed to convince Arthur
Underwood that hiswicked act was now, for him, ameatter of the utmost shame. This mask never
dipped, even when he was put to the most wearisome and band jobsin the workroom. If his master
harangued him for sometrifling error, Nathanidl did not alow so much asaflicker of discontent to
cross hisface. He smply bowed his head and hastened to repair the fault. He was outwardly the
perfect gpprentice, deferring to hismaster in every way and certainly never expressing any impeatience
with the snail's pace a which his studies now progressed.

In truth, thiswas because Nathaniel did not regard Arthur Underwood as his true master any
longer. His masters were the magicians of old, who spoke to him through their books, alowing himto
learn at his own pace and offering ever-multiplying marvelsfor hismind. They did not patronize or
betray him.

Arthur Underwood had forfeited hisright to Nathaniel's obedience and respect the moment he
failed to shidd him from Simon Lovelace's jibes and physical assaults. This, Nathanid knew, smply
was not done. Every apprentice was taught that their master was effectively their parent. He or she
protected them until they were old enough to stand up for themsalves. Arthur Underwood had failed
to do this. He had stood by and watched Nathanidl's unjust humiliation—first at the party, thenin the
schoolroom. Why? Because he was a coward and feared Lovelace's power.

Worse than this, he had sacked Ms. Lutyens.

From brief conversations with Mrs. Underwood, Nathaniel learned that while he had been
suspended upside down, being beaten by Lovelace'simp, Ms. Lutyens had done her best to help him.
Officidly she had been fired for "insolence and impertinence,” but it was hinted that she had actually
tried to hit Mr. Lovelace and had only been restrained from doing so by his companions. When he
thought about this, Nathanidl's blood boiled even more forcefully than when he considered hisown
humiliation. She had tried to protect him, and for doing this, for doing exactly what Mr. Underwood
should have done, his master had dismissed her.

Thiswas something that Nathaniel could never forgive.

With Ms. Lutyens gone, Mrs. Underwood was now the only person whose company gave
Nathaniel any pleasure. Her fondness punctuated his days of studying and brought relief from his
master's cold detachment and the indifference of histutors. But he could not confide his plansto her:
they were too dangerous. To be safe and strong, you had to be secret. A true magician kept hisown
counsd.

After severa months Nathanidl set himsdlf hisfirst red test, the task of summoning aminor imp.
There wererisksinvolved, for athough he was confident enough about the incantations, he neither



owned apair of contact lensesfor observing the firgt three planes, nor had received his new officid
name. Both of these were due to gppear on Underwood's say-so, at the beginning of his coming of
age, but Nathanidl could not wait for this far-off day. The spectacles from the workroom would help
hisvisgon. Asfor hisname, hewould not give the demon any opportunity to learnit.

Nathaniel stole an old piece of bronze sheeting from his master's workroom and cut it, with great
difficulty, into arough disc. Over severd weeks, he polished the disc and buffed it and polished it
again until it sparkled in the candlelight and reflected hisimage without defect.

Next, hewaited until one weekend when both his master and Mrs. Underwood were away. No
sooner had their car vanished down the street than Nathaniel set to work. He rolled back the carpet
in his bedroom and on the bare floorboards chaked two smple pentacles. Sweating profusely despite
the chill in the room, he drew the curtains and lit the candles. He placed a single bowl of rowan-wood
and hazdl between the circles (only one was required, since the imp concerned was weak and
timorous). When all was ready, Nathaniel took the polished bronze disc and st it in the center of the
circlein which the demon was to appear. Then he placed the spectacles on his nose, put on atattered
lab coat he had found on the workroom door, and stepped into his circle to begin the incantation.

Dry-mouthed, he spoke the six syllables of the summoning and called out the creatures name.
Hisvoice cracked alittle as he spoke, and he wished that he had had the foresight to enclose aglass
of water within hiscircle. He could not afford to mispronounce aword.

Hewaited, counting under his breath the nine secondsthat it would take for hisvoiceto carry
across the void to the Other Place. Then he counted the seven seconds that it would take for the
creature to awaken to its name. Finally he counted the three seconds that it would take for—

A naked baby floated above the circle, moving itsarms and legs asif it were swimming on the
spot. It looked at him with sullen yellow eyes. Its small red lips pursed and blew an insolent bubble of

spit.
Nathaniel spoke the words of Confinement.

The baby gurgled with rage, frantically flapping its pudgy arms asits legs were drawn downward
toward the shining bronze disc. The command was too strong: asif sucked suddenly down adrain,
the baby elongated into aflow of color, which spirded down into the disc. For an ingtant its angry
face could be seen squashing its nose up againgt the metd surface from below; then amisty sheen
obscured it and the disc was clear once more.

Nathanid uttered severa charmsto secure the disc and check for snares, but all waswell. With
shaking legs, he stepped from hiscircle.

Hisfirs summons had been successtul.

The imprisoned imp was surly and impudent, but by applying asmal spdl that amounted to a
brisk eectric shock, Nathaniel could induceit to reved true glimpses of things happening far away. It
was ableto report conversationsit overheard aswell asto reved them visudly in the disc. Nathaniel
kept his crude but effective scrying glass hidden under the roof tiles outside the skylight, and with its



ad learned many things.

Asatrid, hedirected theimp to reved what went on in his master's sudy. After amorning's
observation, he discovered that Underwood spent most of histime on the telephone, attempting to
keep abreast of political developments. He seemed to be paranoid that his enemiesin Parliament
were seeking hisdownfdl. Nathaniel found thisinteresting in principle, but dull in the details, and soon
|eft off spying on hismadter.

Next he observed Ms. Lutyensfrom afar. The mist swirled acrossthe disc, cleared, and with a
quickening heart, Nathaniel glimpsed her again as he remembered her so well: smiling, working... and
teaching. The disc'simage shifted acrossto reved asmall, gap-toothed boy apprentice, drawing
furioudy in asketchpad and evidently hanging on Ms. Lutyenss every word. Nathanidl's eyes burned
hot with jealousy and grief. In achoked voice, he ordered the image to vanish, grinding histeeth at the
laughter that bubbled up from the ddighted imp.

Nathaniel then turned his attention to his main objective. Late one evening, he ordered the imp to
spy on Simon Lovelace, but was disconcerted to see the baby's face appear in the burnished bronze
insteed.

"What are you doing?' Nathanie cried. "I've given you the order—now obey!"

The baby wrinkled its nose and spoke in a disconcertingly deep voice. "Troubleis, thisone's
tricky, innit?" it said. "He's got barriers up. Not sure | can pass ‘em. Might set off a spot of bother, if
you know what | mean.”

Nathanid raised ahand and waved it menacingly. "Areyou saying it'simpossible?"

The baby winced and extended a pointed tongue gingerly out of the side of itsmouth, asif
licking old wounds. "Not impossible, no. Jugt difficult.”

"Wdll, then."

The baby sghed heavily and vanished. After ashort pause, aflickering image begantoformin
thedisc. It blurred and leaped like abadly tuned television. Nathaniel cursed. He was about to speak
the words of the Punitive Jab when he considered that this was probably the best the imp could do.
He bent close to the disc and gazed into it, focusing on the scene within....

A man was gtting at atable, typing rapidly into alaptop computer.

Nathaniel's eyes narrowed. It was Simon Lovelace, dl right.

Theimp's vantage point was from the ceiling, and Nathaniel had agood view of the room behind
the magician, although it was alittle distorted, asif seen through afish-eyelens. Theroom wasin
shadow; the only light came from alamp on Lovelace's desk. In the background was a set of dark
curtains, stretching from celling to floor.

The magician typed. He wore adinner jacket, with the tie hanging loose. Once or twice he
scratched his nose.



Suddenly the baby'sface cut in.

"Can't take much more of this," it sniffed. "I'm bored, innit, and like | say, if we stick around too
long, there could be trouble.”

"Youll stick withittill | say s0," Nathaniel snarled. He spoke a syllable, and the baby scrunched
up itseyeswith pain.

"All right, dl right! How could you do that to awee babe, you monster!" The face flicked out
and the scene regppeared. Loveace was Htill seated, till typing. Nathaniel wished he could get a
closer look at the papers on his desk, but magicians often had sensors on their person to detect
unexpected magic in their vicinity. It would not be wise to stray too near. Thiswas asgood aview as
he was going to—

Nathanid jumped.

Someone else wasin Simon Lovelace's room, standing in the shadows by the curtains. Nathaniel
had not seen him enter; and nor, for that matter, had the magician, who was gill typing away with his
back to theintruder. Thefigurewas atall, massvely built man, swathed in along legther traveling
cape that extended almost to the bottom of his boots. Both cape and boots were heavily stained with
mud and wear. A thick black beard covered most of the man'sface; aboveit, hiseyesglinted inthe
darkness. Something about the look of them made Nathaniel's skin crawl.

Evidently the figure now spoke or made anoise, for Smon Lovel ace suddenly started and
whedled round in hischair.

Theimageflickered, faded, regppeared again. Nathaniel cursed and pressed his face closer to
thedisc. It was asif the picture had jumped forward amoment or two in time. The two men were
closer now—the intruder had moved to stand beside the desk. Simon Lovelace wastaking to him
eagerly. He hed out his hand, but the stranger merely inclined his head toward the desk. The magician
nodded, opened adrawer and, pulling out a cloth bag, emptied it upon the desktop. Bundles of
banknotes spilled forth.

The bronze disc emitted athroaty voice, which spoke urgently. "Just thought 1'd warn you, and
please don't jab me again, but there's some kinda watcher coming. Two rooms away, heading in our
direction. We need to pull out, boss, and do it swiftish.”

Nathaniel bit hislip. " Stay where you are until the very last moment. | want to see whet he's
paying for. And memorize the conversation.”

"It'syour funerd, boss."

The stranger had extended a gloved hand from under his cape and was dowly replacing the
banknotes ingde the bag. Nathanidl was nearly hopping with frustration—at any moment theimp
would leave the scene and he would be none the wiser.

Fortunately, hisimpatience was shared by Smon Lovelace, who held out his hand again, more
decisvey thistime. The stranger nodded. He reached inside his cape and drew forth asmall packet.
The magician snatched it and feverishly tore the wrapping apart.



Theimp's voice sounded. "It's at the door! We're pulling out.”

Nathaniel just had time to see his enemy reach into the wrapping and draw forth something that
sparkled in the lamplight—then the disc was wiped clean.

He uttered aterse command, and the baby's face reluctantly appeared.

"Ain't that dl?| need abit of shut-eye now, | can tell you. Whoof, that was a close one. We so
nearly got fried."

"What did they say”?'

"Wel now, what did they say? | might have heard snatches, won't say | didn't, but my hearing's
not what it was, what with my long confinement—"

"Jud tel mel”

"Big feladidn't say much. Did you see those red stains on his cape, incidentally?V-e-r-y
suspicious. Not ketchup, let's put it that way. Fresh too, | could smell it. What did he say now?'l
haveit.' That was onething. And, 'l want my payment first." Man of few words, I'd call him."

"Was heademon?'

"By that crude remark | assume you mean anoble entity from the Other Place? Nope. Man.”

"And what did the magician say?'

"Hewas abit more forthcoming. Quite volublein fact. 'Do you have it? That's how he began.
Then he said, 'How did you? No, | don't want to know the details. Just giveit to me.' Hewas all
breathless and eager. Then he got the cash out.”

"Wasthat it? What was the object? Did either of them say?"

"Don't know that | recall—no, wait! Wait! Y ou don't need to get nasty with me—I'm doing
what you asked, ain't 1?7 When the big guy handed over the package, he said something...."

"What?'
"So quiet, dmost didn't catchit...”
"What did he say?"

"He sad: The Amulet of Samarkand isyours, Lovelace.” That'swhat he said.”

It took Nathaniel dmost another six months before he felt himself to be ready. He mastered new
areas of his craft, learned new and greater Commands, and went swvimming every morning before
lessonsto increase his samina. By these means he grew strong in body and mind.



Never again was he able to spy directly on his enemy. Whether or not its presence had been
detected, the imp was unable to get close again.

No matter. Nathanid had the information that he needed.

He sat in the garden as spring turned into summer, devising and refining his plan. It pleased him.
It had the merit of smplicity and an even greater onein that nobody in al the world guessed &t his
power. His master was only just ordering hislenses now; he had spoken absently of perhapstrying
out abasic summonsin the winter. To his master, histutors, even to Mrs. Underwood, hewas an
gpprentice of no great tent. Thiswould remain the case while he stole Smon Lovelaces amulet.

The theft was only the beginning, atest of hisown power. After that, if al went well, hewould
st histrap.

All that remained wasto find himsdlf a servant who could do what he required. Something
powerful and resourceful enough to carry out his plan, but not so potent that it would threaten
Nathaniel himsdlf. The time for mastering the greet entitieswas not yet here,

Heread through his master'sworks of demonology. He studied track records through the ages.
He read about the lesser servants of Solomon and Ptolemy.

Findly, he chose: Bartimaeus.

14

Bartimaeus

| knew there was going to be a decent scrap when we got back to the attic, so thistime |
prepared for it properly. First, | had to decide what shape to take. | wanted something that would
redlly goad him—make him totaly lose his cool—and, strange asit may seem, that ruled out most of
my more scary forms. In fact, it meant appearing as a person of somekind. It's odd, but being
insulted by aflickering specter or being called names by afiery winged serpent isn't haf as annoying
for a hardened magician as hearing it from the mouth of something that seemsto be human. Don't ask
mewhy. It's just something to do with the way people's minds work.

| figured that the best | could do was appear as another boy of about the same age, someone
who would rouse dl the kid'sfedlings of direct competition and rivary. That was no problem. Ptolemy
was fourteen when | knew him best. Ptolemy it would be.

After that, dl that remained wasto revise my best counter-spells and look forward with pleasure
to being able to return home shortly.

Perceptive readers might have noticed anew optimism in my attitude toward the kid. They
would not bewrong. Why? Because | knew his birth name.[1]

[1] Armed with this, | would be able to combat the whippersnapper's most vicious attacks. Knowledge of the
name redresses the power balance alittle, you see, acting as akind of defensive shield for djinninside the circle.



It'sasimple and very ancient kind of talisman and—Well, what are you hanging around reading this for? Read on
quickly and see for yourself.

Give him hisdue, however: he came out fighting. No sooner had he got up to hisroom than he

put on his coat, hopped into his circle, and summoned mein aloud voice. He didn't have to shout so;
| wasright beside him, scuttling aong the floor.

Aningant |ater, the small Egyptian boy appeared in the circle opposite, wearing his London
gear. | flashed agrin.

"Nathanidl, en?Very posh. Doesn't redly suit you. I'd have guessed something abit more
down-market—Bert or Chuck, maybe."

The boy was white with rage and fear; | could see panic in hiseyes. He controlled himsalf with
an effort and put on alying face.

"That's not my true name. Even my master doesn't know it."
"Yeeh, right. Who areyou trying to kid?"
"Y ou can think what you want. | charge you now—"

| couldn't believe it—he was trying to send me off again! | laughed in hisface, adopted a puckish
pose with hands on hips, and interrupted in sophisticated style.

"Go bail your heed."
"l charge you now—"
"Y ah, boo, sucks!"

The boy was amost frothing at the mouth, he was so angry.[2] He stamped hisfoot like a toddler
in the playground. Then—as| hoped—he forgot himsalf and went for the obvious attack. It wasthe
Systlemic Vise again, the bully'sfavorite.

[2] Old or young, small or fat, the besetting weakness of all magiciansistheir pride. They can't bear to be
laughed at. They hate it so much even the cleverest ones can lose control and make silly mistakes.

He spat out the incantation, and | felt the bands drawing in.[3]

[3] The Systemic Vise consists of a humber of concentric bands of force that squeeze round you, tight asa
mummy's bandage-cloth. As the magician repeats the incantation, the bands grow tighter and tighter until the
helpless djinni trapped inside begs for mercy.

"Nathaniel." Under my breath | spoke his name and then the words of the appropriate
counter-spell.

The bandsimmediately reversed their loop. They expanded outward, awvay from me, out of the
circlelikeripplesin apond. Through hislenses, the boy saw them heading in hisdirection. Hegave a
yelp and, after amoment's panic, found the words of cancellation. He gabbled them out; the bands



vanished.
| flicked anonexistent piece of dust from the deeve of my jacket and winked at him.
"Whoops," | said. "Nearly took your own head off there."

If the boy had paused, he would have realized what had happened, but his rage was too grest.
He probably thought he had made some error, spoken something out of turn. Breathing deeply, he
searched through his repertoire of nasty tricks. Then he clapped his hands and spoke again.

| wasn't expecting anything as potent as the Stimulating Compass. From each of the five points
of the pentacle | wasin, aglowing column of dectricity shot up, jarring and crackling. It was asif five
lightning bolts had been momentarily trapped; in another instant, each column had discharged into a
horizontal beam that pierced me with the force of ajavelin. Arcsof ectricity coursed around my
body; | screamed and jerked, carried off the floor by the force of the charge.

Through gritted teeth | spoke it—"Nathaniel!" —then a counter-spell as before. The effect was
immediate. The charge left me, | dumped to the ground. Small lightning bolts shot off in dl directions.
Theboy dived just in time—an eectric charge that would have killed him beautifully speared straight
through hisflailing coat as he hit the floor. Other bolts collided with his bed and desk; one zgpped into
hisvase of flowers, dicing the glass cleanly in two. The rest vanished into the walls, peppering them
with small, asterisk-shaped burn marks. It was adelightful sight.

Thekid's coat had fallen over hisface. Sowly he raised his head and peered out from under it. |
gave him afriendly thumbs-up.

"Keepgoing,” I grinned. "One day, if you work hard and stop making all these stupid mistakes,
you might make ared grown-up wizard."

Thekid said nothing. He got painfully to hisfeet. By pure fluke, he had dived pretty much
straight down and so was still safe within his pentacle. | didn't mind. | waslooking forward to
whatever mistake he would make next.

But his brain was working again. He stood till for aminute and took stock.

"Better get rid of me quickly,” | said, in ahelpful sort of way. "Old man Underwood will be
coming to seewhat al the noiseis about.”

"No, hewon't. Weretoo high up.”

"Only two floors™"

"And he's deef in one ear. He never hears anything.”
"Hismissus—"

" Shut up. I'm thinking. Y ou did something then, both times.... What wasit...?' He snapped his
fingers. "My name! That'sit! Y ou used it to deflect my spdls, curseyou.”



| studied my fingernails, eyebrows raised. "Might have, might not. It'sfor meto know and you to
find out."

The kid stamped hisfoot again. "Stop it! Don't speak to me like that!"

"Likewhat?'

"Likeyou just did! Y ou're spesking like achild.”

"Takes one to know one, bud."

Thiswasfun. | wasredly riling him. Theloss of his name had made him lose his cool. Hewas
seconds away from another attack, | could tell—he had the stance and everything. | adopted a
amilar, but defensive pose, like asumo wrestler. Ptolemy had been exactly this boy's height, dark hair
and everything,[4] soit was nice and symmetrical.

[4] Better-looking by far, of course.

With an effort, the kid controlled himsdlf. Y ou could see him flicking through al hislessons,
trying to remember what he should do. He had realized that an ordinary quick-fire punishment was
out of the question now: 1'd just send it back at him.

"I'll find another way," he muttered darkly. "Wait and see.”

"Ooh, I'mredly scared,” | said. "Watch me shiver.”

Thekid wasthinking hard. There were big gray bags under hiseyes. Every time hemade an
incantation he wore himself out further, which suited me just fine. Some magicians have been known
to drop dead smply from overexertion. It'sahigh-stresslifestyle they have, poor things.

Histhinking went on for along time. | gave an ostentatious yawn and made a watch appear on
my wrist so that | could glance at it wearily.

"Why not ask the boss?' | suggested. "Hell help you out.”

"My master?'Y ou must be joking.”

"Not that old fool. The onewho's directing you against Lovelace."

The boy wrinkled hisbrow. "There'sno one. | don't have aboss.”

Now it was my turn to look blank.

"I'macting on my own."

| whistled. ™Y ou mean you redlly summoned me on your lonesome? Not bad... for akid.” | tried
to sound suitably sycophantic. "Well then, let me give you atip. The best thing now isfor youto let

me go. Y ou need arest. Have you looked in amirror recently? One without an imp inside, | mean?
There are worry linesthere. Not good at your age. It'l be gray hairs next. What will you do then



when you meet your first succubus?[5] Put her right off, it will."
[5] Succubus: aseductively shaped djinni in female form. Oddly popular with male magicians.

| wastaking too much, | knew, but | couldn't helpit. | wasworried. The kid waslooking at me
with acaculating expresson that | didn't like.

"Besides,”" | said, "with me gone, no onewill know you havethe Amulet. Y ou'l beableto useit
in complete secrecy. It's a precious commodity—everybody seemsto want it. | didn't tell you before,
but some girl tried to jump mefor it when | was hanging around in town."

The boy frowned. "What girl?

"Search me." | neglected to mention that thiswas pretty much what the girl had succeeded in
doing.

He shrugged. "It's Smon Lovedace I'm interested in," he said, amost to himself. "Not the
Amulet. He humiliated me, and I'm going to destroy him for it."

"Too much hateisbad for you," | ventured.

IIWMI

"Um.."

"| shal tell you asecret, demon,” he went on. "By dint of my magic,[6] | saw how Simon
Loveace came by the Amulet of Samarkand. Some months ago, a stranger—swarthy, black-bearded
and cloaked—cameto him in the middle of the night. He brought him the Amulet. Money was
exchanged. It was afurtive meeting.”

[6] Typical magician's guff this. It was the unfortunate imp inside the bronze disc who did al the work.

| snorted. "What's surprising there? It's how all magicianstrade. Y ou should know that. They
thrive on unnecessary secrecy.”

"It was more than that. | saw it in Lovelace's eyes and in the eyes of the stranger. There was
something illegal, underhand abot it.... The man's cloak was stained with fresh blood.”

"I'm gtill not impressed. Murder's part of the game for you lot. | mean, you're obsessed with
revenge dready, and you're only about Six."

"Twelve"

"Same difference. No, there's nothing unusua init. That bloke with the bloodstains probably
runsawell-known service. HEll bein the Y dlow Pages, if you let your fingers do the walking.”

"| want to find out who heis."

"Hmm. Black-bearded and cloaked, eh? That narrows our suspects down to about fifty-five



percent of the magiciansin London. Doesn't even exclude dl the femae ones.”
"Stop talking!" The kid seemed to have had enough.
"What's the matter? | thought we were getting along well."

"l know that the Amulet was stolen. Someone was killed to get it. When | find out who, | shall
expose Loveace and see him destroyed. | will plant the Amulet, lure him to it and dert the police at
the same time. They will catch him red-handed. Buit firg, | want to know al about him and what he
gets up to. | want to know his secrets, how he does business, who hisfriends are, everything! | need
to discover who had the Amulet before and exactly what it does. And | must know why Loveace
doleit. Tothisend, | charge you, Bartimaeus—"

"Wait just aminute. Aren't you forgetting something?'
"What?'

"l know your true name, Natty boy. That means| have some power over you. It'snot all one
way anymore, isit?'

The kid paused to consider.

"Y ou can't hurt me so easily now," | went on. "And that limits your room for maneuver in my
book. Throw something & me, and I'll throw it right back.”

"I can dill bind you to my will. Y ou il have to obey my commands.”

"That'strue. Y our commands are the terms on which I'm inthisworld at dl. | can't bresk out of
them without your unleashing the Shriveling Fire.[7] But | can sure as hell make life difficult for you
when | carry out your orders. For example, while I'm spying on Simon Lovelace, why shouldn't |
grassyou up to some other magician? The only thing that stopped me doing that before was fear of
the consequences. But I'm not so worried about them now. And even if you explicitly forbid meto
grassyou up, I'll find some other way to do you anasty. Let dip your birth name, maybe, to
acquaintances of mine. Y ou won't be able to deep in your bed for terror of what | might do.”

[7] A complicated penalty made up of fifteen cursesin five different languages. Magicians can only useit on
one of uswho deliberately disobeys or refusesto carry out a given command. It causes immediate incineration.
Only applied in extreme cases, since it istiring for the magician and robs them of adave.

Hewasrattled, | could see that much. His eyesflicked from sdeto side, asif hunting for aflaw
inmy reasoning. But | was quietly confident: entrusting amission to adjinni who knowsyour nameis
liketossing lit matchesinto afireworks factory. Sooner or later you're going to have consegquences.
The best he could do wasto let me go and hope no one e se called me up while hewas dive.

Or so | thought. But he was an unusualy clever and resourceful child.

"No," hesaid dowly, "I can't stop you if you want to betray me. All | can do is make sure you
auffer dongwith me. Let'ssee....”



He rummaged through the pockets of his shabby coat. "There must be something in here
somewhere.... Ahal" His hand emerged holding a smdll battered tin, on which the words Old Chokey
were ornately inscribed.

"That'satobacco tin!" | exclaimed. "Don't you know smoking kills?'

"It doesn't contain tobacco anymore,” the boy said. "'It's one of my master'sincense pots. It'sfull
of rosemary now." Helifted thelid afraction; sure enough, an ingtant later, awaft of the hellish scent
reached me and made the hairsrise on the back of my neck. Some herbs are very bad for our
essence, and rosemary is one of these. In consequence, magicians can't get enough of it.[g]

[8] There's big business in protective herbal aftershaves and underarm deodorants for magicians. Simon
Lovelace, for instance, positively reeked of Rowan-tree Rub-on.

"I'd turf that out and fill it up with some honest baccy,” | advised. "Far hedthier.”

The boy closed thelid. "1 am going to send you on amission,” he said. "The moment you've
gone, | shal cast the spdll of Indefinite Confinement, binding you into thistin. The spell will not take
effect immediately; in fact | shal makeit start up amonth from today. If for any reason | am not
around to cancel this spell before amonth isup, you shdl find yourself drawn into thistin and trapped
there, until suchtime asit is opened again. How'd you like the idea of that? A few hundred years
encased inasmdl tin of rosemary. That will do wondersfor your complexion.”

"Y ou've got ascheming little mind, haven't you?' | said glumly.

"And in case you're tempted to risk the pendty, | shadl bind thistin with bricks and throw it into
the Thames before the day is out. So don't go expecting anyoneto release you early.”

"l won't." Too right—I'm not insanely optimistic.[9]

[9] The Indefinite Confinement spell is abad ‘un, and one of the worst threats magicians can make. Y ou can
be trapped for centuries in horrid minute spaces, and to cap it all, some of them are just plain daft. Matchboxes,
bottles, handbags... | even knew a djinni once who was imprisoned in adirty old lamp.

Thekid'sface now bore ahorribly triumphant look. He looked like an unpleasant boy in a
playground who'd just won my best marble,

"S0, Bartimaeus," he said, sneering. "What do you say to that?"

| gave him abeaming smile.

"How about you forget dl that gilly tin businessand just trust meinstead?”
"Not achance."

My shoulders sagged. That'sthe trouble, you see. No matter how hard you try, magicians
awaysfind away to clobber you in the end.

"All right, Nathanid," | said. "What exactly isit that you want me to do?"



Part Two

15

Nathaniel

No sooner had the djinni transformed itself into a pigeon and flown from hiswindow than
Nathanid closed the fastener, drew the curtains, and sank down upon the floor. Hisface was
corpse-white and his body shook with exhaustion. For maost an hour, he remained dumped against
thewall, saring a nothing.

He had done it; yes, he had doneit al right. The demon was bested, was under his control
again. He only had to work the binding spell on the tin, and Bartimaeus would be forced to serve him
for aslong ashedesred. It was dl going to be fine. He had nothing to worry about. Nothing at al.

So hetold himsdf. But his handstrembled in hislgp and his heart pounded painfully againg his
chest, and the confident assartions hetried to conjure fel from hismind. Angrily, heforced himsdlf to
breathe deeply and clagped his hands together tightly to suppress the shaking. Of course, thisfear was
only natura. He had ducked the Stimulating Compass by afraction of asecond. It wasthefirst time
he had come near death. That sort of thing was bound to cause areaction. In afew minutes he would
be back to normal; he could work the spell, take the bus to the Thames....

Thedjinni knew his birth name.
It knew hisbirth name.

Bartimaeus of Uruk, Sakhr a-Jinni of Al-Arish... He had dlowed it to uncover hisname. Mrs.
Underwood had spoken, and the djinni had heard; and in that moment the cardina rule had been
broken. And now Nathaniel was compromised, perhaps forever.

Hefdt the panic welling up in histhroat; the force of it practicaly made him gag. For thefirst
time he could remember, his eyes stung with tears. The cardind rule... if you broke that, you gave
yourself up for lost. Demons dways found away. Give them any power at al and sooner or later they
would have you. Sometimesit took years, but they would aways...

He remembered famous case studies from the books. Werner of Prague: he had dlowed his
birth name to be uncovered by aharmlessimp in hisemploy; in due course the imp had told afoliot
and thefoliot had told adjinni and the djinni had told an afrit. And three yearslater, when Werner had
been crossing Wencedas Square to buy a smoked sausage, awhirlwind had swept him into the air.
For severa hours his howls from above had deafened the townspeople going about their business,
until the disruption had finished with pieces of the magician raining down upon on the weathervanes
and chimneys. And thisfate was hardly the most horrible that had befallen cardless magicians. There
was Paulo of Turin, Septimus Manning, Johann Faust....



A sob broke from Nathanidl's mouth, and the small, pathetic sound shocked him out of his
despair and sdlf-pity. Enough of this. He wasn't dead yet, and the demon was till under his
command. Or it would be, once he had disposed of the tobacco tin properly. He would pull himsalf
together.

Nathaniel struggled to hisfeet, hislimbs awash with weakness. With agreat effort, he drove his
fearsto the back of hismind and began his preparations. He redrew the pentacle and changed the
incense. Helit new candles. He stole down to his master's library and double-checked the
incantations. Then he added more rosemary to the tobacco tin, placed it in the center of itscircle, and
began the spdll of Indefinite Confinement. After fivelong minutes, his mouth was dry and hisvoice
cracked, but a stedl-gray aura began to gleam across the surface of thetin. It flared and faded.
Nathaniel uttered the name of Bartimaeus, added an astrologica date on which the confinement would
begin, and finished. Thetin was as before. Nathanid put it in the pocket of hisjacket, snuffed out the
candles, and drew the rug over the markings on the floor. Then he collapsed upon the bed.

When Mrs. Underwood brought her husband his lunch an hour later, she confided an anxiety
with him.

"I'm worried about the boy," she said. "He's barely touched his sandwich. He's flopped himsdlf
down at the table, white as a sheet. Like he's been up al night. Something's scared him, or he's
sckening for something.” She paused. "Dear?”

Mr. Underwood was ingpecting the array of food upon his plate. "No mango chutney, Martha?
Y ou know | likeit with my ham and sdlad."

"Weve run out, dear. So what do you think we should do?*

"Buy some more. That's obvious, isn't it? Heavens above, woman—"
"About the boy."

"Mmm?Oh, he's dl right. The brat's just nervous about the Naming. And about summoning his
firgt impling. I remember how terrified | got—my master practicaly had to whip meinto thecircle.”
Mr. Underwood shoveled aforkful of ham into hismouth. "Tell him to meet meinthelibrary inan
hour and a half'stime and not to forget the Almanac. No—make it an hour. I'll need to ring Duvall
about those thefts afterward, curse him.”

In the kitchen, Nathanidl had till only managed half a sandwich. Mrs. Underwood ruffled his
hair.

"Buck up," she said. "Isit the Naming that's unsettled you? Y ou mustn't worry about it at al.
Nathanid's nice, but there are lots of other good names out there. Just think, you can choose
whatever nameyou like, within reason. Aslong as no other current magician hasit. Commoners
don't have that privilege, you know. They haveto stick with what they're given." She bustled about,
filling the tegpot and finding the milk and dl the while talking, talking, talking. Nathanid felt thetin



weighing down his pocket.
"I'd like to go out for abit, Mrs. Underwood," he said. "I need some fresh air.”

Shelooked a him blankly. "But you can't, dear, can you? Not before your Naming. Y our
master wantsyou in thelibrary in an hour. And don't forget the Nominative Almanac, he says. Though
having said that, you do look rather peaky. Fresh air would do you good, | suppose.... I'm sure he
wont noticeif you nip out for five minutes.

"It'sdl right, Mrs. Underwood. I'll stay in." Five minutes? He needed two hours, maybe more.
Hewould haveto dispose of thetin later, and hope Bartimaeus didn't try anything beforehand.

She poured a cup of teaand plonked it on the table before him. "That'll put color in your cheeks.
It'sabig day for you, Nathanidl. When | see you again, you'll be someone ese. Thiswill probably be
thelast time| call you by your old name. | suppose | shdl have to start forgetting it now."

Why couldn't you have started forgetting it this morning? he thought. A small, malicious part of
him wished to blame her for her careless affection, but he knew that thiswastotally unjust. It was his
fault the demon had been on hand to hear her. Safe, secret, strong. Hewas none of thesethings
now. Hetook a gulp of teaand burned his mouith.

"Comein, boy, comein." His master, seated in atal upright chair beside the library desk,
seemed dmost genial. He eyed Nathanid as he approached and indicated astool beside him. "Sit, git.
Wil, you're looking smarter than usud. Even wearing ajacket, eh? I'm pleased to see that you
register the importance of the occasion.”

"YS, S'r.ll

"Right. Where'sthe Almanac? Good, let'shaveit...." The book was bound in shiny green
leather, with an ox-hair ribbon bookmark. It had been delivered by Jarodav's only the day before and
had not yet been read. Mr. Underwood opened the cover ddlicately and glanced at the tide page.
"Loew's Nominative Almanac, three hundred ninety-fifth edition... How timeflies. | chose my name
from the three hundred fiftieth, would you believe? | remember it asif it were yesterday."

"Yes, gr." Nathanid gifled ayawn. Hisexertions of the morning were catching up with him, but
he had to concentrate on the task in hand. He watched as his master flipped the pages, tdking dl the
while

"The Almanac, boy, ligs dl officia names used by magicians between Prague's golden age and
the present. Many have been used more than once. Beside each isaregister that indicates whether
the nameis currently being occupied. If not, the nameisfreeto be taken. Or you can invent one of
your own. See here—'Underwood, Arthur; London'... | am the second of that name, boy. Thefirst
was a prominent Jacobean; a close associate of King Jamesthefirgt, | believe. Now, | have been
giving the matter some consideration, and | think you would do well to follow in the footsteps of one
of thegreat magicians.”

"YS, S'r.ll



"| thought Theophilus Throckmorton, perhaps—he was anotable dchemist. And... yes, | see
that combination is free. No? That doesn't appeal ? What about Balthazar Jones? Y ou're not
convinced? Wdll, perhaps he is ahard act to follow. Y es, boy? Y ou have a suggestion?”

"IsWilliam Gladstone free, Sr?1 admirehim.”

"Gladstone!" His master's eyes bulged. "The very idea... There are some names, boy, that are
too great and too recent to touch. No one would dare! It would be the height of arrogance to assume
his mantle." The eyebrows bristled. "If you aren't capable of a sensible suggestion, | shdl do the
choosing for you."

"Sorry, gir. | didn't think."

"Ambitionisdl very well, my lad, but you must cloak it. If it istoo obvious, you will find yourself
brought down in flames before you reach your twenties. A magician must not draw attention to himself
too soon; certainly not before he has summoned hisfirst mouler. Well, we shall browse together from

the beginning...."

It took an hour and twenty-five minutes for the choice to be made, and a harrowing time
Nathanidl had of it. His master seemed to have agreat dedl of affection for obscure magicianswith
obscurer names, and Fitzgibbon, Treacle, Hooms, and Gallimaufry were avoided only with difficulty.
Likewise, Nathanid's preferences always seemed too arrogant or ostentatious to Mr. Underwood.
But in the end the choice was made. Wearily, Mr. Underwood brought out the official form and
entered in the new name and signed it. Nathaniel had to Sign too, in alarge box at the bottom of the
page. His sgnature was spiky and ill-formed, but then it was thefirst time he had used it. Heread it
back to himsdf under his breath: John Mandrake. He was the third magician of that name. Neither of
his predecessors had achieved much of significance, but by thistime Nathanidl didn't care. Anything
was better than Treacle. 1t would do.

His master folded the paper, placed it into abrown envelope, and sat back in hischair.

"Wdll, John," hesad. "It isdone. | shall get that samped at the ministry directly and you will then
officidly exist. However, don't go getting above yoursdf. Y ou sill know amaost nothing, asyou will
see when you attempt to summon the natterjack impling tomorrow. Still, the first stage of your
education is completed, thanksto me.”

"Yes, dr. Thank you, Sir.”

"Heaven knows, it has been six long and tedious years. | often doubted you would get thisfar.
Most masters would have turned you out on to the Streets after that little affair last year. But |
persevered.... No matter. From now on you may wear your lenses.”

"Thank you, gr." Nathaniel couldn't help blinking. He was dready wearing them.

Mr. Underwood's voice took on acomplacent tone. "All being well, in afew yearswe will have



you in aworthy job: perhaps as an under-secretary in one of the lesser minigtries. It won't be
glamorous, but it will suit your modest capabilities perfectly. Not every magician can aspire to become
an important minister like me, John, but that shouldn't stop you making a contribution of your own,
however meager. In the meantime, as my apprentice, you will be ableto assst meintrivia
conjurations, and pay me back alittlefor dl the effort | have spent on you.”

"It would be an honor, Sr."

His master waved ahand of dismissd, dlowing Nathanid to turn avay and assume a sour
expression. He was hafway to the door when his master remembered something.

"Onething more," he said. Y our Naming has happened just in time. In three days, | shdl be
attending Parliament to hear the Sate address given by the Prime Minister to al senior members of his
government. It isalargdy ceremonid occasion, but he will be outlining hisintended policies at home
and abroad. Named apprentices are invited too, along with spouses. Providing you do not displease
me beforehand, | shall take you with me. It will be an eye-opening experience for you to see us
master magiciansall together!”

"Yes, dr; thank you very much, sr!" For dmogt thefirst timein living memory when talking to his
master, Nathanid's enthusiasm was actualy genuine. Parliament! The Prime Minigter! Heleft the
library and ran up the staircase to his room and the skylight, through which the distant Houses of
Parliament were barely visible benegth the gray November sky. To Nathanidl, the matchstick tower
seemed bathed in sunshine.

A littlelater, he remembered the tobacco tin in his pocket.

There were till two hourstill dinner. Mrs. Underwood was in the kitchen, while his master was
on the telephonein hisstudy. Stedlthily, Nathaniel |eft the house by the front door, taking five pounds
from the tradesmen's jar that Mrs. Underwood kept on ashelf inthe hall. At the main road, he caught
abus heading south.

Magicians were not known for catching public transport. He sat on the backsest, asfar away
from the other passengers as possible, watching them get on and off out of the corner of hiseye. Men,
women, old, young; youths dressed in drab colors, girlswith flashes of jewelry at their throats. They
bickered, laughed or sat quietly, read newspapers, books, and glossy magazines. Human, yes, but it
was easy to see they had no power. To Nathaniel, whose experience of people was very limited, this
made them oddly two-dimensional. Their conversations seemed about nothing; the books they read
looked trivid. Asde from fedling that most of them werefaintly vulgar, he could make nothing of
them.

After hdf an hour the bus arrived at Blackfriars Bridge and the river Thames.

Nathanidl aighted and walked to the very center of the bridge, where he leaned out over the
wrought-iron balustrade. Theriver was at high tide; itsfast gray waters raced benegth him, its uneven
surface swirling ceasdlesdy. Along both sides, blank-eyed office towers clustered above the
Embankment roads, where car lights and street lamps were just beginning to come on. The Houses of
Parliament, Nathaniel knew, stood just around abend in the river. He had never been so closeto



them before. The very thought made his heart quicken.

Time enough for that another day. First he had avital task to accomplish. From one pocket he
drew aplastic bag and a half-brick found in his master's garden. From another he took the tobacco
tin. Brick and tin went into the bag, the head of which he tied with adouble knot.

Nathaniel gave aquick glance both ways aong the bridge. Other pedestrians hurried past him,
heads down, shoulders hunched. No one glanced in his direction. Without any more ado, he tossed
the package over the ba ustrade and watched it fall.

Down... down... By the end it was nothing but awhite speck. He could barely see the splash.
Gone. Sunk like astone.

Nathanid pulled up the collar of hisjacket, shieding his neck from the wind gusting dong the
river. Hewas safe. Well, safe as he could be for the moment. He had carried out his thregt. If
Bartimaeus dared betray him now...

It began to rain as he made his way back aong the bridge to the bus stop. He walked dowly,
logt in thought, dmost colliding with severd hurrying commuters coming in the opposite direction.
They cursed him as they passed, but he barely noticed. Safe... That was dl that mattered....

A great weariness descended upon him with every step.
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Bartimaeus

When | set out from the boy's attic window, my head was so full of competing plans and
complex stratagemsthat | didn't look where | was going and flew straight into achimney.

Something symbolic in that. It's what fake freedom does for you.

Off I went, flying through the air, one of amillion pigeonsin the great metropolis. The sunwason
my wings, the cold air ruffled my handsome fegthers. The endless rows of gray-brown roofs stretched
below me and away to the dim horizon like the furrows of a giant autumn field. How that great space
caledtome. | wanted to fly until | had left the cursed city far behind, never looking back. I could
have done s0. No one would have stopped me. | would not be summoned back.

But | could not follow this desire. The boy had made quite clear what would happen if | failed to
spy on Simon Lovelace and dish the dirt on him. Sure, | could go anywhere | wanted right now. Sure,
| could use any methods | chose to acquire my info (bearing in mind that anything | did that harmed
Nathaniel would in due course harm metoo). Sure, the boy would not summon me for awhile at
least. (He was weary and needed rest.[1]) Sure, | had amonth to do the job. But | still had to obey
hisordersto hissatisfaction. If not, I had an appointment with Old Chokey, which at that moment
was probably settling softly into the thick, dark ooze at the bottom of the Thames.



[1] Hewasn't the only one, believe me.

Freedomisanilluson. It dwayscomesat aprice.

Thinking thingsthrough, | decided that | had the meager choice of starting with aknown place or
with aknown fact. The place was Smon Lovelace's villain Hampstead, where much of his secret
busi ness presumably occurred. | did not wish to enter it again, but perhaps | could mount awatch
outsde and see who went in and who went out. The fact was that the magician had seemingly come
into possession of the Amulet of Samarkand by ill means. Perhaps | could find someone who knew
more about the object's recent history, such aswho had owned it lagt.

Of the two starting points, visiting Hampstead seemed the best way to begin. At least | knew
how to get there.

Thistime| kept asfar away as possible. Finding a house on the opposite Side of the road that
afforded a decent view of the villasfront drive and gate, | alighted upon it and perched on the gutter.
Then | surveyed theterrain. A few changes had been made to Lovelace's pad since the night before.
The defense nexus had been repaired and strengthened with an extralayer, while the most badly
scorched trees had been cut up and taken away. More ominoudly, severd tall, thin, reddish creatures
were now prowling the lawns on the fourth and fifth planes.

There was no sign of Lovelace, Faquarl, or Jabor, but then | didn't expect anything right away. |
was bound to have to wait for an hour or so. FHuffing up my feathers against the wind, | settled down
to my surveillance.

Three days| stayed on that gutter. Three whole days. It did me good to rest myself, I'm sure,
but the ache that grew up within my manifestation made me fretful. Moreover, | was very bored.

Nothing significant happened.

Each morning, an ederly gardener toddled around the estate scattering fertilizer on the stretches
of lawn where Jabor's Detonations had landed. In the afternoons, he snipped at token stemsand
raked the drive before pottering in for acup of tea. He was oblivious to the red things, three of which
saked him at dl times, like giant yearning birds of prey. No doubt only the strict terms of their
summoning prevented them from devouring him.

Each evening, aflotillaof search spheres emerged to resume their hunt acrossthe city. The
magician himsalf remained ingde, doubtless orchestrating other attemptsto locate hisamulet. |
wondered idly whether Faguarl and Jabor had suffered for |etting me escape. One could only hope.

On the morning of the third day, a soft coo of approval broke my concentration. A small,
well-presented pigeon had appeared on the guttering to my right and was looking a mewith a
digtinctly interested tilt of the head. Something about it made me suspect it wasfemae. | gavewhat |
hoped was a haughty and dismissive coo and looked away. The pigeon gave a coquettish hop along
the guttering. Just what | needed: an amorous bird. | edged away. She hopped alittle closer. | edged
away again. Now | wasright at the end of the gutter, perched above the opening to the drainpipe.



It was tempting to turn into an dley cat and frighten her out of her feathers, but it wastoo risky
to make achange so closeto thevilla | wasjust about to fly elsewhere, when at long last | spotted
something leaving Simon Loveace's compound.

A smdll circular hole widened in the shimmering blue nexus and a bottle-green imp with bat's
wings and the snout of a pig issued through it. The hole closed up; the imp beat hiswings and flew
down the road at streetlamp height.

He carried apair of |ettersin one paw.

At that moment, a purring coo sounded directly in my ear. | half turned my head—and looked
directly into the besk of that benighted she-pigeon. With devious feminine cunning she'd seized the
opportunity to snuggleright up close,

My response was e oquent and brief. She got awingtip in the eye and akick in the plumage.
And with that | wasairborne, following theimp.

It was clear to me that he was amessenger of some kind, probably entrusted with something too
dangerous or secret for telephone or mail. | had seen crestures of hiskind before.[2) Whatever he
was carrying now, thiswas my first opportunity to spy on Lovelace's doings.

[2] Some societies | had known made great use of messenger imps. The rooftops and date palms of old
Baghdad (which had neither telephone nor e-mail) used to swarm with the things after breakfast and shortly before
sundown, which were the two traditional times for messages to be sent.

Theimp drifted over some gardens, soaring on an updraft. | followed, laboring somewhat on my
stubby wings. As| went | considered the Situation carefully. The safest and most sensiblething to do
wasto ignore the envel opes he was carrying and concentrate instead on making friendswith him. |
could, for instance, adopt the semblance of another messenger imp and start up a conversation,
perhaps winning his confidence during the course of severd "chance’ meetings. If | were patient,
friendly and casua enough, he would no doubt eventudly spill some beans....

Or | could just beat him up instead. Thiswas aquicker and more direct gpproachand dl indl |
favored it. So | followed the imp at a discreet distance and jumped him over Hampstead Hesath.

When we were in aremote enough area, | made the change from pigeon to gargoyle; then |
swooped down upon the unlucky imp, and bundled us to earth among some scrubby trees. This done,
| held him by afoot and gave him a decent shaking.

"Leggo!" he squeded, flailing back and forth with hisfour clawed paws. "I'll haveyou! I'll cut
you to ribbons, I will!"

"Will you, my lad?" | dragged him into athicket and fixed him nicely under asmal boulder. Only
his snout and paws protruded.

"Right," | said, sitting mysdlf cross-legged on top of the stone and plucking the envelopesfrom a
paw. "First I'm going to read these, then we can talk. Y ou can tell mewhat and al you know about
Smon Lovelace"

Affecting not to notice the frankly shocking curses that sounded up from below, | considered the



envelopes. They were very different. One was plain and completely blank: it bore no name or mark
and had been sedled with asmall blob of red wax. The other was more showy, made of soft yellowish
vellum, its sedl had been pressed with the shape of the magician's monogram, SL. It was addressed to
someone named R. Devereaux, Esq.

"Firgt question,” | said. "Who's R. Devereaux?"'

Theimp's voice was muffled but insolent. Y ou're kidding! Y ou don't know who Rupert
Devereaux is? Y ou supid or something?’

"A amdl piece of advice" | said. "Generaly speaking, it isn't wise to be rude to someone bigger
than you, especially when they've just trapped you under aboulder.”

"Y ou can tick your advice up—"

**********[3]

[3] These palite asterisks replace a short, censored episode characterized by bad language and some sadly
necessary violence. When we pick up the story again, everything is as before, except that | am perspiring slightly
and the contriteimp isthe model of cooperation.

"I'll ask again. Who is Rupert Devereauix?'
"He'sthe British Prime Miniser, O Mos Bounteous and Merciful One.”

"Ishe?]4 Loveace does movein high circles. Let's see what he's got to say to the Prime
Miniger, then...."

[4] On thenight | stole the Amulet, 1'd heard Lovelace being skeptical about the Prime Minister's abilities and
this gap in my knowledge suggested he was right. If Devereaux had been a prominent magician, chances are |
would have heard his name. Word spreads quickly about the powerful ones, who are always the most trouble.

Extending the sharpest of my claws| carefully prised the sedling wax off the envelope with
minimum damage and placed it on the boulder beside me for safekeeping. Then | opened the
envelope.

It wasn't the most thrilling letter I've ever intercepted.
Dear Rupert,

Please accept my deepest, most humble apologies, but | may be dlightly late arriving at
Parliament this evening. Something urgent has come up in relation to next week's big event
and | simply must try to resolve it today. | would not wish for any of the preparations to get
badly behind schedule. | do hope you will seefit to forgive meif | am delayed.

May | take this opportunity to say again how eternally grateful we are to have the
opportunity of hosting the conference? Amanda has already renovated the hall and isnow in
the process of installing new soft furnishings (in the Nouveau Persian style) in your suite. She
has also ordered a large number of your favorite delicacies, including fresh larks' tongues.



Apologies again. | will certainly be present for your address.
Your faithful and unfailingly obedient servant,
Smon

Just your typica groveling magician-speek, the kind of sycophantic twaddle that leaves an oily
sensation on thetongue. And isn't greatly informative either. Still, a least | had no difficulty in guessing
what "something extremely urgent” was—that could only be the missng Amulet, surdly. Also, it was
noticeable that he needed to sort it out before a™big event™ next week—a conference of some kind.
Perhaps that was worth investigating. Asfor Amanda: she could only be the woman | had seen with
Lovelace on my firgt trip to thevilla It would be useful to learn more about her.

| replaced the letter carefully in the envel ope, took up the sedling wax, and, by judicioudy
applying atiny burst of heat, melted its underside. Then | stuck the sedl down again and—presto!
Good as new.

Next, | opened the second envelope. Inside was asmall dip of paper, inscribed with a brief
message.

The tickets remain lost. We may have to cancel the performance. Please consider our
options. Will seeyou at P. tonight.

Now, thiswas morelikeit! Much more suspicious: no addressee, no signature at the bottom,
everything nice and vague. And, like al the best secret messages, its true meaning was concealed. Or
at least, it would have been for any human numbskull who'd chanced to read it. 1, on the other hand,
ingtantly saw through al the tripe about logt tickets. Lovelace was quietly discussing hismissing amulet
again. It looked asif the kid wasright: perhaps the magician did have something to hide. It wastime
to ask my friend theimp afew sraight questions.

"Right," | said, "this blank envelope. Where are you taking it?'
"To theresdence of Mr. Schyler, O Most Awful One. Helivesin Greenwich."
"Andwho isMr. Schyler?!

"l believe, O Light of All Djinn, that heisMr. Lovelace'sold madter. | regularly take
correspondence between them. They are both ministersin the Government.”

"l see" Thiswas something to go on, if not much. What were they up to? What wasthis
"performance” that might have to be canceled? From the cluesin both letters, it seemed that Lovelace
and Schyler would meet to discusstheir affairsthis evening at Parliament. 1t would be well worth
being there to hear what they had to say.

In the meantime, | resumed my enquiries. "Simon Loveace. What do you know about him?
What'sthis conference he's organizing?'

Theimp gaveaforlorn cry. "O Brilliant Ray of Starlight, it grieves me, but | do not know! May |
be toasted for my ignorance! | smply carry messages, worthlessas| am. | go where I'm directed and



bring replies by return, never deviating from my course and never pausing—unless | am so fortunate
asto be waylaid by your good grace and squashed under a stone.”

"Indeed. Well, who is Lovelace closest to? Who do you carry messages to most often?”

"O Most Glorious Person of High Repute, perhaps Mr. Schyler ishis most frequent
correspondent. Otherwise, no one stands out. They are mainly politicians and people of staturein
London society. All magicians, of course, but they vary greetly. Only the other day, for ingtance, |
carried messagesto Tim Hildick, Minigter for the Regions, to Sholto Pinn of Pinn's Accoutrements
and to and from Quentin Makepeace, the thegtrical impresario. That isatypical cross-section.”

"Pinn's Accoutrements—what's that?"

"If anyone else asked that question, O He Who is Terrible and Greet, | would have said they
were an ignorant fool; inyou itisasgn of that dissrming smplicity whichisthefount of dl virtue.
Pinn's Accoutrementsis the most prestigious supplier of magicd artifactsin London. It isStuated on
Piccadilly. Sholto Pinn isthe proprietor.”

"Interesting. So if amagician wanted to buy an artifact he would go to Pinn's?'
"Ves"
"Whet?'

"I'm sorry, Miraculous One, it's difficult to think of new titles for you when you ask short
questions”

"WEll let it passthistime. So, other than Schyler, no one stands out among al his contacts?
Youresure?'

"Y es, Exdted Being. He has many friends. | cannot single one out.”
"Who's Amanda?'
"I could not say, O Ace One. Perhaps sheishiswife. | have never taken messagesto her."

"' O AceOne.' Youredly are struggling, aren't you? All right. Two last questions coming up.
First: have you ever seen or delivered messagesto atal, dark-bearded man wearing atravel-stained
cloak and gloves? Glowering, mysterious. Second: What servants does Simon Lovelace employ?|
don't mean squirts like yoursalf, but potent oneslike me. Look sharp and | might remove this pebble
beforel go."

Theimp'svoicewasdoleful. "l wish | could satisfy your every whim, Lord of All Y ou Survey,
but first, | fear | have never set eyes on such abearded person, and second, | do not have accessto
any of the magician'sinner chambers. There are formidable entitieswithin; | sense their power, but
fortunately | have never met them. All | know isthat thismorning the master ingtalled thirteen ravenous
krelsin his grounds. Thirteen! One would be bad enough. They dways go for my leg when | arrive
with aletter.”



| debated for amoment. My biggest lead was the Schyler connection. He and Lovelace were up
to something, no doubt abouit it, and if | eavesdropped at Parliament that evening, | might very well
find out what. But that meeting was hours away; in the meantime, | thought | would call in on Pinn's
Accoutrements of Piccadilly. For sure, Lovelace hadn't got his Amulet there, but | might learn
something about the baubl€'s recent past if | checked the place out.

Therewas adight wriggling under the stone.

"If you arefinished, O Lenient One, might | be dlowed to proceed on my way? | suffer the
Red-hot Stipplesif | am late delivering my messages.”

"Very well." It isnot uncommon to swallow lesser impsthat fal into one's power, but that wasn't
redly my style[5] | removed mysdlf from the boulder and tossed it to one side. A paper-thin
messenger folded himsdlf in acouple of placesand got painfully to hisfeet.

[5] Besides, it would have given me a stitch when flying.
"Here'reyour letters. Don't worry, | haven't doctored them.”

"Nothing to do with meif you had, O Glorious Meteor of the East. | Smply carry the envelopes.
Don't know nuffin about what'sin'em, do 1?* The criss over, theimp was dready reverting to his
obnoxioustype.

"Tdl no one about our meeting, or I'll be waiting for you next time you st out.”

"What, d'you think I'd go looking for trouble? No way. Well, if my drubbing's over, I'm out of
here"

With afew weary besats of hisleathery wings, theimp roseinto the air and disappeared over the
trees. | gave him afew minutesto get clear, then | turned into a pigeon again and flew off mysdf,
heading southward over the lonely heath to distant Piccadilly.
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Pinn's Accoutrements was the sort of shop that only the very rich or brave dare enter.
Occupying an advantageous position &t the corner of Duke Street and Piccadilly, it gave the
impression that a paace of some kind had been dropped there by a gang of knackered djinn, and
then been soldered on to the drabber buildings dongside. Itsilluminated windows and fluted golden
pillars sood out among the magicians bookshops and the caviar-and-pété houses that lined the wide,
gray boulevard; even when seen from the air, its aura of refined elegance stood out almost amile

away.

| had to be careful when landing—many of the ledges had been spiked or painted with sticky
lime to deter no-good pigeons such as me—but | finally settled on the top of aroad sign with agood
view of Pinn's and proceeded to case the joint.

Each window was a monument to the pretension and vulgarity to which al magicians secretly



aspired: jeweled gaffs rotated on stands; giant magnifying glasses were trained on sparkling arrays of
rings and bracel ets; automated mannegquinsjerked back and forth wearing swanky Itaian suitswith
diamond pinsin thelgpels. On the pavement outside, ordinary magicians trudged aong in their shabby
work dttire, gazed longingly at the displays and went away dreaming of wedth and fame. There were
very few nonmagiciansto be seen. It wasn't acommoner's part of town.

Through one of thewindows | could see ahigh counter of polished wood at which sat an
immensaly fat man dressed dl in white. Perched precarioudy on astool, he was busy issuing ordersto
apileof boxesthat wobbled and teetered beside him. A fina command was given, the fat man looked
away and the pile of boxes set off uncertainly across the room. A moment later they turned and |
glimpsed asmall sumpy foliot[1] laboring beneath them. When he arrived a a set of shelvesin one
corner of the shop, he extended a particularly long tail and, with a series of deft movements, scooped
the boxes one by one from the top of the pile and set them carefully on the shelf.

[1] Foliot: acut-pricedjinni.

Thefat man | took to be Sholto Pinn himsdlf, the owner of the shop. The messenger imp had
said hewasamagician, and | noticed that he had a gold-rimmed monocle stuffed against one eye. No
doubt it wasthisthat enabled him to observe his servant's true shape, since on thefirst plane thefoliot
wore the semblance of ayouth to prevent sartling nonmagica passersby. As humans went, Sholto
looked to be aformidable fellow; for dl his size, his movements were fluid and powerful, and his eyes
were quick and piercing. Something told me he would be difficult to fool, so | abandoned my first plan
of adopting a human disguise and trying to draw information out of him.

The small foliot looked a better bet. | waited patiently for my chance.

When lunch time came, the trickle of well-hedled customers entering Pinn's swelled alittle.
Sholto fawned and scraped; at his command the foliot scampered to and fro about the shop, gathering
boxes, capes, umbrellas, or any other item that was required.

A few sales were made, then the lunch hour drew to a close and the customers departed. Now
Sholto'sthoughts turned to his belly. He gave the foliot afew ingtructions, put on athick black
overcoat, and left his shop. | watched him hail acab and be driven off into the traffic. Thiswas good.
Hewas going to be sometime.

Behind him, the foliot had put up aclosed sign on the door and had retired to the stool beside
the counter, where, in mimicry of Sholto, he puffed himsdlf out importantly.

Now was my chance. | changed my guise. Gone was the pigeon; instead a humble messenger
imp, modeled on the one I'd beaten up at Hampstead, came a-knocking on Pinn's door. The foliot
looked up in surprise, gave me aglare and signaed for me to be gone. | knocked again, only louder.
With acry of exasperation, the foliot hopped off the stoal, trotted across to the door, and opened it a
crack. The shop bell tinkled.

"Weé're closed."

"Message here for Mr. Sholto."

"He's out. Come back later.”



"It can't wait, guv'nor. Urgent. When's he due back?'
"In an hour or s0. The master has gonefor lunch.”
"Where's he gone?!

"Hedid not furnish me with that information.” Thisfoliot had a haughty, superior sort of manner;
he evidently considered himsdlf too good to talk to imps such asme.

"Don't matter. I'll wait." And with awriggle and adide | rounded the door, ducked under his
arm, and entered the shop.

"Coo, thisisposh, innit?"

Thefoliot hurried after mein apanic. "Get out! Get out! Mr. Pinn has given me grict ingtructions
not to alow anyone—"

"Don't get so steamed up, matey, | won't nick nuffin.”

Thefoliot postioned himself between me and the nearest rack of silver pocket watches. "l
should think not! With one stamp of my foot | can call up ahorlato devour any thief or intruder! Now
please leavel”

"All right, al right." My shoulders dumped as | turned for the door. ™Y ou're too powerful for me.
And too highly favored. It's not everyone getsto run aposh place like this.

"You'reright there." Thefoliot was prickly, but also vain and weak.
"Bet you don't get any beatings, or the Red-hot Stipples neither.”
"] certainly do not! | am amode of efficiency, and the master isvery graciousto me.”

| knew then what sort | was desling with. He was a collaborator of the worst kind. | wanted to
bite him.[2] However, it did give me an angle to work on.

[2] Most of us enact our duties only under sufferance, simply because we are hurt if we do not cooperate.
But afew, typically onesin cushy jobs like Sholto's servant, grow to enjoy their servile status, and no longer
resent their situation. Often they do not even have to be summoned, but are happy to engage in prolonged work
for their masters, heedless of the pain they suffer from being continually trapped in a physical body. The rest of us
generally regard them with hatred and contempt.

"Cor!" | said. "'l should think heisgracious and al. Why?'Caos he knows how lucky heisto
have your help. Reckon he can't do without you. | bet you're good at lugging heavy stuff around. And
you can reach high shelves with that tail of yours, or useit to sweep the floor—"

Thefoliot drew himsdf up. "Y ou cheeky fungus! The master valuesmefor agreat deal more
than that! I'll have you know he refersto me (in company, mark you) as his assistant! | mind the shop
for him while he takes hislunch. | keep the accounts, | help research the itemsthat are offered, | have
many contects—"



"Hold on—theitems?' | gave alow whistle. "Y ou mean to say heletsyou handlethe
merchandise—all hismagica suff, anulets and the like? Never!™

At this, the repellent creature actually smpered. "He doesindeed! Mr. Pinn truss meimplicitly.”

"What—red powerful things, or just the bog-end of the market: you know—hands of glory,
mouler glasses, and such?’

" Of course powerful things! Itemsthat are most dangerous and rare! The master hasto be sure
of their powers, you see, and check they aren't forgeries—and he needs my assistance for that.”

"No! What sort of stuff, then? Not anything famous?’ | was nicely settled in now, leaning on the
wall. Thetraitorous dave's head was swelling so much,[3] he had completely forgotten about turfing
meout.

[3] Literaly swelling, | mean. Like alime-green balloon dowly inflated by afoot pump. Some foliots (the
simple sort) change size and shape to express their mood.

"Huh, you've probably not heard of any of them. Wdll, et me see.... The highlight last year was
Nefertiti's ankle bracelet! That was asensation! One of Mr. Pinn's agents dug it up in Egypt and
brought it over by specid plane. | was alowed to clean it—actudly clean it! Think of that when
you're next flying about in the rain. The Duke of Westminster snapped it up a auctionfor a
considerable sum. They say"—here he leaned closer, dropped his voice—"that it was a present for
hiswife, who isdistressngly plain. The anklet confers great glamour and beauty on the wearer, which
was how Nefertiti won the pharaoh, of course. But then, you wouldn't know anything about that.” [4]

[4] How wrong can you get? | brought the anklet to Nefertiti in the first place. And | might add that shewas a
stunner before she put it on. (By the way, these modern magicians were mistaken. The anklet doesn't improve a
woman's looks; it forces her husband to obey her every whim. | half wondered how the poor old Duke was getting
on.)

"Nah."

"What else did we have? The wolf pelt of Romulus, the flute of Chartres, Friar Bacon's skulll... |
could go on, but I'd only bore you."

"All abit above my head, guv'nor. Here, listen, I'll tell you something I've heard of. The Amulet
of Samarkand. My master's mentioned that afew times. Bet you never cleaned that."

But this casual comment had struck some sort of nerve. Thefoliot's eyes narrowed and histall
gaveaquiver. "Who is your master, then?' he said abruptly. "And where's your message? | don't see

you carrying any.”

"Of courseyou don't. It'sin here, ain't it?" | tapped my head with aclaw. "Asfor my master,
there ain't no secret about that. Simon Lovelace's the name. Perhaps you've seen him about.”

Thiswas abit of agamble, bringing the magician into the equation. But the foliot's manner had
changed at the mention of the Amulet, and | didn't want to increase his suspicions by evading the
question. Fortunately, he seemed impressed.



"Oh, it'sMr. Lovelace, isit? You're anew one for him, aren't you? Where's Nittles?'
"Helost amessage last night. The master stippled him permanently.”

"Did he? Always thought Nittleswastoo frivolous. Serves him right.” This pleasant thought
seamed to relax thefoliot; adreamy look cameinto hiseye. "Red gent, Mr. Lovelaceis, aperfect
customer. Always dresses nice, asksfor things politely. Good friend of Mr. Pinn, of course... So he
was on about the Amulet, was he? Of course, that's not surprising, considering what happened to it.
That was anasty business and they've still not found the murderer, sx monthson.”

Thismade me prick up my ears, but | didn't show it. | scratched my nose casudly.
"Y eah, Mr. Lovelace said something bad had happened. Didn't say what, though."

"Well, hewouldn't to a speck like you, would he? Some people reckon it was the Resistance
what did it, whatever that is. Or arenegade magician—that's more likely, perhaps. | don't know,
you'd think with al the resources the State's got—"

"So what did happen to the Amulet? It got nicked, did it?"

"It got stolen, yes. And there was murder involved too. Gridy. Dear me, it was most upsetting.
Poor, poor Mr. Beecham." And so saying, thistravesty of afoliot wiped atear from hiseye.[5] "You
asked meif we'd had the Amulet here? Wdll, of course not. It was far too vauable to be presented
on the open market. 1t's been government property for years, and for the last thirty of them it was
kept under guard at Mr. Beecham's estate in Surrey. High security, portalsand al. Mr. Beecham
used to mention it occasionally to Mr. Pinn when he came to see us. He was a fine man—hard but
far, very admirable. Ah, me."

[5] You could see how far he'd gone over to the enemy by the way he described the death of amagician as
"murder."” And was upset! Honestly, it almost makes you long for the simple aggression of Jabor.

"And somebody stole the Amulet from Beecham?”

"Y es, sx months ago. Not one porta was triggered, the guards were none the wiser, but late
one evening it was gone. Vanished! And there was poor Mr. Beecham, lying beside its empty casein
apool of blood. Quite dead! He must have been in the room with the Amulet at the time the thieves
entered, and before he could summon help they'd cut histhroat. What atragedy! Mr. Pinn was most

upset.”

"I'm sure he was. That'sterrible, guv'nor, amost terrible thing." | looked as mournful asanimp
can be, but hidden insde | was crowing with triumph. Thiswasjust the tasty bit of information | had
been searching for. So Simon Loveace had indeed had the Amulet stolen—and held had murder
committed to get it. The black-bearded man that Nathanidl had seen in Lovelace's study must have
gone there fresh from killing Beecham. Moreover, whether he wasworking on hisown, or as part of
some secret group, Lovelace had stolen the Amulet from the Government itsdlf, and was thus engaged
in treason. Wdll, if thisdidn't please thekid, | wasamouler.

Onething was for sure: the boy Nathaniel had got himsdlf into deep waters when he'd ordered
me to pinch the Amulet, far deeper than he knew. It stood to reason that Simon Lovel ace would stop



at nothing to get the thing back—and silence anyone who knew that hed had it in thefirst place.

But why had he stolen it from Beecham? What made him risk the wrath of the State? | knew the
Amulet by reputation—Dbut not the exact nature of its power. Perhapsthisfoliot could help me on the
matter. "That Amulet must be quite something,” | said. "Useful piece, isit?”

"So my master informsme. It issaid to contain amost powerful being—something from the
deepest areas of the Other Place, where chaos rules. It protects the wearer againgt attack by—

Thefoliot's eyes strayed behind me and he broke off with a sudden gasp. A shadow enveloped
him, abroad one that swelled asit extended out across the polished floor. Thetinkling bell sounded
asthe door to Pinn's Accoutrements opened, briefly allowing the din of Piccadilly traffic into the
shop's comfortable hush. | turned round dowly.

"Well, wel, Smpkin," Sholto Pinn said, as he pushed shut the door with anivory cane.
"Entertaining afriend while I'm out, are we? While the cat'saway..."

"N-n-no, master, not at al.” The sniveling wretch was touching hisforelock and bowing and
retreating as best he could. His swollen head was visbly shriveling. What an exhibition. | stayed
where | was, cool asacucumber, leaning againgt thewall.

"Not afriend?’' Sholto's voice waslow, rich, and rumbling; it somehow made you think of
sunlight shining on age-blackened wood, of jars of beeswax polish and bottles of fine red port.[g] It
was a good-humored voice, seemingly always on the cusp of breaking into athroaty chuckle. A smile
played on histhin, widelips, but the eyes above were cold and hard. Close up hewas even larger
than I'd expected, agreat white wal of aman. With hisfur coat on, he might have been mistakenin
bad light for amammoth's backside.

[6] No? Oh, well. It'sthe poet in me, | think.

Simpkin had edged away againgt the front of the counter. "No, master. H-he is amessenger for
you. H-h-he brings amessage.”

"Y ou stagger me, Simpkin! A messenger with amessage! Extraordinary. So why didn't you take
the message and send him on hisway?1 |eft you with plenty of work to do.”

"You did, master, you did. He hasonly just arrived!™

"More extraordinary than ever! With my scrying glass, | have been watching you both chattering
away like fishwivesfor the last ten minutest What explanation can there be? Perhaps my eyesight is
fading at last in my advanced old age." The magician drew his monocle out of awaistcoat pocket,
screwed it into pogition over hisleft eye[7] and took acouple of steps forward, idly swinging his cane.
Simpkin flinched but made no answer.

[7] With the aid of their lenses, magicians can see clearly onto the second and third planes and blearily onto
the fourth. Sholto was no doubt checking me out on these. Fortunately my imp-form extended to the fourth, so |
was safe.

"Wl then." The cane suddenly sivung in my direction. ™Y our message, imp, whereisit?'



| touched my forelock respectfully. "I entrusted it to my memory, sir. My master considered it
too important to be inscribed on paper.”

"Isthat s0?' The eye behind the monocle looked me up and down. "And your master is...."

"Simon Lovelace, Sr!" | gave asmart salute and stood to attention. "And if you'll give meleave,
ar, | shal relay his message now, then depart. | do not wish to take up any more of your time.”

"Quite 30." Sholto Pinn drew closer and fixed me keenly with both eyes. Y our
message—please proceed.”

"Simply this, gr. 'Dear Sholto, Have you been invited along to Parliament tonight? I've not—the
Prime Minister seemsto have forgotten me and | fed rather snubbed. Please respond with advice
A.SA.P. All the best for now, Simon." Word for word, that is, sir, word for word." This sounded
plausible enough to me, but | didn't want to push my luck. | saluted again and set off for the door.

"Snubbed, eh? Poor Simon. Mmm." The magician considered amoment. "Before you go, what
isyour name, imp?"

"Erm—Bodmin, Sr."

"Bodmin. Mmm." Sholto Pinn rubbed one of hischinswith athick, jeweled finger. "Y ou're
doubtless keen to get back to your master, Bodmin, but before you go | have two questions.”

Reluctantly | drew to ahdlt. "Oh—yes, sr."

"What apoliteimp you are, to be sure. Well, firs—why would Simon not write down such a
harmless note? It is hardly seditious and might well become mangled in the memory of alesser demon
such asyoursdf.”

"I have avery fine memory, sr. Renowned for it, | am.”

"Even S0, it isout of character.... No matter. My other question..." And here Sholto moved a
step or two closer and sort of loomed. Heloomed very effectively. In my current shape | didn't half
fed amdl. "My other questionisthis: why did Simon not ask my advicein person fifteen minutes ago,
when | met him for a prearranged lunch?"

Ah. Timeto leave.

| made aleap for the exit, but quick as| was, Sholto Pinn was quicker. He banged his cane on
thefloor and tilted it forward. A yellow ray of light shot from the end and collided with the door,
sending out globular plasmsthat froze ingtantly againgt anything they touched. | somersaulted over
them through acloud of icy vapor and landed on the top of adisplay stand chock-full of satin
undergarments. The staff let out another beam; beforeit hit | was aready in midair, legping over the
head of the magician and landing hard on the top of his counter, scattering papersin every direction.

Then | spun and fired off a Detonation—it collided directly with the magician's back, propelling
him forward straight into the frozen display stand. He had a protective field around him—I could seeit
as pretty yellow sparkleswhen | flipped through the planes—but though there wasn't the hole in him |



wanted, he was badly winded. He subsided gasping into amess of icy boxer shorts. | set off for the
nearest window, intending to bust my way out into the street.

| had forgotten Simpkin. Stepping smartly from behind arack of cloaks, he swung agiant staff
(with atag marked Extra-large) directly at my head. | ducked; the staff smashed into the glass front of
the counter. Simpkin drew back to repeat the blow; | legped at him, wrested the staff from his claws
and gave him aclout that reversed the topography of hisfeatures. With agrunt hefell back into apile
of slly hats, and | proceeded on my way.

Between two mannequins, | spied a nice open stretch of window, made of clear, curved glass
that refracted the incoming sunlight into gentle rainbow colors. It looked very pretty and expensive. |
fired a Detonation through it, sending a cloud of powdered glass shards pluming out into the street,
and dived for the hole.

Too late. Asthe window broke, atrap wastriggered.
The mannequins turned round.

They were made of dark polished wood—the kind of shop dummy that has no human fegtures,
just adender smooth ova where the face should be. The barest suggestion of anose perhaps, but no
mouth, no eyes. They were modeling the latest fashionable wizard gear: his'n'-hers black suitswith
dim white pingtripes and razor-sharp lapds, lemon-white shirts with high, well-starched collars,
daringly colorful ties. They wore no shoes. from each trouser-leg projected only asimple nub of
wood.

As| leaped between them, their arms shot out to bar the way. From the depths of each deevea
slver blade extended and clicked into placein their fingerless hands. | was going too fast to stop, but
| was il holding the extra-large staff. The blades swung toward me in two synchronized arcs. |
raised the taff in front of my facejust intime: the blades sank deep into it, dmost cutting right through
and jerking meto a sudden painful halt.

For amoment | felt the cold aura of the silver againgt my skin,[g] then | let go of the staff and
flung myself back. The mannequins shook their blades, my staff fell to thefloor intwo haves. They
bent their knees and sprang—

[8] Silver hurts us badly; it burns our essence with its searing cold. Which iswhy Sholto had installed it in
his security system. What it did to the djinn imprisoned within the mannequins | dread to think.

| back-flipped over the counter.
The slver blades bit into the parquet flooring where | had just stood.

| needed to change, and fast—the facon form would probably do—but | also needed to defend
mysdf. Before | could make up my mind quite how, they were upon me again, whistling through the
ar, wind ruffling their oversize collars. | dived to one Side, crashing into a pile of empty gift boxes.
One mannequin landed on the countertop, the other behind it, their smooth heads turning toward me.

| could fed my energy getting low. Too many changes, too many spellsin too short atime. But |
wasn't helplessyet. | cast an Inferno on the nearer mannequin—the one creeping aong the counter. A



burst of bluefire erupted from its crigp white shirtfront and began to spread quickly acrossthe fabric.
Itstie shriveled, itsjacket smoldered. The mannequin ignored this, asit was bound to do;[9] it raised
itsblade again. | edged back. The mannequin bent itslegs, ready to spring. Firewas licking acrossthe
torso; now the varnished timber body was itsdf ablaze.

[9] The djinni within was forced to abey its instruction—the defense of the shop—no matter what the
consequenceto itself. Thiswaswhere | held adight advantage, since my only current obligation was to save my
skin.

The mannequin jumped high into the air and looped down onto me, the flames dancing behind it
like an outstretched cloak. At thelast moment | jumped aside. It hit the ground heavily. Therewasa
painful crack: the weakened, burning wood had splintered in the impact. The mannequin gave a
lopsided stride toward me, its body swaying a a grotesque angle—then itslegs gave way. It
collgpsed in afiery mess of blackening limbs.

| was about to do the same to its companion, which had hopped over the bonfire and was fast
approaching, when adight sound behind derted meto the partia recovery of Sholto Pinn. | glanced
back. Sholto was half stting up, looking asif he'd been hit by aherd of buffao. A pair of Y-fronts
draped hisforehead at afetching angle. But he was still dangerous. He groped for his staff, found i,
stabbed it in my direction. The yellow ray of light shot out once more—but | was aready gone from
the spot, and the plasms envel oped the second mannequin in mid bound. Itslimbs helplesdy frozen, it
crashed to the floor, shattering aleg into a dozen pieces.

Sholto cursed, looked around wildly. Heredly didn't haveto look far for little me. | wasright
above him, balanced on the top of afree-standing set of shelves. The whole stack was filled with
meticuloudy indexed files and beautifully arranged displays of shidds, statuary, and antique boxes that
had all no doubt been filched from their proper owners across the world. It must have been worth a
fortune. | leaned my back against thewall, set my feet firmly on the shelf top and pushed hard.

The st of shelves groaned and teetered.
Sholto heard the sound. He looked up. | saw his eyeswiden in horror.

| gave an extra-hard push, putting abit of venom into it. | wasthinking of the helpless djinn
trapped ingde the ruined mannequins.

The shelves hung suspended for aningant. A small Egyptian canopic jar wasthefirg tofall,
closely followed by atesk incense chest. Then the center of gravity shifted, the shelves shuddered,
and the whole edifice toppled down with wondrous swiftness upon the sprawling magician.

Sholto had time for maybe haf a cry before his accoutrements hit him.

At the sound of theimpact cars on Piccadilly swerved, collided. A cloud of incense and funera
dust boiled up from the strewn remnants of Sholto'sfine display.

| was satisfied with my performance so far, but it isaways best to quit while you're ahead. |
eyed the shelving cautioudy, but nothing stirred benegth it. Whether his defensive Shield had been
enough to save him | couldn't tell. No matter. Surdly now | wasfreeto leave.

Once more, | made for the hole in the window. Once more, afigure roseto block my way.



Smpkin.

| paused inmidair. "Please," | said, "don't waste my time. I've aready rearranged your face
oncefor you." Rather like thefinger of aningde-out glove, hisprevioudy protruding nose was il
sguished back deep into his head. He looked testy.

He gave anasa whisper. "Y ou've hurt the master.”

"Y es, and you should be dancing with joy!" | sneered. "If | wasin your placel'd begoinginto
finish him off, not whining on the sddineslike you, you miserable turncoat.”

"It took me weeksto set up that display.”
| lost patience. "Y ou've got one second to split, traitor.”
"It'stoo late, Bodmin! I've sounded the darm. The authorities have sent an af—"

"Y egh, yeah." Summoning the last of my remaining energy, | changed into the falcon. Smpkin
didn't expect such atransformation from a humble messenger imp. He ssumbled back; | shot over his
head, depositing afarewell dropping on hisscalp as| did so, and burst out at last into the freedom of
theair!

Upon which, anet of slver threads descended, dragging me down against the Piccadilly
pavement.

The threads were a Snare of the most resilient kind: they bound me on every plane, adhering to
my struggling feathers, my kicking legs and snapping beak. | fought back with al my strength, but the
threads clung to me, heavy with earth, the eement that is most dien to me, and with the agonizing
touch of silver. | could not change, | could not work any magic, great or small. My essence was
wounded by the barest contact with the threads—the more | flailed about, the worseiit felt.

After afew seconds, | gave up. | lay there huddled under the net, asmall, till, feathered mound.
One of my eyes peeped out under the crook of my wing. | looked beyond the deadly lattice of
threadsto the gray pavement, still wet after the last rain and thinly covered with asprinkling of glass
shards. And somewhere or other, | could hear Smpkin laughing, long and shrill.

Then the paving dabs grew dark under a descending shadow.

Two great, cloven hooves landed with asoft clink upon the dabs. The concrete bubbled and
popped where each hoof touched.

A vapor rose around the net, heavy with the noxious fumes of garlic and rosemary. My mind
was poisoned; my head swam, my muscles sagged....

Then darkness swathed the fdcon and, asif it were aguttering candle, snuffed itsintelligence
out.



18

Nathanie€l

The two daysfollowing his Naming were uncomfortable ones for Nathaniel. Physicaly, he was
at alow ebb: the summoning of Bartimaeus and their magical duel had seen to that. By thetime he
arrived back from histrip to the Thames, he was dready sniffing dightly; a nightfal he was snuffling
like ahog, and by the following morning he had afull-blown, taps-running head cold. When he
appeared, wraithlike, in her kitchen, Mrs. Underwood took onelook at him, spun him on his hedls,
and sent him back to bed. She followed him up shortly afterward with a hot-water bottle, apile of
chocolate-spread sandwiches, and a steaming mug of honey and lemon. From the depths of his
blankets, Nathaniel coughed histhanks.

"Don't mention it, John," she said. "'l don't want to hear another peep out of you this morning.
We have to get you better for the state address, don't we?" She glanced around the room, frowning.
"Therésavery strong smdl of candlesup here" she said. "And incense. Y ou haven't been practicing
here, have you?'

"No, Mrs. Underwood." Inwardly Nathaniel cursed his carelessness. He had been meaning to
open thewindow to let the stench out, but he had felt so weary the evening before, it had dipped his
mind. "That happens sometimes. Smellsrise to the top of the house from Mr. Underwood's
workroom."

"Odd. I've never noticed it before."

She sniffed again. Nathaniel's eyes were drawn asif by amagnet to one edge of hisrug, where
to hishorror he saw the perimeter of an incriminating pentacle pegping out. With agrest effort of will
he tore his gaze away and broke into avigorousfit of coughing. Mrs. Underwood was distracted. She
passed him the honey and lemon.

"Drink that, dear. Then deep,” shesad. "I'll come up again a lunch time.”

Long before she did so the window had been opened and the room well and truly aired. The
floorboards beneath the rug had been scrubbed clean.

Nathanid lay in bed. His new name, which Mrs. Underwood had seemed determined to break
infor him, rang strangdly in hisears. It sounded fake, even alittle foolish. John Mandrake.
Appropriate perhaps for amagician from the history books; less so for adribbly, cold-ridden boy. He
would find it hard to get used to this new identity, harder till to forget hisold name.... Not that hed
be alowed to forget it, with Bartimaeus around. Even with his safeguard—the tobacco tin washing
about at the bottom of the river—Nathanid did not fedl quite secure. Try ashe might to gect it from
hismind, the anxiety came back: it waslike aguilty conscience, prodding him, reminding him, never
letting him rest easy. Maybe he had forgotten something vitd that the demon would spot... maybe
even now it was hatching its plan, instead of spying on Lovelace as he had directed.

A multitude of unpleasant possibilities soun endlessy through his mind as he sprawled amid the
debris of orange pedls and crumpled tissues. He was sorely tempted to bring out the scrying glass



from its hiding place under the roof tiles, and with its help check up on Bartimaeus. But he knew this
was unwise—his head was fogged, his voice afeeble croak, and hisbody didn't have strength enough
to St upright, let done control asmal, belligerent imp. For the moment, the djinni would have to be
left to its own dubious devices. All would no doubt be well.

Mrs. Underwood's attentions saw Nathanidl back on hisfeet by the third morning.
"And not amoment too soon,” she said. "It's our big outing this evening.”

"Who will bethere?' Nathaniel asked. He was Sitting cross-legged in the corner of the kitchen,
polishing his shoes.

"The three hundred ministers of the Government, their husbands and wives, some very lucky
named gpprentices... and afew hangers-on—the lesser magicians from the civil service or military,
who are close to being promoted, but don't yet know the right people. It's agood opportunity to see
who'sin and who's out, John, not to mention what everyones wearing. At the summer gatheringin
June, severd of the fema e ministers experimented with caftansin the Samarkand style. It caused quite
adtir, but it didn't catch on, of course. Oh, please concentrate, John." He had dropped his brush.

"Sorry, it dipped, that's dl. Why Samarkand, Mrs. Underwood? What's so trendy about it?”

"I'm sure| haven't the faintest idea. If you've finished your shoes, you'd better get on with
brushing your jacket."

It was a Saturday and there were no lessonsto distract Nathaniel from the thrill of what wasto
come, S0 as the day wore on he became possessed by awildly mounting excitement. By three
o'clock, severd hours before it was necessary, he was aready dressed in his best clothes and
prowling back and forth about the house—a state of affairs that continued until his master put his head
out of hisbedroom and abruptly ordered him to stop.

"Cease your tramping, boy! Y ou're making my head throb! Or would you prefer to remain
behind thisevening?'

Nathaniel shook his head numbly and descended on tiptoe to the library, where he kept himsalf
out of trouble researching new Constraining spellsfor middle-ranking djinn. Time passed agreeably,
and hewas dtill busy learning the difficult incantation for the Jagged Pendulum, when Mr. Underwood
strode into the room, his best overcoat flowing behind him.

"Thereyou are, you idiot! I've been caling for you, up and down the house! Another minute and
you'd have found us gone.”

"Sorry, Sr—I| was reading—"

"Not that book you weren't, you dozy fool. It'sfourth-leve, written in Coptic—you'd never have
ahope. Y ou were adeep and don't deny it. Right, snap to sharpish, or | really will leave you behind.”



Nathaniel's eyes had been closed at the moment his master walked in: he found it easier to
memorize thingsthat way. All things considered, this was perhaps fortunate, snce he didn't haveto
come up with any further explanations. In an ingtant the book was lying discarded on the chair and he
wasout of thelibrary a his master's hedls and following him in a heart-pounding flurry down the hal,
through the front door and out into the night, where Mrs. Underwood, in ashiny green dress and with
something like afurry anacondawound loosely round her neck, waited smiling beside the big black
car.

Nathaniel had only been in hismaster's car once before, and he did not remember it. He climbed
into the back, marveling at the fed of the shiny leather seat and the odd, fake smdll of the pine-tree
odoriser dangling from the rearview mirror.

"Sit back and don't touch the windows." Mr. Underwood's eyebrows glowered at himin the
mirror. Nathaniel sat back, his hands contentedly in hislap, and the journey to Parliament began.

Nathaniel stared out of the window asthe car cruised south. The countless glowing lights of
London—headlamps, street lamps, shop fronts, windows, vigilance spheres—flashed in quick
succession across hisface. He gazed wide-eyed, blinking hardly &t dl, drinking everythingin.
Traveling acrossthe city was a specia occasion in itsdf—it rarely happened to Nathaniel, whose
experience of the world was confined mainly to books. Now and then, Mrs. Underwood took him on
necessary bustripsto clothes and shoe stores, and once, when Mr. Underwood was away on
business, he had been taken to the zoo. But he had seldom gone beyond the outskirts of Highgate,
and certainly never & night.

Asusud, it was the sheer scae that took his breath away; the profusion of streets and
sde-roads, the ribbons of lights curving off on al sdes. Mogt of the houses seemed very different
from the onesin his master's street: much smdler, meaner, more tightly packed. Often they seemed to
congregate around large, windowless buildings with flat roofs and tal chimneys, presumably factories
where commoners assembled for some dull purpose. As such they didn't redlly interest him.

The commoners themsalves were in evidence too. Nathaniel was dways amazed by how many
of them there were. Despite the dark and the evening drizzle, they were out in surprising numbers,
heads down, hurrying dong like antsin his garden, ducking in and out of shops, or sometimes
disappearing into ramshackle inns on street corners, where warm orange light shone through frosted
windows. Every house like this had its own vigilance sphere floating prominently in the air abovethe
door; whenever someone walked below, it bobbed and pulsed with a deeper red.

The car had just passed one of these inns—a particularly large example opposite a subway
sation—when Mr. Underwood banged hisfist down on the dashboard hard enough to make
Nathaniel jump.

"That'sone, Marthal" he exclaimed. "That's one of the worst of them! If it was up to me, the
Night Police would move in tomorrow and carry off everyone they found inside.”

"Oh, not the Night Police, Arthur,” hiswife said, in apained voice. "Surely there are better ways
of re-educating them."



"Y ou don't know what you're talking about, Martha. Show me aLondon inn, and I'll show you a
commoners meeting house hidden insde. In theattic, in the cdllar, in asecret room behind the bar...
I've seen it dl—Internd Affairs has raided them often enough. But there's never any evidence and
none of the goods we're after—just empty rooms, afew chairsand tables.... Take it from me—it's
filthy divesand pitslike that where dl thistrouble's starting. The P.M.'ll have to act soon, but by then
who knows what kind of outrage they'll have committed. Vigilance spheres aren't enough! We need
to burn the places to the ground—that's what | told Duvall this afternoon. But of course no onelistens
tome"

Nathaniel had long ago learned never to ask questions, no matter how interested hewasin
something. He craned his head and watched the orange lights of theinn dwindle and vanish behind
them.

Now they were entering central London, where the buildings became ever bigger and more
grand, as befitted the capitd of the Empire. The number of private cars on the roadsincreased, while
the shop fronts grew wide and gaudy, and magicians aswell as commoners became visble strolling on
the pavements.

"How are you doing in the back, dear?' Mrs. Underwood asked.
"Very well, Mrs. Underwood. Are we nearly there yet?
"Another couple of minutes, John."

His master took aglancein the rearview mirror. "Time enough then to give you awarning,” he
sad. "Tonight you're representing me. Were going to be in the sameroom as all the mgor magicians
in the country and that means men and women whose power you can't even begin to guess at. Put a
foot out of lineand it'll ruin my reputation. Do you know what happened to Disradli's apprentice?”

"No, gr."

"It was a ate address much like this one. The apprentice tripped on Westmingter stepswhile
Digradli was being introduced to the assembly. He knocked againgt his master and sent him tumbling
head over hedls down the sairs. Disradli's fall was broken by the Duchess of Argyle—fortunately a

well-padded lady.”
"Yes gr."

"Disradli stood up and apologized to the Duchess with great courtesy. Then he turned to where
his apprentice was trembling and weeping at the top of the steps and clapped his hands. The
agpprentice fdl to his knees, his hands outstretched, but to no avail. A darknessfell acrossthe hall for
approximately fifteen seconds. When it cleared the apprentice had gone and in his placewas asolid
iron statue, in exactly the wretched boy's shape. In its supplicating hands was a boot scraper, on
which everyone entering the hal for the last one hundred fifty years has been able to clean their
shoes."

"Really, Sr?Will | seeit?'

"The point being, boy, that if you embarrassmein any way | shal ensurethat therésa



matching hat stand there too. Do you understand?"

"l doindeed, sir." Nathanid made amenta note to check the formulae for Petrifaction. He had a
feding it involved summoning an afrit of congderable power. From what he knew of hismaster's
ability, he doubted he would have the dightest chance of accomplishing this. He smiled dightly in the
darkness.

"Stay besdemeat dl times," Mr. Underwood went on. "Do not speak unless| give you leave
and do not stare a any of the magicians, no matter what deformities they may possess. And now, be
quiet—we're there, and | need to concentrate.”

The car dowed; it joined a procession of smilar black vehiclesthat moved aong the broad gray
span of Whitehall. They passed asuccession of granite monuments to the conquering magicians of the
late Victorian age and the fallen heroes of the Great War, then afew monoalithic sculptures
representing lded Virtues (Patriotism, Respect for Authority, the Dutiful Wife). Behind soared the
flat-fronted, many-windowed office towers that housed the Imperia Government.

The pace dowed to acrawl. Nathaniel began to notice groups of silent onlookers standing on
the sdewalks, watching the cars go by. Asbest he could judge, their mood seemed sullen, even
hostile. Mogt of the faces were thin and drawn. Large men in gray uniforms stood casualy further off,
keeping an eye upon the crowds. Everyone—policemen and commoners alike— ooked very cold.

Sitting by himsdlf in the insulated comfort of the car, aglow of self-satisfaction began to stedl
over Nathanidl. He was part of things now; hewas an insder on hisway to Parliament at last. Hewas
important, set gpart from the res—and it felt good. For thefirst timein hislife he knew the lazy
exhilaration of easy power.

Presently the car entered Parliament Square and they turned left through some wrought-iron
gates. Mr. Underwood flashed a pass, someone signaed them to go on, then the car was crossing a
cobbled yard and descending aramp into an underground car-park lit by neon sriplights. Mr.
Underwood pulled into afree bay and switched off theignition.

In the back, Nathanidl's fingers dug into the leather seat. He was shaking with suppressed
excitement.

They had arrived.
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They walked beside an endless row of glittering black carstoward apair of meta doors. By this
time, Nathanid's anticipation was such that he could hardly focus on anything at dl. He was so
distracted that he scarcely took in the two dim guards who stopped them beside the doors, or noticed
his master produce three plastic passes, which were inspected and returned. He barely registered the
oak-paneed lift that they entered, or the tiny red sphere observing them from the celling. And it was
only when thelift doors opened and they stepped out into the splendor of Westminster Hall that, with
arush, his sensesreturned to him.



It was avast space, wide and open under a steeply pitched ceiling of age-blackened beams. The
walls and floors were made of giant smoothed blocks of stone; the windows were ornate archesfilled
with intricate stained glass. At the far end amultitude of doors and windows opened on to aterrace
overlooking theriver. Y dlow lanterns hung from the roof and projected from the walls on meta
braziers. Perhaps two hundred people aready stood or strolled about the hal, but they were so
engulfed by the great expanse it seemed the place was dmost empty. Nathaniel swallowed hard. He
felt himself reduced to sudden insggnificance.

He stood beside Mr. and Mrs. Underwood at the top of aflight of stepsthat swept down into
thehall. A black-suited servant glided forward and retrested with his master's coat. Another gestured
politely and they set off down the Sairs.

An object to the Side caught hiseye. A dull-gray statue—a crouching boy dressed in strange
clothes, looking up with wide eyes and holding aboot scraper in his hands. Although age had long
snceworn away thefiner details of theface, it fill had acurioudy imploring look that made
Nathanid's skin crawl. He hurried onward, careful not to get too close to his master's hedls.

At thefoot of the steps they paused. Servants approached bearing glasses of champagne (which
Nathaniel wanted), and lime cordia (which he didn't, but received). Mr. Underwood took along swig
from his glass and flicked his eyes anxioudy to and fro. Mrs. Underwood gazed about her with a
vague, dreamy smile. Nathaniel drank some cordia and looked around.

Magicians of every age milled about, talking and laughing. The hal wasablur of black suitsand
elegant dresses, of white teeth flashing and jewels sparkling under the lantern light. A few hard-faced
men wearing identical gray jacketslounged near each exit. Nathaniel guessed they were police, or
magicians on security duty, ready to cal up djinn at the dightest hint of trouble—but even through his
lenses, he could spot no magicd entities currently present in the room.

Hedid, however, notice severd strutting youths and straight-backed girlswho were evidently
gpprentices like himsdlf. Without exception they were chatting confidently to other guests, al very
much at ease. Nathaniel suddenly became acutely conscious of how awkwardly his master and Mrs,
Underwood were standing, isolated and aone.

"Oughtn't we to talk to someone?’ he ventured.

Mr. Underwood flashed him avenomous look. "I thought | told you—" He broke off and hailed
afat man who had just come down the steps. "Grigori!"

Grigori didn't seem particularly thrilled. "Oh. Hello, Underwood."
"How ddightful to see you!" Mr. Underwood stepped across to the man, practically pouncing

on himin his eagernessto start a conversation. Mrs. Underwood and Nathaniel were left on their
own.

"lan't he going to introduce us?' Nathaniel asked peevishly.
"Don't worry, dear. It'simportant for your master to talk to the top people. We don't need to

talk to anyone, do we? But we can till watch, which isawaysapleasure...." Shetutted alittle. |
must say the stylesthisyear are so consarvative."



"Isthe Prime Minister here, Mrs. Underwood?'

She craned her neck. "I don't think so, dear, no. Not yet. But that's Mr. Duvall, the Chief of
Police...." A short distance away aburly manin gray uniform stood listening patiently to two young
women, who both seemed to be talking animatedly to him at the sametime. "I met him once—such a
charming gentleman. And very powerful, of course. Let me see, who ese? Goodness, yes... you see
that lady there?' Nathaniel did. She was startlingly thin, with cropped white hair; her fingers clasped
the stem of her glasslike the clenched talons of abird. " Jessica Whitwell. She's something to do with
Security: avery celebrated magician. She was the one who caught the Czech infiltrators ten years ago.
They raised amarid and set it on her, but she created aVoid and sucked it in. All on her own she did
that, and with minimum loss of life. So—don't cross her when you're older, John."

She laughed and drained her glass. Ingtantly, a servant appeared at her shoulder and refilled it
amost to the brim. Nathaniel laughed too. As often happened in her company, he found some of Mrs.
Underwood's serenity rubbing off on him. Herdlaxed alittle.

"Excuse me, excuse me! The Duke and Duchess of Westmingter.” A pair of liveried servants
hustled past. Nathaniel was pushed unceremonioudly to one side. A smadll, shrewish woman wearing a
frumpy black dress, agold anklet, and an imperious expression e bowed her way through the throng.
An exhausted-looking man followed in her wake. Mrs. Underwood looked after them, marveling.

"What a hideous woman sheis; | can't think what the Duke seesin her." She took another sip
of champagne. "And that there—good heavens! What has befdlen him?—isthe merchant Sholto
Pinn." Nathaniel observed agreet, fat man wearing awhite linen suit come hobbling down the steps,
supporting himself on apair of crutches. He moved asif it gave him great pain to do so. Hisface was
covered with bruises; one eye was black and closed. Two menservants hovered about him, clearing
hisway toward some chairs set against the wall.

"He doesn't look too well," Nathanid said.

"No indeed. Some dreadful accident. Perhaps some artifact went wrong, poor man...."
Bolstered by her champagne, Mrs. Underwood continued to give Nathaniel arunning guide to many
of the great men and women arriving in the hall. It was the cream of government and society; the most
influentia peoplein London (and that of course meant the world). As she expanded on their most
famous feets, Nathaniel became ever more glumly aware how peripheral hewasto dl this glamour
and power. The self-satisfied feding that had warmed him briefly in the car was now forgotten,
replaced instead by a gnawing frustration. He caught sight of his master again severd times, aways
standing on the fringes of agroup, always barely tolerated or ignored. Ever sincethe Lovelace
incident he had known how ineffectual Underwood was. Here was yet more proof. All his colleagues
knew the man was weak. Nathaniel ground his teeth with anger. To be the despised apprentice of a
despised magician! Thiswasn't the start in life that he wanted or deserved....

Mrs. Underwood jerked hisarm urgently. "There! John—do you see him? That'shim! That's
him!*"

"Who?'

"Rupert Devereaux. The Prime Miniger.”



Where he had come from, Nathaniel had no idea. But there suddenly hewas. asmal, dim man
with light brown hair, standing at the center of a scrummage of competing dinner-jackets and cocktail
dresses, yet miraculoudy occupying asolitary point of grace and calm. He was listening to someone,
nodding his head and smiling dightly. The Prime Miniger! The most powerful man in Britain, perhaps
theworld... Even at adistance, Nathaniel experienced awarm glow of admiration; he wanted nothing
more than to get close and watch him, to listen to him speak. He sensed that the whole room felt as he
did: that behind the surface of each conversation, everyone's senses were angled in that one direction.
But even as he began to stare, the crowd closed in and the dender, dapper figure was hidden from his
view.

Reluctantly, Nathaniel turned away. He took aresigned sip of his cordiad—and froze.

Near the foot of the staircase, two magicians sood. Almost done of al the guestsin that vicinity
they weretaking no interest in the Prime Minigterid throng; they talked animatedly, heads close
together. Nathaniel took a deep breath. He knew them both—indeed, their faces had been imprinted
on hismemory since his humiliation the year before. The old man with theflorid, wrinkled skin, more
withered and bent than ever; the younger man with the clammy complexion, hislank hair draping
down over hiscollar. Lovelacesfriends. And if they were present, would Lovelace himself be far
avay?

An uncomfortable prickling broke out in Nathanidl's somach, afeding of weakness that
annoyed him greetly. Helicked hisdry lips. Cam down. There was nothing to fear. Lovelace had no
way of tracing the Amulet to him, even if they met face to face. His searcherswould actualy have to
enter Underwood's house before they could detect its aura. He was safe enough. No, he should seize
this opportunity, like any good magician. If he drew closeto his enemies, he might overhear what they
had to say.

He glanced round; Mrs. Underwood's attention had been diverted. She was in conversation with
ashort, squat gentleman and had just broken into pedls of laughter. Nathaniel began to sidle through
the crowd on atrgectory that would bring him around to the shadows of the staircase, not far from
where the two magicians stood.

Halfway across, he saw the old man break off in mid-sentence and look up toward the entrance
gdlery. Nathanid followed his gaze. His heart jolted.

There he was: Simon Loveace, red-faced and out of breath. Evidently he had only just arrived.
He removed hisovercoat in aflurry and tossed it to a servant, before adjusting the lapels of hisjacket
and hurrying for the Sairs. His appearance was just how Nathaniel remembered it: the glasses, the
hair dicked back, the energy of movement, the broad mouth flicking asmile on-off at everyone he
passed. He trotted down the steps briskly, spurning the champagne that was offered him, making for
hisfriends.

Nathaniel speeded up. In afew seconds, he had reached an empty patch of floor beside one
sweeping banigter of the saircase. He was now not far from the foot of the stairs, close to where the
end of the banister curled round to form an ornate plinth, topped with a stone vase. Behind one side
of the vase, he glimpsed the back of the clammy magician's head; behind the other, part of the old
man's jacket. Lovelace himsaf had now descended the staircase to join them and was out of view.

The vase shidlded Nathanie from their sght. He eased himslf againgt the rear of the plinth and



leaned againgt it in what he hoped was a debonair fashion. Then he strained to distinguish their voices
from the hubbub dl around.

Success. Lovelace himsalf was speaking, hisvoice harsh and irritable. "...no luck whatsoever.
I'vetried every inducement possible. Nothing I've summoned can tell me who controlsit.”

"Tcha, you have been wasting your time." 1t was the thick accent of the older man. "How should
the other demons know?"

"It'snot my habit to leave any possibility untried. But no—you're right. And the spheres have
been usdless, too. So perhaps we have to change our plans. Y ou got my message? | think we should

"Cance?' A third voice, presumably the clammy man's.
"l can dwaysblamethegirl."

"l don't think that would bewise." The old man spoke softly; Nathanid could barely hear the
words. "Devereaux would be down on you even more if you canceled. He's looking forward to al the
little luxuries you've promised to provide. No, Simon, we have to put abraveface onit. Keep
searching. Weve got afew days. It may yet turn up.”

"It ruin meif it'sdl for nothing! Do you know how much that room's cost?"
"Cam down. You'reraising your voice."

"All right. But you know what | can't sand? Whoever did it is here, somewhere. Watching me,
laughing... When | discover who, I'll—"

"Keep your voice down, Lovelacel” The clammy man again.

"Perhaps, Simon, we should go somewhere alittle more discreet...." Behind the plinth, Nathaniel
jerked himsalf backward asif propelled by an eectric charge. They were moving off. It would not do
to come face to face with them here. Without pausing, he sidestepped away from the shadow of the
staircase and took afew steps into the crowd. Once he had got far enough away to be safe, he
looked back. Lovelace and his companions had scarcely moved: an ederly magician had imposed
hersdf on their company and was jabbering avay—to their vast impatience.

Nathaniel took asip of hisdrink and composed himsglf. He had not understood dl he had
heard, but Lovelace's fury was pleasingly evident. To find out more, he would have to summon
Bartimaeus. Perhaps his dave was even hereright now, trailing Lovelace.... Nothing showed up in his
lenses, admittedly, but the djinni would have changed its form on each of thefirst four planes. Any one
of these seemingly solid people might be ashdll, concedling the demon within.

He stood, lost in thought for atime, at the edge of asmal group of magicians. Gradudly, their
conversation brokein on him.

"...s0 handsome. Is he attached?"



"Simon Lovel ace? Some woman. | don't recal her name.”

"Y ou want to gtick clear of him, Devina. HE's no longer the golden boy."

"He's holding the conference next week, isn't he? And he's so good-looking...."

"He had to suck up to Devereaux long and hard for that. No, his career's going nowhere fast.”

"The P.M.'ssddined him. Loveace tried for the Home Office ayear ago, but Duvall blocked it.
Hateshim, can't recdl why."

"Duvdl'sgot the P.M.'sear, dl right.”

"That's old Schyler with Lovelace, isn't it? Whatever did he summon to get aface likethat? I've
seen better-looking imps.”

"L ovelace chooses curious company for aminister, I'll say that much. Who's that greasy one?”

"Lime, | think. Agriculture.”

"He'saqueer fih...."

"Wheré'sthis conference taking place, anyway?'

" Some godforsaken place—outside London.”

"Oh no, really? How desperately tedious. WEell probably al be pitchforked by men in smocks."

"Well, if that'swhat the P.M. wants..."

"Dreedful."

" So handsome, though...”

"You are shdlow, Deving; mind you, I'd like to know where he got that suit.”

"John!"

Mrs. Underwood, her face flushed—perhaps with the heet of the room—materidized in front of
Nathaniel. She grabbed hisarm. "John, I've been caling and calling! Mr. Devereaux is about to make
his speech. We need to go to the back; ministersonly at the front. Hurry up.”

They dipped to the Sde as, with aclopping of heds and a shuffling of gowns, avigorous herd
ingtinct moved the gueststoward asmall stage, draped with purple cloth, that had been whedled in
from aside room. Nathaniel and Mrs. Underwood were buffeted uncomfortably in the general rush,

and ended up at the back and to the side of the assembled audience, near the doors that opened out
onto theriver terrace. The number of guests had swelled considerably since they had arrived;



Nathaniel estimated there were now several hundred contained within the hdl.
With ayouthful spring, Rupert Devereaux bounded up onto the stage.

"Ladies, gentlemen, ministers—how glad | am to seeyou herethisevening....” He had an
dtractive voice, deep but lilting, full of casua command. A spontaneous round of cheers and clapping
broke out. Mrs. Underwood nearly dropped her champagne glassin her excitement. By her side,
Nathanid applauded enthusiastically.

"Giving adate addressisadways aparticularly pleasant task for me," Devereaux continued.
"Requiring asit doesthat | be surrounded by so many wonderful people..." More whoops and
cheers erupted, fairly shaking the rafters of the ancient hal. "Thank you. Today | am pleased to be
ableto report success on al fronts, both at home and abroad. | shall go into more detail in amoment,
but | can announce that our armies have fought the Italian rebelsto a stalemate near Turin and have
bunkered down for the winter. In addition, our apine battalions have annihilated a Czech
expeditionary force'—for amoment, his voice was drowned out in the generd applause. "And
destroyed anumber of their djinn.”

He paused. "On the home front, concern has been expressed again about another outbreak of
petty pilfering in London: anumber of magica artifacts have been reported stolenin the last few
weeks aone. Now, we al know these are the actions of ahandful of traitors, small-time
ne'er-do-wells of no consequence. However, if we do not stamp it out, other commoners may follow
their lead like the brainless cattle they are. We will therefore take draconian measuresto hdt this
vandaism. All suspected subversives will be detained without trid. | fed surethat with thisextra
power, Interna Affairswill soon have the ringleaders safely in custody.”

The state address continued for many minutes, liberally punctuated with explosions of joy from
the assembled crowd. What little substance it contained soon degenerated into amass of repetitive
platitudes about the virtues of the Government and the wickedness of its enemies. After atime,
Nathaniel grew bored: he could amost fed hisbrain turning to jelly ashe sroveto listen. Findly he
gave up trying atogether, and looked about him.

By haf turning, he could see through an open door onto the terrace. The black waters of the
Thames stretched beyond the marble balustrade, picked out here and there by reflections of the
ydlow lightsfrom the south Sde. Theriver was at its height, flowing away to the left under
Westminster Bridge toward the docklands and the sea.

Someone else had evidently decided the speech was too tedious to bear and had actually
stepped out onto the terrace. Nathaniel could see him standing just beyond the well of light that spilled
out from the hall. It was areckless guest indeed who so blatantly ignored the Prime Minigter... more
probably it was just asecurity officid.

Nathaniel's mind wandered. He imagined the ooze at the bottom of the Thames. Bartimaeusstin
would be haf buried now; lost forever in the rushing darkness.

Out of the corner of his eye he noticed the man on the terrace make a sudden, decisive
movement, asif he had drawn something large out from under his coat or jacket.

Nathaniel tried to focus, but the figure was shrouded in darkness. Behind him, he could hear the



Prime Minigter'smdlifluous voice till sounding. "...thisis an age of consolidation, my friends. We are
the grestest magical dite on earth; nothing isbeyond us...."

The figure stepped forward toward the door.

Nathanid's lenseslogged aflash of color within the darkness, something not entirely on one
plane....

"...we must follow the example of our ancestors, and srive...”

In doubt, Nathanid tried to spesk, but histongue was furred to the roof of his mouth.

Thefigure legped through into the hal. A youth with wild, dark eyes, hewore black jeans, a
black anorak; hisface was smeared with some dark oil or paste. In his hands was abright blue
sphere, the size of alarge grapefruit. It pulsated with light. Nathaniel could see tiny white objects
swirling within it, round and round and round.

"..for further domination. Our enemiesarewilting...."

Theyouth raised hisarm. The sphere glinted in the lantern light.

A gasp from within the crowd. Someone noticing—

"Yes, | say toyou again...”

Nathaniel's mouth opened in asoundless cry.

The arm jerked forward; the sphere | eft the hand.

"..they are uniting...."

The blue sphere arced into the air, over Nathaniel's head, over the heads of the crowd. To
Nathaniel, transfixed by its movement like amouse mazed by the swaying of asnake, itstrgectory
seemed to take forever. All sounds ceased in the hall, except for abarely discernible fizzing from the
sphere—and from the crowd, the gulped, high-pitched beginnings of awoman's scream.

The sphere disappeared over the heads of the crowd. Then came thetinkle of breaking glass.

And, asplit second later, the explosion.

20

The shattering of an eementa spherein an enclosed spaceis dways afrightening and destructive
act: the smaller the space, or the bigger the sphere, the worse the consequences are. It was fortunate
for Nathaniel and for the mgjority of the magicianswith him that Westmingter Hall was extremely large
and the tossed sphererelatively smdl. Even so, the effects were noteworthy.



Asthe glass broke, the trapped elemental's, which had been compressed within it for many
years, loathing each other's essences and limited conversation, recoiled from each other with savage
force. Air, earth, fire, and water: al four kinds exploded from their minute prison at top speed,
unleashing chaosin dl directions. Many people standing nearby were a one and the same time blown
backward, pelted with rocks, lacerated with fire, and deluged with horizonta columns of water.
Almogt al the company of magiciansfell to the ground, scattered like skittles around the epicenter of
the explosion. Standing at the edge of the crowd, Nathaniel was shielded from the brunt of the blast,
but even so found himself propelled into the air and sent careering back against the door that led onto
theriver terrace.

The mgjor magicians escaped largely unscathed. They had safety mechanismsin place, mainly
captive djinn charged to materidize the ingtant any aggressive magic drew near their masters persons.
Protective shields absorbed or deflected the ballooning gobbets of fire, earth, and water, and sent the
gusts of wind screeching off toward the rafters. A few of the lesser magicians and their guestswere
not so fortunate. Some were sent ricocheting between existing defensive barriers, bludgeoned into
unconsciousness by the competing e ements; others were swept aong the flagstones by smdll tidal
waves of steaming water and deposited in sodden humps halfway acrossthe hall.

The Prime Minister was aready gone. Even as the sphere crashed onto the stones three meters
from the stage, a dark-green afrit had stepped from the air and swathed him in aHermetic Mantle,
which it promptly carried into the air and out through a skylight in the roof.

Half dazed by hisimpact with the door, Nathaniel was struggling to rise when he saw two of the
men in gray jackets running toward him at frightening speed. He fell back; they leaped over him, out
of the door and onto the terrace. As the second one passed above with a prodigious bound, he et out
apeculiarly guttura snarl that raised the hairs on Nathanid's neck. He heard scuffling on the river
terrace, ascrabbling noise like claws on stone, two distant splashes.

Heraised his head cautioudy. The terrace was empty. In the hall the pent-up energy of the
released e ementals had run its course. Water duiced along cracks between the flagstones; clods of
earth and mud were spattered across the walls and the faces of the guests, afew flames il licked at
the edges of the purple drape upon the stage. Many of the magicians were stirring now, levering
themsdlvesto their feet, or helping othersto rise. A few remained sprawled upon the floor. Servants
were running down the saircase and in from adjoining rooms. Slowly people began to find their
voices, there was shouting, weeping, afew beated and rather redundant screams.

Nathanid got to hisfeet, ignoring asharp pain in his shoulder where he had collided with the
wall, and et off in anxious search of Mrs. Underwood. His boots dipped in the mess on thefloor.

Thefat man in the white suit was leaning on his crutches, talking to Smon Lovelace and the old,
wrinkled magician. None of them seemed to have suffered much in the attack, athough Loveace's
forehead was bruised and his glasses dightly cracked. As Nathaniel passed them, they turned together
and evidently muttered ajoint spell of summoning, for six tall, dender djinn wearing silver cloaks
suddenly materidized in front of them. Orders were given. The demonsroseinto the air and floated at
speed onto the terrace and away.

Mrs. Underwood sat on her backside with a bewildered look on her face. Nathanidl crouched
a her sde. "Areyou dl right?’



Her chin was caked in mud and the hair around one ear was dightly singed; otherwise she
seemed unharmed. Nathanid fdt alittle teary with relief. "Yes, yes, | think so, John. Y ou don't need
to hug me so. | am glad you are not hurt. Whereis Arthur?*

"I don't know." Nathaniel scanned the bedraggled crowd. "Oh, there heis.”

His master had evidently not had time to mount an effective defense—if his beard, which now
resembled the split haves of alightning-struck tree, was anything to go by. His smart shirt and jacket
front had been blown away, leaving only ablackened vest and adightly smoking tie. Histrousers had
not escaped either; they now started too late and ended too soon. Mr. Underwood stood near a
group of othersinasimilar predicament, with alook of goggling outrage on his red and soot-stained
face.

"I think hell live," Nathanid said.

"Go and help him, John. Go on. I'm fine, redlly | am. | just need to it down alittle.”

Nathaniel approached his master with some caution. He would not have put it past Underwood
to blame him somehow for the disaster.

"Sr? Areyou—"

His magter did not seem to register his presence. A bright light of fury shone benegth his
blackened eyebrows. With amagigteria effort, he drew the tattered remnants of his jacket together
and joined them at the one remaining button. He flattened down histie, wincing alittle at the hest.
Then he strode over toward the nearest straggling group of guests. Unsure what to do, Nathaniel
trailled dong behind.

"Who wasit? Did you see?' Underwood spoke abruptly.

A woman whaose evening gown hung like damp tissue from her shoulders shook her head. "It
happened too fast." Severd of the others nodded.

"Some object, came from behind...”

"Through aportd, perhaps, arenegade magician—"

A white-haired man with awhining voice cut in. "They say someone entered by the terrace....”
"Surely not—what about security?"

"Excuseme, gr.."

"This Resstance, do you think they—?"

"Lovelace, Schyler, and Pinn have sent tracker demons downriver."

IISr_II



"Thevillain must have jumped into the Thames and been swept away."

"Sr! | saw him!™

Underwood turned to Nathanidl at last. "What? What did you say?'

"l saw him, gr. The boy on the terrace—"

"By heaven, if yourelying..."

"No, gir, it was just before he threw it, Sr. He had ablue orb in his hand. He ran in through the
doors and chucked it, Sr. He was dark-haired, aboy, alittle older than me, sir. Thin, with dark
clothes on; he had acoat, | think; | didn't see what happened to him after hethrew it. It wasan
elemental sphere, I'm sure, sir, asmall one; so he didn't need to be amagician to bresk it...."

Nathanidl paused for breath, suddenly consciousthat in his enthusasm he had revedled afar
greater knowledge of magic than was gppropriate in an apprentice who had yet to summon hisfirst
mouler. But neither Underwood nor any of the other magicians seemed to notice this. They took a
moment to absorb hiswords, then turned away from him and began chattering away at breskneck
speed, each talking over the othersin their eagerness to proclaim their theories.

"It has to be the Res stance—but are they magicians or not? I've dways said—"

"Underwood, Internal Affairsisyour department. Have any elemental spheres been registered
solen?If so, what the hdll's being done about it?"

"l can't say; confidentid information...."
"Don't mutter into what's | eft of your beard, man. Weve aright to know!"
"Ladies, gentlemen...” The voice was soft, but its effect wasimmediate. The clamor ceased, dl

heads turned. Simon Loveace had appeared on the fringes of the group. His hair was back in place.
Despite his broken glasses and bruised forehead, he was as elegant as ever. Nathaniel's mouth felt

dry.

Lovelace looked around the group with his quick, dark eyes. "Don't bully poor Arthur, please,”
he said. For an ingtant, the smile flicked acrossthe face. "He isn't responsible for this outrage, poor
fellow. The assailant appears to have entered from theriver.”

A black-bearded man indicated Nathaniel. "That's what the boy said.”

The dark eyesfixed on Nathaniel and widened dightly with recognition. ™Y oung Underwood.
Y ou saw him, did you?'

Nathaniel nodded dumbly.
"S0. Sharp asever, | see. Does he have aname yet, Underwood?'

"Erm, yes—John Mandrake. I'vefiled it officidly."



"Wdl, John." Thedark eyesfastened upon him. "Y ou're to be congratulated; no one elsel've
spoken to so far got much of alook at him. The police may want a statement from you in due course.”

Nathaniel prised histonguefree. "Yes, Sr."

Lovelace turned back to the others. "The assallant |eft aboat bel ow the terrace, then climbed up
theriver wall and cut the throat of the guard. There's no body, but afair bit of blood, so he
presumably lowered the corpse into the Thames. He too seemsto have jumped into the water after
the attack and alowed himsdlf to be swept away. He may have drowned.”

The black-bearded man tutted. "It's unheard of! What was Duval thinking? The police should
have prevented this."

Loveace held up ahand. "'l quite agree. However, two officers are speedily on the trail; they
may find something, though water won't hel p the scent. I've sent djinn out aong the bankstoo. I'm
afrad | can't tell you anything more at this point. We must dl be grateful that the Prime Minigter issafe
and that no oneimportant waskilled. Might I humbly suggest that you al head hometo
recuperate—and perhaps treat yourselvesto a change of clothes? More information will no doubt
comeyour way a alater time. Now, if you'l forgiveme..."

With asmile he detached himsalf and walked away to another knot of guests. The group looked
after him, open-mouthed.

"Of dl the arrogant—" The black-bearded magician sopped himsdf with asnort. "Y ou wouldn't
think hewas only Deputy Minister for Trade. HE's going to find an afrit waiting for him one of these
days.... Well, I'm not hanging around, even if you lot are." He ssomped away; one by one, the others
followed suit. Mr. Underwood slently collected hiswife, who was busily comparing bruiseswith a
couple from the Foreign Office, and with Nathanid trotting aong behind, left the breathless confusion
of Westmingter Hall.

"All | can hope," hismagter said, "isthat thiswill encourage them to give me more funds. If they
don't, what can they expect? With ameady department of six magiciang! I'm not amiracle worker!"

For thefirst haf of the journey, the car had been heavy with slence and the smell of snged
beard. Asthey left central London, however, Underwood suddenly became talkative. Something
seemed to be preying on hismind.

"It's not your fault, dear," Mrs. Underwood said, soothingly.

"No, but they'll blame me! Y ou heard them in there, boy—accusing me, because of dl the
theftd"

Nathaniel ventured arare question. "What thefts, Sir?"
Underwood dapped the steering whed with frustration. "The ones carried out by the so-cdled

Resistance, of course! Magica objectsthieved from careless magicians adl over London. Objectslike
the elementa sphere—afew of them were taken back in January from awarehouse, if | remember



rightly. Inthe last couple of years, crimes like this have become more and more common, and I'm
meant to tackle it—with just Sx other magiciansin Internd Affaird™

Nathaniel was emboldened; he leaned forward on the backseat. " Sorry, sir, but who are the
Resgance?'

Underwood turned a corner too fast, narrowly avoiding an old lady and startling her into the
gutter by damming hisfist down on the horn. "A bunch of traitorswho don't like us being in control,”
he snarled. "Asif we hadn't given this country al itswedth and greatness. No one knows who they
are, but they certainly aren't numerous. A handful of commoners drumming up support in meeting
houses; afew hdfwit firebrands who resent magic and what it doesfor ‘em.”

"They're not magicians, then, Sr?"

"Of course not, you fool, that's the point! They're common as muck! They hate us and
everything magical, and want to bring the Government down! Asif that were possible.” He
accelerated through ared light, waving hisarm impatiently at the pedestrians diving back to the safety
of the pavement.

"But why would they stedl magica objects, Sr?If they hate magica things, | mean.”

"Who knows? Their thinking's all wrongheaded, of course; they're only commoners. Perhaps
they hopeit'll reduce our power—asiif losing afew artifacts would make ablind bit of difference! But
some devices can be used by non-magicians, as you saw today. They may be stockpiling weapons
for some future assault, perhaps at the behest of aforeign government.... It'simpossible to tell—until
we find them and snuff them out."

"But thiswasthair first actua attack, Sr?"

"Thefirgt on thisscale. There have been afew ridiculousincidents... mouler glasses tossed at
officid cars. that sort of thing. Magicians have been hurt. In one case the driver crashed; while hewas
unconscious, his briefcase, with saverd magical items, was stolen from hiscar. 1t was highly
embarrassing for him, theidiot. But now the Res stance has gonetoo far. Y ou say the assaillant was

young?’
"Yes, ar."

"Interesting... Y ouths have been reported at the scene of the other crimestoo. Still, young or
old, these thieves will rue the day they're caught. After tonight, anyone in possession of amagician's
stolen property will suffer the severest penaties our Government can devise. They won't die eesily,
you can be sure of that. Did you say something, boy?"

Nathaniel had uttered an involuntary noise, something between a choke and asqueak. A sudden
vison of the very stolen Amulet of Samarkand, which even now was hidden somewherein
Underwood's study, had passed before his eyes. He shook his head, dumbly.

The car turned the final corner and hummed down the dark and silent road. Underwood swept
into the parking space in front of the house. "Mark my words, boy," he said, "the Government will
haveto act now. | shdl request more personne for my department first thing in the morning. Then



perhapswell start catching these thieves. And when we do, well tear them limb from limb."

He got out of the car and dammed the door, leaving afresh waft of burned hair behind him.
Mrs. Underwood turned her head toward the backseat. Nathanidl was Sitting bolt upright, neck rigid,

looking into space.

"Hot chocolate before bed, dear?' she said.

21

Bartimaeus

The darkness cloaking my mind lifted. Instantly, | was asdert asever, crysd-sharpinal my
perceptions, a coiled spring ready to explodeinto action. It was time to escape!

Except it wasn't.

My mind works on severd levelsat once.[1] I've been known to make pleasant smdl talk while
framing thewords of aspdl and assessing various escape routes at the sametime. This sort of thing
regularly comesin handy. But right then | didn't need more than one cognitive leve to tell methat
escape was wholly out of the question. | wasin big trouble.

[1] Severa conscious levels, that is. By and large, humans can only manage one conscious level, with a
couple of more or less unconscious ones muddling along underneath. Think of it thisway: | could read a book with
four different stories typed one on top of the other, and take them all in with the same sweep of my eyes. The best |
can do for you is footnotes.

But firgt thingsfirgt. Onething | could do was ook good. The moment | awoke | realized that
my form had dipped while | had been out. My fa con form had deteriorated into athick, oily vapor
that doshed back and forth in midair, asif pulled by aminiature tide. This substance wasin fact the
nearest | could get to revealing my pure essence]2] while endaved on earth, but despiteits noble
nature, it wasn't wholly fetching.[3] | thus quickly changed myself into the semblance of adender
human female, draped in asimple tunic, before adding a couple of small horns on her scap for the
heck of it.

[2] Essence: the fundamental, essential being of a spirit such as myself, wherein my identity and nature are
contained In your world, we are forced to incorporate our essences into some sort of physical form; in the Other
Place, where we come from, our essences intermingle freely and chaotically.

[3] Infact, it had the appearance and odor of dirty washing-up water.
With thisdone, | appraised my surroundings with ajaundiced eye.

| was standing on top of asmall stone plinth or pillar, which rose about two meters high from the
middle of aflagstoned floor. On the first plane my view was clear in dl directions, but on the second
to seventh, it was blocked by something nasty: asmall energy sphere of considerable power. Thiswas
made up of thin, white, crisscrossing lines of force that expanded out from the top of the pillar beside
my dender feet and met again over my ddicate head. | didn't have to touch the linesto know that if |



did so they would cause me unbearable pain and hurl me back.

There was no opening, no weak spot in my prison. | could not get out. | was stuck insdethe
sphere like some dumb goldfish in abowl.

But unlike agoldfish, | had agood memory. | could remember what had happened after |
busted out of Sholto's shop. The silver Snare faling on me; the afrit's red-hot hooves melting the
pavement sones, the smdl of rosemary and garlic throttling me fast as a murderer's hands until my
consciousness fled. The outrage of it—me, Bartimaeus, spark out on aLondon street! But there was
time for anger later. Now | had to keep calm, look for a chance.

Beyond the surface of my sphere was a sizesble chamber of some antiquity. It was built of gray
stone blocks and roofed with heavy wooden beams. A singlewindow high up ononewadl letina
shaft of week and ailing light, which bardly managed to push through the swirling motes of dust to
reach the floor. The window wasfitted with amagica barrier amilar to my prison. Elsawhereinthe
room were severd other pillars smilar to the one on which | stood. Most were desolate and empty,
but one had asmall, bright, and very dense blue sphere balanced upon it. It was hard to be sure, but |
thought | could see a contorted something pressed inside.

Therewere no doorsin the walls, though that meant little. Temporary portals were common
enough in magicians prisons. Accessto the next chamber out (or in) would be impossible except
through gateways opened to order by combinations of trusted magician-warders. It would be
tiresomely difficult to bypassthese, evenif | could escape my prison sphere.

The guards didn't help matters either. They were two sizeable utukku,[4] golidly marching
around the perimeter of the room. One of them had the face and crest of adesert eagle, dl crue
curving besk and bristling plumes. The other had a bull's head, blowing clouds of spittle out of his
nostrils. Both walked like men on massive legs; their greet, veined hands clasping silver-tipped spears.
Feathered wings lay folded heavily on their muscled backs. Their eyesrolled ceasdesdy back and
forth, covering every inch of the room with their stupid, baleful glare.

[4] A type of djinni much favored by the Assyrian magicians for their unintelligent devotion to violence. |
first fought these at the battle of Al-Arish, when the pharaoh drove back the Assyrian army from Egyptian sail.
The utukku looked good—four meters high, heads of beasts and birds of prey, crystal breastplates, flashing
scimitars. But they could all be caught by the old "He's behind you" trick. Recipe for success: |. Take a stone. 2.
Chuck behind utukku so that it makes a diverting sound. 3. Watch utukku swivel, eyes popping. 4. Run him
through the back with gusto. 5. Gloat to taste. Oddly, my exploits that day made me afew enemies among the
surviving utukku.

| gavealight, rather maidenly sigh. Thingsredly didn't ssem too promising.

Stll, I wasn't beaten yet. Judging by the impressive scale of the prison, | was probably in the
hands of the Government, but it was best to be sure. Thefirst thing to do was grill my wardersfor as
much information asthey had.[5]

[5] Which was unlikely to be much. As arough rule of thumb, you can gauge a djinni's intelligence by the
number of guises he or she likes to wear. Sprightly entities such as me have no limit to the forms we take. The more
the merrier, in fact; it makes our existence dightly less wearisome. Conversely, the true dullards (viz. Jabor, utukku,
etc.) favor only one, and it's usually one that is millennia out of date. The forms these utukku wore were
fashionable in the streets of Nineveh back in 700 B.C. Who goes round as a bull-headed spirit nowadays? Exactly.
It's so passé.



| gave adightly insolent whistle. The nearest utukku (the eagle-headed one) looked across,
jerking his spear in my direction.

| smiled winsomely. "Hello there."

The utukku hissed like a serpent, showing his sharp, red-bird's tongue. He approached, il
feinting toughly with the spear.

"Steady with that thing," | said. "It's dways more impressive to hold aweapon ill. Y ou look as
if youretrying to skewer amarshmalow with atoasting fork."

Eagle-beak came close. Hisfeet were on the ground, two meters below me, but even so he was
eadly tall enough to look mein the eye. He was careful not to get too near to the glowing wall of my
phere.

" Speak out of turn again,” the utukku said, "and I'll prick you full of holes." He pointed to thetip
of hisspear. "Silver, thisis. It can pass through your sphere easy and prick you good, if you don't shut
up."

"Point already taken.” | brushed aloop of hair back from my brow. "I can seeI'm at your
mercy."

"That'sright." The utukku made to go off, but alondy thought had somehow madeit into the
wasteland of hismind. "Here," he added, "my colleague,"—he indicated Bull-head, who was watching
usfrom adistance with hislittle red eyes—"he says he's seen you somewhere before.”

"I don't think s0."

"Long time ago. Only you looked different. He says he's smelled you certain. Only he can't think
when."

"He may beright. I've been around afair time. | have abad memory for faces, I'm afraid. Can't
help him. Where are we now, exactly?' | wastrying to change the subject here, uncomfortably aware
that the conversation might shortly get round to the baitle of Al-Arish. If Bull-head wasasurvivor,
and helearned my name...

The utukku's crest tipped back alittle as he considered my question. "No harm your knowing
that," hesad a last. "Werein the Tower. The Tower of London." He spoke thiswith considerable
relish, banging the base of his spear on the flagstones to emphasize each word.

"Oh. That'sgood, isit?’

"Not for you."

Severd flippant remarks were lining up to be spoken here, but | forced them back with difficulty
and remained silent. | didn't want to be pricked. The utukku marched away to resume his patrol, but
now | spied Bull-head coming closer, snuffling and sniffling dl the whilewith hisvile wet nose,

When he was s0 close to the edge of my sphere that the gouts of froth he breathed out fizzed



and foamed against the charged white threads, he let out atormented growl. "I know you,” hesaid. "l
know your scent. Long ago, yes, but | never forget. | know your name.”

"A friend of afriend, perhaps?’ | eyed his spear-tip nervoudy. Unlike Eagle-beak, he didn't
waveit about at all.

"No... an enemy..."

"Terrible when you can't remember something that's right on the tip of your tongue,” | observed.
"lsn't it, though? And you try so hard to recall it, but often as not you can't because some fool's
interrupting you, prattling avay so you can't concentrate, and—"

Bull-head gave abellow of rage. " Shut up! | dmost had it then!"

A tremor ran through the room, vibrating dong the floor and up the pillar. Instantly, Bull-head
spun on his heels and trotted across to take up a sentry position against anondescript bit of wall. A
few meters away, Eagle-begk did the same. Between them an oval seam appeared inthe air; it
widened at the base, becoming a broad arch. Within the arch was a blackness, and from thistwo
figuresemerged, dowly gathering color and dimension asthey forced their way out of the treacly
nothingness of the portal. Both were human, though their shapes were so different that thiswas hard
to believe.

One of them was Shalto.

Hewas asround as ever, but hobbling nicely, asif every muscle pained him. | was pleased to
seetoo that his plasm-firing walking stick had been swapped for apair of very ordinary crutches. His
face looked as though an eephant had just got up fromiit, and | swear his monocle had sticky tape on
itsrim. One eye was black and closed. | dlowed myself asmile. Despite my predicament, there were
dill afew thingsleftinlifeto enjoy.

Sholto's bruised immensity made the woman dongside him seem even thinner than she actudly
was. A stooping heron of a creature, she was dressed in agray top and along black skirt, with
sraight white hair chopped short abruptly behind her ears. Her face was al cheekbones and eyes,
and entirely colorless—even her eyes were washed out, two dull marblesthe color of rainwater Stting
in her head. Long-nailed fingerslike scal pels jutted from her frilly deeves. She carried the odor of
authority and danger: the utukku clicked their heels and sauted as she passed, and with asnap of her
too-sharp nails, the portal behind her closed into nothing.

Trapped in my sphere | watched them approach—thin and fat, stooped and limping. All the
while, behind its monocle, Sholto's good eye was fixed on me.

They stopped afew meters off. The woman snapped her fingers again, and to my dight surprise,
the flagstones on which they stood rose dowly into the air. The captive imps beneath the stones gave
occasiona grunts asthey shouldered the burden, but otherwise it was a pretty smooth move. Hardly
any wobbling. Soon the stones stopped rising and the two magicians stood regarding me at my level. |
stared back, impassive.

"Woken up, have you?' the woman said. Her voice was like broken glassin an ice bucket. [6]
"Good. Then perhapsyou can help us. First, your name. | won't waste time caling you Bodmin; the



records have been checked and we know that's afase identity. The only djinni with that name
perished inthe Thirty YearsWar."

[6] Unexpectedly sharp. And cold. No one can say | don't work hard describing things for you.
| shrugged, said nothing.

"We want your name, your purpose in coming to Mr. Pinn's shop and everything you know
about the Amulet of Samarkand. Above dl, we want to know the identity of your master.”

| brushed my hair out of my eye and smoothed it back. My gaze wandered round theroomin a
bored sort of way.

The woman did not become angry or impatient; her tone remained level.

"Areyou going to be sensble?’ shesaid. "Y ou can tell us Sraightaway or tell uslater on. Itis
entirely up to you. Mr. Pinn, by the way, does not think you will be sensble. That iswhy he has
come. Hewishesto see your pain.”

| gave the battered Sholto awink. "Go on," | prompted him (with rather more cheer than |
actualy felt), "give meawink back. It'sgood exercisefor abruised eye." The magician bared his
teeth, but did not speak.

The woman made a motion and her flagstone did forward. "Y ou are not in apostion to be
impudent, demon. Let me clarify the Situation for you. Thisisthe Tower of London, whereal enemies
of the Government are brought for punishment. Perhaps you have heard of this place? For one
hundred fifty years magicians and spirits of al kinds have found their way here; none have left it, save
at our pleasure. This chamber is protected by three layers of hex-locks. Between each layer are
vigilant battalions of horlas and utukku, patrolling congtantly. But even to reach them you would have
to leave your sphere, whichisimpossible. Y ou arein aMournful Orb. It will tear your essenceif you
touch it. At aword of my command'—she uttered aword and the force-lines on the sphere seemed
to shudder and grow—"the orb will shrink alittle. Y ou can shrink too, I'm sure, so to start with you
will be ableto avoid being burned and blistered. But the orb can shrink to nothing—and that you
cannot do.”

I couldn't help glancing across at the neighboring pillar, with its densaly packed blue sphere.
Something had been ingde that orb and itsremainswerein there ftill. The orb had shrunk until it had
run out of room. It was like glimpsing adead spider a the bottom of adark glass bottle.

The woman had followed my gaze. "Exactly," shesaid. "Need | say more?’

"If | do talk," | said, addressing her for the firgt time, "what happens to me then? What's to stop
you squeezing the juice out of me anyway?'

"If you cooperate wewill let you go,” she said. "We have no interest in killing daves.”
She sounded so brutaly forthright | almost believed her. But not quite.

Before | could react, Sholto Pinn gave awheezing cough to draw the woman's attention. He



spoke with difficulty, asif hisribswere hurting him. "The atack,” he whispered. "The Resistance...”

"Ah, yes." Thewoman turned back to me. ™Y ou will gain even more chance of areprieveif you
can give usinformation about an incident that happened yesterday evening, after your capture—"

"Hold on," | said. "How long have you kept me knocked out?"

"For alittle under twenty-four hours. We would have interrogated you last night, but as| say,
thisincident... We didn't get round to removing the slver net until about thirty minutes ago. | am
impressed at the speed of your recovery.”

"Don't mention it. I've had practice.[7] So, thisincident... Tell me what happened.”

[7] Soright. I've been knocked out at various times by various peoplein places as far afield as Persepolis, the
Kalahari, and Chesapeake Bay.

"It was an attack by terrorigts, styling themsdvesthe Resistance. They clamto loathe dl forms
of magic, but notwithstanding that, we believe they may have some magica connections. Djinn such as
yourself, perhaps; conjured by enemy magicians. It's possible.”

This Res stance again. Smpkin had mentioned them too. He'd guessed they'd stolen the Amulet.
But Lovelace was responsible for that—perhaps he was behind this latest outrage as well.

"What sort of attack wasit?"
"An eementa sphere. Futile, haphazard.”

Didn't sound quite Lovelace's cup of tea. | saw him as more of a stedth-and-intrigue man, the
kind who authorizes murders while nibbling cucumber sandwiches at garden parties. Also, hisnoteto
Schyler had suggested they were planning something alittle farther aheed.

My musings were ruddy disrupted by aguttural snarl from my old friend Sholto.

"Enough of thig! It will not tell you of its own free will. Reduce the orb, dear Jessica, so that it
squirms and speaks! We are both far too busy to loiter inthiscell dl day.”

For the firgt time, the thin-lipped dash that was the woman's mouth extended outward in akind
of smile. "Mr. Pinn isimpatient, demon,” she said. "He does not care whether you spesak or not, as
long asthe orbis put to work. But | ways prefer to follow the proper procedure. | have told you
what we require—now isthe timefor you to talk."

A pausefollowed. I'd liketo say it was pregnant with suspense. I'd like to say that | was
wrestling with my conscience about whether to pill the beans about Nathaniel and my mission; that
waves of doubt poured dramatically across my delicate features, while my captors waited on
tenterhooks to know what my decision would be. I'd like to say that, but it would be alie.[g] So it
wasin fact arather more leaden, dreary, and desolate kind of pause, during which | tried to reconcile
mysdlf to the pain that | knew would be forthcoming.

[8] And I m scrupulously honest, as you know.



Nothing would have given me greater pleasure than to stitch Nathanid up good and proper. I'd
have given them everything: name, address, shoe sze—I'd even have hazarded a guess about his
ingde-leg measurement if they'd wanted it. I'd have told them about L ovelace and Faquarl too, and
precisaly where the Amulet of Samarkand wasto be found. I'd have sung like a canary—there was
so much totell. But... if | did so, | doomed myself. Why? Because: 1. There was agood chance
they'd just squish mein the orb anyway, and 2. Even if they did let me go, Nathaniel would then be
killed or otherwise inconvenienced and I'd be bound for Old Chokey at the bottom of the Thames.
And just the thought of dl that rosemary made my nose run.[9]

[9] Thoughtful persons might at this point object that since Lovelace had stolen the Amulet and was thus
working against the Government, it might have been worth a gamble to tell them about his crimes. Perhaps both
Nathaniel and | might have then been let off for services rendered. True, but unfortunately there was no knowing
who else was involved with Lovelace's plot, and since Sholto Pinn himself had been lunching with Lovelace the
previous day, there was certainly no trusting him. All in al, the risks of coming clean far outweighed the possible
benefits.

Better aquick extinction in the orb than an infinity of misery. So | rubbed my delicate chin and
waited for the inevitable to begin.

Sholto grunted and looked at the woman. She tapped her watch.
"Timesup,” shesad. "Wdl?'

And then, asif written by the hand of abad novelist, an incredible thing happened. | wasjust
about to givethem alast tirade of impassioned (yet clever) abuse, when | felt afamiliarly painful
sensation in my bowels. A multitude of red-hot pincers were plucking at me, tugging a my essence....

| was being summoned!
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For thefirst time ever | felt grateful to the boy. What perfect timing! What aremarkable
coincidence! | could now disgppear from under their noses, demateriaized by the summons, while
they gawped and gulped like startled fish. If | was quick, there would just be time to thumb my nose
at them too before departure.

| gave arueful shake of the head. " So sorry.” | smiled. "I'd love to help you, redly | would. But
| have to go. Maybe we can pick up the torture and captivity again sometime soon. Only with asmall
dteration. I'll be out there and it'll be you two cuddling up indgde the orb. So you'd better Sart dieting
big time, Sholto. Meanwhile, you can both—ouch!—go bail your heads and—Ahh!... Oooh!" It
wasn't my most fluent repartee, I'll admit, but the pain of the summoning was getting to me. It felt
worse than normal, somehow—sharper, less hedthy....

Also, it wastaking longer.
| abandoned al pretence of acheekily insolent posture, and writhed about on the top of the

column, willing the boy to get on with it. What was his problem? Didn't he know | wasin agony? It
wasnt like I could writhe properly either—the orb's force-lines were far too close for comfort.



After two deeply unpleasant minutes, the vicioustug of the summoning lessened and died away.
It left mein an undignified posture—crouched in abal, head between my knees, arms over my head.
With the dow stiffness of accumulated agony, | raised my face alittle and gingerly brushed the hair
back from my eyes.

| was dill insgde the orb. Thetwo magicianswereright there, grinning at me from beyond the
wals of my prison.

No way to make thislook good. Grimly, with athousand residua aches, | straightened, stood
up, stared back at them implacably. Sholto was chuckling quietly to himsdlf. "That wasworth the
price of admission onitsown, dear Jessica," he said. "Thelook on its face was Smply exquisite.”

The woman nodded. " Such good timing,” she said. "I'm so glad we were here to seethat. Don't
you understand yet, you stupid creature?' Her flagstone shifted alittle nearer. "1 told you; it is
impossibleto leave aMournful Orb, and that includes by summoning. Y our essenceislocked insde
it. Even your magter cannot cal you fromiit."

"Shell findaway," | said, then bit my lip asif | regretted saying it.
"She?" The woman's eyes narrowed. "Y our master isawoman?”'

"It lies" Sholto Pinn shook his head. "An obvious bluff. Jessica, | anweary; dso | am overdue
for my morning's massage a the Byzantine Baths. | should be in the seam room this moment. Might |
suggest that the creature needs further encouragement, and that we leave him to it?"

"An admirableidea, dear Sholto." She clicked her nailsfivetimes. A hum, ashudder. Timeto
downsize, pronto! | poured what remained of my energy into a hasty transformation, and asthe
flickering lines of the orb closed in on me, shrank mysdlf into anew form. An degant cat, hunched and
snuous, shying avay from the lowering walls of the orb.

In amatter of seconds, the orb shrank to about athird of itsformer dimensions. The humming of
its obscene energy was loud in my feline ears, but there was till ahealthy gap between me and the
walls. The woman snapped her nails, and the rate of shrinking dowed dramaticaly.

"Fascinating..." She spoketo Sholto. "In atime of crigs, it becomes adesert cat. Very Egyptian.
Thisoneshad along career, | think." Now she turned back to me. "The orb will continue to shrink,
demon,” she said. "Sometimesfast, sometimes dow. Eventudly it will reach asingle point. Y ou will be
observed continuoudly, so if at any time you wish to speak, you need only to say so. Otherwise,
farewdl.”

Inreply, the cat hissed and spat. That was as articulate as| could get right then.

The flagstones turned and descended to their origina positions. Sholto and the woman returned
to the arch and were swallowed by the portal. The seam closed up and the wall was as before.
Eagle-beak and Bull-head resumed their marching. The deathly white lines of the orb hummed and
glowed and closed inimperceptibly.

The cat curled on the top of the column and wrapped itstall around itsdf, tight asit would go.



Over the next few hours, my situation grew ever less comfortable. The cat lasted mewell at firg,
but eventudly the orb had shrunk so much my ears were down beneath my whiskersand | could fedl
thetip of my tail beginning to fry. A succession of changes ensued. | knew | was being watched, so |
didn't do the obvious thing and just become a flea straight off—that would only result in the orb's
ghrinking redlly fast to catch up with me. Instead, | went through aseries of furry and scaly variations,
keeping just ahead of the shimmering prison bars each time. First ajack-rabbit, then amarmoset, then
an undistinguished vole... Put all my formstogether and you'd have a pretty decent pet shop, |
uppose, but it wasn't exactly becoming.

Try as| might, | couldn't come up with any greet plan of escape ether. | could gain areprieve
by spinning some long, complex lie to the woman, but shed soon find out | was fibbing and finish me
off dl the quicker. That was no good.

To make matters even worse, the wretched boy tried summoning me twice more. He didn't give
up easily, probably reckoning held made some kind of mistake thefirst time, and ended up causing
me so0 much discomfort | nearly decided to turn himin.

Nearly, but not quite; no point giving up just yet. There was dways the chance something might
happen.

"Wereyou a Angkor Thorn?' Bull-head again, till trying to place me.

"What?' | wasthevoleat thispoint; | did my best to sound grandly dismissive, but voles can
only do peeved.

"Y ou know, the Khmer Empire. | worked for the imperiad magicians, me, when they conquered
Thailand. Were you something to do with that? Some rebel ?*

"No."[1]

[1] True, asit happens. That would be eight hundred years ago. In those days | was mostly in North
America

"Sure about that?'

"Yes! Of course I'm sure! Y ou're confusing me with someone else. But forget about that for a
minute. Listen..." Thevole dropped its voice nice and quiet, and spoke from under araised paw.
"Y ou're obvioudy aclever fellow, you've been around the block afew times, worked for alot of the
most vicious empires. Look—I've got powerful friends. If you can get me out of here, they'll kill your
measter for you, free you from your bond."

If Bull-head had possessed more brains, 1'd have sworn he waslooking a me skeptically.
Nevertheless, | plowed on regardiess. "How long have you been cooped up here on guard duty?" |
sad. "Ffty years? A hundred? That's no life for an utukku, isit? Y ou might aswell bein an orb like
this”

The head came close to the bars. A shower of nose-steam jetted al over me, leaving sticky



dropletsin my fur. "What friends?'

"Erm, amarid—abig one—and four afrits, very powerful, much stronger than me... You can
joinus..."

The head retreated with a contemptuous growl. ™Y ou must think I'm stupid!”

"No, no..." Thevole gave ashrug. "That's what Eagle-beak over there thinks. He said you
wouldn't join our plan. Still, if you're not interested...” With awriggle and ahaf-hop, the vole turned
its back.

"What?' Bull-head hastened round to the other side of the column, holding his spear closeto the
orb. "Don't you turn your back on me! What did Xerxes say?"

"Qi!" Eagle-beak came hurrying from the far corner of the room. "1 heard my name! Stop talking
to the prisoner!”

Bull-head looked at him resentfully. "I cantak if | want to. So, you think I'm stupid, do you?
Widl, I'm not, see? What's this plan of yours?"

"Donttdl him, Xerxes!" | whigpered loudly. "Dont tell him anything.”

Eagle-beak made arasping noise with hisbesak. "Plan?1 know no plan. The prisoner'slying to
you, Baztuk. What's it been saying?'

"It'sdl right, Xerxes," | called, brightly. "I haven't mentioned... you know."

Bull-head brandished his spear. "I think it's me who should be asking the questions, Xerxes," he
sad. "Y ou've been plotting with the captive!™

"No, you idiot—"
“ldiot, am 17"

Then they were off: muzzleto beak, al posturing muscles and flaring crest feathers, shouting and
landing punches on each other's armored chests. Ho-hum. Utukku always were easy to foal. In their
excitement, | had been quite forgotten, which suited mefine. Ordinarily, | would have enjoyed seeing
them at each other'sthroats, but right now it was scant consolation for the mess| wasin.

The orb had become uncomfortably tight once more, so | downsized again, thistime to a scarab
beetle. Not that therewas agreat ded of point in this; but it delayed the inevitable and gave me room
to scurry back and forth on the top of the pillar, flashing my wing-casesin rage and something like
despair. That boy, Nathaniel! If ever | got out, I'd wreak such revenge on him that it would enter the
legends and nightmares of his people! That |, Bartimaeus, who spoke with Solomon and Hiawatha,
should go out like this—as a beetle crushed by an enemy too arrogant to even watch it done! No!
Even now, I'd find away....

| scurried back and forth, back and forth, thinking, thinking....



Impossible. | could not escape. Death was closing in steadily on every side. It was hard to see
how the Situation could possibly get any worse.

A froth of steam, aroar, amad, red eye lowered to my level.
"Batimaeud"

Wéll, that was one way. Bull-head was no longer squabbling. He had suddenly remembered
who | was. "l know you now!" he cried. "Y our voice! Yes, it is you—the destroyer of my people! At
last! | have waited twenty-seven centuries for this moment!™

When you're faced with acomment like that, it's hard to think of anything to say.

The utukku raised his silver spear and howled out the triumphant battle cry that hiskind always
deliver with the desth stroke.

| settled for whirring my wings. Y ou know, in aforlorn, defiant sort of way.

23

Nathaniel

What was to become the worst day of Nathaniel's life started out much as it meant to go on.
Despite returning from Parliament at such alate hour, he had found it dmost impossibleto get to
deep. Hismager'sfind words rang endlesdy through hismind, indtilling in him agrowing unease:
"Anyonein possession of stolen property will suffer the severest pendties...” The severest
penalties... And what wasthe Amulet of Samarkand if not stolen property?

True, on the one hand, he was certain Lovelace had aready stolen the Amulet: it wasto get
proof of thisthat he had sent Bartimaeus on his mission. But on the other hand, he—or, strictly
speaking, Underwood—currently had the stolen goodsinstead. If Lovelace, or the police, or anyone
from the Government should find it in the house... indeed, if Underwood himsdlf should discover itin
his collection, Nathaniel dreaded to think what catastrophes might occur. What had started out asa
persond gtrike againgt his enemy now seemed suddenly afar riskier business. It wasn't just Lovelace
he was up againgt now, but the long arm of the Government too. He had heard about the glass prisms,
containing the remains of traitors, that hung from the battlements of the Tower of London. They made
an eloquent point. It was never wiseto risk officia wrath.

By thetime the ghostly light that precedes the dawn began to glow around the skylight, Nathaniel
was sure of onething only. Whether the djinni had gathered proof or not, he ought to get rid of the
Amulet fast. Hewould return it to Lovelace and dert the authoritiesin someway. But for that, he
needed Bartimaeus.

And Bartimaeus refused to cometo him.

Despite his bone-aching weariness, Nathanidl performed the summoning three times that
morning, and three timesthe djinni did not appear. By the third try, he was practicaly sobbing with



panic, gabbling out the words with hardly a care that amispronounced syllable might endanger him.
When hefinished, he waited, breething fast, watching the circle. Come on, come on.

No smoke, no smdll, no demon.

With acurse, Nathaniel canceled the summons, kicked a pot of incense across the room and
flung himsalf upon his bed. What was going on? If Bartimaeus had found some way to bresk free of
hischarge... But surdly that wasimpossible—no demon had ever managed such athing asfar as
Nathaniel knew. He beat hisfist uselesdy againgt the blankets. When he got the djinni back again,
held makeit pay for this delay—he'd subject it to the Jagged Pendulum and watch it squirm!

But in the meantime, what to do?

Use the scrying glass? No, that could come later: the three summonings had worn him out, and
first he had to rest. Instead, there was his master's library. That was the place to begin. Maybe there
were other, more advanced methods of summoning he could try. Perhaps there was information on
tricks djinn used to avoid returning.

He got up and kicked the rug over the chalk circles on the floor. No timeto clear it up now. Ina
couple of hours he was due to meet his magter, to findly try thelong-awaited summoning of the
natterjack impling. Nathaniel groaned with frustration—that was the last thing he needed! He could
summon theimpling in hisdeep, but his master would ensure he checked and double-checked every
line and phrase until the processtook several hours. It was awaste of energy he could well do
without. What afool his master was!

Nathaniel set off for thelibrary. He clattered down the attic sairs.

And ran headlong into his master coming up.

Underwood fell back againgt the wall, clutching the most expansive part of hiswaistcoat, which
had connected sharply with one of Nathaniel's elbows. He gave acry of rage and aimed aglancing
dap at his apprentice's head.

"Youlittleruffian! Y ou could have killed me!™

"Sir! I'm sorry, Sr. | didn't expect—"

"Careering down gtairslike some brainless oik, some commoner! A magician kegps his
deportment gtrictly under control at dl times. What are you playing at?'

"I'm dreadfully sorry, gir...." Nathaniel was recovering from the shock; he spoke meekly. "I was
just going down to the library, to double-check afew things before our summoning this afternoon. I'm
sorry if | wastoo eeger.”

His humble manner had its effect. Underwood breathed hard, but his expression relaxed. "Wdll,
if the intention was good, | suppose | can hardly blame you. In fact | was coming to say that
unfortunately | shal not be in this afternoon. Something serious has happened and | must—" He
stopped; the eyebrows flickered and melted into afrown. "What'sthat | smell?



IIS r?l
"That odor... it clingsto you, boy." He bent closer and sniffed loudly.

"l—I'm sorry, g, | forgot to wash thismorning. Mrs. Underwood's mentioned thisto me
before.

"1'm not talking about your own scent, boy, unpleasant though it is. No, it'smorelike...
rosemary... Yes! And laurd... and St. John'swort...." His eyes suddenly widened and flashed in the
haf-light of the staircase. "Thisis generd summoning incense hanging about your person!™

n NO, s r_n

"Don't you dare contradict me, boy! How hasit...?" A suspicion dawned in hiseyes. "John
Mandrake, | wish to see your room! Lead the way."

"I'd rather not, sSr—it'saterrible mess; 1'd fed embarrassed...."

Hismagter raised himself to hisfull height, his eyesflashing, his singed beard bristling. He seemed
somehow to grow taler than Nathaniel had ever seen him, although the fact that he was standing on
the step above probably helped abit. Nathanid felt himself shrink back, cowering.

Underwood flourished afinger and pointed up the stairs. "Gol"

Helplesdy, Nathanidl obeyed. In silence, he led the way to his chamber, his master's heavy
boots treading close behind him. As he opened the door, an unmistakable stench of incense and
candle wax gusted up into hisface. Nathaniel stood glumly to one side as, sooping under the low
celling, his master entered the attic room.

For afew seconds, Underwood surveyed the scene. It was an incriminating picture: an upturned
pot, with atrail of multicolored incense extending from it across the floor; severa dozen summoning
candles, ill smoldering, arranged against the walls and upon the desk; two heavy books on magic,
taken from Underwood's own persona shelves, lying open on the bed. The only things that weren't
visble were the summoning circlesthemsdlves. They lay hidden under the rug. Nathaniel thought this
gave him apossible way out. He cleared histhroat.

"If | might explain, gr."

His master ignored him. He strode forward and kicked at a corner of the rug, which fell back on
itself to reved the corner of acircle and severa outer runes. Underwood stooped, took hold of the
rug and flung it bodily asde so that the whole diagram was reveded. For amoment, he scanned the
inscriptions, then, with grim intention in his eyes, turned to his apprentice.

"Wel?'
Nathaniel swallowed. He knew that no excuse would save him, but he had to try. "1 wasjust

practicing making the marks, Sir," he began in an uncertain voice. "Getting the fed for it. | didn't
actudly summon anything, of course, Sr. | wouldn't dare....”



Hefaltered, stopped. With one hand, his master was pointing to the center of the bigger circle,
where a prominent scorch mark had been left by Bartimaeussfirst appearance. With the other, he
indicated the numerous burns|eft on the wals by the explosion of the Stimulating Compass.
Nathanidl's shoulders sagged.

"Um.."

For aningant, it seemed as though Mr. Underwood's deportment was going to fail him. Hisface
mottled with rage, he took two quick stepsin Nathaniel's direction, his hand raised to Strike.
Nathanid flinched, but the blow did not fall.

The hand lowered. "No," his master said, panting hard. "No. | must consider how to dedl with
you. Y ou have disobeyed me in a hundred ways, and in so doing have risked your own life and that of
the peoplein this house. Y ou have dabbled with works of magic that you cannot hope to
comprehend—I see Faust's Compendium there, and The Mouth of Ptolemy! Y ou have summoned,
or attempted to summon, adjinni of at least the fourteenth level, and even tried to bind it with
Addbrand's Pentacle, afest that | would balk at. The fact that you undoubtedly failed in no way
mitigates your crime. Stupid child! Have you no concept of what such abeing might do to you, if you
made even the dightest dip? Have dl my lessons over the years meant nothing? | should have known
you were not to be trusted last year, when your wilful act of violence againgt the guests of my house
nearly ruined my career. | should have disposed of you then, when you were nameless. No one would
have given it a second thought! But now that you are named and will bein the next edition of the
Almanac, | cannot get rid of you so easily! Questionswill be asked, formswill haveto befilled, and
my judgment will once again be cdled into doubt. No, | must consider what to do with you, though
my hand itchesto cal up aReviler on the spot and leave you initstender care.”

He paused for breath. Nathaniel had dumped back to Sit on the edge of hisbed, all energy
crushed from him.

"Takeit fromme" hismaster said, "that no apprentice of mine disobeys mein the fashion you
have done. If | didn't have to go to the ministry urgently, | would ded with you now. Asitis, you are
confined to your room until my return. But first"—here he strode across to Nathaniel's wardrobe and
flung wide the door—"we must see that you have no other surprises hidden away."

For the next ten minutes, Nathaniel could only St dull-eyed while his master searched the room.
The wardrobe and the chest-of-drawers were turned out and rifled, his meager quantity of clothes
strewn upon the floor. Severa plastic bags of incense were found, asmall supply of colored chalk,
and one or two sheaves of notes that Nathaniel had made during his extracurricular sudies. Only the
scrying glass, securein its hiding place benesth the eaves, remained undiscovered.

Mr. Underwood gathered up the incense, books, chak and notes. "'l shall read through your
scrawlings upon my return from the ministry,” he said, "in case | need to question you further about
your activities before you receive your punishment. In the meantime, remain here and reflect upon
your sinsand the ruin of your career.”

Without another word, he swept from the attic and locked the door behind him.

Nathanidl's heart was a stone plummeting to the bottom of adeep, dark well. He sat motionless
on the bed, listening to the rain tapping on the skylight and, far below, his master banging from room



toroomin hisfury. Eventudly adistant dam assured him that Mr. Underwood had |eft the house.

An unknown time later, he was startled out of his misery by the sound of the key turning in the
lock. His heart jolted with fear. Surely not his master back aready?

But it was Mrs. Underwood who entered, bringing asmall bow! of tomato soup on atray. She
placed it on the table and stood regarding him. Nathaniel could not bring himsdlf to look at her.

"Well," shesaid, inaleve voice, "I hope you're satisfied with yoursdlf. From what Arthur tells
me, you have been very bad indeed.”

If hismaster'storrent of anger had merely numbed him, these few words from Mrs. Underwood,
laced asthey were smply with quiet disappointment, pierced Nathanid to the marrow. Hislast
vestiges of self-control failed him. Heraised hiseyesto her, fedling tears prickle againgt the corners.

"Oh, Nath—John!" He had never heard her so exasperated. "Why couldn't you be patient?
Ms. Lutyens used to say that thiswas your abiding fault, and she wasright! Now you'vetried to run
before you can walk, and | don't know if your master will ever forgive you."

"Hell never forgive me. He said s0." Nathaniel's voice was faint; he was holding back the tears.

"He's extremdy angry, John, and rightly.”

"He said my—my career wasruined.”

"I shouldn't be surprised if that wasn't exactly what you deserved.”

"Mrs. Underwood!"

"But perhaps, if you are open and honest with him about what you've done, there is a chance
that he will listen to you when hereturns. A very small chance.”

"Hewon't; he'stoo angry.”

Mrs. Underwood sat down on the bed beside Nathaniel and put her arm round his shoulder.
"Y ou don't think it's unheard of, do you, for apprenticesto try too much, too soon? It often marks out
those with the most talent. Arthur islivid, but heisaso impressed, | cantell. | think you should
confidefully in him; throw yoursdf on hismercy. Hewill like that."”

Nathanid gave asniff. "Y ou think so, Mrs. Underwood?' Asaways, the comfort of her
presence and her calm common sense reached past his defenses and soothed his pride. Maybe she
was right. Maybe he should tell the truth about everything....

"1 will do my best to appease him too,” she went on. "Heaven knows, but you don't deserveit.
Look at the state of thisroom!"

"Il cleanit right away, Mrs. Underwood; right away." Hefelt alittle comforted. Perhaps he
would tell his master, own up to his suspicions about Lovelace and the Amulet. Thingswould be
painful, but Smpler that way.



"Drink your soup firgt." She got up. "Make sure you have everything ready to tell your master
when he comes back."

"Why's Mr. Underwood gone to the ministry? It'sa Sunday." Nathaniel was dready picking up
some of the garments and stuffing them back into the drawers.

"Some emergency, dear. A rogue djinni has been caught in centra London.”
A dight shiver ran down Nathanid's spine. "A djinni?"

"Yes. | don't know the details, but apparently it was masquerading as one of Mr. Lovelace's
imps. It broke into Mr. Pinn's shop and caused no end of damage. But they sent an afrit and caught it
soon enough. It's being interrogated now. Y our magter thinks the magician that sent the djinni may
have some link to these artifact thefts that have been so bothering him—and perhaps to the Resistance
too. He wants to be there when they force the information out. But that's not redlly your prime
concern now—isit, John? 'Y ou need to be deciding what to say to your master. And scrub thisfloor
till it shined"

"Yes, Mrs. Underwood.”
"Good boy. I'll look infor your tray later."

No sooner had the door been locked than Nathaniel was running to the skylight, throwing it
open and reaching under the cold wet tiles for the bronze disc. He drew it in and shut the window
againg the lancing rain. The disc was cold; it took several minutes of escalating inducements before
theimp'sface rductantly appeared.

"Blimey," it sad. "It'sbeen awhile. Thought you'd forgotten me. Y ou ready to let me out yet?'

"No." Nathaniel wasin no mood to play around. "Bartimaeus. Find him. | want to see where he
isand what he'sdoing. Now. Or I'll bury thisdiscin the earth.”

"Who's got out the wrong side of bed today? There's such athing as asking nicely! Well, I'll
have ago, but I've had easier requestsin my time, even fromyou...." Muttering and grimacing with
grain, the baby's face faded out, only to reappear again, faintly, asif from afar. "Bartimaeus, you say?
Of Uruk?'

"Y esl How many of them can there be?!
"Y ou'd be surprised, Mr. Touchy. Well, don't hold your breath. This may take sometime.”

The disc went blank. Nathanid hurled it onto the bed, then thought better of it and stowed it
away under the mattress, out of sight. In great agitation, he proceeded to tidy hisroom, scrubbing the
floor till al traces of the pentacles were gone and even the marks of candle grease had been
improved. He stowed his clothes away tidily and returned everything to its proper place. Then he
drank his soup. It was cold.

Mrs. Underwood returned to reclaim the tray, and surveyed the room with approval. " Good
boy, John," she said. "Now tidy yourself up, and have awash while you're about it. What was that?"



"What, Mrs. Underwood?'
" thought | heard avoice cdling.”

Nathanie had heard it too. A muffled "Oi!" from under the bed. "I think it was from downgtairs,"
he said weakly. "Maybe someone at the door?"

"Do you think so?1'd better see, | suppose.” Somewhat uncertainly, she departed, locking the
door behind her.

Nathanid flung the mattressaside. "Wdl?' he snarled.

The baby's face had big bags under the eyes and was now somehow unshaven. "Well," it sad,
"I've donethe best | could. Can't ask for no more than that.”

"Here you go, then." The face vanished, to be replaced by along-distance view across London.
A silver gtrip that had to be the Thames wound across the backdrop between adark gray mess of
warehouses and wharves. Rain fdll, haf obscuring the scene, but Nathaniel easily made out the focus
of the picture: agiant castle, protected by endlessloops of high, gray walls. Inits center was atdll,
sguared keep, with the Union Jack flying fromits centra roof. Black-sided police trucks moved
below in the castle yard, together with troops of tiny figures, not al of them human.

Nathaniel knew what he was looking at, but he did not want to accept the truth. "And what's this
got to do with Bartimaeus?' he snapped.

Theimp wasweary, heavy-voiced. "That'swhere heis, asfar as| can reckon. | picked up his
trail inthe middle of London, but it was dready faint and cold. It led here, and | can't get any closer to
the Tower of London, asyou well know. Far too many watchful eyes. Even from this distance, afew
outriding spheres nearly caught me. I'm fair tuckered out, | am. Anything ese?" it added, as Nathaniel
falled toreact. "l need akip.”

"No, no, that'sall."

"Frgt sensblething you've said dl day.” But theimp did not fade. "If he'sin there, this
Bartimaeusisin trouble," it observed in arather more cheery manner. "You didn't send him out there,
did you?'

Nathanid made no reply.

"Oh dear," saidtheimp. "Then, that being the case, I'd say you wasin dmost as much bother as
him, wouldn't you? | 'spect he's probably coughing up your name right now.” It bared its sharp, small
teeth in aface-splitting grin, blew aloud raspberry, and vanished.

Nathanid sat very Hill, holding the disc in hishands. The daylight in the room gradually faded
away.
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Bartimaeus

Put a scarab bestle, roughly the size of amatchbox, up against afour-meter-tal, bull-headed
leviathan wielding asilver spear, and you don't expect to see much of acontest, especialy when the
beetleisimprisoned within asmall orb that will incinerate its essenceiif it touches so much asasray
antenna. True, | did my best to prolong theissue by hovering just off the top of the pillar, in the vague
hopethat | could dart to one side as the spear crashed down—but to be honest my heart wasn't
redly init. | was about to be squashed by alummox with the 1Q of aflea, and the sooner we got it
over with, the better.

So | was alittle surprised when the utukku's shrieking war cry was cut off by asudden yelled
command, just as the spear was about to descend upon my head.

"Baztuk, stop!”

Eagle-beak had spoken; the urgency in hisvoice was clear. Once it has madeits mind up to do
something, an utukku finds it hard to change tack: Bull-head stopped the spear's downward swing
with difficulty, but kept it raised high above the orb.

"Whét now, Xerxes?' he snarled. "Don't try to rob me of my revenge! Twenty-seven centuries
I've wanted Bartimaeusin my power—"

"Then you can wait aminute more. Hell keep. Listen—can you hear something?”!

Baztuk cocked hishead to one sde. Within the orb, | tilled the humming of my wingsand
listened too. A gentle tapping sound... so low, so subtle, it wasimpossibleto tell from which direction
it came.

"That's nothing. Just workmen outside. Or the humans marching again. They like doing thét.
Now, shut up, Xerxes." Baztuk was not inclined to spare the matter another thought. The Sinews
along hisforearms knotted as he readied the spear.

"It's not workmen. Too near." The feathers on Xerxess crest |looked ruffled. He was jumpy.
"L eave Bartimaeus done and come and listen. | want to pinpoint it."

With acurse, Baztuk stomped away from my column. He and Xerxes ranged around the
perimeter of the room, holding their ears close to the stones and muttering to each other to tread more
quietly. All thewhile thelittle tapping noise continued, soft, irregular, and maddeningly unlocatable.

"Can't placeit." Baztuk scraped his spear-tip againgt the wall. " Could come from anywhere.
Hold on...! Maybe he's doing it...." Helooked evilly in my direction.

"Not guilty, your honor," | said.

"Don't be stupid, Baztuk," Eagle-beak said. "The orb stops him using magic beyond its barrier.
Something elseisgoing on. | think we should raisethedarm.”



"But nothing's happened!" Bull-head looked panicked. "They'll punish us. At least let mekill
Bartimaeusfirg," he pleaded. "I musin't lose this chance.”

"I think you should definitely call for help,” | advised. "It'samost certainly something you can't
handle. A desthwatch beetle, maybe. Or a disorientated woodpecker."

Baztuk blew spume ameter into the air. "That'sthe last straw, Bartimaeus! You die!” He
paused. "Mind you, it might be a deathwatch beetle, cometo think of it...."

"In asolid sone building?’ Xerxes sneered. "I think not.”
"What makes you an expert dl of asudden?’

A new argument broke out. My two captors faced up to each other again, strutting and shoving,
roused to blind fury by each other's stupidity and by the occasiona careful prompting from me.

Undernegth it al, the tap, tap, tapping went on. | had long since located the source of it asa
patch of stone high up aong onewadll, not too far from the single window. While encouraging the
squabble, | kept aconstant eye on this area, and was rewarded, after several minutes, by spying a
discreet shower of sone-dust come trickling out between two blocks. A moment later, atiny hole
appeared; thiswas rapidly enlarged as more dust and flakes dropped from it, propelled by something
smdll, sharp and black.

To my annoyance, after walking their way round theroom in aflurry of girly dapsand yells,
Xerxes and Baztuk had cometo rest not far from the mysterious hole. It was only amatter of time
before they would notice the spirding dust-fal, so | decided | had torisk dl inafind gambit.

"Hey, you pair of sand-eaters!" | shouted. "The moon shines on the corpses of your fellows! The
jackas carry home the severed headsfor their pupsto play with!"[1]

[1] Well, thisloses something in tranglation, of course. | shouted it in the language of Old Egypt, which both
of them knew and hated. It was a reference to the time when the pharaoh sent his armies deep into the lands of
Assyria, causing general mayhem. It is deeply impolite for djinn to bring up between themselves the memories of
human wars (in which we are always forced to take sides). Reminding utukku of wars that they lost is both impolite
and deeply unwise.

As| had expected, Baztuk instantly left off tugging at Xerxess Sde feathers and Xerxes prised
hisfingers out of Baztuk's nose. Both of them dowly turned toward me with murder in their eyes. So
far, so good. | calculated that | had approximately thirty seconds before whatever was coming
through the hole put in an appearance. Should it delay, | was dead—if not by the hands of Baztuk and
Xerxes, then by the orb, which had now diminished to the size of arunty grapefruit.

"Baztuk," Xerxessaid politdy, "I shdl dlow you to strike thefirst blow."

"That isgood of you, Xerxes," Baztuk replied. "Afterward, you may dice the remainsto your
heart's content.”

Both hefted their spears and strode toward me. Behind them, the tapping suddenly ceased, and
from the hole in thewadll, which had by now grown quite large, ashiny beak poked out, sharp asan
anvil. Thiswasfollowed by atufted jet-black head, complete with beady eye. The eyeflicked rapidly



to and fro, taking in the scene, then silently the bird behind it began to squeeze its way through the
hole, wriggling forward in adistinctly unbirdlike way.

With a shake and a hop, an enormous black raven perched on thelip of the stone. Asitstall
feathers cleared the hole, another besk appeared behindiit.

By now the utukku had reached my pillar. Baztuk flung back hisarm.

| coughed. "L ook behind you!"

"That won't work on me, Bartimaeus!" Baztuk cried. His arm jerked forward, the spear began
to plunge. A flash of black shot acrossits path, seized the spear-shaft in its beak, and flew onward,
wrenching it out of the utukku's hand. Baztuk gave ayelp of astonishment and turned. Xerxes spun
around too.

A raven sat on avacant column, holding the spear negtly inits beak.

Uncertainly, Baztuk stepped toward it.

With deliberate care, the raven bit down on the sted shaft. The spear snapped in two; both
havesfel to the ground.

Baztuk stopped dead.

Another raven fluttered down and cameto rest on aneighboring pillar. Both sat slently,
watching the utukku with unblinking eyes.

Baztuk looked at his companion. "Er, Xerxes...?"

Eagle-besk rattled histongue warningly. "Raisethedarm, Baztuk," hesaid. "I'll ded with them.”
He bent hislegs, leaped high into the air. With asound like ripping cloth, his grest, white wings
unfolded. They beat once, twice; he soared up, up, amost to the celling. The feathers angled, tensed;
he spun and dived, head first, wings back, one hand holding the outstretched spear; hurtling down at

lightning speed.

Toward araven, cmly waiting.

A look of doubt cameinto Xerxess eyes. Now he was amost upon the raven, and still it hadn't
moved. Doubt was replaced by sudden fear. His wingsjerked out; desperately, he tried to bank, to
avoid calliding—

The raven opened its beak wide.

Xerxes screamed.

Therewas ablur of movement, asnap and agulp. A few fluttering feathers drifted dowly down

upon the stones around the pillar. Theraven il sat there, adreamy look inits eyes. Xerxeswas
gone.



Baztuk was making for the wall where the porta would appear. He was fumbling in apouch
strapped to hiswaist. The second raven lazily hopped from one pillar to another, cutting him off. With
acry of woe, Baztuk hurled his spear. 1t missed the raven, embedding itself to the hilt in the Side of the
pillar. The raven shook its head sorrowfully and spread itswings. Baztuk wrenched his pouch open
and removed asmdll bronzewhistle. He set it to hislips—

Another blur, awhirlwind too swift to follow. Credit to him, Baztuk wasfagt; | glimpsed him
lowering his head, lashing out with his horns—and then the whirlwind had engulfed him. When it
ceased, s0 had Baztuk. He was nowhere to be seen. The raven landed awkwardly on the ground,
green blood 0ozing from onewing.

Insdeits orb, the scarab beetle skittered about. "Well done!™ | called, trying to make my voice a
littlelesshigh and piping. "1 don't know who you are, but how about getting me..."

My voicetrailed away. Thanksto the orb, | could see the newcomers only on thefirst plane,
where up until now they'd worn their raven guise. Perhapsthey redlized this, because suddenly, for a
split second, they displayed their true selvesto me on thefirst plane. It was only aflash, but it wasall |
needed. | knew who they were.

Trapped in the orb, the beetle gave a strangled gulp.

"Oh," | said. "Hdlo."

"Helo, Bartimaeus," Faguarl said.
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"And Jabor, too," | added. "How nice of you both to come.”

"We thought you might befeding lonely, Bartimaeus." The nearest raven, the onewith the
bleeding wing, gave a shimmy and took on the semblance of the cook. His arm was badly gashed.

"No, no, I've had plenty of attention.”
"So | see" The cook walked forward to inspect my orb. "Dear me, you are in atight spot.”

I chortled unconvincingly. "Witticisms asde, old friend, perhaps you could see your way to
helping me out of here. | can fed thetickle of the barrierspressng in.”

The cook stroked one of hischins. "A difficult problem. But | do have asolution.”
"Good!"

"Y ou could become aflea, or some other form of skin mite. That would give you another
precious few minutes of life before your essenceis destroyed.”



"Thank you, yes, that isauseful suggestion.” | was gasping alittle here. The orb was drawing
very near. "Or perhaps you could disable the orb in some way and set me free. Imagine my
grditude....”

The cook raised afinger. "Another thought occursto me. Y ou could tell uswhere you have
secreted the Amulet of Samarkand. If you speak rapidly, we might then have time to destroy the orb
before you perish.”

"Reverse that sequence and you could have yourselves adedl .

The cook sighed heavily. "'l don't think you'rein apostion to—" He broke off at the sound of a
distant wailing noise; at the same time afamiliar reverberation ran across the room.

"A portd's about to open,” | said, hadtily. "The far wall."

Faguarl looked at the other raven, dtill Stting onits pillar, examining its claws. " Jabor, if you
would be so kind...?" The raven stepped forward into space and became atall, jackal-headed man
with bright-red skin. He strode across the room and took up position againgt the far wall, oneleg
forward, one leg back, both his hands outstretched.

The cook turned back to me. "Now, Bartimaeus—"

My cuticle was beginning to Singe. "Let's cut to the chase," | said. "We both know that if | tell
you the location, you'll leave meto die. We aso know that, with that being so, I'll obvioudy give you
fdseinformation just to spite you. So anything | say from in here will be worthless. That meansyou've
got to let meout.”

Faquarl tapped the edge of my pillar irritably. " Annoying, but | see your point.”

"And that wailing sound issureto be an darm,” | went on. " The magicianswho put me here
mentioned something about legions of horlas and utukku. | doubt even Jabor can swalow them al. So
perhaps we could continue this discussion alittle later?”

"Agreed." Faguarl put hisface close to the orb, which was now scarcely more than tangerine
size."Youwill never escape the Tower without us, Bartimaeus, so do not try any tricksjust yet. |
must warn you that | had two ordersin coming here. Thefirst wasto learn the location of the Amulet.
If that isimpossible, the second isto destroy you. | needn't tell you which will give me greater
pleasure.”

Hisface withdrew. At that moment the ova seam appeared in the back wall and broadened into
the portal arch. From the blackness several figures began to emerge: pale-faced horlas,[1] holding
tridents and slver netsin their stick-thin arms. Once beyond the portd, the protective Shields around
their bodies would become invulnerable; while passing through, however, the Shieds were weak and
their essences momentarily exposed. Jabor took full advantage of this, firing off three rapid
Detonationsin quick succession. Bright green explosions engulfed the archway. Twittering piteoudy,
the horlas crumpled to the ground, till haf in and haf out of the portal. But behind came another
troop, stepping with fastidious care over the bodies of their fellows. Jabor fired again.

[1] Horla: a powerful subclass of djinni. To ahuman, horlas appear as shadowy apparitions that cause



madness and disease; to other djinn, they radiate a malicious aurathat saps our essence.

Faguarl, meanwhile, had not been idle. From a pocket in his coat he drew forth aring of iron,
about the size of abracelet, soldered to the end of along metal rod. | viewed the ring warily.[2]

[2] Almost as much as silver, iron does not do a djinni any good. People have been using it to ward off our
influence for millennia; even horseshoes are considered "lucky" because they are made of iron.

"And what do you expect meto do with that?" | asked.

"Legp through it, of course. Imagine you're atrained dog in acircus. Not hard for you, I'm sure,
Bartimaeus, you'vetried most jobsin your time." Holding one end cautioudy between finger and
thumb, Faguarl positioned the rod so that the iron ring made contact with the surface of the orb. With
aviolent fizzing, the lines of the barrier diverged and arced around the edge of thering, leaving the gap
withinit free

"L ovelace has specidly strengthened the ring to enhance the magica resistance of theiron,”
Faguarl went on. "But it won't last forever, so | suggest you jump fast.” Hewasright. Already, the
edges of the ring were bubbling and melting under the power of the orb. Asabeetle, | didn't have
room to maneuver, so | summoned up my remaining energy and became afly once more. Without
further ado, | did aquick circuit of the orb to build up speed and, in aflash, shot through the molten
ring to freedom.

"Marvelous" Faquarl said. "'If only wed had adrumroll accompaniment.”
Thefly landed on the floor and became avery irritable falcon.
"It was dramétic enough for me, | assureyou,” | said. "And now?"

Faguarl tossed the remains of thering to the floor. "Y es, weld better go." A silver-headed trident
shot through the air and clattered between us across the flagstones. Up by the portal, now half
choked with horla corpses, Jabor was steedily retreating. A new wave of guards, uttuku mainly,
advanced behind a strong collective Shield, which repelled Jabor's steadlily weakening Detonations
and spun them away around the room. At last ahorlawon free of the portd and, with hisarmor fully
formed, came creeping round the edge of the Shield. Jabor fired at him; the blast hit the horlain his
spindly chest and was completely absorbed. The horla gave awintry smile and darted forward,
spinning hisnet likeabola

Faguarl became araven and took off effortfully, one wing laboring through the air. My falcon
followed him, up toward the hole. A net passed just under me; atrident buried its prongsin thewall.

"Jabor!" Faguarl shouted. "We'releaving!"

| snatched alook below: Jabor was grappling with the horla, his strength seemingly
undiminished. But countless more kept coming. | concentrated my efforts on reaching the hole.
Faguarl had dready vanished within it; | ducked down my beak and plunged in too. Behind me, a
colossal explosion rocked the room and | heard the savage fury of thejacka's cry.



In the narrow, pitch-black tunndl, Faguarl's voi ce sounded muffled and strange. "We're nearly
out. Being araven would be most appropriate from now on."

“Why?

"There are dozens of the things out there. We can mingle with the flock and gain timewhilewe
makefor thewalls"

Loath as| wasto follow Faquarl's advice about anything, | had no ideawhat we were up against

outside. Escape from the Tower was the priority. Escape from him could come later. So |
concentrated and shifted form.

"Have you changed?'

"Yep. It'snot aguise I'vetried before, but it doesn't seem too difficult.”

"Any sign of Jabor behind us?*

"No."

"Hell be along. Right, the opening to the outsideisjust ahead of me. There's a Concealment on
the exit hole, so they shouldn't have spotted it yet. Fly out fast and go straight down. Youll seea
kitchen yard where the ravens congregate to gather scraps; I'll meet you there. Above dl, don't be
conspicuous.”

A scrabbling in the tunnel ahead, then a sudden burst of light. Fagquarl was gone, revealing the
outline of the exit, covered with amesh of concedling threads. | hopped forward until my beak hit the
barrier, pressed againgt it and pushed my head through into the cold November air.

Without pause, | pushed off from the hole and began to glide toward the courtyard bel ow.

As| descended, a brief glance around confirmed how far | was from safety: the distant rooftops
of London were barely visible behind a series of rounded towers and curtain walls. Guards walked
upon them, and search spheres moved randomly through the sky. The darm had aready been raised.
From some eyrie high above, asren waswailing, and not far off, within thisinnermost courtyard,
battalions of police were running toward an unseen point.

| landed in alittle Sde yard, cut off from the genera panic by two outbuildings that projected
from the body of the main tower. The cobbles of the yard were covered in greasy scraps of bread
and bacon rind, and by ahungry, cawing flock of ravens.

Oneof theravenssidied over. "You idiot, Bartimaeus.”

"What'sup?"

"Y our beak's bright blue. Changeit."

Wedl, it wasmy first time asaraven. And I'd had to alter in the dark. What did he expect? But it
wasn't thetime or placeto argue. | changed the beak.



"They'll seethrough the disguise anyway," | sngpped. "There must be a thousand sentries of one
sort or another out there.”

"True, but al we need'salittletime. They don't know were ravensyet, and if we'rein aflock,
itll take them afew extrasecondsto pick us out and check. All we need now isfor theflock tofly...."

One moment a hundred ravens were snapping innocently at cold bacon rind, a peace with
themsalves and the world. The next, Faquarl revealed histrue sdf to them on thefirst plane: he only
did so for afraction of asecond, but the glimpse was enough. Four ravens dropped dead on the
instant, severd otherslogt their breskfast, and the rest took off from the courtyard in a panic-stricken
mob, cawing and clawing at the air. Faguarl and | were in the heart of the flock, flapping as hard as
we could, whedling and diving when the others did so, desperately trying not to be left behind.

Up high and over theflat roof of the great keep, where a huge flag fluttered and human sentries
stood gazing out across the waters of the Thames; then down low and sweeping across the gray
courtyard on the other side. Around twenty permanent workaday pentacles had been painted in the
center of the parade ground, and as| flashed past, | caught aglimpse of aformidable company of
Spirits appearing within them, summoned at that moment by atroop of gray-uniformed magicians. The
Spirits were minor ones, glorified impsfor the most part,[3] but en masse they would present
problems. | hoped the flock of ravenswould not land here,

[3] Theless powerful the being, the quicker and easier it isto summon. Most magical empires employ some
magicians specially to rustle up whole cohorts of imps at short notice. Only the greatest empires have the strength
in depth to create armies of higher entities. The most formidable such army ever seen was put together by Pharaoh
Tuthmosis 1l in 1478 B.C. It included alegion of afrits and amotley group of higher djinn, of which surely the most
notable was... No, modesty prevents my continuing.

But the birds displayed no desireto hdlt; fear fill carried them onward in awhirling course
acrossthefortifications of the Tower. Severd timesthey seemed to be heading for an outer wall; on
each occasion they banked and turned back. Once | was tempted to make a break for it alone, but
was discouraged by the appearance on the battlements of an odd blue-black sentry with four

spider-likelegs. | didn't likeitslook, and was too weary after my captivity and forced changes of
form to risk its unknown power.

At lagt, we cameto yet another courtyard, surrounded on three sides by castle buildings and on
the other by a steep bank of green grassrising up to ahigh wall. The ravens dighted on the bank and
began to mill about, pecking at the ground amlesdy.

Faguarl hopped over to me, onewing hanging away from hisbreast. It was ill bleeding.

"These birds are never going to leave the grounds,” | said. "They get fed here."

The raven nodded. "They've got us asfar asthey can, but it'll do. Thisisan outer wall. Over that
and we're away."

"Thenlet'sgo."
"Inaminute. | need to rest. And perhaps Jabor—"

" Jabor's dead."



"Y ou know him better than that, Bartimaeus." Faquarl pecked at his wounded wing, pulling a
feather away from the clotting blood. "Just give me amoment. That utukku! | wouldn't have guessed
hehaditin him."

"Imps coming,” | hissed. A battalion had scurried through an arch into the far corner of theyard
and were fanning out to begin a meticulous survey of every brick and stone. We were gill concedled
within theflock of ravens, but not for long.

Faguarl spat another festher onto the grass, whereit briefly changed into awrithing strip of jely
before melting away. "Very well. Up, over, and out. Don't stop for anything.”

| gestured politely with awing. "After you."

"No, no, Bartimaeus—after you!" Theraven flexed onelarge, clawed foot. "1 shall beright
behind you all thetime, so please be origina and don't try to escape.”

"Y ou have ahorrid, suspicious mind." Theimpswere cregping nearer, sniffing the ground like
dogs. | took off and shot up toward the battlements at speed. As| drew level with them, | perceived
asentry patroling the walkway. It was asmal foliot, with a battered bronze horn strapped to the side
of hishead. Unfortunately, he perceived metoo. Before | could react, he had swiveled hislipsto the
mouthpiece of the horn and blown a short, sharp blast, which instantly triggered awave of answering
sgnasfrom aong thewal, high and low, loud and soft, away into the distance. That did it: our cover
waswell and truly blown. | weaved at the sentry, talons grasping; he gave a squeak, lost his balance
and tumbled backward over the edge of the wall. | shot across the battlements, over a steep bank of
tumbled black rocks and earth, and away from the Tower into the city.

No timeto lose, no timeto look back. | flapped onward, fast as| could. Beneath me passed a
broad gray thoroughfare, heavy with traffic, then ablock of flat-roofed garages, anarrow street, a
dab of shingle, acurve of the Thames, awharf and steelyard, another street.... Hey! Thiswasn't too
bad—with my customary panache, | was getting away! The Tower of London must dready beamile
back. Pretty soon, | could...

| looked up and blinked in shock. What was this? The Tower of London loomed ahead of me.
Groups of flying figures were massing over the centra keep. | wasflying back toward it! Something
had gone serioudy wrong with my directions. In greet perplexity | did a U-turn round achimney and
shot off again in the opposite direction. Faguarl's voice sounded behind me.

"Bartimaeus, sop!"

"Didn't you seethem?" | yelled back over my wing. "They'll be on usin moments!” | redoubled
my speed, ignoring Faquarl's urgent cals. Rooftops flashed bel ow me, then the mucky expanse of the
Thames, which | crossed in record time, then—

The Tower of London, just as before. The flying figures were now shooting out in al directions,
each group following a search sphere. Onelot was heading my way. Every ingtinct told meto turn tail
and flee, but | wastoo confused. | dighted upon arooftop. A few moments later, Faquarl appeared
beside me, panting and swearing fit to burst.

"You fool! Now were back where we started!"



A penny dropped. "Y ou mean—"

"Thefirg Tower you saw wasamirror illusion. We should have gone straight through it.[4]
Loveace warned me of it—and you wouldn't wait to listen! Curse my injured wing and curse you,
Batimaeud"

[4] Mirror illusion: aparticularly cunning and sophisticated spell. It forms false images of alarge-scae
object—e.g. an army, amountain, or a castle. They are flat and dissolve away as you pass through them. Mirror
illusions can baffle even the cleverest opponent. As demonstrated here.

The battalion of flying djinn was crossing the outer walls. Barely a street's distance separated us.
Faguarl hunched dismdly behind achimney. "Well never out-fly them.”

Ingpiration came. "Then wewon't fly. We passed some traffic lights back there.”
"Sowhat?' Faguarl'snorma urbanity waswearing alittlethin.

"Sowe hitch aride." Kegping the building between me and the searchers, | swooped off the
roof and down to an intersection, where aline of carswas halted up at ared light. | landed on the
pavement, near the back of the queue, with Faquarl close on my hedls.

"Right," | said. "Timeto change.”
"What to?'

" Something with strong claws. Hurry up, the lights are turning green.” Before Faguarl could
object, | hopped off the pavement and under the nearest car, trying to ignore the repellent stench of
oil and petrol fumes and the sickening vibrations that intensified as the unseen driver revved the
engine. With no regret, | bade farewell to the raven and took on the form of astygian implet, whichis
little more than a series of barbs on atangle of muscle. Barbs and prongs shot out and embedded
themsdavesin the filthy metal of the undercarriage, securing mefast asthe car began to inch forward
and away. | had hoped Faguarl would be too dow to follow, but no such luck: another implet was
right beside me, grimly hanging on between the wheels and keeping his eyes fixed on me thewhole
time

Wedidn't talk much during the journey. The engine wastoo loud. Besides, stygianimpletsgoin
for teeth, not tongues.

An endlesstime later, the car drew to ahalt. Its driver got out and moved away. Silence. With a
groan, | loosened my variousintricate holds and dropped heavily to the tarmac, groggy with motion
sckness and the smell of technology.[5] Faguarl was no better off. Without speaking, we became a
pair of ederly, dightly manky cats, which hobbled out from under the car and away across a stretch
of lawn toward athick clump of bushes. Once there, wefinaly relaxed into our preferred forms.

[5] Many modern products—synthetic plastics, metal aloys, the inner workings of machines—carry so much
of the human about them that they afflict our essence if we get too close for too long. It's probably some sort of
dlergy.



The cook sank down upon atree ssump. "I'll pay you back for that, Bartimaeus," he gasped.
"I've never had such torture.”

The Egyptian boy grinned. "It got usaway, didn't it? Were safe.”

"One of my prongs punctured the petrol tank. I'm covered with the Suff. I'll comeupina
rash—"

"Quit complaining.” | squinted through thefoliage: aresidentia street, big semis, lots of trees.
Therewas no onein sght, except for asmdl girl playing with atennisball in anearby drive. "Werein
some suburb,” | said. "Outskirts of London, or beyond." Faquarl only grunted. | cast ady side glance.
He was re-examining the wound Baztuk had given him. Looked bad. He'd be weakened.

"Even with this gash I'm more than amatch for you, Bartimaeus, so come and sit down." The
cook gestured impatiently. "1've something important to tell you.”

With my usua obedience, | sat on the ground, cross-legged, the way Ptolemy used to do. |
didn't get too close. Faquarl reeked of petrol.

"Fird," he said, "I've completed my side of the bargain: against my better judgement, | saved
your skin. Now for your sde. Where isthe Amulet of Samarkand?”

| hesitated. Only the existence of that tin at the bottom of the Thames prevented me from giving
him Nat's name and number. True, | owed Fagquarl for my escape, but self-interest had to comefirst.

"Look," | said. "Don't think I'm not grateful to you springing for mejust now. But it isn't easy for
meto comply. My master—"

"Is consderably less powerful than mine." Faguarl leaned forward urgently. "1 want you to apply
your sy, footling brain and think for amoment, Bartimaeus. Lovelace badly wants the Amulet back,
badly enough to command Jabor and meto break into his government's securest prison to save the
miserablelife of adavelikeyou.”

"That is pretty badly,” | admitted.

"Imagine how dangerous that was—for us and for him. Hewasrisking al. That aone should tell
you something.”

"So what does he need the Amulet for?" | said, cutting to the chase.

"Ah, that | can't tell you." The cook tapped the sde of hisnose and smiled knowingly. "But what
| can say isthat you would find it very much in your interests, Bartimaeus, to join up with uson this
one. We have amaster who is going places, if you know what | mean.”

| sneered. "All magicians say that."

"Going places very soon. We're talking days here. And the Amulet isvitd to his success.”

"Maybe, but will we share his success? I've heard dl thistype of guff before. The magiciansuse



usto gain more power for themsalves and then smply redouble our bondage! What do we get out of
it?"

"l have plans, Bartimaeus—"

"Yes, yes, don't we dl? Besides, none of this changesthe fact that I'm bound to my origina
charge. There are severe pendties—"

"Pendties can be endured!” Faquarl dapped the sde of hishead in frudtration. "My essenceis
dtill recovering from the punishments L ovelace inflicted when you vanished with hisAmulet! Infact,
our existence—and don't pretend to apologize, Bartimaeus; you don't care in the least—our existence
hereisnothing but aseries of penalties! Only the cursed magicians themselves change, and as soon as
onedropsinto his grave, another springs up, dusts off our names and summons us again! They pass
on, weendure."

| shrugged. "I think we've had this conversation before. Great Zimbabwe, wasn't it?"

Faguarl's rage subsided. He nodded. "Maybe so. But | sense change coming and if you had any
senseyou'd fed it too. The waning of an empire aways brings unstable times: trouble risng from the
Streets, magicians squabbling heedlessly, their brains softened by luxury and power.... Weve both
seen this often enough, you and |. Such occasions give us greater opportunitiesto act. Our masters
get lazy, Bartimaeus—they give usmore leverage.”

"Hardly."

"Lovelaceisone of those. Yes, he'sstrong, dl right, but he'sreckless. Ever since hefirst
summoned me, he has been frugtrated by the limitations of hisministeria role. He achesto emulate the
great magicians of the pagt, to daunt the world with his achievements. Asaresult, heworries avay at
the strings of power like adog with amoldy bone. He spends al histimein intrigue and plotting, in
ceaseless attempts to gain advantage over hisrivals... he never rests. And hel's not alone, either. There
are otherslike him in the Government, some even more reckless than he. Y ou know the type: when
meagicians play for the highest stakes, they rardly last long. Sooner or later they'll make mistakes and
give usour chance. Sooner or later, well have our day.”

The cook gazed up at the sky. "Wdll, time's getting on,” he said. "Hereés my find offer. Guide me
to the Amulet and | promise that, whatever pendty you suffer, Loveace will subsequently take you
on. Your master, whoever it is, won't be able to stand in hisway. So then welll be partners,
Bartimaeus, not enemies. That'll make anice change, won't it?"

"Lovdy," | said.
"Or..." Faquarl placed hishandsin readiness on hisknees. "Y ou can die here and now in this
patch of undistinguished suburban scrub. Y ou know you've never beaten me before; chance has

always saved your bacon.[g] It won't thistime."

[6] Chanceor, as| prefer to think of it, my own quick-wittedness. But it was true that somehow |'d always
managed to avoid afull-on fight.

As| was consdering this rather weighty statement and debating how best to run, we were



interrupted. With asmal leafy crashing, something came down through the branches and bounced
gently at our feet. A tennisball. Faquarl leaped off the stump and | sprang to my feet—Dbuit it was too
late to hide. Someone was dready pushing her way into the center of the copse.

It wasthelittlegirl | had seen playing in her drive: about Six yearsold, freckle-faced,
toude-haired, abaggy T-shirt stretching down to her grubby knees. She stared at us, half fascinated,
half darmed.

For a couple of seconds, not one of us moved. The girl looked at us. Faquarl and | stared at the
girl. Then she spoke.

"Yousmel of petrol,” saidthegirl.

Wedid not answer her. Faquarl moved his hand, beginning agesture. | sensed his regretful
intention.

Why did | act then? Pure sdlf-interest. Because with Faquarl momentarily distracted, it wasthe
perfect opportunity to escape. And if | happened to save the girl too... wdll, it wasonly fair. It was
shewho gave metheidea

I litasmall Spark on the end of one finger and tossed it at the cook.

A s0ft noise, like agasfire being ignited, and Faguarl was an orange-ydlow ball of flame. Ashe
blundered about, roaring with discomfort, setting fire to the leaves about him, thelittle girl squeded
and ran. It was good thinking: | did the same.[7]

[7] Only without the squeal. Obvioudly.

Andinafew moments| wasintheair and far away, hurtling at top speed toward Highgate and
my stupid, misbegotten master.
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Nathanie€l

Asevening drew on, the clenching agonies of dread closed in upon Nathaniel. Pacing about his
room like a panther in acage, he felt asif he were trapped in adozen different ways. Y es, the door
was locked so he could not physicaly escape, but thiswas the least of his problems.

At that very moment, his servant Bartimaeus was imprisoned in the Tower, being subjected to
whatever tortures the high magicians could devise. If it redly had caused carnage in central London
thiswas exactly what the demon deserved. But Nathanidl wasits master. He was responsiblefor its
crimes.

And that meant the magicians would be looking for him too.

Under torture, the threat of Perpetual Confinement would be forgotten. Bartimaeus would tell



them Nathaniel's name and the police would cometo call. And then...

With ashiver of fear, Nathanid remembered the injuries Sholto Pinn had displayed the evening
before. The consequences would not be pleasant.

Evenif, by some miracle, Bartimaeus kept quiet, there was Underwood to dedl with too.
Already Nathaniel's master had promised to disown him—and perhaps worse. Now he only had to
read the scribbled notes he had removed from Nathanidl's room to discover precisely what his
apprentice had summoned. Then he would demand the full story. Nathaniel shuddered to guess what
methods of persuasion he might use.

What could he do? Mrs. Underwood had suggested away out. She had advised him smply to
tell thetruth. But the thought of revealing his secretsto his master's pite and sarcasm made Nathaniel
fed physicaly sck.

Thrugting the dilemmaaside, Nathaniel summoned the weary imp and, ignoring its protests, sent
it out to spy on the Tower of London once more. From a safe distance, he watched in awe as an
angry horde of green-winged demons spiraed like locusts above the parapets, then suddenly
dispersed in dl directions across the darkening sky.

"Impressive, that is," the scrying glass commented. "Red class. Y ou don't messwith them
high-level djinn. Who knows?" it added. "Maybe some of them are coming for you!"

"Find Underwood,” Nathaniel snarled. "Whereis he and what is he doing?’

"My, aren't we in abate? Let's see, Arthur Underwood.... Nope, sorry. He's in the Tower too.
Can't get access. But we can speculate, can't we?' Theimp chuckled. "He's probably talking to your
Bartimaeus pd right now."

Further observation of the Tower was obvioudy usdess. Nathaniel tossed the disc under the
bed. It was no good. He would have to come clean about everything. He would haveto tell his
master—someone he had no respect for, who had failed to protect him, who had cowered and
sniveled before Lovelace. Nathaniel could well imagine how Underwood's fury would be
expressed—in sneers and jibes and fearsfor his own petty reputation.... And as for what would

happen then...

Perhaps an hour later, he caught the echo of adoor damming somewhere below. Hefroze,
listening for his master's dreaded footsteps on the sair, but for along while no one came. And when
the key did turn in thelock, he knew aready, from the gentle wheezing, that it was Mrs. Underwood
outside. She carried asmal teatray, with aglass of milk and arather curled tomato-and-cucumber
sandwich.

"I'm sorry thisislate, John," she said. "Y our food's been ready for ages, but your master came
home before | could bring it up." Shetook adeep breath. "I mustn't stop. Things are alittle hectic
downgairs."

"What... what's happening, Mrs. Underwood?'

"Eat your sandwich, there'sagood boy. It lookslike you need it—you're quite pale. It won't be



long before your master callsyou, I'm sure.”

"But did he say anything—?"

"Heavens, John! Will you never stop asking questions? He said agreat dedl, but nothing that I'm
going to share with you now. There's apan of water on downstairs and | have to make him something
quickly. Eat your sandwich, dear."

"Ismy master—7?"

"He'slocked himself in his study, with orders not to be disturbed. Apart from hisfood, of
course. Theré's quite an emergency on.”

An emergency... In that instant Nathaniel came to a sudden decision. Mrs. Underwood wasthe
only person he could trugt, the only person who truly cared. Hewould tell her everything: about the
Amulet, about Lovelace. She would help him with Underwood, even with the police, if necessary; he
didn’t know how, but she would make everything dl right.

"Mrs. Underwood—"

She held up ahand. "Not now, John. | haven't time."

"But, Mrs. Underwood, | realy need—"

"Not aword more! | haveto go."

And with a harassed smile, she went. The door shut. The key turned. Nathaniel was left Staring
after her. For aningtant he felt asif he were about to cry, then a stubborn anger swelled insde him.
Was he some naughty child, to be left moping in the attic while his punishment was prepared? No. He

was amagician! He would not be ignored!

All his equipment had been taken. He had nothing left, except the scrying glass—and all that
could do was look. Still, looking might lead to knowledge. And knowledge was power.

Nathaniel took abite of the curling sandwich and instantly regretted it. Setting the plate aside, he
crossed to the skylight and looked out at London's carpeting of yellow lights stretching away under
the night sky. Surdly if Bartimaeus had mentioned his name, Underwood or the police would have
collared him by now. It was curious. And thisemergency... wasit related to Bartimaeus or not?

Underwood was below, doubtless on the phone. The solution was smple: alittle spying would
swiftly clear up the matter.

Nathaniel retrieved the scrying glass. "My master isin hisstudy. Go close so that | seedll;
moreover, listen and relay everything he says directly and accurately to me."

"Who's alittle sneak, then? Sorry, sorry, fair enough! Y our moras are none of my business.
Herewe go, then..."

The center of the disc cleared; inits place, astrong, clear view of his master's study.



Underwood sat in hisleather chair, hunched forward with both elbows on his desk. One hand was
clutching the telephone recaver; the other waved and gesticulated as he talked. Theimp drew closer;
now the agitation on Underwood's face became clear. He was plainly shouting. Nathaniel rapped the
disc. "What's he saying?' Theimp's voice began in the middle of a sentence. Therewasadight delay
between Underwood's lips moving and the sound reaching Nathaniel, but he could seethe imp was
reporting accuratdly. "...telling me? All three escaped? L eaving dozens of casuaties? It's unheard of!
Whitwell and Duval must answer for this. Yes, wdl, | do fed strongly, Grigori. Thisisasgnificant
blow to my enquiries. | wasintending to interrogate it mysdlf. Y es, me. Because I'm sureit islinked to
the artifact thefts... it's the latest escalation. Everyone knows the finest objectsare held a Pinn's; it
was hoping to steal them.... Well, yes, it would mean amagician wasinvolved... yes, | know that's
unlikely.... Even so, thiswas one of my best leads... the only lead, to be truthful, but what do you
expect when I'm given no funding? What about their identities? No joy there either? Thiswill be a
kick in the teeth for Jessica—that's one good thing to come out of the whole sorry affair... Yes—I
suppose 0. And listen, Grigori, changing the subject for amoment, | wanted to ask your opinion on
something more persond...."

At this, theimp's commentary stopped, though Underwood was evidently till talking, his mouth
close up to the receiver. Nathaniel applied an improving Shock to the disc, a which theimp'sface
appeared.

"Hoi, therewas no cdl for that!"

"The sound, wherée's the sound?'

"He'swhispering, an't he? | can't hear athing. And it ain't safeto go any closer.”

"Let mehear it!"

"But, boss, you know there's a safe limit. Magicians often have protective sensors; you know,
even this guy—"

Nathanidl's face felt sore and puffy under the strain. He was past caution. "Do it. Y ou won't
want meto ask again.”

Theimp did not answer. Underwood's face regppeared, so closeit dmost filled the center of the
disc. The hairstufting from his nogtrils were rendered in loving three-dimensond detail. The magician
was nodding. "l agree. | suppose | should beflattered... Yes, looking at it that way, the boy isa
testimony to my hard graft and inspiration. Now, my old master—"

He broke off, with awince and ashudder, asif something cold had brushed against him. "Sorry,
Grigori. It wasjug, | felt—" Nathanid saw the eyes narrow, the familiar brows beetle sharply. At this
the image on the disc suddenly broadened out, asif theimp were retreating hurriedly across the room.
Underwood uttered aloud syllable; theimp'svoicetried to copy it, but cut out midway, asif turned
off likearadio. Theimage remained, quivering strangely.

Nathaniel couldn't suppressacatch in hisvoice. "'Imp, what's happening?'

Nothing. Silence from theimp.



"| order you to leave the study and return to me.”
No answer.

Theimagein the disc was not reassuring. Shaky though it was, Nathaniel could see Underwood
putting down the telephone, then dowly risng and coming round to the front of hisdesk, al thewhile
peering hard—up, down, in every direction—asif hunting for something he knew wasthere. The
image shook gtill harder: the imp seemed to be redoubling its efforts to escape, but to no avail. In
mounting panic, Nathaniel applied afew frantic Shocksto the discin vain. Theimp wasfrozen, unable
to speak or move.

Underwood crossed to a cupboard at the back of the study, rummaged within it, and returned,
carrying ameta cylinder. He shook it: from four small holes at itstop, awhite powder was emitted,
which quickly spread out to fill the room. Whatever the powder did, the effect wasimmediate.
Underwood gave astart and stared upward—directly at Nathanid. It was asif thediscwasa
window and he was looking directly through it. For amoment, Nathaniel thought his master could
actualy see him, then he redlized it was smply the suspended imp that hung revedled.

Horror-stricken, Nathaniel watched his master bend down to the carpet and pull at aloop of
ribbon. A great square section of carpet peeled up and fell away to one side. Below were two
painted pentacles. His master stepped inside the smaller, never for one moment taking his eyes away
from the frozen imp. He began to spesk, and within seconds atall misty gpparition appeared within
thelarger circle. Underwood uttered acommand. The gpparition bowed and vanished. To Nathanidl's
amazement, Underwood's body seemed to shimmer and dide away from itself. His master till stood
within the pentacle, but another version of his master, ghostlike and see-through, stood dongsideit.

The ghostly form lifted into the air, kicked its hedl's and began to float forward—straight to
wherethe helplessimp was till relaying the view from the study. Nathaniel screamed commands and
shook thediscin fury, but could do nothing to stop his master's dow approach. Closer, closer... The
spectra eyebrows were lowered, the glinting eyes never looked away. Now Underwood's form
swelled tofill the disc—it seemed asif it would break right through....

Then nothing. The disc showed the study again, with Underwood's physical body till stlanding
motionlessin the pentacle.

Despite his panic, Nathaniel knew all too well what was happening. Having located the spy and
safely frozen it in position, Underwood had decided to follow theimp's astral cord back to its source
to learn the identity of the enemy magician. Such sources might be many miles away; perhaps his
master was expecting along journey in his djinni-controlled form. If so, he was about to get a
surprise.

Too late, Nathanid realized what he had to do. The window! If he could throw the disc out into
the street, perhaps his master would not guess....

He had only taken two strides in the direction of the skylight when, without asound, the
tranducent head of Arthur Underwood welled up through the floorboards. It was see-through and
glowing with agreenish phosphorescence; thetip of the dilapidated beard extended into the floor.
Sowly, dowly, the head revolved through ninety degrees, until a last it caught sight of Nathaniel
ganding aboveit, holding the scrying glassin hishands.



At this, an expression appeared on his master's face that Nathaniel had never seen before. It
was not the familiar look of impatient disdain that had long characterized Underwood's tutelage. It
was not even the fury he had witnessed that morning, following the discovery in hisroom. Insteed, it
wasfirst alook of extreme shock, and then a sudden explosion of such malice that Nathanidl's knees
gaveway. Thedisc fdl from hishands;, he dumped againgt the wall; he tried to spesk, but could not.

The ghostly head stared at him from the center of the floor. Nathaniel stared back; unable to tear
his eyes awvay. Then—very muffled and distant, perhaps because it was uttered by the physical body
in the study far bel ow—Underwood's voice came sounding from ingde the upturned disc.

"“Trator..."
Nathaniel's mouth opened, but let forth only a strangled croak.

The voice spoke again. "Traitor! Y ou have betrayed me. | shadl discover who is guiding you to
Sy onme."

"No one—theresno one...." Nathanid could only manage the barest whisper.
"Prepare yoursdf! | shal comefor you."

The voice faded. Underwood's head descended, spiraling into the floor. The phosphorescent
glow vanished with it from the room. With trembling fingers, Nathaniel picked up the disc and peered
into it. After afew secondsthe view of the study grew misty as his master's spirit form passed back
through theimp; it drifted away across the carpet to where the body waited. Coming alongside, it
adopted the exact same posture and merged in with itself. A moment later, Underwood was himsdlf
again and the shadowy apparition had regppeared in the other circle. With aclap of the hands,
Underwood dismissed the djinni; it bowed and vanished. He stepped out of the pentacle, eyes
blazing, and strode out of shot toward his study door.

At this, the spdll on theimp wasllifted and the baby's face returned to fill the disc. It blew out its
cheekswith relief.

"Whoof! | don't mind telling you, that was bad for my system,” it said. "Having that horrible old
geezer drifting straight through me and right up my cord... it gives methe williesjust to think about it, it
redlly doed"

"Shut up! Shut up!” Beside himsdf with terror, Nathanid wastrying to think.

"L ook, do usafavor,” theimp said. "Y ou haven't got much timeleft. Couldn't you just free me
now, before you die? Life gets so dreary in thisdisc; you don't know how londly it gets. Go on, boss.
I'd redly appreciateit.” The baby's attempt at awinning smile wasinterrupted as the disc was hurled
agang thewadl. "Ow! Well, | hope you enjoy what's coming to you, then!"

Nathanidl ran to the attic door and rattled desperately at the handle. Somewhere below he heard
his master's footsteps hastening up the sairs.

"He'sreally angry,” theimp caled. "Even hisagtra form practicaly pickled my essence asit
went by. | wish | wasn't facing the floor—I'd |ove to watch what happens when he getsin here.”



Nathaniel sprang a the wardrobe, pushed at it frantically; he planned to push it in front of the
door, to block theway in. Too heavy, he hadn't the strength. His breathing came in fits and gasps.

"What's the matter?' the imp asked. "Y ou're abig magician now. Call something up to save your
skin. An afrit maybe—that should do the job. Or what about that Bartimaeus you're so obsessed
with? Where's he when you need him?"

With asob, Nathanid stumbled back into the center of the room and turned dowly to face the
door.

"Nagty, ant it?' Theimp's voice dripped with satisfaction. "Being at Someone else's mercy.
Now you know what it feelslike. Faceit, kid—you're on your own. Y ou've got no one thereto help
you."

Something tapped on the skylight window.

After aningtant in which his heart nearly stopped, Nathaniel looked: adisheveled pigeon was
sitting beyond the glass, gesticulating urgently with both wings. In doubt, Nathaniel stepped closer.

"Bartimaeus...?"

The pigeon rapped its beak severd times against the pane. Nathaniel raised his hand to undo the
catch—

A key rattled in alock. With a bang, the bedroom door burst open. Underwood stood there, his
face pink with exertion and framed by afurious white mane of hair and beard. Nathanie'sarm
dropped to his sSide; he turned to his master. The pigeon had vanished from the window.

It took Underwood a moment to regain his bresth. "Miserable boy! Who is controlling you?
Which of my enemies?'

Nathaniel could fed hiswhole body trembling, but he forced himsalf to stand stock-till and ook
hismagter in the eyes.

"Noone, gr. I—"

"Isit Duvall? Or Mortensen? Or Lovelace?'

Nathaniel'slip curled at the last name. "None of those, sir.”

"Who taught you to make the glass? Who told you to spy on me?"

Despite hisfear, anger flared in Nathaniel's heart. He spoke with contempt. "Will you not take
my word? | have dready said. Thereisno one."

"Even now you continue your lies Very well! Take alast look at thisroom. Y ou will not be
returning here. We will go to my study, where you will enjoy the company of my imps until your
tongueisloosened. Come!™



Nathanid hesitated, but there was no help for it. His master's hand descended on his shoulder
and clamped it like avise. Almost bodily, he was propelled out of the door and down the attic stairs.

On thefirgt landing, Mrs. Underwood met them, in haste and out of breath. When she saw
Nathanidl's hapless posture and the fury on her husband's face, her eyes widened with distress, but
she did not comment.

"Arthur,” she panted, "thereisavistor to seeyou.”

"l haven't time. Thisboy—"

"It'samatter of the greatest urgency, he says."

"Who? Who says?'

"Smon Lovelace, Arthur. He practically showed himsdif in."
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Underwood's brows lowered. "Lovelace?' he growled. "What does he want? Typicd of him to
turn up at theworst moment. Very wel, | will seehim. Asfor you—stop your wriggling!" Nathaniel
was making sudden feverish movements, asif attempting to escape hisgrip. "You, boy, canwaitin
the box room until I'm ready to ded with you."

IISr_II

"Not aword!" Underwood began to manhandle Nathanid across the landing. "Martha, put on
thekettlefor our vigtor. | shal be down inafew minutes. | need to tidy mysdf up.”

"Yes, Arthur.”

"Sir—pleaseligen! It'simportant! In the sudy—"

"Silence!™ Underwood opened a narrow door and shoved Nathanid through, into asmall, cold
room filled with old files and stacks of government papers. Without a backward glance, his master
shut the door and turned the key. Nathaniel knocked on thewood and frantically called out after him.

"Sirl Sr!" No oneanswered. "Sir!"

"You'retoo kind." A large beetle with huge mandibles squeezed itself under the door. "I actudly
find gr ahbit forma for my taste, but it's better than ‘recreant demon.' "

"Bartimaeus!" Nathanid stepped back in shock; before his eyes, the beetle grew, distorted... the
dark-skinned boy was standing in the room with him, hands on hips and head dightly to oneside. As
aways, theform was a perfect replica: itshair shifted asit moved, the light glistened on the pores of
its skin—it could not have been singled out asfase from among a thousand true humans. Y et



something about it—perhaps the soft, dark eyesthat gazed at him—screamed out its alien otherness.
Nathaniel blinked; he struggled to control himsdlf. He felt the same disorientation he had experienced
during their previous meeting.

The false boy surveyed the bare floorboards and piles of junk. "Who's been anaughty little
magician, then?" it said dryly. "Underwood's cottoned on to you &t lat, | see. Hetook histime."

Nathanid ignored him. "So it was you at thewindow," he began. "How did you—?"

"Down achimney, how dyou think? And before you say it, | know you didn't summon me, but
things have been moving far too fast for meto wait. The Amulet—"

Nathaniel was struck by a sudden horrified redization. " You—you've brought Lovelace herel”
The boy seemed surprised. "What?"

"Dont lieto me, demon! Y ou've betrayed me! Y ou'veled him here.”

"Lovelace?' It looked genuinely taken aback. "Whereishe?"

"Downdairs. Hesjust arrived.”

"Nothing to do with meif he has. Have you been blabbing?’

"Me? It was you—"

"I've said nothing. I've got atobacco tinto think of...." 1t frowned and appeared to be thinking.
"It isadight coincidence, | must admit.”

"Sight?" Nathanid was practically hopping with agitation. "Y ou've led him here, you fool!
Now, quickly—get the Amulet! Get it away from the study, before Loveace findsit!"

The boy laughed harshly. "Not achance. If Lovelaceis here, helll have stationed adozen
spheres outside. They'll homein onits auraand be on me the moment | leave the building.”

Nathaniel drew himself up. With his servant returned, he was not as helpless as before. There
was gtill achance to avoid disaster, providing the demon did asit wastold. "I command you to obey!"
he began. "Go to the sudy—"

"Oh, canit, Nat." The boy waved aweary and dismissive hand. "Y ou're not in the pentacle now.
Y ou can't force meto obey each new order. Running off with the Amulet will befata, take it from
me. How strong is Underwood?”

"What?' Nathaniel was nonplussed.

"How strong? What level? | assume from the size of that beard he's no great shakes, but | might
be wrong. How good is he? Could he beat Lovelace? That's the point.”

"Oh. No. No, | don't think so...." Nathaniel had little actual evidence either way, but his master's



past display of servility to Lovelaceleft himinlittle doubt. ™Y ou think..."

"Y our one chanceisthat if Lovelace findsthe Amulet, he might want to keep the whole thing
quiet. He may try to do aded with Underwood. If he doesn't—"

Nathanid went cold. "Y ou don't think hell—?"

"Whoopd! In al thisexcitement | nearly forgot to tell you what | camefor!” The boy put ona
deep and plangent voice: "Know yethat | have devotedly carried out my charge. | have spied on
Loveace. | have sought the secrets of the Amulet. | haverisked dl for you, O my master. And the
results are’'—here it adopted amore norma, sardonic tone—"you're anidiot. Y ou've no ideawhat
you've done. The Amulet is so powerful it's been in government keeping for decades—until Lovelace
had it stolen, that is. His assassin murdered a senior magician for it. In those circumstances, | don't
think it'slikely that helll worry about killing Underwood to retrieveit, do you?"

To Nathanid, the room seemed to spin. He felt quite faint. Thiswas worse than anything he had
imagined. "We can't just stand here," he sammered. "Weve got to do something—"

"True. I'll go and watch developments. Meanwhile, you'd better stay here like agood little boy,
and beready for aquick exit if things get nagty.”

"I'm not running anywhere" Hesaid itinasmall, small voice. His head wasreding with the
implications. "Mrs. Underwood..."

"I'll giveyou atip born of long experience. Running's good if your skin needs saving. Better get
used to the idea, bud." The boy turned to the box room door and set the palm of one hand againgt it.
With adespairing crack, the door split around the lock and swung open. " Go up to your room and
wait. I'll tel you what happens soon enough. And be prepared to move fast.”

With that, the djinni was gone. When Nathaniel followed, the landing was dready empty.
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Bartimaeus

"My gpologiesfor theintruson, Arthur,” Simon Lovelace said.

Underwood had only just entered hislong, dark dining room when | caught up with him—hed
spent afew minutes beside the lower landing mirror smoothing down his hair and adjusting histie. It
didn't make any difference: he still looked disheveled and moth-eaten beside the younger magician,
who was standing besi de the mantelpiece, examining his nails, as cold and tense as a coiled spring.

Underwood waved hishand in an airy attempt at magnanimity. "My houseisyours, I'm sure. |
am sorry for the delay, Lovelace. Won't you take a seat?”

Lovelace did not do so. He wore adim, dark suit with adark-green tie. His glasses caught the
lamp light from the ceiling and flashed with every movement of hishead. Hiseyeswereinvisible, but



the skin below the glasses was gray, heavy, bagged. "Y ou seem flustered, Underwood,”" he said.
"No, no. | was engaged at the top of the house. | am somewhat out of breath."

| had entered the door as a spider and had crawled my way discreetly over the lintel and up the
wall, until 1 reached the secluded gloom of the darkest corner. Here | spun severd hasty threads
across, obscuring me asfully aspossible. | did so because | could see that the magician had his
second-plane imp with him, prying into every nook and cranny with it'shot little eyes.

Quite how Lovedace had come to suspect that the Amulet wasin the house, | did not liketo
guess. For dl my denidsto the boy, it was certainly an unpleasant coincidence that he had arrived at
the exact sametime as| had. But working that out could wait: the boy's future—and consequently,
mine—depended on my reacting quickly to whatever happened now.

Underwood sat himsdlf in his customary chair and put on aforced smile. "So," he said. "Areyou
sure you won't St down?”

"No, thank you."

"Well, a least tell that imp of yoursto quit itsjiggling. It'smaking mefed quiteill.” He spoke
with sudden waspish asperity. Smon Lovelace made a clicking sound with histongue. Theimp
hovering behind his head ingantly becamerigid, holding itsface in adeliberately unfortunate posture,
midway between agawp and agrin.

Underwood did hisbest to ignoreit. "1 do have afew other mattersto take care of today," he
sad. "Perhaps you might tell mewhat | can do for you?'

Simon Lovdaceinclined hishead gravdy. "A few nightsago,” hesad, "I suffered atheft. An
item, asmall piece of some power, was stolen from my house while | was absent.”

Underwood made a consoling sound. "I'm sorry to hear that."
"Thank you. It isapiecethat | hold especidly dear. Naturdly, | am eager for itsreturn.”
"Naturdly. Y ou think the Res stance—?"

"And it isin connection with thisthat | have caled on you today, Underwood...." He spoke
dowly, carefully, skirting round the issue. Perhaps even now he hoped he would not have to make the
accusation directly. Magicians are dways circumspect with words, hasty ones, eveninacriss, can
lead to misfortune. But the older man was obliviousto the hint.

"Y ou can count on my support, of course,”" Underwood said equably. "These thefts are an
abomination. We have known for some time that a black market for stolen artifactsexistsand | for
one believe that their sale helpsto fund resistance to our rule. We saw yesterday what outrages this
can lead to." Underwood's eyebrows lifted with something like amusement. "'l must say,” he went on,
"I am surprised to hear that you have falen victim. Most recent thefts were perpetrated on—may | be
frank?—rdatively minor magicians. The thieves are often thought to be youths, even children. | would
have thought your defenses might have coped with them.”



"Quite." Simon Love ace spoke through histeeth.
"Do you think it has any connection with the attack on Parliament?’

"A moment, please.” Lovelace held up hishand. "I have reason to suspect that the theft of
the—of my item, was not the work of the so-caled Resistance, but that of afellow magician.”

Underwood frowned. "Y ou think so? How can you be sure?"

"Because | know what carried out the raid. It goes by the unseemly name of Bartimaeus. A
middle-ranking djinni of great impudence and smdl intelligence.[1] It isnothing specid. Any haf-wit
might have summoned it. A hdf-wit magician, that is, not acommoner.”

[1] At this point someone with excellent hearing might have heard a spurt of webbing being shot furiously
into the ceiling in the corner of the room Fortunately, the imp was busy trying to intimidate Underwood by
changing its frozen expression very, very slowly. It didn't hear athing.

"Nevertheless," Underwood said mildly, "this Bartimaeus got away with your item.”[2]
[2] | felt asudden surge of affection for the old fool. Didn't last long. Just thought 1'd mention it.

"It wasabungler! It dlowed itsdf to beidentified!" Lovelace controlled himsdf with difficulty.
"No, no—you are quite right. It got away."

"And asto who summoned it..."
The glasses flashed. "Wdl, Arthur, that iswhy | am here. To see you."

There was a momentary pause while Underwood's brain cells struggled to make the connection.
Finaly, success. Severd emotions competed for control of hisface, then al were swept away by a
kind of glacid smoothness. The temperature in the room grew cold.

"I'm sorry,” hesaid, very quietly. "What did you say?'

Simon Loveace leaned forward and rested his two hands on the dining table. He had very well
manicured nalls. "Arthur,” he said, "Bartimaeus has not been keeping alow profilelatdly. Asof this
morning, it was imprisoned within the Tower of London, following its atack on Pinn's of Piccadilly.”

Underwood reded with astonishment. " That djinni? How—how do you know this? They were
unableto learn itsname.... And—and it escaped, this very afternoon...."

"It did indeed." Lovelace did not explain how. "After its escape, my agents... spotted it. They
followed Bartimaeus across London—and back here."[3]

[3] Oops. It looked as if Lovelace had guessed | might escape from Faquarl He must have set spies watching
the Tower to trail us once we broke free And I'd led them straight back to the Amulet in double-quick time How
embarrassing.

Underwood shook his head in befuddlement. "Back here? You liel"



"Not ten minutes ago, it disappeared down your chimney in the form of anoxiouscloud. Are
you surprised that | cameimmediately to reclaim my object? And now that | aninsde..." Lovelace
raised hishead asif he could smell something good. "Yes, | senseitsaura. Itiscloseby.”

"But..."

"I would never have guessed it was you, Arthur. Not that | didn't think you coveted my
treasures. | just thought you lacked the competence to take them.”

The old man opened and shut his mouth like a goldfish, making inarticul ate sounds. Lovelace's
imp contorted itsface for an ingtant into aviolently different expression, then reverted to the origind.
Its master tapped the table gently with aforefinger.

"1 could have forced an entry to your house, Arthur. It would have been quite within my rights.
But | prefer to be courteous. Also, this piece of mine—as|'m sure you are well avare—israther...
contentious. Neither of uswould want word of its presence in our houses to get out, now would we?
So—if you return it to me with al speed, | am sure we could come to some... arrangement that will
benefit both of us." He stood back, one hand toying with a cuff. "I'm waiting.”

If Underwood had comprehended one word of what Lovelace was saying, he might have saved
himsdf.[4] If he had recalled his apprentice's misdeeds and put two and two together, dl might have
been well. But in his confusion he could see nothing beyond the fal se accusation being leveled, and in
great wrath he rose from his chair.

[4] He could have produced the Amulet, agreed to terms, and seen Lovelace head off satisfied into the night.
Of course, now that he knew alittle of Lovelace's crimes, he would certainly have been bumped off soon afterward,
but that breathing space might have given him time to shave his beard, put on a flowery shirt, fly off somewhere
hot and sandy and so survive.

"Y ou pompous upstart!” he cried. "How dare you accuse me of theft! | haven't got your
object—I know nothing of it and want it even less. Why should | takeit?1'm not apalitica lickspittle,
like you; I'm no fawning backstabber. | don't go grubbing about after power and influence like ahog
inacesspit! Evenif | did, | wouldn't bother robbing you. Everyone knows your star has waned.

Y ou're not worth harming. No, your agents have got it wrong—or more probably, they lie.
Bartimaeusisnot here! | know nothing of him. And your trinket isnot in my house!"

As he was speaking, Simon Loveace's face seemed to shrink back into deep shadow, even
though the lamplight still played on the surface of his glasses. He shook his head dowly.

"Don't befoolish, Arthur,” he said. "My informants do not lieto me! They are things of power
that grove a my command.”

The old man jutted forth his beard defiantly. "Get out of my house."

"1 need hardly tell you what resources | have a my disposd,” Simon Lovelace went on. "But
speak softly with me and we can yet avoid ascene.”

"l have nothing to say. Y our accusation isfdse.”

"Wdl, then..."



Simon Lovdace dlicked hisfingers. Ingantly hisimp sprang down from thin air and landed on
the mahogany top of the dining-room table. It grimaced, strained. A bulb swelled at the end of itstail,
findly growing into aprong with a serrated edge. Theimp lowered its rump meditatively and twirled
itstail. Then the prong stabbed down into the polished surface of the table, cutting it as aknife does
butter. Theimp strode across the width of the tabletop, dragging itstail through thewood, dicing itin
two. Underwood's eyes bulged in hishead. Lovelace smiled.

"Family heirloom, Arthur?' he said. "Thought 0."

Theimp had nearly reached the other side when there was a sudden knock at the door. Both
men turned. Theimp frozeinitstracks. Mrs. Underwood camein carrying aladen tray.

"Heresthetea," she said. "And some shortbread; that's Arthur's favorite, Mr. Lovelace. I'll just
st it down here, shdl 17"

Wordlesdy, magicians and imp watched as she gpproached the table. With greeat care she set
the heavy tray down upon it midway between the sawn crack and the end where Underwood was
standing. In the heavy silence, she unloaded alarge porcelain tegpot (which the invisbleimp had to
step back to avoid), two cups, two saucers, two plates, a display-rack of shortbread and severa
items of her best cutlery. Thetable's end shifted noticegbly under their weight. Therewas adight
creak.

Mrs. Underwood picked up thetray again and smiled at the vigitor.

"Go on, help yoursdf, Mr. Lovelace. Y ou need some weight put on, you do.”

Under her direct gaze, Lovelace took a piece of shortbread from the display-rack. The tabletop
wobbled. He smiled weakly.

"That's right. Yl if you want afresh cup." With thetray under her arm, Mrs. Underwood
bustled out. They watched her go.

The door closed.

Asone, magicians and imp turned back to the table.

With aresounding crash the single connecting spur of wood gave way. One whole end of the
table, complete with teapot, cups, saucers, plates, the shortbread, and severa pieces of the
Underwoods best cutlery, collapsed onto the floor. The imp jumped clear and landed on the
mantel piece beside the display of dead flowers.

Therewasabrief slence.

Simon Lovelace tossed his piece of shortbread into the mess on the floor.

"Wheat | can do to awooden table | can do to ablockhead, Arthur," he said.

Arthur Underwood looked at him. He spoke strangely, asif from agreat distance. " That was my
best tegpot.”



He gave three whidtles, shrill, high-pitched. An answering call sounded, deep and booming, and
up from the tiles before the fireplace rose a sturdy goblin-imp, blue-faced and brawny. Underwood
gestured, whistled once. The goblin-imp sprang, turning in midair. He fell upon the smdler imp that
cowered behind the flower heads, scooped it up with hisfingerless paws and began to squeezeit,
heedless of theflailing sawtooth prong. The small imp's substance contorted, blurred, was molded like
putty. In atriceit had been squashed down, tail and dl, into ayellowish pulpy bal. The goblin-imp
smoothed down the surface of the ball, flicked it into the air, opened his mouth and swallowed it.

Underwood turned back to Loveace, who had watched dl thistight-lipped.

| confess the old man surprised me—he was putting up a better show than I'd expected.
Neverthelessthe strain of raising that tame imp wastaking itstoll. The back of his neck was sweaty.

Lovelace knew thistoo. "Onelast chance," he snapped. "Give me my property or I'll raisethe
stakes. Lead meto your study.”

"Never!" Underwood was beside himsdlf with strain and rage. He did not heed the promptings
of common sense.

"Watch then." Lovelace smoothed back his oiled hair. He spoke afew words under his breath.
There was afrisson in the dining room; everything init flickered. Thewall a the far end of the room
became insubstantial. 1t receded, moving farther and farther back until it could no longer be seen. In
its place acorridor of uncertain dimensions stretched away. As Underwood watched, afigure
appeared far off dong the corridor. It began to move toward us, growing larger at great speed, but
floating, for itslegswere ill.

Underwood gasped and stumbled back. He knocked against his chair.

Hewas right to gasp. | knew that figure, the bulky frame, the jackd's head.

"Stop!" Underwood's face was waxen; he gripped his chair for support.

"What wasthat?' Smon Lovelace held hisfingersto hisear. "'l can't hear you."[5]

[5] How unnecessary. What play-actors these magicians are.

"Stop! All right, youwin! I'll take you to my study now! Cdl it off!"

Thefigure grew in size. Underwood was cowering. The goblin-imp made arueful face and
withdrew hastily back through thetiles. | shifted in my corner, wondering quite what | was going to do

when Jabor findly entered the room.[g]

[6] So Faguarl had been right A small army of horlas and utukku had been unable to stop Jabor. This didn't
bode too well.

All a once Lovdace gave asgn. Theinfinite corridor and the gpproaching figure vanished. The
wall wasthere again as before, aydlowed photograph of Underwood's smiling grandmother hanging
initscenter.



Underwood was on his knees beside the ruins of his tea service. He shook so hard he could
bardly stand.

"Which way to your study, Arthur?' Simon Lovelace said.
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Nathanie€l

Nathaniel stood aone on the landing, gripping the banister asif hefeared to fal. A murmur of
voices came from the dining room below; it rose and fdll, but he hardly registered it. The panic rushing
in his head drowned out al other sounds. The only bad magician is an incompetent one. And what
was incompetence? Loss of control. Slowly, steadily, over the last few days, everything had spiraled
out of Nathanid's control. First, Bartimaeus had learned his birth name. He had remedied that al right
with the tobacco tin, but the respite had not lasted long. Instead, disaster after disaster had struck in
quick succession. Bartimaeus had been captured by the Government, Underwood had discovered his
activitiesand his career had been ruined before it had begun. Now the demon refused to obey his
orders and Lovelace himsdlf was at the door. And al he could do was stand and watch, helplessto
react. He was at the mercy of the events he had set in motion. Helpless...

A smdl noise diced through his self-pity and jolted him upright. It was the gentle humming made
by Mrs. Underwood as she padded along the hall from the kitchen toward the dining room. Shewas
bringing tea: Nathaniel heard the clinking of the chinaon thetray she carried. A knock upon the door
followed; more clinking as she entered, then silence.

In that moment, Nathanid quite forgot his own predicament. Mrs. Underwood was in danger.
The enemy wasin the house. In afew moments, he would doubtlessforce or persuade Underwood
to open his study for ingpection. The Amulet would be found. And then... what might Lovelace
do—to Mr. Underwood or hiswife?

Bartimaeus had told him to wait upstairs and be ready for the worst. But Nathaniel had had
enough of helplessloitering. He was not done yet. The Situation was desperate, but he could still act.
The magicianswere in the dining room. Underwood's study was empty. If he could dip insde and
retrieve the Amulet, perhaps he could hide it somewhere, whatever Bartimaeus might say.

Quietly, quickly, he stole downgtairsto the landing below, to the level of his master's study and
workrooms. The muffled voices from the ground floor were raised now: he thought he could hear
Underwood shouting. Time was short. Nathaniel hastened through the rooms to the door leading to
the study stairs. Here he paused. He had not gone that way since he was six years old. Distant
memories assailed him and made him shiver, but he shrugged them off. He passed onward, down the
steps....

And pulled up dead.
Underwood's study door stood before him, daubed with its red, five-pointed star. Nathaniel

groaned doud. He knew enough now to recognize afire-hex when he saw it. He would be
incinerated the moment he touched the door. Without protection, he could not progress, and



protection required acircle, asummons, careful preparation....

And he had no timefor that. He was hel plessl Usdlessl He besat hisfist againgt the wdl. From far
away in the house came anoise that might have been acry of fear.

Nathaniel ran back up the stairs and through to the landing, and as he did so, he heard the
dining-room door open and footsteps sounding in the hall.

They were coming.

Then from below, Mrs. Underwood's voice, anxious and enquiring, speared Nathaniel with a
thrill of pain. "Iseverything dl right, Arthur?"

The reply was dull, weary, dmost unrecognizable. 'l am just showing Mr. Lovelace something in
my study. Thank you, we need nothing.”

They were climbing the stairs now. Nathaniel wasin an agony of indecison. What should he do?
Just as someone turned the corner, he ducked behind the nearest door and closed it dmost to.
Breathing hard, he pressed his eye against the small crack that gave aview onto the landing.

A dow procession passed. Mr. Underwood led the way. His hair and clothes were disordered,
hiseyeswild, his back bent asif by agreat weight. Behind waked Simon Lovelace, eyes hidden
behind his glasses, hismouth athin, grim dit. Behind him came aspider, scuttling in the shadows of the
wal.

The procession disappeared in the direction of the study. Nathaniel sank back, head spinning,
nauseous with guilt and fear. Underwood's face... Despite his extreme didike of his master, to seehim
in that state rebelled againgt everything Nathaniel had been taught. Y es, he was week; yes, he was
petty; yes, he had treated Nathaniel with consistent disdain. But the man was a minister, one of the
three hundred in the Government. And he had not taken the Amulet. Nathaniel had.

Hebit hislip. Lovelace wasacrimina. Who could tell what he might do? Let Underwood take
the blame. He deserved it. He had never stuck up for Nathanid, he had sacked Ms. Lutyens... let him
auffer too. Why had Nathanid put the Amulet in the study in thefirst place, if not to protect himsalf
when Lovelace came? He would stay out of the way, asthe djinni had said. Get ready to run, if

necessay...

Nathanid's head sank into his hands.

He could not run. He could not hide. That was the advice of ademon, treacherousand dy.
Running and hiding were not the actions of an honorable magician. If helet hismaster face Lovelace
aone, how would he live with himsdf again? When his master suffered, Mrs. Underwood would
suffer too and that would be impossible to bear. No, there was no help for it. Now that the crisswas
upon him, Nathaniel found, to his surprise and horror, that he had to act. Regardless of the
consequences, he had to intervene.

Even to think of doing what he now did made him physicaly sick. Nevertheless he managed it,
little by little, step by dragging step. Out from behind the door, across the landing, along toward the
sudy stairs... Down the sairs, one at atime...



With every step, his common sense screamed at him to turn and flee, but he resisted. To run
would beto fail Mrs. Underwood. Hewould go in there and tell the truth, come what may.

The door was open, thefiery hex defused. Y dlow light spilled from insde.

Nathaniel paused at the threshold. His brain ssemed to have shut down. He did not fully
understand what he was about to do.

He pushed at the door and went in, just in time to witness the moment of discovery.
Loveace and Underwood were standing by awall cupboard with their backsto him. The
cupboard doors gaped wide. Even as he watched, Lovelace's head craned forward eagerly like a

hunting cat's, and his hand stretched out and knocked something aside. He gave acry of triumph.
Sowly, he turned and raised his hand before Underwood's corpse-white face.

Nathanidl's shoulders dumped.

How smadll it looked, the Amulet of Samarkand, how inggnificant it seemed, asit hung from
Loveacesfingersonitsdender gold chain. It swung gently, glinting in the study light.

Loveace amiled. "Wdl, well. What have we here?"

Underwood was shaking his head in confusion and disbdlief. In those few seconds, hisface had
aged.

"No," hewhispered. "A trick... You'reframing me...."

Lovelace wasn't even looking at him. He gazed at hisprize. "'l can't imagine what you thought
you could do with this," he said. " Summoning Bartimaeus on its own would have been quite enough to
wear you out."

"1 keep saying,” Underwood said weekly, "1 don't know anything about this Bartimaeus, and |
know nothing about your object, nor how it got there."

Nathaniel heard anew voice speaking, high and shaky. It was hisown.

"Hesteling thetruth,” hesaid. "I took it. The person that you want isme.”

The sllence that followed this statement lasted dmost five seconds. Both magicians spun round
on the ingtant, only to stare at him openmouthed in shock. Mr. Underwood's eyebrows rose high,
sank low, then rose again, mirroring his utter bewilderment. Lovelace wore an uncomprehending
frown.

Nathaniel took the opportunity to walk farther into the room. "It was|," he said, hisvoice alittle
firmer now that the deed was done. "He knows nothing about it. Y ou can leave him aone."

Underwood blinked and shook his head. He seemed to doubt the evidence of his senses.



Loveace remained quite ill, his hidden eyesfixed on Nathaniel. The Amulet of Samarkand swung
gently between hismotionlessfingers.

Nathaniel cleared histhroat, which was dry. What would happen now he dared not guess. He
had not thought beyond his confession. Somewhere in the room his servant lurked, so he was not
entirely defensdless. If necessary, he hoped Bartimaeus would cometo hisaid.

His master found hisvoice at last. "What are you gibbering about, you fool ?'Y ou can have no
Ideawhat we discuss. Leave here at oncel” A thought occurred to him. "Wait—how did you get out
of theroom?"

At hissde, Loveace'sfrown suddenly fractured into atwitching smile. Helaughed quietly. "A
moment, Arthur. Perhaps you are being too hasty.”

For an ingtant, afleeting glimpse of Underwood'sirascibility returned. "Don't be absurd! This
gripling cannot have committed the crime! He would have had to bypass my fire-hex, for astart, not
to mention your own defenses.”

"And raiseadjinni of the fourteenth leve," murmured Lovelace. "That too."

"Exactly. The notion is abs—" Underwood gasped. Sudden understanding dawned in his eyes.
"Wait... perhgps... Can it be possible? Only today, Loveace, | caught this brat with summoning
equipment, and Adelbrand's Pentacle chalked out in his room. He had sophisticated books—The
Mouth of Ptolemy, for one. | assumed he had failed, was over-ambitious.... But what if | was

wrong?'
Simon Lovelace said nothing. He never looked away from Nathaniel.

"Just this past hour," Underwood went on, "'l caught him spying on mein my study. Hehad a
scrying glass, something | have never given him. If heis capable of that, who knowswhat other crimes
he might attempt?'

"Even 0," Loveace said, softly, "why should he stedl from me?"

Nathaniel could tell from his magter's behavior that he had not recognized the Amulet for what it
was, and redlized that thisignorance might yet save him. Would Lovelace believe the same wastrue
of Nathanidl, too? He spoke up quickly, trying to sound as much like achild as possible. "It wasjust a
trick, 9r," hesaid. "A joke. | wanted to get back at you for hitting methat time. | asked the demon to
take something of yours, anything at al. | was going to keep that thing till | was older, and, erm, till |
could find out what it was and, how to useit. | hopeit wasn't vauable, Sir. I'm very sorry for putting
you to any trouble...."

Hetrailed off, excruciatingly aware how wesk his story was. Lovelacejust gazed at him; he
could make out nothing from the man's expresson.

But his magter, for one, believed him. Hisfull fury was unleashed. "That isthe last straw,
Mandrake!" he cried. "l will have you up before the court! Even if you escape prison, you will be
sripped of your apprenticeship and turned out into the street! | will cast you out! All jobswill be
closed to you! Y ou will become a pauper among commoners!”



"Yes, dr." Anything, if only Lovelace would leave.

"1 can only apologize, Lovelace." Underwood drew himsdlf up and puffed out his chest. "We
have both been inconvenienced—he has betrayed me and from you he has stolen amost powerful
treasure, thisamulet—" He glanced toward the small gold oval dangling from Lovelaceshand andin
that sudden, fatal, instant realized what it was. A short, suppressed intake of breath sounded against
histeeth. It was asmdl noise, but Nathaniel heard it clearly enough. Lovelace didn't move.

The color drained from Underwood's cheeks. His eyes darted toward Lovelace's face to seeif
he had noticed anything. Nathaniel's eyes did likewise. Through the blood pounding in hishead, he
heard Underwood struggling to continue where he had broken off: "And... and we shdl both see him
suitably punished, yeswe will; hewill regret the day when he ever thought to—"

The other magician held up his hand. Instantly, Underwood was Slent.

"Wdl, John Mandrake," Smon Loveace said, "l am almost very impressed. Yes, | have been
inconvenienced; the last few days have been difficult for me. But see—I havemy prize again, and all
will now be well. Please do not gpologize. To summon adjinni such as Bartimaeus a your ageisno
mean achievement; to control him over severd daysiseven more surprising. Y ou left me frustrated,
too, which isarare event, and Underwood ignorant, which is somewhat less unusud. All very clever.
Only at the end have you fallen down. What possessed you to own up to your action? | might have
dedlt quietly with Underwood and left you dlone.” His voice was soft and reasonable.

Underwood urgently tried to speak, but Lovelace interrupted him. " Quiet, man. | want to hear
the boy's reasons.”

"Becauseit wasn't hisfault,” Nathaniel said, solidly. "He knew nothing. Y our quarrel waswith
me, whether you knew so or not. He should be left out of it. That'swhy | came down." A sense of the
utter futility of hisaction weighed down upon him.

Loveace chuckled. " Some childish concept of nobility, isit?' hesaid. "l guessed asmuch. The
honorable course of action. Heroic, but stupid. Where did you get that notion from? Not from
Underwood here, I'll bet."

"| robbed you because you wronged me," Nathaniel continued. "I wanted to get back at you.
That'sdl thereisto it. Punish meif you want. | don't care. Hisattitude of surly resignation concedled
agrowing hope. Maybe Lovelace did not redlize that they knew about the Amulet; maybe he would
administer some token punishment and go.

Underwood was evidently hoping the same thing. He grasped L ovel ace eagerly by thearm. "As
you have seen, Simon, | am entirdly innocent in thisaffair. It wasthiswicked, scheming boy. You
must dedl with him asyou wish. Whatever sentence fitsthe crime, you may adminigter it. | leaveit
entirely up to you.”

Gently, Lovdace disengaged himsdf. "Thank you, Underwood. | shal administer his punishment
shortly.”

"Good."



"After digposing of you."

"Wha—7" For a second, Underwood froze, then with aturn of speed unexpected in aman of
his age, heran for the open door. Just as he passed Nathaniel, agust of wind from nowhere dammed
the door tight shut. Underwood rattled the handle and pulled with al his strength, but it remained fast.
With asnarl of fear, he spun round. He and Nathaniel stood facing Simon L ovel ace across the room.
Nathanid's legs shook. He looked round wildly for Bartimaeus, but the spider was nowhere to be
seen.

With fastidious care, Lovelace took the Amulet of Samarkand by its chain and hung it round his
neck. "l am not stupid, John," he said. "It is possible that you do not know what this object is, but
frankly | cannot take that chance. And certainly, poor Arthur knows."

At this, Underwood stretched out a clawing hand and grasped Nathaniel around the neck. His
voice was cracked with panic. "Yes, but | will say nothing! Y ou can trust me, Lovelace! Y ou may
keep the Amulet for dl eternity for al | care! But the boy isameddling fool; he must be silenced
before he blabs. Kill him now, and the matter will be finished!" Hisnails dug into Nathaniel's skin, he
thrust him forward; Nathaniel cried out in pain.

A smirk extended across Lovelacesface. " Such loyalty from amaster to his apprentice! Very
touching. Y ou see, John, Underwood and | are giving you afind lessonin the art of being amagician,
and perhapswith our help you will understand your error in owning up to metoday. Y ou believed in
the notion of the honorable magician, who takes respongbility for his actions. Mere propaganda. Such
athing does not exist. Thereisno honor, no nobility, no justice. Every magician acts only for himsdf,
seizing each opportunity he can. When heiswesk, he avoids danger—which iswhy second-raters
plod away within the system. Arthur knows al about that, don't you, Underwood? But when heis
strong, he strikes. How do you think Rupert Devereaux himsalf came to power? His master killed the
previous Prime Minister in acoup twenty years ago and he inherited thetitle. That isthetruth of it.
That ishow things are dways done. When | use the Amulet next week, | will befollowing inagrand
tradition reaching back to Gladstone." The glasses flashed, ahand was raised, ready to begin a
gesture. "It may console you to know that even before you arrived, | was resolved to kill you and
everyonein thishouse. | cannot leave anything to chance. So your stupidity in coming here has

actualy changed nothing.”

Animage of Mrs. Underwood, downgtairs in the kitchen, flashed through Nathanidl's mind.
Tearsflooded hiseyes. "Please—"

"Y ou areweek, boy. Just like your master." Lovelace clapped his hands. Thelight in the study
suddenly darkened. A tremor ran across the floor. Nathaniel sensed something appearing in the far
corner of the room, but fear froze him in place—he dared not ook to see. At his side, Underwood
uttered the words of adefensive charm. A shimmering green net of protective threads rose up to
enfold him. Nathaniel was excluded, defenseless.

"Master—!"

At that moment, like ashaft collapsing in adate mine, aterrible voice echoed through the room.
"YOURWISH?'

Lovdacesvoice: "Destroy them both. And anything e seliving in the house. Burn it to the ground



with dl its contents”

Underwood gave agredt cry. "Take the boy! Leave me!" He pushed Nathaniel with frantic
srength. Nathaniel sprawled forward, sumbled, and fell. His eyes were blind with tears; hetried to
rise, conscious only of his utter helplessness. Close by sounded a splintering noise. He opened his
mouth to scream. Then claws descended and seized him around the throat.

30

Bartimaeus

| give Underwood's desk the credit. It was an old-fashioned, sturdy affair, and fortunately Jabor
had materidized on itsfar sde. The three secondsit took him to smash hisway straight through it
gave metimeto move. | had been loitering on the ceiling, in a crevice above the light shade; now |
dropped straight down, transforming into agargoyle as| did so. | landed directly on my master,
grabbed him unceremonioudy around the neck, and, since Jabor blocked the window, bounded away
in thedirection of the door.

My response went dmost unnoticed: the magicians were otherwise occupied. Swathed in his
defensive nexus, Underwood sent abolt of blue fire crackling toward Lovelace. The balt hit Lovelace
directly in his chest and vanished. The Amulet of Samarkand had absorbed its power.

| broke through the door with the boy under my arm and set off up the gairs. | hadn't reached
the top when a colossa explosion ripped through the passage from behind and sent us damming
againg afar wall. Theimpact dazed me. As| lay there, momentarily stunned, aseries of deafening
crashes could be heard. Jabor's attack had perhaps been overzedous: it sounded asif the entire study
floor hed given way beneath him.[1]

[1] Typica Jabor, this. He's just the sort who'd happily saw off abranch he was sitting on, or paint himself
steadily into acorner. If heweregivento D.I.Y ., that is. Which heisn't.

It didn't take me long to put my essence in order and get to my feet, but believeit or not, in
those few moments, that benighted boy had gone. | caught sight of him on the landing, heading for the
dairs. And going down.

| shook my head in disbelief. What had | told him about staying out of trouble? He'd aready
walked straight into Lovelace's hands and risked both our livesin the process. Now here hewas, in
al probahility heading straight toward Jabor. It'sal very well running for your little life, but at least do
itintheright direction. | flapped my wingsand set off in grim pursuit.

The second golden rule of escaping is. make no unnecessary sounds. Asthe boy reached the
ground floor, | heard him breaking thisin no uncertain termswith a bellow that echoed up and down
the stairwdll: "Mrs. Underwood! Mrs. Underwood! Where are you?' His shouts sounded even above
the crashing noises reverberating through the house.

| rolled my eyesto the skies and descended the final flight of stairs, to find the hall already
beginning to fill with billowing coils of smoke. A dancing red light flickered from aong the passage.



The boy was ahead of me—I could see him stumbling toward thefire.
"Mrs. Underwood!"

There was amovement far off in the smoke. A shape, hunched in acorner behind abarrier of
licking flames. The boy saw it too. He tottered toward it. | speeded up, claws outstretched.

"Mrs. Underwood? Are you—7?"
The shape rose, unbent itsalf. It had the head of a beast.

The boy opened his mouth to scream. At that precise moment | caught up with him and seized
him round the middle. He settled for achoking yell.

"It'sme, youidiot." | hiked him backward toward the dairs. "It's coming to kill you. Do you
want to die dong with your master?"

Hisface went blank. The words shocked him. | don't think that until that moment he had truly
comprehended what was happening, despite seeing it al unfold before his eyes. But | was happy to
spdll it out; it wastime he learned the consequences of hisactions.

Out through awadll of fire strode Jabor. His skin gleamed asif it had been oiled; the dancing
flames were reflected on him as he stalked along the hall.

We darted up the sairsagain. My limbs strained at my master's weight. His limbs dragged; he
seemed incapable of movement.

"Up," | snarled. "This houseisterraced. Well try the roof.”

He managed amumble. "My madter..."

"Isdead," | said. "Swallowed whole, most probably.” It was best to be precise.

"But Mrs. Underwood..."

"ls no doubt with her husband. Y ou can't help her now."

And here, believeit or not, the fool began to struggle, flailing about with his puny fists. "No!" he
shouted. "It'smy fault! | must find her—!" Hewriggled like an edl, dipping from my grasp. In another

moment he would have hurled himself around the banister and straight into Jabor'swelcoming arms. |
let out avivid curse[2] and, grabbing him by an earlobe, pulled him up and onward.

[2] Don't worry. It wasin Old Babylonian. The boy wouldn't have understood the references.
"Stop struggling!” | said. "Haven't you made enough usdless gestures for one day?'
"Mrs. Underwood—"

"Would not want you to dietoo," | hazarded.[3] "Yes, it is your fault, but, er, don't blame



yoursdlf. Lifesfor theliving... and, erm.... Oh, whatever." | ran out of steam.[4 Whether or not it
was my words of wisdom, the boy stopped straining against me. | had my arm round his neck and
was dragging him up and round each corner, haf flying, half walking, fast as| could lift him. We
reached the second landing and went on again, up the attic airs. Directly below, the steps cracked
and splintered under Jabor's feet.

[3] Without much conviction. It seemed a perfectly reasonable desire to me.

[4] Psychology of this sort is not my strong suit. | haven't a clue what motivates most humans and care even
less. With magiciansit's usually pretty simple: they fall into three distinct types, motivated by ambition, greed, or
paranoia. Underwood, for example, now he was the paranoid type, from what 1'd seen of him. Lovelace?
Easy—ambition leaked from his body like afoul smell. The boy was of the ambitious kind aswell, but he was till
young, unformed. Hence this sudden ridiculous burst of altruism.

By the time we reached the top, my master had recovered himself sufficiently to be sumbling
along dmost unaided. And 0, like the hopeless pair in athree-legged racewho trail in last to around
of sympathetic applause, we arrived at the attic room till dive. Which was something, | suppose.

"Thewindow!" | said. "We need to get onto theroof!" | bundled Nathaniel acrossto the skylight
and punched it open. Cold air rushed in. | flew through the opening and, perching on the roof,
extended a hand back down into the room. "Come on," | said. "Out."

But to my astonishment, the inferna boy hesitated. He shuffled off to acorner of the room, bent
down and picked something up. It was his scrying glass. | ask you! Jackal-headed death hard on his
hedls, and he was dawdling for that? Only then did he amble over to the skylight, hisface till wiped
clean of expression.

One good thing about Jabor. Slow. It took him time to negotiate the tricky proposition of the
dairs. If it had been Faquarl chasing, he'd have been able to overtake us, lock and bar the skylight,
and maybe even fit it with anice new rollerblind before we got there. Y et so lethargic was my master
that | barely had him within grabbing distance when Jabor findly appeared a the top of the sairs,
gparks of flame radiating from hisbody and igniting the fabric of the house around him. He caught
sight of the boy, raised a hand and stepped forward.

And banged his head nicely on the low-dung attic door.

Thisgave metheingtant | needed. | swung down from the skylight, holding on with my feet likea
gibbon, seized the boy under an arm and swung myself back up and awvay from the hole. Aswefdll
back againg thetiles, agout of flame erupted from the skylight. The whole building shook.

Theboy would have lain theredl night if I'd let him, Staring glassy-eyed at the dars. Hewasin
shock, | think. Maybe nobody had serioudy tried to kill him before. Conversaly, | had reactions born
of long practice: in atrice | was up again, hoisting him with me and rattling off aong the doping roof,

gripping tightly with my daws.
| made for the nearest chimney and, flinging the boy down behind it, peered back the way we

had come. The heat from below was doing itswork: tiles were popping out of position, smal flames
dancing through the cracks between them. Somewhere, amass of timber cracked and shifted.

At the skylight, amovement: agiant black bird flgpping clear of thefire. It dighted on the roof



crest and changed form. Jabor glared back and forth. 1 ducked down behind the chimney and
snatched a quick look up ahead.

Therewas no sign of any of Lovelace's other daves. no djinn, no watchful spheres. Perhaps,
with the Amulet back in hishands, hefelt he had no need of them. He was relying on Jabor.

The street was terraced: this gave us an avenue of escape stretching away along a succession of
connecting houses. To the lft, the roofs were adark shelf above the lamp-lit expanse of the street.
To theright, they looked over the shadowy mass of the gardens, full of overgrown trees and bushes.
Some way off, aparticularly large tree had been allowed to grow closeto its house. That had
potential.

But the boy was till duggish. | couldn't rely on aspeedy flight from him. Jabor would nail us
with a Detonation before we'd gone five meters.

| risked aquick peek around the edge of the brickwork. Jabor was approaching, head lowered
alittle, snuffling in our trail. Not long before he guessed our hiding place and vaporized the chimney.
Now was very much thetimeto think of abrilliant, watertight plan.

Failing that, | improvised.

Leaving the boy lying, | rose up from behind the chimney in gargoyle form. Jabor saw me; ashe
fired, | dlosed my wingsfor amoment, alowing mysdlf to drop momentarily through the air. The
Detonation shot above my plummeting head and curved away over the roof to explode harmlesdy|s)
somewhere in the street beyond. | flapped my wings again and soared closer to Jabor, watching al
thewhilethelittle sheets of flamelicking up around hisfeet, cracking thetiles and feeding on the
hidden timbersthat fixed the roof in place.

[5] To me. Which iswhat counts.

| held up my clawsin asubmissive gesture. "Can't we discuss this? Y our master may want the
boy dive."

Jabor was never onefor smal talk. Another near miss amost finished the argument for me. |
spirdled around him asfast as | could, keeping him as near as possible in the same spot. Every time he
fired, theforce of his shot weakened the section of roof on which he stood; every time this happened
theroof trembled alittle more violently. But | was running out of energy—my dodges grew less
nimble. The edge of a Detonation clipped awing and | tumbled to thetiles.

Jabor stepped forward.

| raised ahand and fired areturn shot. It was wesk and low, far too low to trouble Jabor. It
struck thetilesdirectly in front of hisfeet. He didn't so much asflinch. Instead, helet out atriumphant
laugh, which was cut short by the whole section of roof collapsing. The master beam that spanned the
length of the building split in two; the joistsfell away, and timber and plaster and tile upon tile dropped
into theinferno of the house, taking Jabor with them. He must have fallen agood long way from
there—down four burning floorsto the cdlars below ground. Much of the house would have fallen on
top of him.



Flames crackled through the hole. To me, as| grasped the edge of the chimney and swung
myself over to the other Side, it sounded rather like around of applause.

The boy was crouching there, dull-eyed, looking out into the dark.

"I've given usafew minutes," | said, "but theré's no time to waste. Get moving." Whether or not
it wasthe friendly tone of my voicethat did it, he struggled to hisfeet quickly enough. But then he set
off, shuffling dong the rooftop with al the speed and elegance of awalking corpse. At that pace it
would have taken him aweek to get close to the tree. An old man with two glass eyes could have
caught up with him, let done an angry djinni. | glanced back. Asyet there was no sign of
pursuit—only flames roaring up from the hole. Without wasting amoment, | summoned up my
remaining strength and dung the boy over my shoulder. Then | ran asfast as| could dong the roof.

Four houses further on, we drew abreast of the tree, an evergreen fir. The nearest branches
were only four meters distant. Jumpable. But first, | needed arest. | dumped the boy onto thetiles
and checked behind us again. Nothing. Jabor was having problems. | imagined him thrashing around
in the white heat of the cellar, buried under tons of burning debris, struggling to get out.

There was a sudden movement among the flames. It wastimeto go.

| didn't give the boy the option of panicking. Grasping him around thewals, | ran down the roof
and legped from the end. The boy made no sound as we arched through the air, picked out in orange
by the light of thefire. My wings best franticaly, keeping us doft just long enough, until with a
whipping and stabbing and a cracking of branches, we plunged into the foliage of the evergreen tree.

| clagped the trunk, stopping us from faling. The boy steadied himself againgt abranch. | glanced
back at the house. A black silhouette moved dowly against thefire.

Gripping thetrunk loosdly, | et usdide. The bark sheared away against each claw aswe
descended. We landed in wet grassin the darkness at the foot of the tree.

| set the boy on hisfeet again. "Now—absolute silence!l” | whispered. "And keep below the
trees”

Then away we dunk, my master and |, into the dripping darkness of the garden, asthewail of
fire engines grew in the street beyond and another great beam crashed into the flaming ruin of his
measter's house.

Part Three
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Nathanie€l



Beyond the broken glass, the sky lightened. The persistent rain that had been falling since dawn
drizzled to ahdlt. Nathanidl sneezed.

London was waking up. For the first time, traffic appeared on the road below: grimy red buses
with snarling engines carrying the first commuters toward the center of the city; afew sporadic cars,
honking their horns at anyone scurrying across their path; bicyclestoo, with riders hunched and
laboring inddether heavy greatcoats.

Sowly, the shops opposite began to open. The owners emerged and with harsh rattling raised
the metal night-grillesfrom their windows. Displays were adjusted: the butcher dapped down pink
dabs of meat on hisename shelving; the tobacconist hung arack of magazines above his counter.
Next door, the bakery's ovens had been hot for hours, warm air that smelled of |oaves and sugared
doughnuts drifted across the street and reached Nathanidl, shivering and hungry in the empty room.

A dreet market was starting up in aside road close by. Shouts rang out, some cheery, others
hoarse and guttural. Boys tramped past, rolling metal casks or whedling barrows piled high with
vegetables. A police car cruised north aong the road, dowing asit passed the market, then revving
ostentatioudy and speeding away.

The sun hung low over the rooftops, a pae egg-yellow disc clouded by haze.
On any other morning, Mrs. Underwood would have been busy cooking breskfast.

He could see her therein front of him: small, busy, resolutely cheerful, bustling round the kitchen
clanging pans down on the cooker, chopping tomatoes, dinging toast into the toaster.... Waiting for
him to come down.

On any other morning that would have been so. But now the kitchen was gone. The house was
gone. And Mrs. Underwood, Mrs. Underwood was—

He wanted to weep; hisface was heavy with the desirefor it. It was asif afloodtide of emotion
lay dammed there, ready to pour forth. But his eyesremained dry. There was no release. He stared
out over the gathering activity of the street below, seeing none of it, numb to the chill that bit into his
bones. Whenever he closed his eyes, aflickering white shadow danced againgt the dark—the

memory of flames.

Mrs. Underwood was—

Nathaniel took adeep, shuddering breath. He buried his handsin histrouser pockets and felt the
touch of the bronze disc there, smooth againgt hisfingers. It made him start and pull his hand away.
Hiswhole body shook with cold. His brain seemed frozen too.

His master—he had tried hisbest for him. But Mrs. Underwood—he should have warned her,
got her out of the house before it happened. Instead of which, he...

He had to think. Thiswas no timeto... He had to think what to do, or he was lost.

For haf the night, he had run like amadman through the gardens and backstreets of north
London, eyes vacant, mouth agape. He remembered it only as a series of rushesin the dark, of



scrambles over walls and dashes under street lamps, of whispered commands that he had
automatically obeyed. He had a sensation of pressing up againgt cold brick walls, then squeezing
through hedges, cut and bruised and soaked to the skin. Once, before the al-clear was given, he had
hidden for what seemed like hours at the base of a compost heap, his face pressed against the
moldering dime. It seemed no morered than adream.

Throughout thisflight, he had been replaying Underwood's face of terror, seeing ajacka head
risng from the flames. Unred aso. Dreamswithin adream.

He had no memory of the pursuit, though at timesit had been close and pressing. Thehum of a
search sphere, astrange chemica scent carried on thewind: that was al he knew of it, until, shortly
before dawn, they had stumbled down into an area of narrow, redbrick houses and back aleys, and
found the boarded-up building.

Here, for the moment, he was safe. He had time to think, work out what to do....
But Mrs. Underwood was—
"Cold, isn't it?" said avoice.

Nathaniel turned away from the window. A little way off acrossthe ruined room, the boy that
was not aboy was watching him with shiny eyes. It had given itself the semblance of thick winter
gear—adown jacket, new blue jeans, strong brown boots, awoolly hat. It looked very warm.

"You're shivering," said the boy. "But then you're hardly dressed for awinter's expedition. What
have you got under that jersey? Just ashirt, | expect. And look at those flimsy shoes. They must be
soaked right through.”

Nathaniel hardly heard him. Hismind wasfar away.

"Thisisn't the placeto be half naked," the boy went on. "Look at it! Cracksinthewalls, aholein
the celling... We're open to the elements here. Brrrrrr! Chilly.”

They were on the upper floor of what had evidently been a public building. The room was
cavernous, bare and empty, with whitewashed walls stained yellow and green with mold. All dong
each wall stretched row upon row of empty shelves, covered in dugt, dirt, and bird droppings.
Disconsolate piles of wood that might once have been tables or chairs were tucked into a couple of
corners. Tal windowslooked out over the street and wide marbled steps led downgtairs. The place
smelled of damp and decay.

"Do you want meto help you with the cold?' the boy said, looking Sdewaysat him. ™Y ou have
only to ask."

Nathaniel did not respond. His breath frosted in front of hisface.

Thedjinni came abit closer. "I could make afire," it said. "A nice hot one. I've got plenty of
control over that eement. Look!" A tiny flameflickered in the center of itspalm. "All thiswood in
here, going to waste... What was this place, do you think? A library?1 think so. Don't supposethe
commoners are dlowed to read much anymore, are they? That's usualy the way it goes.” Theflame



grew alittle. "Y ou have only to ask, O my magter. I'd do it asafavor. That'swhat friends are for."

Nathaniel's teeth were chattering in his head. More than anything e se—more even than the
hunger that was gnawing in his belly like adog—he needed warmth. The little flame danced and spun.

"Yes" hesad husily. "Make meafire”
The flameingtantly died out. The boy's brow furrowed. "Now that wasn't very polite.”
Nathaniel closed hiseyes and heaved asigh. "Please.”

"Much better." A small spark legped and ignited a pile of wood nearby. Nathanidl shuffled over
and huddled beside it, his handsinches from the flames.

For afew minutesthe djinni remained silent, pacing here and there about the room. Thefeding
dowly returned to Nathanid's fingers, though his face stayed numb. At length he became aware that
the djinni had come close again, and was sitting on its haunches, idly stirring along diver of wood in
thefire.

"How doesthat fed ?" it asked. "Mélting nicdly, | hope." It waited politely for an answer, but
Nathaniel said nothing. "I'll tell you onething,” the djinni went on, in aconversationd tone, "you're an
interesting specimen. I've known afair few magiciansin my time, and there aren't many who are quite
asauicida asyou. Most would think that popping in to tell apowerful enemy you'd pinched his
treasure wasn't aterribly bright idea. Especidly when you're utterly defenseless. But you? All ina
day'swork."

"l had to," Nathanidl said shortly. He did not want to talk.

"Mmm. No doubt you had abrilliant plan, which I—and Lovelace, for that matter—completely
missed. Mind teling mewhat it was?"

"Bedlent!"

Thedjinni wrinkled its nose. "That was your plan? It'sasmple one, I'll say that much. Still, don't
forget it was my life you were risking too back there, acting out your strange convulsion of
conscience.” It reached into the fire suddenly and removed a burning ember, which it held musingly
between finger and thumb. "I had another master like you once. He had the same mulish obstinacy,
seldom acted in hisown best interests. Didn't live long.” 1t Sighed, tossed the ember back into the
flames. "Never mind—ad|'swell that endswell.”

Nathaniel looked at the djinni for thefirst time. "All's wel?"
"You'redive. Doesthat count as good?"

For an ingtant, Nathaniel saw Mrs. Underwood's face watching him from the fire. He rubbed his
eyes.

"I hateto say this," the djinni said, "but Lovelace wasright. Y ou weretotally out of your depth
last night. Magicians don't act the way you do. It was agood thing | was there to rescue youl.



So—where are you going now? Prague?'

"What?'

"Well, Lovelace knows you've escaped. HEll belooking out for you—and you've seen what
helll do to keep you quiet. Y our only hopeisto vanish from the scene and leave London for good.
Abroad will be safest. Prague.”

"Why should | go to Prague?’

"Magicians there might help you. Nice beer, too, I'm told.”

Nathanid'slip curled. "I'm no traitor."

The boy shrugged. "If that's no good, then you're left with getting aquiet new life here. There are
plenty of possihilities. Let's see... looking at you, 1'd say heavy lifting's out—you're too spindly. That
rules out being alaborer.”

Nathanid frowned with indignation. "'l have no intention—"

Thedjinni ignored him. "But you could turn your runtlike sizeto your advantage. Yes! A sweep's
lad, that's the answer. They dways need fresh urchinsto climb the flues.”

"Wat! I'm not—"

"Or you could become apprentice to asewer rat. Y ou get a bristle brush, ahook and a rubber
plunger, then wriggle up the tightest tunnelslooking for blockages."

"l won't—"
"Thereésaworld of opportunities out there! And al of them better than being a dead magician.”
"Shut up!" The effort of raisng his voice made Nathaniel fed his head was about to split in two.
"] don't need your suggestiond" He stumbled to hisfeet, eyes blazing with anger. The djinni'sjibes
had cut through hisweariness and grief to ignite a pent-up fury that suddenly consumed him. It rose up
from hisguilt, his shock, and his morta anguish and used them for itsfudl. Lovelace had said that there
was no such thing as honor, that every magician acted only for himsdlf. Very well. Nathaniel would
take him at hisword. He would not make such amistake again.

But Lovelace had made an error of hisown. He had underestimated his enemy. He had called
Nathaniel week, then tried to kill him. And Nathaniel had survived.

"You want meto dink away?" he cried. "1 cannot! Lovelace has murdered the only person who
ever cared for me—" He halted: therewas acatch in hisvoice, but still hiseyesweredry.

"Underwood? Y ou must be joking! He loathed you! He was aman of sense!™

"Hiswife, | mean. | want justice for her. Vengeance for what he has done.”



The effect of these ringing words was dightly spoiled by the djinni's blowing aloud raspberry. It
rose, shaking its head sadly, asif weighed down by great wisdom. "It isn't justice you're after, boy.
It'soblivion. Everything you had went up in flameslast night. So now you've got nothingtolose. | can
read your thoughts asif they were my own: you want to go out in ablaze of glory against Lovelace."

"No. | want judtice.”

Thedjinni laughed. "1t be s0 easy, following your master and hiswife into the darkness—so
much easer than arting life afresh. Y our prideisruling your heed, leading you to your degth. Didn't
last night teach you anything? Y ou're no match for him, Nat. Giveit up.”

"Never."

"It'snot even asif you're redly amagician any more." It gestured at the crumbling walls. "L ook
around you. Where are we? This isn't some cushy townhouse, filled with books and papers. Where
are the candles? Where's dl the incense? Where'sthe comfort? Likeit or not, Nathanidl, you've lost
everything amagician needs. Wesdlth, security, self-respect, amader... Let'sfaceit, you've got
nothing.”

"l have my scrying glass,”" Nathanid said. "And | haveyou." Hurriedly, he sat himself back
besdethefire. The cold of the room till pierced him through.

"Ahyes, | was coming to that." The djinni began clearing a space among the debris of the floor
with the side of its boot. "When you've cdmed down abit, | shal bring you some chak. Then you can
draw meacircle here and set mefree”

Nathanidl stared at him.

"I've completed my charge,” the boy continued. "And more, much more. | spied on Lovelacefor
you. | found out about the Amulet. | saved your life."

Nathanid's head felt oddly light and woozy, asif it were Suffed with cloth.

"Please! Don't rush to thank me!" the boy went on. "I'll only get embarrassed. All | wantisto
seeyou drawing that pentacle. That'sal | need.”

"No," Nathanid sad. "Not yet."

"Sorry?" the boy replied. "My hearing must be going, on account of that dramatic rescue | pulled
off last night. | thought you just said no."

"l did. I'm not setting you free. Not yet."

A heavy slencefdl. As Nathaniel watched, hislittle fire began to dwindle, asif it were being
sucked down through the floor. 1t vanished altogether. With little cracking noises, ice began to crust
onto the scraps of wood that amoment before had been burning nicely. Cold blistered his skin. His
breath became harsh and painful.

He staggered upright. " Stop that!" he gasped. "Bring back thefire."



The djinni's eyes glittered. "It'sfor your own good," it said. "I've just redized how inconsiderate |
was being. Y ou don't want to see another fire—not after the one you caused last night. Y our
conscience would hurt you too much.”

Flickering images rose before Nathaniel's eyes: flames erupting from the ruined kitchen. "I didn't
gart thefire" he whispered. "It wasn't my fault.”

"No? You hid the Amulet. You framed Underwood.”
"No! | didn't intend Lovelaceto come. It was for security—"
The boy sneered. "Sure it was—your security.”

"If Underwood had been any good he'd have survived! HEd have fought Lovelace off—raised
thedarm!"

"You don't believe that. Let'sfaceit, you killed them both.”

Nathanid'sface twisted in fury. "1 was going to expose Lovelace! | was going to trap him with
the Amulet—show the athoritied™

"Who cares? Y ou weretoo late. You failed."

"Thanksto you, demon! If you hadn't led them to the house none of thiswould have happened!”
Nathanidl seized on thisidealike adrowning man. "It'sdl your fault and I'm going to pay you back!
Think you're ever going to be freed? Think again! Y ou're staying permanently. It's Perpetua
Confinement for you!"

"Isthat s0? In that case—" the counterfeit boy stepped forward and was suddenly very
close—"1 might aswell kill you mysdf right now. What have | got to lose?I'll bein thetin either way,
but I'll have the satisfaction of bresking your neck first." Its hand descended gently on Nathanidl's
shoulder.

Nathaniel's skin crawled. He resisted the overpowering temptation to shy away and run, and
instead stared back into the dark, blank eyes.

For along moment, neither said anything.

At last Nathanid licked hisdry lips. "That won't be necessary,” he said thickly. "I'll free you
beforethe monthisup.”

Thedjinni pulled him closer. "Free me now!"
"No." Nathanid swallowed. "We havework to do first."
"Work?" It frowned; its hand stroked his shoulder. "What work? What isthereto do?'

Nathanie forced himsdlf to remain quite fill. "My magter and hiswife are dead. | must avenge
them. Lovelace must pay for what hedid.”



The whispering mouth was very near now, but Nathaniel could fed no breath againgt hisface.
"But I've told you. Lovelace istoo powerful. Y ou haven't ahope of besting him. Forget the matter, as
| do. Release me and forget your troubles.”

III Ca,.“,.]Ot.ll
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"l—I oweit to my master. He was a good man—"

"No, hewasn't. That's not the reason at al." The djinni whispered directly into hisear. "It isn't
justice or honor that drives you now, boy, but guilt. Y ou can't take the consequences of your actions.
Y ou seek to drown out what you've done to your master and hiswife. Well, if that's the way you
humans choose to suffer, so beit. But leave me out of the equation.”

Nathanid spokewith afirmness hedid not fed. "Until your month isup you'll obey meif you
ever want your freedom.”

"Going after Lovelace practicaly amountsto suicidein any case—yours and mine" The boy
smiled nadtily. "That being so, | till don't seewhy | shouldn't kill you now...."

"Therewill be waysto expose him!" Nathaniel could not help himsdf; he was speaking far too
fast. "Wejust need to think it through carefully. I'll make abargain with you. Help me avenge mysdlf
on Lovelace and I'll set you freeimmediately afterward. Then there can be no doubt about our
positions. It'sin both our interests to succeed.”

Thedjinni's eyes glittered. "As dways, alaudably fair arrangement, dictated from aone-sided
position of power. Very well. | have no choice. But if at any time you place either of usa unduerisk,
be warned—I shdl get my revengefirs.”

"Agred.”

The boy stepped back and rel eased Nathaniel's shoulder. Nathanidl retreated, eyeswide,
bresthing hard. Humming gently, the djinni wandered to the window, reigniting the fire casudly asit
passed. Nathaniel struggled to cdm himself, to regain control. Another wave of misery washed
through him, but he did not succumb. No time for that. He must appear strong in front of hisdave.

"Well then, magter," the djinni said. "Enlighten me. Tl mewhat wedo."

Nathaniel kept hisvoice aslevd ashe could. "Firgt, | need food, and perhaps new clothes. Then
we must pool our information on Lovelace and the Amulet. We also need to know what the
authorities think abouit... about what happened last night.”

"That last one's easy,” Bartimaeus said, pointing out of the window. "L ook out there."
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"Times! Morning edition!”

The newspaper boy wheded his handcart dowly a ong the pavement, stopping whenever
passersby thrust coinsin hisdirection. The crowd was thick and the boy's progress was dow. He had
barely madeit asfar asthe baker's by the time Nathaniel and Bartimaeus sidled out from the dley
beside the derdlict library and crossed the road to meet him.

Nathaniel ill had in his pocket the remnants of the money he had stolen from Mrs.
Underwood's jar afew days before. He glanced at the cart: it was piled high with copies of The
Times—the Government's officia paper. The newspaper boy himsaf wore alarge, checked cloth
cap, fingerless gloves, and along dark coat that reached dmost to hisankles. Thetips of hisfingers
were mauve with cold. Every now and then he roared out the same hoarse call: " Times! Morning
edition!”

Nathaniel had little experience of dealing with commoners. He hailed the boy in his deepest,
most assartive voice. " The Times. How muchisit?"

"Forty pence, kid." Coldly, Nathaniel handed over the change and received the newspaper in
return. The paperboy glanced at him, first incurioudy, and then with what seemed asudden intense
interest. Nathaniel made to pass on, but the boy addressed him.

"Y ou look rough, chum,”" he said cheerily. "Been out dl night?'
"No." Nathanidl adopted a stern expression, which he hoped would discourage further curiosity.

It didn't work. "Course you ain't, course you ain't," the paperboy said. "And | wouldn't blame
you for not admitting it if you had. But you ought to be careful with the curfew on. The policeare
sniffing about morethan usud "

"What curfew'sthis?" the djinni asked.

The paperboy's eyes widened. "Whereve you been, mate? After that disgraceful attack on
Parliament, theré's an eight o'clock curfew each night this week. It won't do nothing, but the search
spheres are out, and the Night Police too, so you'll want to hole up somewhere before they find you
and eat you. Looksto melike you struck lucky so far. Tell you what—I could find you agood place
to shelter tonight, if you need it. It's safe, and the spot to go"—he paused, looked up and down the
dreet, and lowered hisvoice—"if you've got anything you might want to sdll.”

Nathaniel looked at him blankly. "Thank you. | havent.”

The boy scratched the back of hishead. " Suit yoursalf. Well, can't hang about chatting. Some of
us have got work to do. I'm off." He took up the poles of his handcart and moved away, but
Nathaniel noticed him look back at them over his shoulder more than once.

"Strange," Bartimaeus said. "What was that about?"

Nathaniel shrugged. He had dready dismissed it from hismind. "Go and get me some food and
warmer clothes. I'll go back to the library and read this."



"Very wdl. Do try to keep out of trouble while I'm gone." The djinni turned and headed off into
the crowd.

The article was on page two, sandwiched between the Employment Ministry's monthly request
for new apprentices and a short report from the Italian campaign. It was three columnsin length. It
noted with regret the deathsin a severe housefire of the Interna Affairs Minister Arthur Underwood
and hiswife, Martha. The blaze had started at approximately 10:15 P.M. and had only been fully
extinguished by fire crews and emergency service magiciansthree hourslater, by which timethe
whole building had been gutted. Two neighboring houses had been badly affected, and their
occupants evacuated to safety. The cause of the fire was unknown, but police were keen to interview
Mr. Underwood's apprentice, John Mandrake, aged twelve, whose body had not been recovered.
Some confused reports had him being observed running from the scene. Mandrake was rumored to
be of an unstable disposition; he was known to have assaulted severa prominent magiciansthe year
before and the public was told to approach him with caution. Mr. Underwood's desth, the article
concluded, was a sad loss to the Government; he had served hisministry ably al hislife and made
many significant contributions, none of which the paper had space to describe.

Sitting below the windows, Nathanie |et the paper drop. His head sank againgt his chest; he
closed hiseyes. Seeing in cold, clear print the confirmation of what he dready knew struck him likea
fresh blow. Hereded with it, willing the tearsto come, but his grief remained pent up, eusive. It was
no good. Hewastoo tired for anything. All he wanted wasto deep....

A boot nudged him, not softly. He started and awoke.

Thedjinni stood over him, grinning. It carried a paper bag from which steam curled promisingly.
Raw hunger overcame Nathaniel's dignity—he snatched the bag, amost spilling the polystyrene cup of
coffee on hislap. To hisrelief, beneath the cup were two neatly wrapped greaseproof paper parcels,
each containing a hot steak sandwich. It seemed to Nathanid that he had never esten anything half as
good in hisentirelife. In two straight minutes, both sandwiches were gone and he sat nursing the
coffeein hischilblained fingers, breething heavily.

"What an exhibition," the djinni said.
Nathaniel durped the coffee. "How did you get this?!

"Stoleit. Got addicatessen man to makeit al up, then ran off with it while he was at the cash
register. Nothing fancy. The police were summoned.”

Nathaniel groaned. "That'sal we need.”
"Don't worry. They'll belooking for atall blond woman in afur coat. Speaking of which"—it

pointed to asmall mound amid the debris of the floor—"you'll find some better clothing there. Coat,
trousers, hat, and gloves. | hopethey'll fit you. | picked the scrawniest szes| could find."



A few minutes|later, Nathaniel was better fed, better clothed, and partidly revived. He sat
besde the fire and warmed himsdf. The djinni crouched nearby, staring into the flames.

"They think | did it." Nathanid indicated the newspaper.

"Wdl, what do you expect? Loveaceisn't going to come clean, ishe? What magician would do
astupid thing likethat?" Bartimaeus eyed him meaningfully. "Thewhole point of starting thefirewasto
hide dl trace of hisvisit. And since he couldn't kill you, he's set you up to take the rap.”

"The police are after me."

"Y ep. The police on one side, Lovelace on the other. Helll have his scouts out trying to track
you down. A nicelittle pincer movement. That's what he wants—to keep you on the run, isolated, out
of hishair."

Nathaniel ground histeeth. "Well see about that. What if | go to the police mysdlf? They could
raid Lovelace's house—find the Amulet...."

"Think they'll listen to you? Y ou're awanted man. | use man in the broadest possible sense
there, obvioudy. Even if you werent, I'd be cautious about contacting the authorities. Lovelaceisn't
acting done. Theréshisold magter, Schyler—"

"Schyler?' Of course—the wizened red-faced old man. " Schyler ishismaster? Yes... | know
him. | overheard them discussing the Amulet a Parliament. There's another one, too, called Lime."

Thedjinni nodded. "That may just be thetip of theiceberg. A great many search spheres chased
mewhen | sole the Amulet that first night—they were the work of several magicians. If it isawide
conspiracy, and you go to the authorities, you can't trust anyone in aposition of power not to tip him
off and kill you instead. For example, Sholto Pinn, the artifact merchant, may bein onit. Heis one of
Loveace's closest friends, and in fact was having lunch with him only yesterday. | discovered that
shortly before | was unavoidably detained a Pinn's shop.”

Nathaniel's anger flared. ™Y ou were far too reckless! | asked you to investigate L ovelace, not
endanger me!™

"Temper, temper. That's precisaly what | wasdoing. It was at Pinn'sthat | found out about the
Amulet. Lovelace had it taken from a government magician named Beecham, whose throat was cut
by the thief. The Government badly wantsit back. | would have learned more, but an &frit came
cdling and took meto the Tower."

"But you escaped. How?'

"Ah, well, that wasthe interesting thing," Bartimaeus went on. "It was Lovelace himsdaf who
broke me out. He must have heard from Pinn or someone that adjinni of incredible virtuosity had
been captured and guessed at once that | was the one who stole the Amulet. He sent his djinn Faquarl
and Jabor on arescue misson—an extremely risky enterprise. Why do you think he did that?'

"Hewanted the Amulet, of course.™



"Exactly—and he needsto useit soon. He told us as much last night. Faguarl said the same
thing: it'sgoing to be used for something big in the next couple of days. Timeis of the essence.”

A hdf-buried memory stirred in Nathanid's mind. " Someone at Parliament said that Lovelace
was holding abdl, or conference, soon. At aplace outside London."

"Yep, | learned that too. Lovelace has awife, girlfriend, or acquaintance named Amanda. It is
shewho ishogting the conference, at some hall or other. The Prime Minister will be attending. | saw
thisAmandaat Lovelace's house when | firgt stolethe Amulet. He wastrying very hard to charm
her—s0 she can't be hiswife. | doubt they've known each other very long.”

Nathaniel pondered for amoment. "I overheard Loveace tdling Schyler that he wanted to
cancel the conference. That was when he didn't have the Amulet.”

"Yes. But now hesgot it again.”

Another surge of cold rage made Nathanid's head spin. "The Amulet of Samarkand. Did you
discover its properties?’

"Little more than | have dways known. It haslong had areputation for being an item of great
power. The shaman who made it was a potent magician indeed—far greater than any of your piffling
crowd. Hisor her tribe had no books or parchments: their knowledge was passed down by word of
mouth and memory done. Anyway, the Amulet protectsitswearer from magical attack—it ismore or
lessassmple asthat. It isnot atalisman—it can't be used aggressively to kill your rivas. It only
works protectively. All anulets—"

Nathaniel cut in sharply. "Don't lecture me! | know what amulets do.”

"Just checking. Not sure what they teach kids nowadays. Well, | witnessed alittle of the
Amulet's powers when | was planting it in Underwood's study for you.”

Nathaniel's face contorted. "'l wasn't planting it!"

"Of course you weren't. But it dedlt with an admittedly fairly poor fire-hex without any trouble.
Absorbed it just like that—gone. And it disposed of Underwood's lame attack last night too, asyou
may have seen while dangling under my arm. One of my informants stated that the Amulet is rumored
to contain an entity from the heart of the Other Place: if so, it will be powerful indeed.”

Nathanid's eyes hurt. He rubbed them. More than anything el se, he needed deep.

"Whatever the Amulet's exact capacity,” the djinni continued, "it's clear that Lovelaceisgoing to
useit in the next few days, at that conference he arranged. How? Difficult to guess. Why? Easy. He's
seizing power." It yawned. " That old story."

Nathaniel cursed. "He'sarenegade, atraitor!"

"Hesanorma magician. You'rejust the same.”

"What? How dareyou! I'll—"



"Well, not yet, maybe. Giveit afew years." Thedjinni looked alittle bored. " So—what do you
propose to do?"

A thought crossed Nathaniel's mind. "1 wonder...." he said. "Parliament was attacked two days
ago. Do you think Lovelace was behind that too?"

The djinni looked dubious. "Doubt it. Too amateur. Also, judging by Loveace's
correspondence, he and Schyler weren't expecting anything that evening.”

"My magter thought it was the Res stance—people who hate magicians.”

Bartimaeus grinned. "Much more likely. Y ou watch out—they may be disorganized now, but
they'll get you in the end. It dways happens. Look at Egypt, look at Prague...."

"Pragu€'s decadent.”

"Prague's magicians are decadent. And they no longer rule. Look over there..." In one area of
thelibrary, the rotting shelves had fdlen away. The wallsthere were murded with layers of graffiti and
carefully drawn hierogylphs. "Old Kingdom curses,”" Bartimaeus said. "'Y ou get amore informed class
of ddinquent round here. 'Death to the overlords that big one says. That's you, Natty boy, if I'm not
much mistaken."

Nathanidl ignored this; he was trying to organize histhoughts. "It's too dangerousto go to the
authorities about Lovelace," he said dowly. "So thereisonly one dternative. | shall attend the
conference mysdf and expose the plot there.”

Thedjinni coughed meaningfully. "I thought we mentioned something about unduerisk... Be
careful—that idea sounds suicidd to me."

"Not if we plan carefully. First we need to know where and when the conferenceis taking place.
That isgoing to betricky.... Y ou will have to go out and discover thisinformation for me." Nathaniel
cursed. "But that will taketime! If only | had some books and the proper incense, | could organize a
troop of impsto spy on dl the ministers at once! No—they would be hard to control. Or | could—"

Thedjinni had picked up the newspaper and was flipping through it. "Or you could just read the
information printed here."

"What?'

"Herein the Parliament Circular. Listen: "Wednesday, December second, Heddleham Hall.
Amanda Cathcart hosts the Annua Parliamentary Conference and Winter Ball. In attendance, anong
others, the Right Honorable Rupert Devereaux, Angus Nash, JessicaWhitwell, Chloe Baskar, Tim
Hildick, Sholto Pinn, and other members of the dite' "

Nathaniel snatched the paper and read it through. " Amanda Cathcart—that's got to be
Loveacesgirlfriend. Theré's no doubt about it. Thismust beit.”

"Pity we don't know where Heddieham Hall is."



"My scrying glasswill find it." From his pocket, Nathaniel drew the bronze disc. Bartimaeus
eyed it askance.

"| doubt it. It'sapoor pieceif ever | saw one."
"l made this"
IIY$II

Nathaniel passed his hand twice across the disc and muttered the invocation. At the third time of
asking, theimp's face appeared, spinning asif on aroundabout. It raised an eyebrow in mild surprise.

"Ain't you dead?' it said.

N

“Bity."

"Stop spinning,” Nathaniel snarled. "I have atask for you."

"Hold on asec,” theimp said, screeching to ahalt suddenly. "Who's that with you?"
"That's Bartimaeus, another of my daves."

"Hed liketo think asmuch,” the djinni said.

Theimp frowned. "That's Bartimaeus? The one from the Tower?"
"es"

"Ain't he deed?'

N

"Bity."

"He'safeisty one" Bartimaeus stretched and yawned. "Tdl him to watchiit. | pick my teeth with
impshisgze”

The baby made a skeptica face. "Y eah? I've eaten djinn like you for breskfast, mate.”
Nathaniel kicked afoot against the floor. "Will you both just shut up and let me give my
command? I'min charge here. Right. Imp: | wish you to show me the building known as Heddleham

Hall. Somewhere near London. Owned by awoman named Amanda Cathcart. So! Be gone about
your errand!”

"Hopeit ain't too far off, thishal. My astra cord's only so long, you know."



The disc clouded. Nathaniel waited impatiently for it to clear.
And waited.
"That isonedow scrying glass” Bartimaeus said. "Areyou sureit'sworking?!

"Of course. It'sadifficult objective, that'swhy it'staking time. And don't think you're getting off
lightly, either. When we find the Hdll, | want you to go and check it out. Seeif anything's going on.
Lovelace may be setting somekind of trap.”

"It would have to be a subtle one to fool al those magicians heading there on Wednesday. Why
don't you try shaking it?"

"It works, | tell you! Y ou see—herewe go."

Theimp reappeared, huffing and wheezing asif it was hideoudy out of bregth. "What isit with
you?" it panted. "Mogt magicians use their glasses to spy on people they fancy in the shower. But not
you, oh no. That would be much too easy. I've never gpproached a place that's so well guarded. That
Hall isdmost as bad asthe Tower itsalf. Hair-trigger nexuses, randomly materidizing sentries, thelot.
| had to retreat as soon as | got near. Thisisthe best image | could get.”

A very blurry image filled the center of the disc. It was possible to make out asmudgy brown
building with severd turrets or towers, surrounded by woodland, with along drive gpproaching from
onesde. A coupleof black dots could be seen moving rapidly through the sky behind the building.

"Seethosethings?' theimp's voice remarked. " Sentries. They sensed me as soon as|
materiaized. That'sthem coming for me. Fagt, aren't they? No wonder | had to skeddadle Straight

avay.'
The image disappeared; the baby took its place. "How was that?"
"Usdess" Bartimaeus said. "We gtill don't know wherethe Hall is.”

"That'swhere yourewrong." The baby's face assumed an inconceivably smug expression. "It's
fifty miles due south of London and nine mileswest of the Brighton raillway line. A huge estate. Can't
missit. | may be dow, but I'm thorough.”

"Y ou may depart.”" Nathanidl passed his hand across the disc, wiping it clear again. "Now we're
getting sarted,” he said. "The amount of magica protection confirmsthat that must be where the
conference istaking place. Wednesday... We've two daysto get there."

Thedjinni blew out its cheeks ruddy. "Two daystill were back at the mercy of Loveace,
Faguarl, Jabor, and a hundred wicked magicians who think you're an arsonist. Goody. Can't wait.”

Nathaniel's face hardened. "We have an agreement, remember? All we need is proper planning.
Go to Heddleham Hall now, get as close asyou can, and find away to get in. | shal wait for you
here. | need to deep.”

"Humansreally do have no samina. Very well: | shdl go." Thedjinni rose.



"How long will it take you?"

"A few hours. I'll be back before nightfal. There's acurfew on and the spheres will be out, so
don't leavethisbuilding.”

"Stop telling me what to do! Just leave! Wait—Dbefore you go, how do | build up thefire?'

A few minutes |ater, the djinni departed. Nathaniel lay down on the floor closeto the crackling
flames. Hisgrief and guilt lay down with him like shadows, but his weariness was stronger than both
of them combined. In under aminute, he was adeep.
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In hisdream, he sat in asummer garden with awoman at hisside. A pleasant fegling of peace
was upon him: shewas talking and he listened, and the sound of her voice mingled with the birdsong
and the sun'stouch upon hisface. A book lay unopened on hislap, but heignored it: either he had not
read it, or he did not wish to do so. The woman'svoice rose and fell; he laughed and felt her put an
arm around his shoulders. At this, a cloud passed over the sun and the air chilled. A sudden gust of
wind blew open the cover of the book and riffled its pages|oudly. The woman's voice grew deeper;
for thefirgt time he looked in her direction... Under amop of long blond hair, he saw the djinni's eyes,
itsleering mouth. The grip around his shoulderstightened, he was pulled toward his enemy. Its mouth
opened—

He awoke in atwisted posture, one of hisarmsraised defensively across hisface.

Thefire had burned itsdf out and the light was dying in the Sky. Thelibrary room wasthick with
shadow. Several hours must have passed since he had fallen adeep, but he did not fedl refreshed, only
tiff and cold. Hunger clamped his scomach; his limbs were weak when hetried to stand. Hiseyes
were hot and dry.

Inthelight of the window, he consulted hiswatch. Three-forty: the day was amost gone.
Bartimaeus had not yet returned.

Asdusk fdl, men with hooked poles emerged from the shops opposite and pulled the
night-grillesdown in front of their display windows. For several minutes, the rattles and crashes
echoed aong the road from both directions, like portcullises being dropped at a hundred castle gates.
Y elow streetlights came on, one by one, and Nathaniel saw thin curtains being drawn in the windows
above the shops. Buses with lit windows rumbled past; people hurried aong the pavements, anxious
to get home.

Still Bartimaeus did not come. Nathaniel paced impatiently about the cold, dark room. The delay
enraged him. Y et again he felt powerless, a the mercy of events. It wasjust asthings had dways
been. In every criss, from Lovelace'sfirgt attack the year before, to the murder of Mrs. Underwood,
Nathaniel had been unable to respond—his weakness had cost him dearly every time. But things
would change now. He had nothing holding him back, nothing left to lose. When the djinni returned,



he would—
"Evening edition! Latest newd"

The voice camefaintly to him from aong the darkening street. Pressing his head againgt the
leftmost window, he saw asmdl weak light come swinging aong the pavement. It hung from along
pole above awobbling handcart. The paperboy, back again.

For afew minutes Nathaniel watched the boy's approach, deliberating with himsalf. In all
probability, there was no point in buying another paper: little would have changed since the morning.
But The Times was hisonly link with the outside world; it might give him more information—about
the police search for him, or the conference. Besides, he would go mad if he didn't do something. He
rummaged in a pocket and checked his change. The result decided him. Treading carefully inthe
half-light, he crossed to the staircase, descended to the ground floor and squeezed past the loose
plank into thesdedley.

"One copy, please." He caught up with the paperboy just as he was whedling his cart round a
corner, off the main street. The boy's cap was hanging from the back of his head; asprig of white hair
spilled out onto his brow. Helooked round and gave adightly toothless grin.

"You again. Still out on the streets?"

"Onecopy." It seemed to Nathanid that the boy was staring at him. He held his coins out
impatiently. "It'sal right—I've got the money."

"Never said you hadn't, chum. Troubleis, I'vejust sold out.” He indicated the empty interior of
hiscart. "Lucky for you, my matewill have some left. Hispitch isnt so lucrative asmine.”

"It doesn't matter.”" Nathaniel turned to go.

"Oh, hell bejust long here. Won't take aminute. | always meet him near the Nag's Head &t the
end of the day. Just round the next corner.”

"Wadll..." Nathaniel hesitated. Bartimaeus could be back at any time, and he'd been told to stay
indgde. Told? Who was the master here? It was just round the corner; it would be fine. "All right," he
sad.

"Dandy. Come on, then." The boy set off, thewhed of his cart squeaking and shaking on the
uneven stones. Nathanie went beside him.

The side road was |ess frequented than the main highway, and few people passed them before
they arrived a the next corner. The lane beyond was quieter ill. A littleway dong it wasaninn, a
squat and ugly building with aflat roof and gray pebbledash walls. An equdly squat and ugly horse
was depicted on abadly painted sign, hanging above the door. Nathaniel was disconcerted to seea
amadll vigilance sphere hovering unobtrusvely besideit.

The paperboy seemed to sense Nathaniel's hesitation. "Don't worry; we're not going near the
spy. It only watches the door, acts as a deterrent. Doesn't work, mind. Everyone at the Nag's Head
just goesin the back. Anyway, heresold Fred."



A narrow dley ran off from the lane at an angle between two houses, and at its entrance another
handcart had been parked. Behind it, in the shadows of the aley, atal youth wearing a black lesther
jacket lounged againgt the wall. He was egting an gpple methodicaly and regarding them from under
lowered eydlids.

"Hello, Fred," the paperboy said heartily. "I've brought a chum to seeyou.”

Fred said nothing. He took a giant bite out of the apple, chewed it dowly with his mouth dightly
open, and swallowed. He eyed Nathaniel up and down.

"He's after an evening paper,” the boy explained.
"Ishe?' Fred said.

"Yeah, I'd run out. And he'sthe one | wastdling you of and dl," the paperboy added quickly.
"He'sgot it on him now."

At this, Fred straightened, stretched, tossed the remains of the apple down the aley and turned
to face them. Hisleather jacket squesked as he moved. He stood head-and-shoulderstaller than
Nathaniel and was broad-chested too; a sea of spots on his chin and cheeks did nothing to detract
from his dightly menacing appearance. Nathaniel felt alittle uneasy, but drew himself up and spoke
with as much brusque confidence as he could. "Wdll, do you have one? | don't want to waste my
time"

Fred looked a him. "I've run out of paperstoo,” he said.

"Don't worry. | didn't really need it." Nathaniel was only too eager to depart.

"Hold on—" Fred stretched out alarge hand and grabbed him by adeeve. "No need to run off
so quick. It ain't curfew yet."

"Get off mel Let mego!” Nathaniel tried to shake himsdlf free. Hisvoice fet tight and high.
The paperboy patted him on the back in afriendly manner. "Don't panic. Were not looking for
trouble. We don't look like magicians, do we? Well then. We just want to ask you afew questions,

don't we, Fred?'

"That'sright." Fred seemed to exert no effort, but Nathaniel found himself drawn into the aley,
out of sight of theinn dong the street. He did hisbest to quell hismounting fear.

"What do you want?' hesaid. "I haven't got any money."

The paperboy laughed. "We're not trying to rob you, chum. Just afew questions, like | said.
What's your name?"

Nathaniel swalowed. "Um... John Lutyens.”

"L utt-chens? Aren't we posh? So what are you doing round here, John? Where's your home?'



"Er, Highgate." Assoon ashesaid it, he guessed it was amistake.

Fred whistled. The paperboy's tone of voice was politely skeptica. "Very nice. That'sa
magician's part of town, John. Y ou amagician?'

"No™

"What about your friend?"

Nathanid was momentarily taken aback. "My—my friend?"

"The good-looking dark kid you were with thismorning.”

"Him? Good-looking? He's just someone | met. | don't know where hel's gone.™

"Where did you get your new clothes?

Thiswas too much for Nathanid to take. "What is this?' he sngpped. "1 don't have to answer all
thisl Leavemeaone!™ A trace of imperiousness had returned to his manner. He had no intention of

being interrogated by apair of commoners—the whole situation was absurd.

"Simmer down,” the paperboy said. "Werejust interested in you—and in what you've got in
your coat."

Nathaniel blinked. All he had in his pocket was the scrying glass, and no one had seen him use
that, he was sure. Hed only taken it out in the library. "My coat? Therésnothing in it."

"But thereis," Fred sad. " Stanley knows—don't you, Stanley?"
The paperboy nodded. "Y up.”

"He'slying if he says he's seen anything.”

"Oh, I an't seenit," the boy sad.

Nathaniel frowned. "Y ou're talking nonsense. Let me go, please.” Thiswasinsufferable! If only
Bartimaeus was to hand, he would teach these commoners the meaning of respect.

Fred squinted at hiswatch in the gloom of the alley. "Must be getting on to curfew, Stanley.
Want metotakeit off him?"

The paperboy sighed. "L ook, John," he said patiently. "We just want to see what it isyou've
stolen, that's dl. We're not cops or magicians, so you don't have to beat about the bush. And—who
knows?2—perhaps we can make it worth your while. What were you going to do with it, anyway?
Useit? So—just show usthe object you've got in your left-hand pocket. If not, I'll havetolet old
Fred here go to work."

Nathaniel could see he had no choice. He put his hand in his pocket, drew out the disc, and
wordlessly handed it over.



The paperboy examined the scrying glassin the light of hislantern, turning it over and over in his
hands.

"What do you think, Stanley?" Fred asked.

"Modern," hesaid at last. "Very crudely done. Homemade piece, I'd say. Nothing specid, but
it'sworth having." He passed it acrossto Fred to examine.

A suspicion took sudden shape in Nathanidl's mind. The recent spate of artifact theftswasabig
concern to ministers. Devereaux had mentioned it in his speech, while his master had linked the crimes
to the mysterious Res stance which had attacked Parliament two days before. It was thought that
commoners had carried out the thefts, and that the magical objects were then made available to
enemies of the Government. Nathaniel remembered the wild-eyed youth standing on the terrace at
Westmingter Hall, the elementa sphere spinning through the air. Here perhaps was firsthand evidence
of the Resistance in action. His heart best fast. He had to tread very carefully.

"Isit—isit vauable?' hesaid.

"Yeah," Stanley said. "It'suseful in the right hands. How did you get hold of it?"

Nathaniel thought fast. "You'reright,” hesaid. "I, er... | did stedl it. | wasin Highgate—I don't
live there mysdlf, obvioudy—and | passed this big house. There was an open window—and | saw
something shining onthewall just insde. So | nipped in and took it. No one saw me. | just thought |
could sl it maybe, that'sall.”

"All things are possible, John," the paperboy said. "All things are possible. Do you know what it
does?'

"No."

"It'samagician'sdivining disc, or scrying glass—something like thet.”

Nathaniel was gaining confidence now. It was going to be easy enough to fool them. Hismouth
gaped in what he imagined was a commoner's stupefied amazement. "What—can you see the futurein
it?"
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"Can youwork it?"

Stanley spat violently againgt thewall. "Y ou cheeky little sod! | ought to punch you hard for
that."

Nathaniel backtracked in confusion. " Sorry—I didn't mean... Well, um, if it's valuable, do you
know anyone who might want to buy it? Thing is, | badly need the cash.”

Stanley glanced across a Fred, who nodded dowly. "Y our luck'sin!" Stanley said, in achipper
tone. "Fred'sup for it, and | aways go aong with old Fred. We do know someone who might be
ableto give you agood price, and perhaps help you out if you're down on your luck. Come dong



with us and we can arrange ameseting."

Thiswasinteresting, but inconvenient. He couldn't waltz off across London to an unknown
rendezvous now—he had aready been away from thelibrary too long. Getting to Lovelace's
conference was far more important. Besides, he would need Bartimaeus with him if hewasto get
involved with these criminas. Nathaniel shook hishead. "'l can't come now," he said. "Tell mewho it
IS, or where | need to go, and I'll meet you there later.”

The two youths stared at him blankly. " Sorry," Stanley said. "It's not that sort of meeting—and
not that sort of someone, neither. What've you got to do that's so important, anyway?"

"I've got to, um, meet my friend." He cursed slently. Mistake.
Fred shifted; hisjacket squeaked. "Y ou just said you didn't know where he was."
"Er, yes—I need to find him."

Stanley looked at hiswatch. "Sorry, John. It's now or never. Y our friend can wait. | thought you
wanted to sl thisthing.”

"1 do, but not tonight. I'm redlly interested in what you suggest. | just can't do it now. Listen—I'll
meet you here tomorrow. Sametime, same place.” He was growing desperate now, speaking too
fast. He could sense their mounting suspicion and disbdlief; dl that mattered was getting away from
them asfast aspossble.

"No can do." The paperboy adjusted his cap squarely on hishead. "I don't think we're going to
get any joy here, Fred. What say we head off?*

Fred nodded. With disbelief, Nathaniel saw him stow the scrying glassinside hisjacket pocket.
Helet out ashout of rage. "Hey! That'smine! Giveit back!"

"Y ou missed your chance, John—if that is your name. Best it." Stanley reached down for the
poles of his handcart. Fred gave Nathaniel a push that sent him sprawling back against the wet stones
of thewadll.

At this Nathanid felt al restraint dissolve; with astrangled cry, hefell upon Fred, pummelling
himwith hisfigsand kicking out wildly in dl directions.

" Give—me—back—my—disc!”

The toe cap of one boot connected hard with Fred's shin, diciting abellow of pain. Fred'sfist
swung up and caught Nathaniel on the cheek; the next thing he knew he was lying in the muck of the
aley floor, head spinning, watching Fred and Stanley disappear hurriedly along the dley with their
carts bouncing and legping behind them.

Fury overwhelmed hisdizziness, it took control of his sense of caution. He struggled to hisfeet
and st off ungteadily in pursuit.

He could not go fast. Night hung heavy inthe dley; itswallswere curtains of gray scarcely lighter



than the inky nothingness out in front. Nathanie felt hisway step by fevered step, one hand brushing
the bricks on hisright, listening hard for the telltal e squeaking and scraping of the handcarts up ahead.
It seemed that Fred and Stanley had been forced to dow down too—the sounds of their progress
never quite faded; he was able to guessther route at every junction.

Once again, his helplessnessinfuriated him. Curse the djinni! It was never there when he needed
it! If he ever caught the thieves, they'd suffer such—Now where? He paused beside atall, barred
window, caked with grime. Distantly he made out the noise of handcart whedl's banging hard on stone.
Theleft fork. He set off downit.

A little later he became aware that the sound up ahead had changed. Muttered voi ces replaced
the noise of movement. He went more cautioudy now, pressing himself closeto thewall, placing each
footfdl carefully to avoid splashing in the wet.

Thedley drew to an end at anarrow, cobbled lane, fringed with mean little workshops, al
derdict and boarded up. Shadows choked the doorways like cobwebs. A faint smell of sawdust hung
inthear.

He saw the handcarts Stting in the middle of the lane. The pole with Stanley's light had been
removed from its cart and could now be seen glowing faintly in asheltered doorway. Within itswan
halo, three figurestaked quietly: Fred, Stanley and someone dse—adight figure, wearing black.
Nathanidl could not make out hisface.

Nathanid hardly breathed; he strained to hear their words. No good. Hewastoo far away. He
could not fight them now, but any scrap of information might be useful in the future. It wasworth
risking. He edged alittle nearer.

Still no luck. He could tell only that Fred and Stanley were largely silent, that the other figure was
holding court. He had a high voice, young and sharp.

A littleclos...

On the next step his boot knocked againgt an empty wine bottle that had been placed againgt the
wall. It teetered, clinked faintly against the bricks, righted itsdlf. It didn't fall. But the clink was enough.
Thelight in the doorway jerked; three faces turned toward him: Stanley's, Fred's and—

Intheingtant Nathaniel was dlowed, he only caught aglimpse, but it imprinted itself inddibly
upon hismind. A girl'sface, pae and young, with straight, dark hair whipping around. Her eyeswere
wide, startled but not scared, fierce too. He heard her cry acommand, saw Fred lunge forward,
glimpsed something pale and shiny shoot toward him out of the darkness. Nathaniel ducked franticaly
and cracked the side of his head against the brickwork of the building. Bile roseto histhroat; he saw
lights before his eyes. He collgpsed in the puddle at the base of the wall.

Neither fully unconscious nor awake, he lay motionless, eyes closed, body relaxed, dimly avare
of hissurroundings. Pattering footsteps came close, ametal scraping sounded, leasther squeaked. He
sensed a presence near him, something light brushing hisface.



"Y ou missed him. He'sout, but dive." A femaevoice.
"] can cut histhroat for you, Kitty." Fred spegking.

The pause that followed might have been of any duration; Nathaniel could not tell. "No... HE's
only astupid kid. Let'sgo."

Silencefdl in the darkened dley. Long after his head stopped swimming, long after the water
had soaked through his coat to chill hisflesh, Nathaniel remained quite still. He dared not move,

34

Bartimaeus

| had been back for dmost five hours when aweary scuffling sounded at the loose plank and my
sad, bedraggled and extremely smelly master tumbled back into the library. Leaving atrail of what |
hoped was mud in hiswake, he limped hisway like some giant land snail up the dairsto the first-floor
room, where he promptly collapsed against awal. Out of aspirit of scientific curiosity, | litasmall
Hame and inspected him closdly. It'sagood job I've had experience dedling with stygian impletsand
the like, because he wasn't a pretty sight. He seemed to have been taken bodily and rolled through a
particularly pungent mire or stable yard, before being stirred head first into avat of dirt and
grass-cuttings. His hair stuck up like aporcupine's rump. Hisjeans were torn and bloodied at the
knee. He had alarge bruise on his cheek and anasty cut above one ear. Best of al, though, his eyes
were furious.

"Had agood evening, Sr?' | said.

"A fire)" hesnarled. "Make meafire. I'mfreezing."

This haughty master mode sounded alittle out of place coming from something ajacka would
have spurned, but | didn't object. | wasfinding it al too amusing. So | gathered sundry bits of wood,
got areviving fire going, then settled down (in Ptolemy’'sform) asclose as| could ssomach.

"Well," | said cheerily, "this makes a pleasant change. Usudly it'sthe djinni who comesinworn
out and covered in muck. | approve of such innovations. What made you leave the library? Did
Lovdace'sforces find you? Did Jabor bregk in?!

He spoke dowly through clenched teeth. "1 went to get a newspaper.”

Thiswas getting better and better! 1 shook my head regretfully. ™Y ou should leave such a
dangerous assgnment to people better qualified: next time ask an old granny, or atoddier—"

"Shut up!" Hiseyesblazed. "It was that paperboy! And hisfriend Fred! Two commoners! They
lured me away from here and stole my disc—the one | made. | followed them and they tried to kil
me; would have doneit too, if it wasn't for the girl—"

"A girl?What girl?'



"But even so | smashed my head open and fdll in apuddle, and then, when they'd gone, |
couldn't find the way back and it was after curfew and the search spheres were out and | had to keep
hiding asthey passed. In the end, | found astream under a bridge and lay there in the mud for ages
while the lights patrolled up and down the road above. And then, when they'd gone, | till had to find
my way back. It took me hours! And | hurt my knee."

Widll, it wasn't exactly Shakespeare, but it was the best bedtime story 1'd heard inalong time. It
quite cheered me up.

"They're part of the Resstance," he went on, staring into thefire. "I'm sure of it. They're going to
sl my disc—qgiveit to the same people who attacked Parliament! Ahh!" He clenched hisfigts. "Why
weren't you there to help me? | could have caught them—forced them to tell me about their |eader.”

"If yourecdl," | remarked, coldly, "I was off on amission you gave me. Who wasthisgirl you
mentioned?'

"I don't know. I only saw her for asecond. She wasin charge of them. One day, though, I'll find
her and make her pay!"

" thought you said she stopped them from killing you?'
"She dtill took my disc! She'sathief and atraitor.”

Whatever dsethe girl was, she sounded very familiar. A thought struck me. "How did they
know you had the disc? Did you show it to them?”

"No. Do you think I'm stupid?’

"That's beside the point. Are you sure you didn't bring it out when you were fumbling for
change?'

"No. The paperboy just knew, somehow. Like hewasadjinni or animp."

"Interesting...” It sounded exactly like the same bunch who jumped methe night | had the Amulet
of Samarkand. My girl and her cronies hadn't needed to see the Amulet to know | had it on me,
ather. And they'd later found me hidden behind my Concedment spell. Useful abilities, which were
evidently being put to good use. If they were part of this Resistance movement, it sounded like
opposition to the magicians was more devel oped—and potentiadly formidable—than 1'd thought.
Timeswere moving onin London....

| didn't share these thoughts with the boy. He was the enemy, after dl, and the last thing
magicians need are any clever ingghts. "L eaving your misfortunes to one side for amoment,” | said,
"perhaps you wish to hear my report?”

He grunted. "Y ou found Heddleham Hall?"
"l did—and if you choose | can get you there. Beside the Thamesisarailway heading south,

over theriver and out of London. But first | should tell you about the defenses Lovelace has rigged up
around his girlfriend'shouse. They areformidable. Airbornefoliots patrol the surrounding countryside,



while higher-ranking entities materialize at random on the ground. There are at least two protective
domes over the estate itsalf, which aso change position. | was unable to get beyond the boundary on
my foray, and it will be even harder to succeed with adeadbest like you in tow."

Hedidn't riseto the bait. Hewastoo tired. "However," | continued, "1 can fed in my essence
that they are hiding something at the Hall. These defenses are in place two daystoo early, which
involves acolossd expenditure of power. That implies mischief going on.”

"How long will it take to get there?"

"We can reach the edge of the estate by nightfal—if we catch an early morning train. Therésa
long walk at the other end. But welll need to get going now."

"Very wdl." He began to get up, squelching and oozing as he did so.

"Areyou sure about thisplan?’ | said. "'l could take you to the docks instead. There's bound to
be vacanciesfor cabin boysthere. It'sahard life, but agood one. Think of all that salty air."

There was no answer. He was on hisway out. | gave asigh, snuffed out thefire, and followed
him.

Theroute | selected was a strip of wasteland that ran south and east between the factories and
warehouses, following anarrow tributary of the Thames. Although the stream itsdf was meeger, it
meandered excessvely acrossits mini flood plain, creating amaze of hummocks, marshes, and little
poolsthat took usthe rest of the night to negotiate. Our shoes sank into mud and water, sharp reeds
spiked our legs and hands, and mosquitoes whined occasionally about our heads. The boy, by
contrast, whined pretty much continually. After his adventures with the Resistance, hewasin avery
bad temper.

"It'sworsefor methanitisfor you," | snapped, after aparticularly petulant outburst. "I could
have flown thisin five minutes, but oh, no—I have to kegp you company. Writhing about in mud and
dimeisyour birthright, human, not mine."

"l can't seewhere I'm putting my feet," he said. " Create some light, can't you?"

"Yes, if you want to attract the attention of night-flying djinn. The streets are well watched—as
you've dready discovered—and don't forget Lovelace may till be seeking ustoo. The only reason
I've chosen thisway is because it's so dark and unpleasant.”

He did not seem greatly comforted by this, nevertheless, his protests ceased.[1]

[1] One side-benefit of this route was that its difficulties eventually took his mind off the loss of his precious
scrying glass. Honestly, the way he went on about it, you'd think that imp was his blood brother, rather than a
vulgar baby impersonator trapped against its will. He did seem to have taken his misfortune personally. But after
the loss of his beloved Mrs. Underwood, | suppose the disc was his only friend in the world, poor thing.

Aswe stumbled on, | considered our Situation with my usua impeccablelogic. It had been six
days snce the kid had summoned me. Six days of discomfort building up insde my essence. And no



immediateendin Sght.

Thekid. Where did heratein my list of dl-time human lows? He wasn't the worst master | had
endured,[2] but he presented some peculiar problems of hisown. All sensble magicians, well versed
in clever crudty, know when the timeisright to fight. They risk themsaves (and their servants)
comparatively rarely. But the kid hadn't aclue. He had been overwhelmed by a disaster brought
about by his own meddling, and his reaction was to lunge back at his enemy like awounded snake.
Whatever hisorigina grudge against Lovelace, his previous discretion had now been replaced by a
desperation powered by grief. Smple thingslike salf-preservation were disregarded in his pride and
fury. Hewas going to his degth. Which would have been fine, except he was taking me aong for the
ride.

[2] A "good master" is a contradiction in terms, of course. Even Solomon would have been insufferable, he
was so prissy in hisearly years, but fortunately he could command 20,000 spirits with one twist of his magic ring,
sowith him | got plenty of days off.

| had no solution to this. | was bound to my master. All | could do wastry to keep him alive.

By dawn, we had followed the waste strip down from north London amost to the Thames. Here
the stream widened briefly before duicing over aseries of welrsinto the mainriver. It wastimeto
rgjoin the roads. We climbed abank to awire fence (in which | burned adiscreet hole), stepped
through it and came out on acobbled street. The palitical heart of the city was on our right, the Tower
ditrict on our left; the Thames stretched ahead. Curfew was safely over, but there was no one yet
about.

"Right," | said, halting. "The station is close by. Before we go there, we need to solve a
problem.”

"Whichis?'

"To stop you looking—and smelling—like aswineherd.” The variousfluids of the wasteland
adhered to him in a complex splatter-pattern. He could have been framed and hung upon a
fashionablewall.

Hefrowned. "Y es. Clean me up first. There must beaway.”

"Thereis"

Perhaps| shouldn't have seized him and dunked him in the river. The Thamesian't that much
cleaner than the quagmire weld waded through. Still, it washed off theworst of the muck. After a
minute of vigorous dousing, | alowed him to come up, water spouting through his nogtrils. Hemade a
gurgling sound that was hard to identify. | had a stab, though.

"Agan?You are thorough."

Another good rinsing made him look as good as new. | propped him up in the shadows of a
concrete embankment and dried his clothes out with discreet use of a Flame. Oddly, histemper had
not improved with hissmdl, but you can't have everything.

With this matter resolved, we set off and arrived at the railway station in timeto catch the first



train of the morning south. | stole two tickets from the kiosk, and while sundry attendants were busy
combing the platformsfor ared-faced clergywoman with a plausible manner, settled back into my
Seet just asthetrain got underway. Nathaniel sat in adifferent part of the carriage—rather pointedly, |
thought. Hisimprovised makeover still seemed to rankle with him.

Thefirst part of thejourney out of the city was thus the quietest and least troublesome half-hour
| had enjoyed since first being summoned. Thetrain pottered along at an arthritic pace through the
never-ending outskirts of London, adispiriting jumbled wilderness of brick that |ooked like moraine
left by agiant glacier. We passed a succession of rundown factories and concrete lots run to waste;
beyond them Stretched narrow terraced streets, with chimney smoke rising here and there. Once, high
up againgt the bright, colorless cloud that hid the sun, | saw atroop of djinn heading west. Even at that
distance, it was possibleto pick out the light glinting on their breastplates.

Few people got on or off thetrain. | relaxed. Djinn don't doze, but | did the equivaent, drifting
back through the centuries and contemplating some of my happier moments—magicians errors, my
choice acts of revenge....

Thisreveriewasfindly shattered by the boy throwing himself down on the seat opposite me. "l
suppose we'd better plan something,” he said sulkily. "How can we get through the defenses?”

"With randomly shifting domes and sentriesin place,” | said, "there's no way we can bregk in
unmolested. Well need some kind of Trojan horse” Helooked blank. ™Y ou know—something which
seems to be innocent, which they alow in past the gates. In which we're hiding. Honestly—what do
they teach you magicians nowadays?'[3]

[3] Obvioudy not classical history. Thisignorance would have upset Faquarl, as it happens, who often
boasted how he'd given Odysseus the idea for the wooden horse in thefirst place. I'm sure he was lying, but | can't
proveit because | wasn't a Troy: | wasin Egypt at thetime.

"S0, we need to conced oursalvesin something,” he grunted. "Any ideas?'

IINomII
Scowling, hemulled it over. Y ou could amost hear the fleshy innards of hisbrain sraining. "The

guestswill arrive tomorrow," he mused. "They haveto let them in, so there's bound to be a steady
stream of traffic getting through the gates. Perhaps we can hitch aride in someonée's car.”

"Perhaps” | said. "But dl the magicianswill be cloaked to the eyeba |swith protective Shields
and bug-eyed imps. We'd be hard pushed to sneak anywhere near them without being spotted.”

"What about servants?' he said. "They must get in somehow.”

Give him credit—hed had an idea. "Most of them will be on sitedready,” | said, "but you're
right—some may arrive on the day. Also there are bound to be ddliveries of fresh food; and maybe
entertainerswill come, musiciansor jugglers—"

Helooked scornful. "Jugglers?”

"Who's got more experience of magicians—you or me? There are always jugglers.[4] But the
point isthat there will be some nonmagical outsiders entering the manor. So if we get oursavesinto



position early enough, we might well get a chance to snesk aride with someone. It'sworth atry.
Now... in the meantime, you should deep. Therésalong walk ahead of us when we get to the
dation.”

[4] They've got the worst taste in the world, magicians. Always have done. Oh, they keep themselves all
suave and sober in public, but give them a chance to relax and do they listen to chamber orchestras? No. They'd
rather have adwarf on stilts or a belly-dancing bearded lady any day. A little-known fact about Solomon the Wise:
he was entertained between judgements by an enthusiastic troupe of L ebanese clowns.

Hiseyedlidslooked asif they were made of lead. For once he didn't argue.

I've seen glaciers cover ground more quickly than that train, so in the end he got a pretty decent
kip. But finally we arrived at the station closest to Heddleham Hall. | shook my master awake and we
tumbled out of the carriage onto a platform that was being speedily reclaimed by the forces of nature.
Severd varieties of grass grew up through the concrete, while an enterprising bindweed had colonized
thewalls and roof of the ramshackle waiting room. Birds nested under the rusty lamps. There was no
ticket office and no sgn of human life,

Thetrain limped off asif it were going to die under ahedge. Acrossthe track awhite gate led
straight onto an unpaved road. Fields stretched away on al sides. | perked up: it felt good to be free
of the city's madignant clutches and surrounded by the natural contours of the trees and crops.[5]

[5] Even though they have been scraped and shaped by human will, fields do not have magicians' stench
about them. Throughout history, magicians have been resolutely urban creatures: they flourish in cities,
multiplying like plague rats, running along thickly spun threads of gossip and intrigue like fat-bellied spiders. The
nearest that nonurban societies get to magicians are the shamans of North America and the Asian steppe But they
operate so differently that they almost deserve not to be called magicians at all. But their timeis past.

"Wefollow theroad,” | said. "Thehal isat least nine miles away, so we don't have to be on our
guard yet. |—what's the matter now?"

The boy waslooking quite pae and unsettled. "It's nothing. Jugt... I'm not used to so much...
space. | can't see any houses.”

"No housesis good. It means no people. No magicians.”
"It makes mefed srange. It'sso quiet.”

Made sense. Hed never been out of the city before now. Never even been in abig park, most
likdly. The emptinessterrified him.

| crossed the track and opened the gate. "There's avillage beyond those trees. Y ou can get food
there and cuddle up to some buildings.”

It took my master sometimeto lose hisjitters. It wasadmost asif he expected the empty fields
or winter bushesto rise like enemies and fall on him, and his head turned constantly against surprise
atack. He quaked at every bird call.

Conversdy, | stayed relaxed for thisfirst part of the journey, precisely because the countryside
seemed wholly deserted. There was no magicd activity of any description, even in the distant skies.



When we reached the village, we raided its solitary grocery store and pinched sufficient supplies
to keep the boy's stomach happy for the rest of the day. It was asmallish place, afew cottages
clustered around aruined church, not nearly large enough to have its own resident magician. Thefew
humans we saw ambled around quietly without so much asanimp intow. My master wasvery
dismissve of them.

"Don't they redlize how vulnerable they are?' he sniffed, as we passed thefind cottage. "They've
got no defenses. Any magical attack and they'd be hel pless.”

"Perhapsthat's not high on their list of priorities,” | suggested. "There are other thingsto worry
about: making aliving, for example. Not that you'll have been taught anything about that." [g]

[6] How true thiswas. Magicians are essentially parasitic. In societies where they are dominant, they live well
off the strivings of others In those times and places when they lose power and have to earn their own bread, they
are generally reduced to a sorry state, performing small conjurations for jeering ale-house crowds in return for a
few brass coins.

"Ohno?' hesaid. "To beamagician isthe greatest calling. Our skills and sacrifices hold the
country together, and those fool s should be grateful we're there.”

"Grateful for people like Loveace, you mean?"

Hefrowned a this, but did not answer.

It was mid-afternoon before we ran into danger. The first thing my master knew about it was my
throwing mysdlf upon him and bundling usinto a shallow ditch beside theroad. | pressed him low
againg the earth, alittle harder than necessary.

He had amouthful of mud. "Whop you doing?'

"Keep your voice down. A patrol's flying up ahead. North-south.”

| indicated agap in the hedge. A small flock of starlings could be seen drifting far off acrossthe
clouds.

He spat hismouth empty. "I can't make them out.”

"On planesfive onward they'refoliots.[7] Trust me. We haveto go carefully from now on."

[7] A variety with five eyes, two on the head, one on either flank, and one—well, let's just say it would be
hard to creep up on him unawares while he was touching his toes.

The starlings vanished to the south. Cautioudly, | got to my feet and scanned the horizon. A little
way ahead astraggling band of trees marked the beginning of an area of woodland. "We'd better get
off theroad,” | said. "It'stoo exposed here. After nightfall we can get closer to the house." With
infinite caution, we squeezed through agap in the hedge and, after rounding the perimeter of the field
beyond, gained the relative safety of the trees. Nothing threatened on any plane.

The wood was negotiated without incident; soon afterward, we crouched on itsfar fringes,
surveying the land ahead. Before us, the ground fell away dightly, and we had aclear view over the



autumn fields, heavily plowed and purple-brown. About amile distant, the fields ran themsdves out
againg an old brick boundary wall, much weathered and tumbledown. This, and alow, dark bunching
of pinetrees behind it, marked the edge of the Heddleham estate. A red dome was visible (on the fifth
plane) soaring up from the pines. As | watched, it disgppeared; a moment later another, bluish, dome
materidized on the sixth plane, somewhat farther off.

Hunched within the trees was the suggestion of atal arch—perhapsthe officid entranceto the
manor's grounds. From this arch aroad extended, straight as ajavelin thrust between the fields, until it
reached a crossroads next to aclump of oak trees, half amile from where we stood. The lane that we

had recently been following also terminated at this crossroads. Two other routes led away fromiit
elsawhere.

The sun had not quite disappeared behind the trees and the boy squinted againgt itsglare. "Is
that asentry?' He pointed to adistant ssump hafway to the crossroads. Something unclear rested
upon it: perhgps amotionless, black figure.

"Yes" | said. "Another'sjust materialized at the edge of that triangular field."

"Oh! Thefirst onesgone.”

"| told you—they're randomly materidizing. We can't predict where they'll appear. Do you see
that dome?'

"No."

"Y our lenses are worse than useless.”

The boy cursed. "What do you expect? | don't have your sight, demon. Whereisit?'
"Coarse language will get you nowhere. I'm not telling."

"Don't beridiculous! | need to know."

"Thisdemon'snot saying.”

"Whereisit?"

"Careful where you stamp your feet. Y ou've trodden in something.”

"Jugt tell mel™

"I've been meaning to mention thisfor sometime. | don't like being called ademon. Got that?"
Hetook a deep breath. "Fine."

"Just so you know."

"All right.”



"I'madjinni.”

"Yes, all right. Where'sthe dome?!

"It'sin the wood. On the sixth plane now, but it'll shift position soon.”
"They've madeit difficult for us

"Yes. That'swhat defenses do.”

Hisface was gray with weariness, but still set and determined. "Wdll, the objectivesclear. The
gateway is bound to mark the officia entrance to the estate—the only hole in the protective domes.
That's where they'll check peopl€e'sidentities and passes. If we can get beyond it, well have got
ingde”

"Ready to betrussed up and killed," | said. "Hurrah."
"Thequedtion," he continued, "ishow we getin...."

He sat for along time, shading his eyes with his hand, watching as the sun sank behind the trees
and the fields were swathed in cold green shadow. At irregular intervals, sentries came and went
without trace (we were too far away to smell the sulfur).

A distant sound drew our attention back to the roads. Along the one that led to the horizon,
something that from amile away looked like ablack matchbox came roaring: amagician'scar,
Speeding between the hedges, honking its horn imperioudly at every corner. It reached the crossroads,
dowed to ahat and—safely assured that nothing was coming—turned right along the road to
Heddleham. Asit neared the gateway, two of the sentries bounded toward it at great speed across
the darkened fields, robes fluttering behind them like tattered rags. Once they reached the hedges
bordering the road they went no further, but kept pace beside the car, which presently drew closeto
the gateway in the trees. The shadows here were very thick, and it was hard to glimpse what
happened. The car pulled up in front of the gate. Something approached it. The sentries hung back at
thelip of the trees. Presently, the car proceeded on its way, through the arch and out of sight. Its
dronefaded on the evening air. The sentriesflitted back into thefields.

The boy sat back and stretched hisarms. "Well," he said, "that tells us what we need to do.”
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The crossroads was the place for the ambush. Any vehicles gpproaching it had to dow down for
fear of accident, and it was concealed from the distant Heddleham gateway by athick clump of oaks
and laurdl. Thisaso promised good cover for lurking.

Accordingly, we made our way there that night. The boy crawled aong the base of the hedges
beside theroad. | flitted in front of him in the guise of abat.



No sentries materialized beside us. No watchers flew overhead. The boy reached the
crossroads and burrowed into the undergrowth bel ow the biggest oak tree. | hung from abough,
keeping watch.

My master dept, or tried to. | observed the rhythms of the night: the fleeting movements of owl
and rodent, the scruffles of foraging hedgehogs, the prowling of the restive djinn. In the hours before
dawn, the cloud cover drifted away and the stars shone down. | wondered whether Lovelace was

reading their import from the roof of the hdl, and what they told him. The night grew chill. Frost
sparkled acrossthe fields.

All a once, it struck me that my master would be suffering greetly from the cold.
A pleasant hour passed. Then another thought struck me. He might actudly freezeto desthin his
hiding place. That would be no good: I'd never escape thetin. Reluctantly, | spirded down into the

bushes and went in search of him.

Tomy grudging relief, hewas gtill dive, if somewhat bluein theface. Hewas huddlied in his coat
under apile of leaves, which rustled perpetually with his shivering.

"Want some heat?' | whispered.

His head moved alittle. It was hard to tell whether it was ashiver or ashake.
"No?'

"No."

"Why?

Hisjaw was clamped so tight it could barely unlock. "It might draw them to us."

"Sureit isn't pride? Not wanting help from a nasty demon?Y ou'd better be careful with dl this
frost about—hits might drop off. I've seen it happen.”[1]

[1] Very, very nasty it was. Remind meto tell you about it some day.

"L-leaveme."

"Suit yoursdf." | returned to my tree. Somewhile later, asthe eastern sky began to lighten, |
heard him sneeze, but otherwise he remained stubbornly silent, locked into his self-gppointed
discomfort.

With the arrival of dawn, hanging about as a bat became aless convincing occupation. | took
myself off under the bushes and changed into afield mouse. The boy waswhere | had left him, stiff as
aboard and rather dribbly about the nose. | perched on atwig nearby.

"How about a handkerchief, O my master?' | said.

With some difficulty, heraised an arm and wiped his nose on hisdeeve. He sniffed. "Has



anything happened yet?'
"Still abit under your left nogtril. Otherwise clean.”
"1 meant on theroad.”

"No. Too early. If you've got any food le&ft, you should egt it now. We need to be all set when
thefirgt car comesby."

Asit transpired, we needn't have hurried. All four roads remained gill and silent. The boy ate the
last of hisfood, then crouched in the soaking grass under a bush, watching one of the lanes. He
gppeared to have caught adight chill, and shivered uncontrollably insde his coat. | scurried back and
forth, keeping an eye out for trouble, but findly returned to hisside.

"Remember,” | said, "the car mustn't be seen to stop more than afew seconds, or one of the
sentries might smell arat. We've got to get on board as soon asit reaches the crossroads. Y ou'll have
to movefad.”

"Il bereedy."
"l mean really fagt."
"Il beready, | sad."

"Yes, well. I've seen dugs cover ground more quickly than you. And you've made yourself ill by
refusng my help last night.”

"I'mnotill.”
"Sorry, didn't catch that. Y our teeth were chattering too loudly."
"I'll befine. Now leave me done."

"Thiscold of yours could let us down big timeif we get in the house. Lovelace might follow the
tral of s—Ligen!”

"What?'
"A car! Coming from behind us. Perfect. It'll dow right here. Wait for my order.”

| scampered through the long grasses to the other side of the copse and waited behind alarge
stone on the dirt bank above the road. The noise of the oncoming vehicle grew loud. | scanned the
sky—no watchers could be seen, and the trees hid the road from the direction of the house. | readied

mysdlf to oring....

Then hunched down behind the stone. No good. A black and shiny limousine: amagician'scar.
Toorisky totry. It flashed past in awelter of dust and pebbles; al skirling brakes and shining bonnet.
| caught aglimpse of its occupant: aman | did not know, broad-lipped, pasty, with dicked-back hair.
Therewas no sign of animp or other guardian, but that meant nothing. There was no point in



ambushing amagician.
| returned to the boy, gtill motionless under the bush. "No go,” | said. "Magician.”

"I've got eyes." He sniffed messily. "I know him, too. That's Lime, one of Lovelace's cronies.
Don't know why he'sin on the plot; he's not very powerful. | once stung him with some mites. He
sweled up likeabaloon.”

"Did you?' | confess | wasimpressed. "What happened?'
He shrugged. "They beat me. Isthat someone coming?’

A bicycle had appeared around the bend in front of us. Upon it was ashort, fat man, hislegs
whirring round like helicopter blades. Above the bicyclesfront whed was an enormous basket,
covered with aweighted white cloth. "Butcher,” | said.

The boy shrugged. "Maybe. Do we get him?"
"Could you wear hisclothes?"

"No."

"Then welet him pass. Ther€ll be other options.”

Red-faced and perspiring freely, the cyclist arrived at the crossroads, skidded to a hat, wiped
his brow and proceeded on toward the Hall. We watched him go, the boy's eyes mainly on the
basket.

"We should havetaken himout,” he said, wigfully. "I'm starving.”

Time passed and the bicycling butcher returned. He whistled as he pedaled, making light of his
journey. His basket was now empty, but no doubt hiswallet had been nicely filled. Beyond the hedge,
one of the sentriestrailed in his wake with great loping bounds, its body and tattered robes amost
tranducent in the sunlight.

The butcher freewhedled into the distance. The boy suppressed a sneeze. The sentry drifted
away. | scuttled up athorn stem that ran through the bush and peered out at the top. The skieswere
clear; the winter sun bathed the fields with unseasond warmth. The roads were empty.

Twice more during the next hour, vehicles gpproached the crossroads. Thefirst was aflorist's
van, driven by adatternly woman smoking a cigarette. | was about to pounce on her, when out of the
corner of my mouse'seye | spied atrio of blackbird sentries sailing lazily over the copse at low
adtitude. Their beady eyesflicked hither and thither. No chance: they would have seen everything. |
hid and let the woman drive on her way.

The blackbirds flew off, but the next passerby served me no better: a magician's convertible with
the top down, thistime coming from the direction of the Hall. The driver's face was mostly obscured
under acap and apair of driving goggles. | only caught aflash of reddish beard, short and clipped, as
he shot by.



"Who'sthat?' | asked. "Another accomplice?'
"Never seen him before. Maybe he was the onewho drovein last night.”
"He's not gticking around, whoever heis.”

The boy's frustration was getting to him. He beat afist againgt the grass. "If we don't get in soon,
al the other guestswill gart arriving. We need timein there to find out what's going on. Ahh! If | only
had more power!"

"Theeternd cry of dl magicians" | said wearily. "Have patience.”

Helooked up at me savagely. "Y ou need time to have patience," he snarled. "We have no
time"

But infact it was only twenty minutes later that we got our chance.

Once again the sound of acar; once again | crossed to the other side of the copse and took a
look from the top of the bank. Assoon as| did so, | knew the time had come. It was a dark-green
grocer'svan, tall and squared, with smart black mudguards and a newly washed look. Onitsside, in
proud black |ettering, were painted the words SQUALLS AND SON, GROCERS OF
CROYDON, TASTY COMESTIBLES FOR SOCIETY—and to my great delight, it appeared asiif
Squdlsand Son themsdlves were Sitting in the cab. An ederly man with abad head was a the whed!.
At hisside sat a chipper youth wearing a green cap. Both looked eager and well spruced up for their
big day; the old man's head seemed to have been buffed until it shone.

Thefidd mouse flexed its muscles behind its ambush stone.

The van drew closer, itsengine rattling and growling under the bonnet. | checked the skies—no
blackbirds or other dangers. All clear.

The van drew abreast of the copse, out of sight of the distant Heddleham gateway .

Both Squalls and Son had wound down their windows to catch the pleasant air. Son was
humming ahappy tune.

Midway past the copse, Son caught adight rustling noise from outside the cab. He glanced to
hisright.

And saw afield mouse whistling through the air in akarate attack position, clawsout, hind legs
foremost—right at him.

The mouse plopped straight through the open window. Neither Squalls nor Son had timeto
react. Therewas awhirl of inexplicable movements from within the cab; it rocked violently to and fro.
The van swerved gently and ran up against the dirt bank at the side of the road, where its whed
skidded and dipped. The engine petered and cut out.

A moment's silence. The passenger door opened. A man who looked very like Squalls hopped
out, reached back in and drew out the unconscious bodies of Squalls and Son. Son had lost the



majority of hisclothes.

It was the matter of amoment to drag the pair across the road, up the bank and into the depths
of the copse. | hid them there under a bramble thicket and returned to the van.[2]

[2] Faguarl would have argued that it was more expedient ssimply to devour them, while Jabor wouldn't have
argued at al, but just doneit. But | find that human flesh makes my essence ache. It's like eating bad seaf ood—too
much accumulated grime per mouthful.

Thiswasthe worst bit for me. Djinn and vehiclesjust don't mix; it'san dien sensation to be
trapped in atin shroud, surrounded by the smells of petral, oil, and artificid leather, by the stench of
people and their creations. It reminds you how weak and shoddy it must fed to be ahuman, requiring
such decrepit devicesto trave far.

Besides, | didn't redly know how to drive.[3]

[3] To date, the only experience I'd had of driving had been during the Great War, when the British army had
been camped thirty miles outside Prague. A Czech magician, who shall remain nameless, charged me to stedl certain
documents. They were well guarded and | was forced to pass the enemy djinn by driving a staff ambulance into the
British camp. My driving was very bad, but at least it enabled me to complete my disguise (by filling the ambulance
with each soldier | knocked down en route). When | entered the camp, the men were rushed off to the hospital,
while | dipped away to stea the campaign plans.

Nevertheless, | got the engine started again and managed to reverse away from the bank into the
middle of the road. Then onward to the crossroads. All this had taken scarcely aminute, but | admit |
was anxious. asharp-eyed sentry might well wonder why the van wastaking so long to clear the
trees. At the crossroads | dowed, took a hasty ook around, and leaned toward the passenger
window.

"Quick! Getin!"

A nearby bush rustled frantically, there was awrenching at the cab door and the boy wasinsde,

bresthing like abull elephant. The door dammed shut; an instant |ater, we were on our way, turning
right along the Heddleham road.

"It'syou, isit?" he panted, saring a me.

"Of course. Now get changed, quick asyou can. The sentrieswill be on usin moments.”

He scrabbled around on the sedt, ripping off his coat and reaching for Son's discarded shirt,
green jacket, and trousers. How smart this outfit had been five minutes before; now it was al
crumpled.

"Hurry up! They're coming.”

Acrossthefields from both sides, the sentries approached, hopping and bounding, black rags
flapping. The boy pawed at his shirt.

"Thebuttonsare so tight! | can't undo them!"

"Pull it over your heed!"



The sentry to my |eft was approaching fastest. | could seeits eyes—two black ovals with
pinpricks of light at their cores. | tried to accelerate, pressed the wrong pedd ; the van shuddered and
nearly sopped. The boy's head was hafway through the shirt collar at the time. He fell forward
against the dashboard.

"Ow! You did that on purpose!”

| pressed the correct pedal. We speeded up once more. " Get that jacket on, or we're done.
And the cap.”

"What about the trousers?"
"Forget them. Notime."

The boy had the jacket on and was just jamming the cap down on his touded head when the
two sentries drew adongside. They remained on the other side of the hedges, surveying uswith their
shining eyes

"Remember—we shouldn't be able to seethem,” | said. "Keep looking straight ahead.”
"l am." A thought struck him. "Won't they redize what you are?'

"They're not powerful enough.” | devoutly hoped that thiswastrue. | thought they were ghuls,[4]
but you can never be sure these days.[5]

[4] Ghuls: lesser djinn of an unsavory cast, keen on the taste of humans Hence efficient (if frustrated)
sentries They can only see onto five planes. | was Squalls on all but the seventh

[5] Everything seemsto aspire to be something better than it is. Mites aspire to be moulers, moulers aspire to
befoliots, foliots aspire to be djinn Some djinn aspire to be afrits or even marids In each caseit's hopeless. It is
impossible to alter the limitations of one's essence. But that doesn't stop many entities waltzing around in the guise
of something more powerful than they are. Of course, when you're pretty darn perfect to start with, you don't want
to change anything.

For atime, we drove aong the road toward the bank of trees. Both of uslooked straight ahead.
The sentries kept pace beside the van.

Presently, the boy spoke again. "What am | going to do about the trousers?’

"Nothing. Y ou'll have to make do with what you've got. Well be at the gate soon. Y our top
haf's smart enough, anyway."

IIBlJt_II

"Smooth down your jacket, get rid of any wrinklesyou can see. It'll have to do. Right—I'm
Squdlsand you're my son. We're ddivering groceries to Heddlieham Hall, fresh for conference day.
Which reminds me, weld better check what it iswere actudly bringing. Can you have alook?"

llBut_ll



"Don't worry, there's nothing odd about you peering in the back.” Between us, in the rear wall of
the cab, was ametd hatch. | gestured at it. "Have aquick peek. | would, but I'm driving."

"Very wdl." He knedled on the seat and, opening the hatch, stuck his head through.
"It'squite dark... thereslots of stuff in here...."

"Can you make anything out?" | took aglance at him and nearly lost control of the whed. The
van swerved wildly toward the hedge; | righted it just intime.

"Your trousers! Sit back down! Where are your trousers?’

He sat back in his seat. The view to my left improved markedly. "'l took my ones off, didn't 1?
Y ou told me not to put the new oneson.”

"] didn't redlize you'd ditched the othersl Put them on.”
"But the sentry will see—"
"The sentry's dready seen, believe you me. Just put them on."

As hefumbled with his shoes againgt the dashboard, | shook my shiny head. "WEell just have to
hope ghuls aren't too clever when it comesto the etiquette of human attire. Maybe they'll think it
normal for you to be changing costume now. But the guards at the gate will be more perceptive, you
can be sure of that."

Wewere nearly at the boundary of the estate. Trees spanned the view through the windscreen.
Theroad ahead curved into themin leisurdly fashion; dmost immediately the greet arch camein sight.
Congtructed from massive blocks of yellow sandstone, it rose from the bushes at the roadside with
the portentous solidity of ahundred thousand smilar arches across the world.[6] What particular
lordling had paid for this one, and why he had done so, | doubted anyone knew. The faces on the
caryatidsthat held up the roof were worn away, the detail on the inscriptionslikewise. Eventudly, the
Ivy that clung to it al would destroy the stonework too.

[6] All built to celebrate one insignificant tribe's victory over another. From Rome to Beijing, Timbuktu to
London, triumphal arches crop up wherever there are cities, heavy with the weight of earth and death. I've never
seen one | liked.

Above and around the arch, the red dome soared into the sky and extended into the woods.
Only through the arch was the way clear.

Our accompanying sentries were looking ahead of them expectantly.

A few metersfrom the arch | dowed the van to ahdt, but kept the engine on. It thrummed
gently. We sat in the cab waiting.

A wooden door opened in one side of the arch and a man came striding out. At my side, the
boy gave adight shiver. | glanced a him. Pae as he was, hed just gone paler. His eyes were round
asdinner plates.



"What isit?" | hissed.
"It's him... the one | saw in the disc, the one who brought the Amulet to Lovelace.”

Therewas no time to answer, no timeto act. Strolling casudly, smiling alittle smile, the murderer
approached the van.

36

S0 here he was—the man who had stolen the Amulet of Samarkand and vanished without a
trace, the man who had cut its keepersthroat and Ieft him lying in hisblood. Lovelaces hirdling.

For ahuman, he was sizeable, ahead tdler than most men and broad-shouldered. Hewore a
long buttoned jacket of dark cloth and wide trousersin the Eastern style that were loosely tucked into
high leather boots. His beard wasjet-black, his nose broad, his eyes apiercing blue beneath his heavy

brows. For abig man, he moved gracefully, one hand swinging easily at his side, the other tucked into
hisbelt.

The mercenary waked around the bonnet toward my side window, hiseyeson usdl the while.
Ashedrew close, helooked avay and waved dismissively; | glimpsed our escort ghuls vanishing
back toward the fields.

| stuck my head partway out of the window. "Good morning,” | said cheerily, inwhat | hoped
was a suitable London accent. "Ernest Squals and Son, with adelivery of groceriesfor the Hall."

The man stopped and consdered us silently for amoment.

"Squalsand Son..." The voice was dow, deep; the blue eyes seemed to |ook through me as he
spoke. It was a disconcerting effect; at my side, the boy gave an involuntary gulp; | hoped he wasn't
going to panic. "Squalls and Son... Y es, you are expected.”

"Yes guw'nor."

"What have you brought?"

"Groceries, guv'nor.”

"Namely?

"Um..." | hadn't aclue. "All sorts, guv'nor. Would you like to inspect them?'

"A lig will suffice”

Drat. "Very wdl, guv. Um, weve got boxes, weve got tins—Ilots of tins, sr—packets of things,
bottles—"



The eyes narrowed. "Y ou don't sound very specific.”

A high voice sounded a my elbow. Nathaniel leaned across me. "He didn't taketheligt, ar. |
did. Welve got Baltic caviar, plovers eggs, fresh asparagus, cured Bolognese sdlami, Syrian olives,
vanillagtaksfrom Centra America, freshly made pasta, larks tonguesin aspic, giant land snails
marinated in their shells, tubes of freshly ground black pepper and rock sdt, Wirra oysters, odtrich
meat—"

The mercenary held up ahand. "Enough. Now | wish to ingpect them."”

"Yes, guv'nor." Glumly | got down from the cab and led the way to the back of the van, devoutly
wishing that the boy hadn't |et hisimagination run away with him quite so much. What would happen
when some completely different grocerieswerereveded | did not care to think. But it could not be
hel ped now. With the mercenary looming impassively at my side, | opened the rear door and inched it

open.
He surveyed the interior for afew moments. "Very well. Y ou may continue up to the house."

Almost in dishdief | considered the contents of the van. A crate of bottlesin one corner caught
my eye: Syrian olives. Half hidden behind them, asmall box of larks tongues, sheets of wrapped
pasta... | shut the door and returned to the cab.

"Any directionsfor us, guv'nor?"

The man rested a hand on the lip of my open window: the back of the hand was crisscrossed
with thin white scars. "Follow the drive until it splits, take the right fork to the rear of the house,
Someone will meet you there. Carry out your business and return. Before you go, | shall giveyou a
warning: you are now entering the private property of agreast magician. Do not stray or trespassif you
vaue your lives. The penalties are severe and would curdle your blood.”

"Yes, gr." With anod, he stepped back and signaled usto pass. | revved the engine and we
passed dowly under the arch. Soon afterward we crossed benegath the protective domes; both made
my essencetingle. Then we were through, and following a sandy, curving driveway between the trees.

| regarded the boy. His face wasimpassive, but asingle bead of sweat trickled down histemple.
"How did you know dl theitems?' | said. "Y ou only had a couple of seconds looking in the back.”

He gave athin smile. "I've been trained. | read fast and remember accurately. So, what did you
think of him?*

"Loveaceslittle n? Intriguing. HEs not adjinni, and | don't think hesamagician
either—he doesn't quite have your scent of corruption.[1] But we know he was able to seize the
Amulet, so he must have some power.... And he exudes great confidence. Did you notice how the
ghuls obeyed him?"

[1] I wasn't being rude here. Well, all right, | was, but it was accurate abuse nevertheless. | may not be a
search sphereimp (all nostrils, remember), but |'ve got an acute sense of smell, and can nearly awaysidentify a
magician, even when they're going incognito. All those years of hanging out in smoky rooms summoning powerful
entities gives their skin a distinctive odor, in which incense and the sharp pang of fear feature prominently. If after
that you're still unsure, the clincher isto look 'em in the eyes: usually you can see their lenses.



The boy runkled hisforehead. "If he's not amagician or ademon, what sort of power can he
have?'

"Don't deceive yoursdlf," | said darkly; "there are other kinds" | wasthinking of the Resistance
girl and her companions.

| was spared further questioning, as the driveway suddenly straightened and we broke out of the
belt of trees. And up ahead we saw Heddleham Hall.

The boy gasped.

It didn't have quite the same effect on me. When you've helped construct severa of theworld's
most majestic buildings, and in some instances given pretty useful tipsto the architects concerned,[2] a
second-rate Victorian mangon in the Gothic style doesn't exactly wet your whistle. Y ou know the
kind of thing: lots of twiddly bitsand turrets.[3] It was surrounded by awide expanse of lawn, on
which peacocks and wallabies were decoratively scattered.[4] A couple of striped tents had been
erected on the lawns, to which sundry servants were dready carting trays of bottles and wineglasses
down from the terrace. In front of the house was amassive, ancient yew; under its spreading limbsthe
driveway split. Theleft-hand fork swooped e egantly round to the front of the house; the right-hand
fork trundled meekly round the back. As per our orders, we took the tradesmen's route.

[2] Not that my advice was always taken: check out the Leaning Tower of Pisa.

[3] Not agood enough description for you? Well, | was only trying to move the story on. Heddleham Hall
was agreat rectangular pile with stubby north—south wings, plenty of tall, arched windows, two stories, high
sloping gables, a surfeit of brick chimneys, ornate tracery that amounted to the Baroque, faux-battlements above
the main door, high vaulted ceilings (heavily groined), sundry gargoyles (likewise) and all constructed from a
creamy-brown stone that looked attractive in moderation but en masse made everything blur like a big block of
melting fudge.

[4] So decoratively that | wondered if their feet had been glued in position.

My master was dlill drinking the whole sight in with alustful 1ook.

"Forget your pathetic daydreams,” | said. "If you want to end up with one of these, you've got to
survive today first. So—now we'reinsde, we need to formulate our plan. What exactly isit?"

The boy wasfocused again in an ingtant. "From what Lovelacetold us," he said, "we guessthat
heis going to attack the ministersin some way. How, we don't know. It'll happen once they've
arrived, when they're most relaxed and unawares. The Amulet isvita to his scheme, whatever it is.”

"Yes. Agreed.” | tapped the steering whedl. "But what about our plan?'

"Weve got two objectives:. to find the Amulet and to work out what trap Lovelaceis preparing.
Loveace will probably have the Amulet on his person. In any event, it'll be well guarded. It would be
useful to locateit, but we don't want to take it from him until everyone's arrived. Weve got to show
them that he hasit: prove he'satraitor. And if we can show them the trap too, so much the better.
Well have dl the evidence we need.”

"You makeit sound so smple." | considered Faquarl, Jabor, and dl the other daves Loveace
waslikdly to have to hand, and sighed. "Well, first we need to ditch this van and these disguises.”



The driveway cameto asudden end at acircular areaof grave at the back of the house. The
florist's van was parked there. A set of white double doors was open nearby, with aman dressed ina
dark uniform standing outside. He indicated for usto pull over.

"All right,” the boy said. "We unload the van and seize the first chance we get. Wait for my
orders.”

"Hey, do | ever do anything ese?' | managed to skid the van to ahalt afew millimeters avay
from the ornamenta shrubbery and got out. The flunky approached.

"Mr. Squals?'
"That'sme, guv'nor. Thisheres... my son."
"You'relate. The cook has need of your items. Please bring them to the kitchen with al speed.”

"Yes, guv'nor." An uneasy fedling ran through my essence and rippled the bristles on the back of
my neck. The cook... No, it wouldn't be. HEd be e sawhere, surely. | opened the van door.
"Son—snaptoit, or you'l fed the back of my hand!"

| took acertain bleak pleasurein loading the boy up with asmany jars of Syrian olives and giant
land snailsas| could, then propelled him on hisway. He staggered off under hisload, not unlike
Smpkinin Finn'sshop.[5] | sdlected asmal tub of larks tongues and followed him through the doors
and into a cool, whitewashed passage. Various servants of every shape, sex, and size wereracing
about like startled hares, engaged in a hundred tasks; everywhere there was a great clattering and
hubbub. A scent of baked bread and roasting mests hung in the air, emanating from awide arch that
led on to the kitchen.

[5] Don't think I'd forgotten Simpkin. On the contrary. | have along memory and afertile imagination. | had
plansfor him.

| peered through the arch. Dozens of white-clothed under-cooks, chopping, basting, rinsng,
dicing... Something turned on the spit in the fireplace. Stacks of vegetables were piled high on tables
beside open pastry cases being filled with jdlied fruits. It was ahive of activity. Orchestrating it dl was
aszeable head chef, who at that moment was shouting at asmdl boy wearing ablue uniform.

The chef's deeves were rolled up. He had a thick white bandage wrapped round one arm.

| checked the seventh plane.

And ducked back out of sight. | knew those tentacles far too well for there to be any doubt.

My master had entered the kitchen, placed his precarious load on a nearby work surface and
was coming out again, none the wiser. As he rounded the door | thrust the larks tonguesinto his

hand.

"Takethosetoo,” | hissed. "I can'tgoin.”

“Why?



"Jugt doit."

He had the sense to obey, and quickly, for the servant in the dark uniform had regppeared in the
corridor, and was observing us intently. We headed back out again for the next load.

"The head cook," | whispered, as| pulled acrate of boar pété to the back of thevan, "isthe
djiinni Faquarl. Don't ask mewhy helikesthat disguise, I'venoidea But | can't go in. Hell spot me
ingantly."

The boy's eyes narrowed. "How do | know you'retelling the truth?"

"Youll just haveto trust me on this one. There—you can manage another sack of ostrich steaks,
can't you? Oops. Perhaps not.” | helped him to hisfeet. "I'll unload the van; you take the stuff in. Well
both think what to do."

During the course of severa round-trips for the boy, we thrashed out aplan of campaign. It took
afair bit of thrashing to reach agreement. He wanted us both to dip past the kitchen to explore the
house, but | was extremely reluctant to go anywhere near Faquarl. My ideawas to unload, ditch the
van in the trees somewhere and creep back to start our investigations, but the kid would have none of
this. "It'sdl right for you," he said. "Y ou can crossthe lawvnslike agust of poisonouswind or
something; | can't—they'll catch me before I'm hafway. Now that I'm at the house, I'vegot togoin.”

"But you're agrocer's boy. How will you explain that when you're seen?'
He smiled an unpleasant smile. "Don't worry. | won't be agrocer's boy for long."

"Well, it'stoo risky for meto passthekitchen,” | said. "I waslucky just now. Faquarl can usualy
sense me amile off. It'sno good; I'll have to find another way in."

"l dont likeit," he said. "How will we meet up?"
“I'll find you. Just don't get caught in the meantime.”

He shrugged. If he wasterrified out of hiswits, he was doing agood job of hiding it. | piled the
last baskets of plovers eggsinto his hands and watched him waddle off into the house. Then | shut the
van doors, |eft the keys on the driver's seat and considered the position. | soon abandoned my idea of
disposing of the van in the trees: that was more likely to attract attention than just quietly leaving it
here. No one was worrying about the florist's van, after dll.

There were too many windowsin the house. Something could be watching from any of them. |
walked toward the door asif | were going insde, checking the planes en route: far off, asentry patrol
passed above the trees, just inside the innermost dome; that was okay—they'd see nothing. The
houseitsalf looked clear.

As| neared the door | stepped to one side, out of view from within, and changed. Mr. Squalls
became asmall lizard that dropped to the ground, scuttled to the nearest patch of wall, and ran up it,
making for thefirgt floor. My creamy-brown skin wasidedly camouflaged againgt the stone. The
minute bristles on my feet gave me an excdllent grip. My swivel-eyeslooked up, around, behind. All
things considered, it was another perfect choice of form. Up thewadl | ran, wondering how my master



was getting on with his more cumbersome disguise.

37

Nathanie€l

As he st the basket of eggs down on the nearest surface, Nathaniel looked around the kitchen
for hisintended victim. There were so many people bustling about that &t first he could see no sign of
the smal boy with the dark blue uniform, and he feared that he had already gone. But then, in the
shadow of alarge lady pastry chef, he saw him. He was transferring amountain of bite-sized cangpés
to atwo-storied Sllver platter.

It was clear that the boy planned to take this dish e sewherein the house. Nathanidl intended to
be there when he did.

He skulked around the kitchen, pretending to be emptying out his baskets and crates, biding his
time, and growing ever more impatient as the boy painstakingly placed each cream cheese-and-prawn
pastry on the dish.

Something hard and heavy tapped him on the shoulder. He turned.

The head cook stood there, pink-faced and glistening from the heet of the roasting spit. Two
bright black eyes|ooked down on him. The chef was holding amest cleaver in his pudgy hand; it was
with the blunt edge of thisthat he had tapped Nathanidl.

"And what," asked the chef, in agentle voice, "are you doing in my kitchen?"

Nothing about the man, on any of the planes to which Nathaniel had access, remotely suggested
he was inhuman. Nevertheess, with Bartimaeusswarning in mind, he took no chances. "Just
collecting up a couple of my father's baskets," he said politely. "We don't have many, you see. I'm
sorry if I've got in the way."

The chef pointed his cleaver a the door. "Leave.

"Yes, dr. Just going.” But only asfar asthe passage directly outside the door, where Nathaniel
propped himself against the wall and waited. Whenever someone came out of the kitchen, he ducked
down asif he were doing up his shoes. It was an edgy business and he dreaded the appearance of the
chef, but otherwise he felt astrange exhilaration. After the first shock of seeing the mercenary & the
gate, hisfear had fallen away and been replaced with athrill he had rarely experienced before—the
thrill of action. Whatever happened, there would be no more hel pless standing by while his enemies
acted with impunity. He was taking control of events now. He was doing the hunting. He was closing
in.

Light, tripping footsteps. The pageboy appeared through the arch, balancing the double dish of
cangpés on his head. Steadying it with one hand, he turned right, heading up the passage. Nathaniel
fdl indongsdehim.



"Hello, there." He spoke in an extra-friendly fashion; as he did so, he ran his eyes up and down
the boy. Perfect. Just theright size.

Thelad couldn't help but notice thisinterest. "Er, do you want something?”'

"Yes. Isthere a cloakroom near here? I've had along journey and... you know how it is."

At thefoot of abroad staircase, the boy halted. He pointed along a side passage. "Down there."
"Can you show me? I'm afraid of getting the wrong door."

"I'mlateasitis, pd."

"Please."

With agroan of reluctance, the boy turned aside and led Nathanidl along the corridor. He
walked so fast that the dish on his head began to wobble precarioudy. He paused, straightened it, and
continued on hisway. Nathaniel followed behind, pausing only to draw from his uppermost basket the
hefty rolling pin that he had stolen from the kitchen. At the fourth door, the boy stopped.

IITI,.He.II
"Areyou sureit'sthe right one?1 don't want to barge in on anyone.”

"I'mtdling youitis. Look." The boy kicked out with afoot. The door swung open. Nathaniel
swung therolling pin. Boy and silver platter went crashing forward onto the washroom floor. They hit
thetileswith asound like arifle crack; arainstorm of cream cheese-and-prawn canapesfdl al
around. Nathanidl stepped in smartly after them and closed and locked the door.

The boy was out cold, so Nathaniel met no resstance when he took his clothes. He had infinitely
more difficulty in gathering up the cangpés, which had scattered and smeared themsdvesin every
crack and cranny of the washroom. The cheese was soft and could often be shoveled back onto the
pastry, but it was not always possible to resurrect the prawns.

When he had arranged the platters as best he could, he tore his grocer's shirt into strips and
bound and gagged the boy. Then he pulled him into one of the cubicles, locked the door on theinside,
and clambered out over the top by balancing on the toilet tank.

With the evidence safdly hidden, Nathanid straightened his uniform in the mirror, balanced the
platter upon his head, and left the washroom. Reasoning that anything worth discovering was unlikely
to bein the servants quarters, he retraced his steps and set off up the staircase.

Various servants hurried past in both directions, carrying trays and crates of bottles, but no one
chdlenged him.

At the top of the stairs, a door opened onto a hdlway, lit by arow of high, arched windows.
Theflooring was polished marble, covered at intervas by richly woven carpets from Persaand the
East. Alabaster busts, depicting greet leaders of past ages, sat in gpecia niches aong the whitewashed
walls. Thewhole effect, even in the weak winter sunlight, was one of dazzling brightness.



Nathaniel passed dong the hdl, keeping his eyes peded.

Ahead he heard loud, laughing voicesraised in greeting. He thought it wisest to avoid them. An
open side door showed aflash of books. He stepped through into abeautiful circular library, which
rose through two full storiesto aglassdomein theroof. A spira staircase wound up to ametal
wakway circling thewall far above his head. On one side, great glass doors with windows above
them looked out onto the lawns and adistant ornamental |ake. Every other inch of wall was covered
with books: large, expensive, ancient, collected from cities al over theworld. Nathanidl's heart
skipped a beat in wonder. One day he too would have alibrary like this....

"What do you think you're doing?' A pane of books had swung to one side, revealing a door
opposite him. A young woman stood there, dark-haired and frowning. For some reason, she
reminded him of Ms. Lutyens; hisinitiative failed him: he opened and shut hismouth amlesdy.

The woman strode forward. She wore an elegant dress, jewels flashed at her dender throat.
Nathanid collected himsdf. "Erm... would you like a prawn thing?"

"Who are you? I've not seen you before." Her voice was hard asflint.

He cudgeled hisbrain into action. "I'm John Squals, maam. | helped my father deliver some
suppliesto you this morning. Only the pageboy's been taken ill, just now, maam, and they asked if |
could help out. Didn't want you to be short-staffed on an important day like this. Looks asif | took a
wrong turning, not being familiar—"

"That'll do." She was gill hostile; her narrowed eyes scanned the platter. "L ook at the state of
these! How dare you bring such—"

"Amanda" A young man had followed her into thelibrary. " There you are—and thank
goodness, food! Let meat it!" He plunged past her and seized three or four of the most forlorn
cangpés from Nathanie's silver dish.

"Absolute lifesaver! Famishing journey from London. Mmm, theré'sa prawn on thisone." He
chewed heartily. "Interesting flavor. Very fresh. Sotell me, Amanda... isit true about you and
Lovelace? Everyones been talking...."

Amanda Cathcart began atinkling little laugh, then gestured curtly a Nathanidl. "Y ou—get out
and serve those in the entrance hall. And prepare the next ones better.”

"Yes, maam." Nathaniel bowed dightly, as he had seen the parliamentary servants do, and
exited thelibrary.

It had been aclose shave, and his heart was begting fast, but his mind was cam. The guilt that
had beset him after the fire had now hardened into a cold acceptance of hisSituation. Mrs.
Underwood had died because he had stolen the Amulet. She had died; Nathaniel had survived. So be
it. Now he would destroy Lovelacein histurn. He knew the likelihood was that he would not survive
the day. Thisdid not worry him. The odds were stacked in his enemy's favor, but that wasthe way it
should be. He would succeed, or dietrying.

A certain heroism in this equation appealed to him. It was clear and smple; it helped block out



the messiness of his conscience.

Hefollowed the hubbub to the entrance hall. The guests were arriving in droves now; the
marbled pillars echoed with the noise of their chattering. Ministers of State shuffled through the open
door, taking off gloves and unwinding long silk scarves, their breath hanging in the cold air of the hall.
The men wore dinner jackets, the women el egant dresses. Servants stood on the fringes, accepting
coats and proffering champagne. Nathaniel hung back for amoment, then, with his platter held high,
dived into the throng.

"Sir, madam, would you like...?"
"Cheese-and-prawn things, madam...?"
"Canl interest youin...?'

He wheedled about, buffeted this way and that by a battery of outstretched hands that preyed on
his dish like seagulls swooping on a catch. No one spoke to him or even seemed to see him: severa
times his head was struck by an arm or hand blindly reaching out toward the platter, or raising a
canape to an open mouth. In seconds, the uppermost dish was empty save for afew crumbs and only
afew desultory morsels remained on the lower. Nathaniel found himself expelled from the group, out
of breath and with collar awry.

A tal, lugubrious-looking servant was sanding near him, filling glasses from abottle. "Like
animds, aint they?' he mouthed under his bregth. "Bloody magicians.™

"Yes" Nathanid was bardly listening. He watched the crowd of minigters, hislensesalowing him
to seethe full extent of activity inthe hal. Almost every man and woman present had animp hovering
behind them, and while their masters engaged in smiling socia chatter, talking over one another and
fingering their jewd s, the servants conducted a discourse of their own. Each imp postured and
preened and swelled itsdlf to ridiculous degrees, often attempting to deflateitsrivals by surreptitioudy
prodding them in ddlicate places with aspiny tail. Some changed color, going through arainbow
seection before ending with warning scarlet or bright yellow. Others contented themselves with pulling
faces, imitating the expressons or gestures of their rivals magters. If the magicians noticed dl this, they
made agood show of ignoring it, but the combination of the guests false grins and the antics of their
imps made Nathanid's head pin.

"Areyou serving those, or taking them for awak?'

A scowling woman, broad of hip and waist, with an even broader imp floating behind her. And
a her 9de... Nathaniel's heart fluttered—he recognized the watery eyes, the fishlike face. Mr. Lime,
Lovdace's companion, with the smdlest, most maadroit imp imaginable skulking behind his ear.
Nathaniel remained expressionless and bowed his head, offering up the dish. "I'm sorry, madam.”

Shetook two pastries, Limetook one. Nathaniel was staring at the floor meekly, but he felt the
man's gaze upon him.

"Haven't | seen you somewhere before?' the clammy man said.

The woman plucked at her companion's deeve. "Come, Rufus, why address acommoner, when



there are so many real peopleto tak to? Look—there's Amandal" The magician shrugged and
alowed himsdlf to be pulled away. Glancing uneasily after them, Nathaniel noticed Rufus Limesimp
il staring back at him, its head turned at ninety degrees, until it waslost in the crowd.

The servant beside him was obliviousto it dl; theimpswereinvisbleto him. "Y ouvefinished
that lot," he said. "Takethistray of drinksround. They're asthirsty as camels. With worse manners,
mogt of them.”

Some guests were drifting off down the hall toward an inner galery, and Nathaniel was pleased
to have an excuse to drift off with them. He needed to get away from the crowds to explore other
regions of the house. So far, he had seen no sign of Lovelace, the Amulet, or any possibletrap. But
nothing would happen yet, since the Prime Minister had not arrived.

Hafway dong the hal, the woman from the library was standing in the midst of asmal group,
holding court. Nathanidl loitered nearby, alowing gueststo swap empty glassesfor the full oneson his

tray.

"Youll seeitinafew minutes," she said. "It'sthe most wonderful thing I've ever seen. Smon had
it brought from Persaespecidly for this afternoon.”

"He'streating you very well," aman said dryly, Spping hisdrink.

Amanda Cathcart blushed. "Heis," she said. "He's very good to me. Oh—but it'sssmply the
cleverest thing! I'm sureit'll set an instant trend. Mind you, it wasn't easy to install—his men have been
working onit al week. | saw the room for thefirgt time only this morning. Simon said it would take
my breath away and he wasright.”

"The P.M.'shere," someone shouted. With little cries of excitement, the guests rushed back
toward the doors, Amanda Cathcart at their head. Nathaniel copied the other servants and positioned
himsdf respectfully beside a pillar, ready to be cdled.

Rupert Devereaux entered, dapping his glovestogether in one hand and smiling hishdf smile. He
stood out from the adoring throng not just for his elegant attire and persond grace (which were just as
sriking as Nathaniel remembered), but for his companions: abodyguard of four sullen, gray-suited
magicians and—more sartlingly—ahulking two-meter-tal afrit with luminous black-green skin. The
afrit good directly behind its master, casting baeful red eyes upon the company.

All theimps chittered with fear. The guests bowed their heads respectfully.

Nathaniel redlized that the Prime Minister was making ablatant show of his power to dl his
assembled ministers, some of whom perhaps aspired to his position. It was certainly enough to
impress Nathaniel. How could Lovelace expect to overcome something as strong as that afrit? Surely
the very ideawas madness.

But here was L ovelace himself, bounding down the hal to greet hisleader. Nathaniel'sface
remained impassive; hiswhole body tensed with hatred.

"Welcome, Rupert!" Much hand-shaking. Lovelace seemed oblivious of the afrit's presence at
his shoulder. He turned to address the crowd. "L adies and gentlemen! With our beloved Prime



Minigter here, the conference can officidly begin. On behaf of Lady Amanda, may | welcomeyou to
Heddleham Hall. Please treat the house as your own!" Hiseyes glanced in Nathaniel's direction.
Nathanid shrank back deeper into the shadow of the pillar. Lovelace's eyes moved on. "In a short
while, wewill hear thefirst gpeechesin the grand sdon, which Lady Amanda has refurbished
especidly for today. In the meantime, please make your way to the annex, where further refreshments
will beavailable”

Hewaved his hand. The guests began to move off.

Loveace leaned forward to speak to Devereaux. From behind the pillar, Nathaniel picked out
thewords. "I must just collect some props for my opening speech, sir. Would you excuse me? I'll be
with you in afew minutes"

"Of course, of course, Lovelace. Take your time."

Devereaux's entourage |eft the hall, the afrit glowering at the rear. Lovelace watched them for a
moment, then set off alonein the opposite direction. Nathaniel remained where he was, making abig
show of collecting used glasses that had been discarded on the antique furniture and marble pedesta's
lining the hdl. Then, when the find servant had departed, he set histray down quietly on atable and,
like aghogt in the night, padded off on Lovelacestral.

38

Simon Lovelace strode done through the corridors and gdleries of the great house. His head
was bowed as he walked, his hands loosely clasped behind his back. He paid no heed to the rows of
paintings, sculptures, tapestries, and other artifacts he passed; he never looked behind him.

Nathanid flitted from pillar to pedesta, from bookcase to writing desk, concealing himsdlf
behind each one until he was satisfied the magician was far enough ahead for him to continue. His
heart pounded; he had arushing noisein his ears—it reminded him of atime when had beenill in bed
with fever. Hedidn't fed ill now, but very much dive.

The moment was fast approaching when Lovelace would strike. He knew it asif he had planned
ital himsdf. He didn't yet know what form the attack would take, but he could seeitsimminencein
the tense outline of the magician's shoulders, in his stiff, distracted way of walking.

He wished Bartimaeus would find him. The djinni was his only wespon.

Lovelace ascended a narrow staircase and disappeared through an open arch. Nathaniel
climbed after him, placing hisfeet noisdesdy on the dippery marble steps.

At the arch, he peered round. It wasasmdl library or gdlery of somekind, dimly lit by windows
in the roof. Lovelace was making hisway along a centra aide between severa rows of projecting
bookcases. Here and there sat low display tables, supporting avariety of oddly shaped objects.
Nathaniel took another peek, decided that his quarry was amost at the opposite door, and tiptoed
into the room.



Suddenly, Lovelace spoke. "Mauricel™

Nathaniel shot behind the nearest bookshelf. He flattened himsdlf againgt it, forcing himsdlf to
breathe quietly. He heard the far door open. Stedlthily, careful not to make the dightest noise, he
turned his head inch by inch, until he could ook over the top of the nearest books. Other bookcases
separated him from the opposite side of the gallery, but framed in a gap between two shelves he could
just make out the red, wrinkled face of Schyler, the old magician. Loveace himsdf was hidden from
view.

"Simon—what iswrong? Why have you come?’
"I've brought you a present." Lovelace's voice was casud, amused. "The boy."
Nathanidl nearly fainted with shock. His muscles tensed, ready to run.

Loveace stepped out from behind the end of the bookshelf. "Don't bother. Y ou'll be dead
before you can leave theroom.”

Nathanidl froze. Teetering on the edge of panic, he kept quite ill.

"Come round hereto Maurice." Lovel ace motioned with ostentatious courtesy. Nathaniel
shuffled forward. "Therés agood boy. And stop trembling like an invaid. Another lesson for you: a
meagician never shows hisfear."

Nathaniel entered the main ailde and halted, facing the old magician. His body was shaking with
rage, not fear. He cast his eyes|eft and right, looking for avenues of escape, but saw none. Lovelace's
hand patted him on the back; he recoiled from the touch.

"I'm afraid | haven't got timeto talk," Lovelace said. "l will leave you in Maurice's tender care.
He has an offer to make you. Pardon—was that amumble?’

"How did you know | was here?"

"Rufus Lime recognized you. | doubted that you would try anything too hasty downdairs, given
that the police are hunting you in connection with that... unfortunate fire. So | thought it best smply to
lead you away from the crowds, before you could make trouble. Now forgive me, | have apressing
engagement. Maurice—it'stime.”

Schyler's face crinkled with satisfaction. "Rupert's arrived, has he?"

"He'sarrived, and his men have conjured aformidable afrit. Do you think he suspects?’

"Tcha! No. It isthe norma paranoia, sharpened by that cursed attack on Parliament. The
Resistance has alot to answer for—they have not made today's task any easier. Once in power,
Simon, we must root them out, these stupid children, and hang them up in chains on Tower Hill."

Lovdace grunted. "The afrit will be present during the speech. Rupert's men will ind<t.”

"Y ou will haveto stand closetoit, Simon. It must get thefirst full force."



"Yes. | hopethe Amulet—"

"Tchal Stop wasting time! We have talked about thisaready. Y ou know it will hold firm."
Something in the old man's voice reminded Nathaniel of his own master's cold impeatience. The
wrinkled face twisted unpleasantly. ™Y ou're not fretting about the woman, are you?"

"Amanda? Of course not! Sheis nothing to me. So"—L ovelace took a deep breath—"is
everything st?'

"The pentacleisready. I've agood view of the room. Rufus hasjust put the horn in position, so
that's dedlt with. | shall keep watch. If any of them resst whileit is happening, we shdl do what we
can. But | doubt if well be necessary.” The old man gavealittletitter. "I'm so0 looking forward to this."

"Seeyou shortly." Lovelace turned and headed for the arch. He seemed to have forgotten
Nathaniel's existence.

The old man suddenly spoke after him. "The Amulet of Samarkand. Do you wesr it yet?'

Lovelace didn't look back. "No. Rufus hasit. That afrit would smell it amile off, giventime. |
shdl putit onasl enter.”

"Well, then—good luck, my boy."

No answer. Presently, Nathaniel heard footsteps clattering away down the sairs.

Then Schyler smiled; al the wrinkles and creases of his face seemed to stem from the corners of
his eyes, but the eyes themsalves were blank dits. His body was so stooped with age that he was
scarcely tdler than Nathanid; the skin upon his hands looked waxy, dusted with liver spots. Y et
Nathaniel could sensethe power in him.

"John," Schyler said. "That isyour name, isit not? John Mandrake. We were very surprised to
find you in the house. Where is your demon? Have you logt it? That isa cardess thing.”

Nathaniel compressed hislips. He glanced aside at the nearest display table. It had afew strange
objectson it: stone bowls, bone pipes, and alarge moth-eaten headdress, perhaps once worn by a
North American shaman. All usdessto him.

"l wasfor killing you straightaway,” Schyler said, "but Smon ismore farsghted than | am. He
suggested we make you a proposition.”

"Whichis?' Nathanidl waslooking at the next display table—it carried afew small, dull cubes of
metd, wrapped in faded paper strips.

The magician followed his gaze. "Ah—you are admiring Miss Cathcart's collection? Y ou will find
nothing of power there. It is fashionable among rich and stupid commonersto have magicd itemsin
their houses, though quite unfashionable to know anything about them. Tchal Ignoranceisbliss.
Sholto Pinnisaways being pestered by society foolsfor trinketslike these."



Nathanid shrugged. "Y ou mentioned a proposition.”

"Y es. In afew minutes the hundred most powerful and eminent ministersin the Government will
be dead, dong with our sainted Prime Minister. When Smon's new administration takes control, the
lower magica orderswill follow us unquestioningly, snce we will be stronger than they. However, we
are not numerous, and there will soon be spaces, vacanciesto fill in the higher reaches of the
Government. We shall require talented new magiciansto help usrule. Great wealth and the relaxations
of power await our dlies. Well now, you are young, Mandrake, but we recognize your ability. You
have the makings of agreat magician. Join with us, and we shall provide you with the gpprenticeship
you have always craved. Think about it—no more experimentsin solitude, no more bowing or
scraping to fools who are scarcely fit to lick your boots! Wewill test and ingpire you, we will draw
out your talent and let it breathe. And one day, perhaps, when Simon and | are gone, you will be
supreme...."

Thevoicetrailed off, left theimage hanging. Nathanid was silent. Six years of frustrated ambition
were etched into hismind. Six years of suppressed desire—to be recognized for what he was, to
exercise his power openly, to go to Parliament asagreat minister of State. And now his enemieswere
offering it dl to him. He sghed heavily.

"Y ou are tempted, John, | seethat. Well, what do you say?"

He looked the old magician directly in the eye. "Does Simon Lovelace really think | will join
him?"

"Hedoes."

"After everything that has happened?’

"Even s0. He knows how your mind works."
"Then Smon Lovelaceisafool.”

"An arrogant fool!"

Y ou must—"

"After what he has done to me? He could offer up the world and I'd refuseit. Join him? | would
rather die!"

Schyler nodded, asif satisfied. "Yes. | know. That iswhat | told him you'd say. | perceived you
asyou are—aslly, muddled child. Tchal Y ou have not been brought up correctly; your mind is
fogged. You are of nouseto us."”

Hetook astep forward. His shoes squeaked on the shiny floor.

"W, aren't you going to run, little boy? Y our djinni isgone. Y ou have no other power. Would
you not like ahead gart?'



Nathanid did not run. He knew it would be fatal. He flicked alook at the other tables, but
couldn't see clearly what objects they displayed; his enemy blocked the way to them.

"Do you know," the old man said, "l wasimpressed the first time we met—so young, so full of
knowledge. | thought Simon was very harsh on you; even the affair with the mites was amusing and
displayed an enterprising nature. Ordinarily | would kill you dowly—that would amuse me further. But
we have important businessin afew momentsand | cannot spare thetime.”

The magician raised ahand and spoke aword. A shining black nimbus appeared, glimmering
and fluctuating around hisfingers.

Nathanid threw himsdf to onesde.

39

Bartimaeus

I hoped the boy could keep out of trouble long enough for meto reach him. Getting in was
taking longer than | thought.

Up and down the wall the lizard scuttled; round cornices, over arches, across pilasters, its
progress ever more speedy and erratic. Each window it came to—and there were plenty of themin
the mansgon—was firmly shut, causing it to flick itstongue in frustration. Hadn't Lovelace and Co.
ever heard of the benefits of fresh air?

Many minutes went by. Still no luck. Truth was, | was|oath to break in, except asalast resort.
It wasimpossibleto tell whether the rooms beyond had watchers who might respond to the dightest
untoward noise. If | could only find acrack, acranny to sneak through.... But the place was too well
Sedled.

Therewas nothing for it: | would haveto try achimney.

With thisin mind | headed roofward, only to have my attention caught by avery tal and ornate
st of windows alittle way off on aprojecting wing of the house. They suggested asizeable room
beyond. Not only that, but a powerful network of magical bars crisscrossed the windows on the
seventh plane. None of the Hall's other windows had such defenses. My curiosity was piqued.

Thelizard sped acrossto take alook, scales scuffling on the stones. It gripped a column and
poked its head toward the window, being careful to keep well back from the glowing bars. What it
saw indde wasinteresting, dl right. The windows looked onto avast circular hall or auditorium,
brightly lit by adozen chandeliers suspended from the ceiling. At the center was asmall raised podium
draped with red cloth, around which a hundred chairs had been arranged in aneat semicircle. A
speaker's stand stood on the podium, complete with glass and jug of water. Evidently thiswasthe
venue for the conference.

Everything about the auditorium's decor—from the crystal chanddliersto the rich gold trimmings
on the walls—was designed to appedl to the magicians (vulgar) sense of wedth and status. But the



redlly extraordinary thing about the room was the floor, which seemed to be entirely made of glass.
Fromwall towall it glinted and gleamed, refracting the light of the chandeliersin adozen unusud tints
and shades. If thiswasn't unusua enough, beneath the glass stretched an immense and very beautiful
carpet. It was Persian made, displaying—amid awedth of dragons, chimeras, manticores, and
birds—afantagtically detailed hunting scene. A life-gze prince and his court rode into aforest,
surrounded by dogs, leopards, kestrels, and other trained beasts; ahead of them, among the bushes, a
host of fleet-footed deer skipped away. Horns blew, pennants waved. It was an idedlized Eastern
fairy-tale court and | would have been quite impressed, had | not glanced at a couple of the faces of
the courtiers. That rather spoiled the effect. One of them sported L ovelace's horrid mug; another
looked like Sholto Pinn. Elsewhere, | spied my erstwhile captor, JesscaWhitwell, riding awhite
mare. Trust Lovelace to spoil aperfectly good work of art with such an ingratiating fancy.[1] No
doubt the prince was Devereaux, the Prime Minister, and every important magician was pictured

among hisfawning throng.

[1] How the weavers of Basramust have loathed being commissioned to create such a monstrosity. Gone are
the days when, with complex and cruel incantations, they wove djinn into the fabric of their carpets, creating
artifacts that carried their masters across the Middle East and were stain-resistant at the same time. Hundreds of us
were trapped this way. But now, with the magical power of Baghdad long broken, such craftsmen escape
destitution only by weaving tourist tat for rich foreign clients. Such is progress.

This curiousfloor was not the only odd thing about the circular hall. All the other windows that
looked onto it had shimmering defenses similar to the one through which | spied. Reasonable enough:
soon most of the Government would be inside—the room had to be safe from attack. But hidden in
the stonework of my window frame were things that |ooked like embedded metd rods, and their
purpose was not &t all clear.

| wasjust pondering thiswhen adoor at the far end of the auditorium opened and amagician
walked swiftly in. It was the oily man | had seen passing in the car: Lime, the boy had called him, one
of Lovelace's confederates. He carried an object in his hand, shrouded under a cloth. With hasty
steps and eyes flicking nervoudy back and forth, he crossed to the podium, mounted it and
approached the speaker's stand. There was ashdlf inside the stand, hidden from the floor below, and
the man placed the object insdeit.

Before he did so, he removed the cloth and a shiver ran down my scales.

It was the summoning horn I'd seen in Lovelace's sudy on the night | stole the Amulet of
Samarkand. Theivory was yellow with age and had been reinforced with dender metal bands, but the
blackened fingerprints on its sidej2] were il quitevisble.

[2] The only remains of the first person to blow the horn, it being an essential requirement of such items that
their first user must surrender himself to the mercy of the entity he summons. With this notable design flaw,
summoning horns are pretty rare, as you'd imagine.

A summoning horn...

| began to see daylight. The magica bars at the windows, the metal ones embedded in the
stonework, ready to spring shut. The auditorium's defenses weren't to keep anything out—they were
to keep everyone in.

It was definitdy time | got insde.



With scant regard for any overflying sentries, | scampered up the wall and over the red-tiled roof
of the mansion to the nearest chimney. | darted to the rim of the pot and was about to duck inside,
when | drew back, dl of aquiver. A net of sparkling threads was suspended below me acrossthe
hole. Blocked.

| ranto the next. Same again.

In consderable agitation, | crossed and recrossed the roof of Heddleham Hall, checking every
chimney. Each one was seded. More than one magician had gone to great lengths to protect the place
from spies.

| halted at last, wondering what to do.

All thistime, at the front of the house below, asteady stream of chauffeured cars|3) had drawn
up, disgorged their occupants and headed off to aparking lot at the Sde. Most of the guests were
here now; the conference was about to begin.

[3] In aperfect example of most magicians dreary style, each and every vehicle was big, black, and shiny.
Even the smallest looked asif it wanted to be a hearse when it grew up.

| looked acrossthe lawns. A few late arrivals were speeding toward the house.
And they weren't the only ones.

In the middle of the lawn was alake adorned with an ornamenta fountain, depicting an amorous
Greek god trying to kiss adolphin.[4] Beyond the lake, the drive curled into the trees toward the
entrance gateway. And along it three figures came gtriding, two going fast, the third faster. For aman
who had recently been knocked about by afield mouse, Mr. Squallswasracing dong at afair pace.
Son was doing even better: presumably hislack of clothes encouraged him on hisway (at this distance
he looked like one big goosebump.) But neither of them matched the pace of the bearded mercenary,
whose cloak swirled out behind him as he strode off the drive onto the lawn.

[4] Inadvisable.

Ah. Thismight spdll trouble.

| perched on thelip of the chimney pot, cursang my restraint with Squalls and Son(s] and
debating whether | could ignore the distant trio. But another look decided me. The bearded man was
coming dong faster than ever. Strange—hi's paces seemed ordinary ones, but they ate up the ground
at blinding speed. He had amost halved the distance to the lake already. In another minute he would
be at the house, ready to raisethe darm.

[5] I'd thought my blows would keep them unconscious for at least a couple of days. But I'd fluffed it. That's
what comes of hurrying ajob.

Getting into the house would have to wait. There wasn't time to be discreet. | becamea
blackbird and flew purposefully from the manson roof.

Theman in black strode nearer. | noted aflicker inthe arr aout hislegs, an odd discrepancy, as
if their movement was not properly contained within any of the planes. Then | understood: he wore



seven-league boots. [6] After afew more paces, histrgectory would be too swift to follow—he might
travel amile with each step. | speeded up my flight.

[6] Potent magical devices, invented in medieval Europe. At the wearers command, the boots can cover
considerable distances in the smallest of strides. Normal (Earth) rules of time and space do not apply. Allegedly,
each boot contains a djinni capable of traveling on a hypothetical eighth plane (not that | would know anything
about that). It was now easier to understand how the mercenary had managed to evade capture when he first stole
the Amulet for Lovelace.

Thelakeside was a pretty spot (if you didn't count the statue of the disreputable old god and the
dolphin). A young gardener was weeding the margins of the shore. A few innocent ducks floated
dreamily on the surface of the water. Bulrushes waved in the breeze. Someone had planted asmall
bower of honeysuckle by the lake: itsleaves shone a pleasant, peaceful green in the afternoon sun.

That wasjust for the record. My first Detonation missed the mercenary (it being difficult to judge
the speed of someone wearing seven-league boots), but hit the bower, which vaporized ingtantly. The
gardener yelped and jumped into the lake, carrying the ducks off on asmal tidal wave. The bulrushes
caught fire. The mercenary looked up. He hadn't noticed me before, probably being intent on keeping
his boots under control, so it wasn't gtrictly sporting, but hey—I waslate for a conference. My
second Detonation caught him directly in the chest. He disgppeared in amass of emerad flames.

Why can't dl problems be as easy to resolve?

| did aquick circuit, eyeing the horizon, but there were no watchers and nothing dangerousin
sight, unless you count the underwear of Squallss son as he and hisdad turned tail and raced for the
park gateway. Fine. | wasjust about to head off back to the house, when the smoke from my
Detonation cleared away, reveding the mercenary sitting in amuddy depression three feet deep,
mucky, blinking, but very much dive.

Hmm. That was something | hadn't counted on.

| screeched to ahdt in midair, turned, and ddlivered another, more concentrated blast. It was
the kind that would have made even Jabor's knees tremble a bit; certainly it should have turned most
humansinto awisp of smoke blowing inthewind.

But not Beardy. Asthe flames died down again, he was just getting to hisfeet, as casua asyou
like! Helooked asif he'd been having a catnap. Admittedly, much of his cloak had burned away, but
the body benesth was still hale and hearty.

| didn't bother trying again. | can takeahint.

The man reached insde his cloak and from a hidden pocket withdrew aslver disc. With
unexpected speed he reached back and threw—it missed my besk by afeather's breadth and
returned spinning to hishand in alazy arc.

That did it. I'd gone through alot in the last few days. Everyone | met seemed to want a piece of
me: djinn, magicians, humans... it made no difference. 1'd been summoned, manhandled, shot &,
captured, constricted, bossed about, and generally taken for granted. And now, to cap it all, this
bloke wasjoining in too, when dl 1'd been doing was quietly trying to kill him.



| lost my temper.

The angriest blackbird you've ever seen made adive for the statue in the middle of the lake. It
landed at the base of the dolphin'stail, stretched its wings around the stone and, asit heaved, took a
gargoyl€sform once more. Dolphin and god[7] were ripped from their foundations. With a brittle
cracking and the rasp of ripping lead, the statue came away. A jet of water spurted from the ruptured
pipesinsde. The gargoyle raised the statue above its head, gave a bound, and landed on the lakeside
bank, not far from where the mercenary was standing.

[7] They wereintertwined. Never mind how.

Hedidn't seem asfazed as'd haveliked. He threw the disc again. It bit into my arm, poisoning
mewith Slver.

Ignoring the pain, | tossed the statue like a Highland caber. It did acouple of stylish flipsand
landed on the mercenary with a soft thump.

He looked winded, I'll give him that. But even so, he wasn't anything like the flatness| required.
| could see him struggling under the prone god, trying to get agrip so he could shoveit away. This
was getting tedious. Wdll, if | couldn't stop him, | could certainly dow him down. While he was ill
floundering around, | jumped over, unlaced his seven-league boots and plucked them off hisfeet.
Then | threw them ashard as| could into the middle of the lake, where the ducks were busily
regrouping. The boots splashed down in their midst and instantly sank out of sight.

"Youll pay for that," the man said. He was dtill struggling with the statue, moving it dowly off his
chest.

"Y ou don't know when to give up, do you?' | said, scratching ahornirritably. | waswondering
what more to do, when | felt my insides being sucked out through my back. My essence squirmed
and writhed. | gasped. The mercenary looked on as my form grew vaporous and weak.

He gave aheave and shoved the statue off. Through my pain, | saw him getting to hisfeet.
"Stop, coward!" he cried. "Y ou must stand and fight!”

| shook adissolving claw at him. "Consider yoursdlf lucky,” | groaned. "I'm letting you off. | had
you on the ropes and don't you forg—"

Then | was gone, and my rebuke with me.

40

Nathaniel

The bolt of jet-black plasm hit the nearest display table. The shaman's headdress, the pots and
pipes, thetableitsdlf, and a section of the floor &l vanished with anoise like something being sucked
sharply down adrain. Foul steam rose from the wound in the floor.



A few feet away, Nathaniel rolled head over hedls and got straight to hisfeet. His head felt
woozy from theroll, but he did not hesitate. He ran for the next display table, the one with the metal
cubes. Asthe old magician raised his hand once more, he scooped up as many cubes as he could and
disappeared behind a neighboring bookcase. The second plasm bolt struck just behind him.

He paused for amoment. Beyond the bookshel ves, the old magician made a clucking noise with
histongue. "What are you doing? Do you plan to toss more mites at me?”

Nathaniel glanced at the objectsin hishand. Not mites, but scarcely any better. Prague Cubes:
minor conjuror'stricks peddled by |ow-caste magicians. Each cube was little more than amite bottled
up ingde ameta shell with avariety of minera powders. When released with a smple command, mite
and powders combusted in an amusing way. Silly diversons, nothing more. Certainly not weapons.

Each cube had a paper wrap stamped with the famous distilling-glass logo of the dchemists of
Golden Lane. They were old, probably nineteenth century. Perhaps they would not work at al.

Nathanid picked one and tossed it, wrapping and dl, over the top of the shelves.
He shouted the Release Command.

With abrilliant shower of slver sparkles and atinny melody the imp inside the cube combusted.
A faint but unmistakable fragrance of lavender filled the gdlery.

He heard the old magician burst into a hearty chuckle. "How charming! Please—some more! |
wish to smell my best when we take over the country! Do you have rowan flavor? That would be my
favoritel

Nathaniel sdlected another cube. Party gimmicks or not, they were the only things he had.

He could hear the squeaking of the old man's shoes as he shuffled down the gdlery toward the
end of hisaide. What could he do? On ether side, bookcases blocked his way out.

Or did they? Each shelf was open-backed: on every row, he could see above the tops of the
booksinto the next aide. If he pushed himsdlf through...

He tossed the next cube and ran at the shelf.
Maurice Schyler rounded the corner, hishand invisbleinsdeits wavering bulb of force.

Nathanie hit the second shelf of books like ahigh jumper clearing abar. He muttered the
Release Command.

The cube exploded in the old man'sface. A starburst of purple sparks zipped and spun, high as
the ceiling; a nineteenth-century Czech marching song rang out briefly in accompaniment.

In the next aide dong, fifty books crashed down like afaling wall. Nathaniel sprawled on top of
them.

Hefdt, rather than saw, the third bolt of plasm destroy the aide behind him.



The magician's voice now carried adight note of irritation. "Little boy—timeis short! Stand till,
please." But Nathaniel was dready on hisfeet and hurtling toward the next shelf. He was moving too
fast to think, never dlowing himsdalf amoment's pause, lest histerror rose up to overwhelm him. His
one am wasto reach the door at the far end of the gallery. The old man had said there was a pentacle
there.

"John—Ilisten!" He landed on his back in the next aide, amid ashower of books. "I admire your
resolve.” A legther-bound dictionary fell againgt the side of his head, making bright lightstwinkle
across hisvison. He struggled upright. "But it isfoolish to seek revenge on your master's behaf.”
Another burst of magical force: another section of shelving vanished. The room wasfilled with thick,
acrid smoke. "Foolish and unnaturd. | mysdf killed my own master, long ago. Now, if your
Underwood had been aworthy man, | would understand it." Nathanid threw the third cube behind
him; it bounced harmlesdy againgt atable and did not go off. He had forgotten to say the command.
"But he was nhot aworthy man—uwas he, John? He was adriveing idiot. Now you will lose your life
for him. Y ou should have stayed away."

Nathaniel had reached thefina aide. He was not far from the door at the end of the room—it
was afew strides off. But here, for thefirst time, he stopped dead. A grest anger swelled insde him
and damped down hisfear.

Shoes squesked softly. The old man shuffled back up the gdllery, following thetrail of scattered
books, checking each side-aide as he went. He saw no sign of the boy. Drawing near the door, he
turned into the final aide, hand raised at the ready—

He clicked histongue in exasperation. The aide was empty.

Nathaniel, who had sllently clambered back through the shelvesto the previous aide and had
now crept up behind him, thus had the eement of surprise.

Three cubes hit the magician at once and exploded together at a single command. They werea
lime-green Catherine Whed, aricocheting Viennese Cannon, and an Ultramarine Bonfire, and
athough the effect of each oneindividualy would have been modest, taken together they became
quite potent. A medley of chegp popular ballads sounded and the air instantly became heavy with the
flavors of rowan, edeweiss, and camphor. The combined explosion blew the old man off hisfeet and
sraight into the door at the end of the gdllery. He hit it hard, head first. The door caved in; he dumped
acrossit, hisneck twisted oddly. The black energy pulsing on his hand was ingtantly snuffed out.

Nathaniel walked dowly toward him through the smoke, cupping afina cube loosdy in hispam.

The magician did not move.

Perhaps hewasfaking it: in amoment he would spring up, ready to fight. Thiswas possible. He
had to be ready for him.

Closer. Still no movement. Now he was adjacent to the old man's splayed |eather shoes....
Another haf-gep... surely hewould get up now.

Maurice Schyler did not get up. His neck was broken. His face sagged against a panel of the



door, hislipsdightly apart. Nathaniel was close enough to count al the lines and creases on his cheek;
he could seelittle red veins running across the nose and under the eye.

The eye was open, but glazed, unseeing. It looked like that of afish onadab. A trace of limp
white hair fell acrossit.

Nathanidl's shoulders began to shake. For amoment, he thought he was going to cry.

Instead he forced himself to remain motionless, waiting for his bresthing to dow, for the shaking
to die down. When his emotion was safely contained, he stepped over the body of the old man. "Y ou
made amistake," he said softly. "It isnot my master that I'm doing thisfor.”

The room beyond was small and windowless. It had perhaps once been a storeroom. A
pentacle had been drawn in the center of the floor, with candles and incense pots carefully arranged
around. Two of the candles had been knocked over by theimpact of the faling door, and these
Nathanid carefully set upright, in pogtion.

On one of thewalswasagold picture frame, hanging from anail by astring. There was neither
painting nor canvasingde the frame; instead it wasfilled with abeautiful image of alarge, circular,
sunny room, in which many smal figures moved. Nathaniel knew ingtantly what the framewas. a
scrying glassfar sharper and more powerful than hislost bronze disc. He stepped close to inspect it.
It showed avast auditorium, filled with chairs, whose carpeted floor shone strangely. The ministers
were entering it from one side, laughing and chatting, till holding their glasses, accepting glossy black
pens and folders from aline of servants by the door. The Prime Minister wasthere, at the center of a
milling throng, the grim &frit Sill attentively in tow. Loveace had not yet arrived.

But any moment now, hewould enter the hall and set his plan in motion.

Nathaniel noted abox of matcheslying on the floor. Hurriedly, helit the candles,
double-checked the incense and stepped into the pentacle—admiring, despite his haste, the elegance
with which it had been drawn. Then he closed his eyes, composed himsdlf, and searched his memory
for theincantation.

After afew seconds, he had it ready. His throat was alittle dry because of the smoke; he
coughed twice and spoke the words.

The effect was instantaneous. It had been so long since Nathaniel had completed asummons
that he gave alittle start when the djinni appeared. It wasin its gargoyle form and wore a peeved
expresson.

"You redly have got perfect timing, haven't you?' it said. "I'd just got the assassn wherel|
wanted him, and dl of asudden you remember how to cal me!™

"It'sabout to gart!" The effort of calling Bartimaeus had made Nathanid lightheaded. He leaned
againg awall to steady himsdlf. "Look—therein the glass! They're gathering. Lovelaceis on hisway
now, and helll be wearing the Amulet, so he won't fed the effects of whatever happens. I-I think it'sa
summons.”

"You don't say? I'd worked that one out aready. Well, come on then—surrender to my tender



claws." It flexed them experimentaly; they let off a creaking sound.

Nathaniel went white. The gargoylerolled itseyes. "I'm going to haveto carry you," it said.
"WElIl haveto hurry if wewant to stop him entering the room. Once he'sin, the place will be
sedled—you can bet on that.”

Gingerly, Nathanid stepped forward. The gargoyle tapped afoot impatiently. "Don't worry on
my account,” it snapped, "1 won't strain my back or anything. I'm fegling angry and my strength's
returned.” With this, it made a grab, snatched Nathaniel around the waist and turned to leave, only to
trip over the body lying in the doorway.

"Watch where you leave your victimgl | stubbed my toe on that.” With abound it had cleared
the debris and was |egping through the gdlery, spurring itself on with great beats of its stony wings.

Nathaniel's sscomach lurched horribly with every stride. "Sow down!™ he gasped. "Y ou'll make
mesck!"

"Y ouwont likethisthen." Bartimaeus legped through the arch at the end of the gdllery, ignored
the landing and staircase completely and plummeted directly to the hal thirty feet below. Nathanid's
wail made the rafters echo.

Half flying, haf lesping, the gargoyle negotiated the next corridor. "So," it said agreesbly, "you've
made your firg direct kill. How doesit fed? Much more manly, I'm sure. Doesit help blot out the
desth of Underwood's wife?"

Nathanidl was too nauseousto listen, let done answer.

A minute later, the ride came to an end so abruptly that Nathanidl's limbs swung about like arag
doll's. The gargoyle had halted at the corner of along corridor; it dropped him to the floor and
pointed silently up ahead. Nathaniel shook his head to stop his vision spinning, and stared.

At the other end of the corridor was the open door to the auditorium. Three people stood there:
ahaughty servant, who held the door gar; the fish-faced magician Rufus Lime; and Simon Lovelace,
who was buttoning up hiscollar. A brief flash of gold showed at histhroat, then the collar was
adjusted and histie wrapped in place. Love ace clapped his companion on the shoulder and strode
through the door.

"We'retoo latel" Nathanidl hissed. "Can't you—7?" Helooked to his sde in surprise—the
gargoyle was gone.

A tiny voice whispered in his ear. " Smooth your hair down and get to the door. Y ou can enter as
aservant. Hurry it up!" Nathaniel ignored the strong desire to scratch his earlobe; he could fed
something small and ticklish hanging there. He squared his shoulders, swept back his hair, and trotted
along the corridor.

Lime had departed e sewhere. The servant was swinging the door to.



"Wait!" Nathaniel wished his voice were degper and more commanding. He approached the
servant at speed. "Let mein too! They want someone extrato serve the drinks!”

"] don't recognizeyou," the man said, frowning. "Where's young William?'
"Erm, he had aheadache. | was cdled in. At the last minute."
Footsteps dong the corridor; avoice of command. "Wait!"

Nathanid turned. He heard Bartimaeus swearing on the cusp of his earlobe. The black-bearded
mercenary was gpproaching fast, barefoot ragged cape swinging, blue eyes ire.

"Quick!" Thedjinni's voice was urgent. "The door's open acrack—dip indde!”

The mercenary quickened his pace. " Stop that boy!"

But Nathaniel was aready jamming aboot hedl down hard on the servant's shoe. The man
whooped with agony and his clutching hand jerked back. With awriggle and asquirm, Nathaniel
evaded hisgrasp and, pushing at the door, squeezed himself through.

Theinsect on hisear legped up and down in agitation. " Shut it on them!”

He pushed with al his strength, but the servant was now applying hisfull weight on the other
side. The door began to swing open.

Then the voice of the mercenary, cam and silky, sounded beyond the door.
"Don' bother," it said. "Let him go in. He deserves hisfate.”

The force on the door eased and Nathaniel was able to push it shut. Locks clicked into position
within the wood. Bolts were drawn.

The small voice spoke againgt hisear. "Now, that wasominous,” it said.

41

Bartimaeus

From the moment we got insde the fateful hal and its boundary was seded, events happened
fast. The boy himsdlf probably never got agood look at the setup there before it changed forever, but
my senses are more advanced, of course. | took it dl in, every detail, in the briefest of ingtants.

Firgt, where were we? By the locked door, on the very edge of the circular glassfloor. This
glass had been given adightly rough surface, so that shoes gripped it, but it was il clear enough for
the carpet below to be beautifully displayed. The boy was standing right above the edge of the
carpet—aborder depicting interlocking vines. Nearby, and at intervals around the whole hdl, stood
Impassive servants, each one beside atrolley heavily laden with cakes and beverages. Within thiswas



the semicircle of chairsthat | had seen from the window, now groaning under the assembled bottoms
of themagicians. They were spping their drinks and haf listening to the woman, Amanda Cathcart,
who was standing on the podium in the center of the hall, welcoming them dl there. At her shoulder,
his face expressionless, was Smon Loveace, waiting.

The woman was wrapping up her speech. "Lagt, | hope you will not mind my drawing your
attention to the carpet on display below. We commissoned it from Persia, and | believeitisthe
biggest in England. | think you will find yourseves dl included if you look carefully.” (Murmured
gpprovd, afew cheers) "This afternoon's discusson will last until sx. We will then bregk for dinner in
the heated tents on the lawn outside, where you will be entertained by some Latvian sword jugglers.”
(Enthusiastic cheering.) "Thank you. May | now hand you over to your true host, Mr. Smon
Loveace!" (Strained and ragged clapping.)

While she droned on, | was busy whispering in the boy's ear.[1] | was ahead louse at this point,
whichis pretty much assmall as| can go. Why? Because | didn't want the afrit to notice me until it
couldn't be avoided. She wasthe only otherworld being currently in evidence (for politeness sake, dl
the magicians imps had been dismissed for the duration of the meeting) but she was bound to see me
asathreat.

[1] In both senses. And | can tell you I've been in some sticky placesin my time, but for sheer waxy
unpleasantness, his earlobe would be hard to beat.

"Thisisour last chance" | said. "Whatever Lovelaceisgoing to do, take it frommehell do it
now, before the afrit picks up the Amulet's aura. He's got it round his neck. Can you creep up behind
him and pull it into view? That'll rousethe magicians.”

The boy nodded. He began to sidle around the edge of the crowd. On the podium, Lovelace

began an obsequious address. "Prime Minister, ladies and gentlemen, may | say how honored we
ae...."

We were now at the edge of the audience, with a clear run down the edge of the magicians
chairstoward the podium. The boy started forward at a canter, with me urging him on like ajockey
doesawilling (if stupid) horse.

But as he passed the first delegate, a bony hand shot out and caught him by the scruff of the
neck.

"And where do you think you're going, servant?'

| knew that voice. For meit brought back displeasing memories of her Mournful Orb. It was
JesscaWhitwell, dl cadaverous cheeks and cropped white hair. Nathaniel struggled in her grip. |
wasted no time, but motored over the top of his ear and down the soft white skin behind it, making
for the grasping hand.

Nathanid wriggled. "Let—me—go!"

"..Itisaddight and aprivilege..." Asyet, Loveace had heard nothing.

"How dare you seek to disrupt thismeeting?' Her sharp nails dug crudly into the boy's neck.



The head |ouse approached her pale, thinwrist.
"Y ou don't—understand—" Nathaniel choked. "Lovelace has—"
"Slence, brat!"
"...glad to see you here. Sholto Pinn sends his gpologies, heisindisposed....”

"Put himin aStricture, Jessica™ Thiswasamagician at the next chair along. "Ded with him
after.”

| was at her wrist now. lts underside ran with blue vains.

Heed lice aren't big enough for what | had in mind. | became a scarab beetle, with extra-sharp
pincers. | bit with gusto.

The woman's shriek made the chanddiersjangle. Shelet go of Nathanidl, who sumbled
forward, nearly jolting me from the back of his neck. Lovelace was interrupted—he spun round, eyes
wide. All headsturned.

Nathanid raised his hand and pointed. "Watch out!" he croaked (the grip on his neck had nearly
throttled him). "L ovelace has got the Am—"

A web of white threads rose up around us and closed over Nathaniel's head. The woman
lowered her hand and sucked on her bleeding wrigt.

"—ulet of Samarkand! He'sgoing to kill you al! | don't know how, but it's going to be horrible
and—"

Wearily, the scarab beetle tapped Nathaniel on the shoulder. "Don't bother," | said. "No one can
hear you. She's sedled us off."[2] Helooked blank. "Not been in one before? Y our lot do it to others
dl thetime"

[2] The threads of a Stricture act as a seal. They alow no object (or sound) to escape their cocoon It'sakind
of temporary prison, more usually employed on unfortunate humans than on djinn.

| waswatching Lovelace. His eyes werelocked on Nathanidl, and | caught doubt and anger
flashing across them before he dowly turned back to his speech. He coughed, waiting for the
magicians chattering to die down. Meanwhile, one hand edged toward the hidden shdlf in the lectern.

The boy was panicking now; he lashed out weekly at the rubbery walls of the Stricture.

"Keepcadm," | said. "Let me check it: most Strictures have week links. If | can find onel should
be ableto break usout." | became afly and, starting at itstop, began to circle carefully acrossthe
Stricture's membranes, looking for aflaw.

"But we haven't time...."

| spoke gently to quieten him. " Just watch and listen.”



| didn't show it, but | wasworried mysdlf now. The boy was right: we redlly had no time.

Nathanie€l

"But we haven't time—" Nathaniel began.

"Just shut up and watch!" The fly was buzzing frantically around their prison. 1t sounded
decidedly panicked.

Nathaniel had barely enough room to move his hands, and nowhere near enough to do anything
with hislegsor feet. It waslike being insde amummy's case or an iron maiden. As he had this
thought, the terror of al condricted things bubbled up within him. He suppressed amounting urge to
scream, took a deep breath and, to help distract himself, focused on events around him.

After the unfortunate interruption, the magicians had turned their attention back to the speaker,
who was acting as if nothing had happened: "In turn, | would like to thank Lady Amandafor the use
of thiswonderful hdl. Incidentally, may | draw your attention to the remarkable celling, with its
collection of priceless chanddiers? They were taken from the ruins of Versalles after the French
Wars, and are made of adamantine crystal. Their designer..."

Lovelace had alot to say about the chanddliers. All the delegates craned their necks upward,
making noises of approval. The opulence of the hdl celling interested them greetly.

Nathanidl addressed the fly. "Have you found awesk point yet?'

"No. It'sbeen well put together.” It buzzed angrily. "Why did you have to get yoursdlf caught?
Were helplessin here.”

Helpless, yet again. Nathaniel bit hislip. "'l assume Loveaceis going to summon something,” he
sad.

"Of course. HE's got a horn for that purpose, so he doesn't have to speak the incantation. Saves
himtime"

"What will it be?"

"Who knows? Something big enough to ded with that afrit, presumably.”

Again, panic struggled in Nathaniel's throat, wrestling to be loosened in acry. Outside, Lovelace
was gtill describing the intricacies of the celling. Nathanid's eyesflicked back and forth, trying to catch
the gaze of one of the magicians, but they were still absorbed in the marvelous chandeliers. He hung
hishead in despair.

And noticed something odd out of the corner of hiseye.

Thefloor... It was difficult to be sure with the lights glaring in the glass, but he thought he could
see amovement on the floor, like awhite wave rapidly traveling acrossit from thefar wal. He



frowned; the Stricture's membranes were getting in the way of hisvision—he couldn't be sure what he
was actually seeing. But it was dmogt asif something was covering the carpet.

The fly was whedling about near the side of his head. "One crumb of comfort,” it said. "It can't
be anything too powerful, or Lovelace would have to use a pentacle. The Amulet'sall very well for
personal protection, but the really strong entities need to be carefully contained. Y ou can't afford to
let them go running loose, or risk total devastation. Look what happened to Atlantis.”

Nathaniel had no ideawhat had happened to Atlantis. He was till watching the floor. He had
suddenly become aware that there was a sense of movement al across the hal—the whole flooring
seemed to be shifting, though the glassitsdf remained solid and firm. He looked between hisfeet and
saw the smiling face of ayoung femae magician move quickly past benesth the glass, closdly followed
by astdlion's head and the leaves of adecorative tree.

It was then that he redlized the truth. The carpet was not being covered. It was being drawn
back, quickly and stedthily. And no one el se had noticed. While the magicians gazed gawping at the
ceiling, the floor below them changed.

"Erm, Bartimaeus—" he said.

"What? I'm trying to concentrate.”

"“Thefloor..."

"Oh." Thefly settled on hisshoulder. "That's bad."

AsNathaniel watched, the ornately twining border passed below him, then the carpet's tasseled
edgeitsdf. It moved off, reveding a gleaming surface bel ow—jperhaps made of whitewashed
plaster—on which great runeswereinscribed in shining black ink. Nathaniel knew immediately what
they were standing on, and one glance across the room confirmed it. He saw sections of perfectly
drawn circles, two straight lines converging & the apex of agar, the eegant curving lines of runic
characters, both red and black.

"A giant pentacle,” hewhispered. "And wereal ingde.”

"Nathanid," said thefly. "Y ou know | told you to keep calm and not bother waving or
shouting?'

"YS"

"Cancel that. Make as much movement as you can. Perhaps we can attract the attention of one
of theseidiots."

Nathanid jiggled about, waved his hands and jerked his head from side to side. He shouted until
histhroat was sore. Around him whirled thefly, its body flashing in ahundred bright warning colors.
But the magicians nearby noticed nothing. Even Jessica Whitwell, who was closes, still gazed at the
ceiling with starry eyes.

Theterrible helplessnessthat Nathaniel had felt on the night of the fire flooded over him again.



He could fed hisenergy and resolution draining away.
"Why won't they look?" hewailed.

"Pure greed,” thefly said. "They're fixated with the trappings of wedth. Thisisno good. I'd try a
Detonation, but it would kill you &t thisrange."

"No, don't do that," Nathanid said.

"If only you'd dready freed me from the Indefinite Confinement spell,” thefly mused. "Then |
could break out and tackle Lovelace. You'd be dead, of course, but I'd save everyone el se, honest,
and tdll them all about your sacrifice. It would—Look! It's happening!”

Nathaniel's eyes had aready been drawn to Lovelace, who had made a sudden movement.
From pointing at the celling, his hands now descended to the back of the lectern with feverish haste.
He drew something out, hurled its covering cloth to the floor and raised the object to hislips: ahorn,
old, stained, and cracked. Swesat beaded hisforehead; it glistened in the light from the chandeliers.

Something in the crowd gave an inhuman roar of anger. The magicianslowered their headsin
shock.

Loveace blew.

Bartimaeus

When the carpet drew back and the giant summoning pentacle wasreveded, | knew wewerein
for something nasty. Lovelace had it al worked out. All of us, him included, were trapped insde the
circlewith whatever he was calling from the Other Place. There were barriers on the windows and no
doubt in thewallsaswell, so there was no chance any of uswould escape. Lovelace had the Amulet
of Samarkand—and with its power, he was immune—but the rest of uswould be at the mercy of the
being he had summoned.

| hadn't lied to the boy. Without the constraining pentacle, there was alimit to what any magician
would willingly summon. The greatest beings run amok if they're given any freedom,[3] and Lovelace's
hidden design meant that the only freedom this one was going to get would be insde this single room.

[3] One of the worst examples was the Mycenean outpost of Atlantis on the island of Santonni in the
Mediterranean About 3,500 years ago, if memory serves. They wanted to conquer another island (or some
predictable objective like that), so their magicians clubbed together and summoned an aggressive entity. They
couldn't control it. | was only afew hundred miles away on the Egyptian delta; | heard the explosion and saw the
tsunami waves come roaring across to deluge the African coast. Weeks later, when things had settled down, the
pharaoh's boats sailed to Santorini. The entire central section of the island, with its people and its shining city, had
sunk into the sea. And all because they hadn't bothered with a pentacle.

But that was dl the magician needed. When his dave departed, he alone of the great ones of the
Government would be | eft dive, ready to assume control.

He blew the horn. It made no sound on any of the seven planes, but in the Other Place it would
have rung loud.



Aswasto be expected, the afrit acted fastest. Even as the summoning horn came into view, she
let out agreat bellow, seized Rupert Devereaux by the shoulders and flew at the nearest set of
windows, picking up speed as she went. She crashed into the glass; the magica barriers acrossit
flared eectric blue, and with an impact like thunder, she was propelled back into the room, head over
heds, with Devereaux spinning limply in her grip.

Loveacetook the horn away from hislips, smiling dightly.

The cleverer magicians had understood the Situation the ingtant the horn was blown. With aflurry
of colored flashes, imps appeared at severa shoulders. Others summoned greater ass stance—the
woman by our side was muttering an incantation, caling up her djinni.

Loveace stepped down carefully from the podium, his eyestrained somewhere high above.
Light danced on the surface of his spectacles. His suit was eegant, unruffled. He took no notice of the
congternation al around.

| saw aflicker intheair.

Desperately, | threw mysdlf at the edges of the web that surrounded us, searching for a
weekness and finding none.

Ancther flicker. My essence shivered.

Nathaniel

Many of the magicianswere on their feet now, their voicesraised in darm, heads turning from
sdeto sidein bewilderment, asthick iron and silver bars did into position across every door and
window. Nathaniel had long since stopped bothering to move: it was clear that no one would take any
notice of him. He could only watch as ameagician someway in front dung his chair to one side, raised
ahand and shot abdl of yellow flame at Lovelace from adistance of only a couple of meters. To the
surprise of the magician, the flame atered its course dightly in midair and disappeared into the center
of Lovelace's chest. Lovelace, who was staring intently up toward the ceiling, appeared to have
noticed nothing.

The fly buzzed back and forth, butting its head against the wall of the Stricture. "That'sthe
Amulet'swork," it said. "It'll take whatever they throw."

JesscaWhitwell had finished her incantation: a short, sumpy djinni hovered in the air beside her;
it had taken the form of ablack bear. She pointed, yelled an order. The bear moved forward through
theair, paddling itslimbs asif swimming.

Other magicians sent attacksin Lovelace's direction: for perhaps a minute, he was the center of
alightning storm of furious, crackling energy. The Amulet of Samarkand absorbed it al. Lovelace was
unaffected. He carefully smoothed back his hair.

The &frit had picked itsalf up from whereit had fallen and, having set the dazed Prime Minister
lolling on achair, leaped into the fray. It flew on speedy, shining wings, but Nathanidl noticed that it



approached Lovelace on apeculiar circular course, avoiding the air directly above the podium.

Severa magicians had by now reached the door of the hdl, and were vainly straining & the
handles.

The afrit sent apowerful magic toward Lovelace. Either it went too fagt, or it was primarily on a
plane he could not see, but Nathaniel only saw it as the suggestion of ajet of smoke that crossed to
the magician in an ingtant. Nothing happened. The afrit cocked its head, asif bemused.

On Lovelace's other side, the black bear djinni was closing fast. From each paw, it unsheathed
two scimitar-like claws.

Magicians were running helter-skelter, making for the windows, the door, for anywhere at dl,
accompanied by their host of shrieking imps.

Then something happened to the afrit. To Nathanid, it was asif hewaslooking at the afrit's
reflection in apond and the water surface was suddenly disturbed. The afrit seemed to shatter, its
form splitting into athousand quavering shards that were sucked toward a section of air above the
podium. A moment later they were gone.

The black bear djinni stopped paddling forward. Its clavs were drawn back out of sght. Very
subtly, it went into reverse.

Thefly buzzed loudly againgt Nathaniel's ear, shouting in pure panic. "I1t's happening!” it cried.
"Can't you seeit?"

But Nathanid saw nothing.

A woman ran past, mouth open in panic. Her hair was a pale shade of blue.

Bartimaeus

Thefirgt thing most of them noticed was the afrit. That was the spectacular one, thered curtain
raiser, but in fact plenty had been going on in the previous seconds. The afrit was unlucky, that was
all; in her haste to destroy the thresat to her master, she got too closeto therift.

The split in the air was about four metersin length and only visible on the seventh plane. Perhaps
afew of theimps glimpsed it, but none of the humans could have done so.[4] It wasn't anice, clean,
vertica sort of rift, but diagond, with jagged edges, asif the air had been torn like thick, fibrous cloth.
From my prison, | had watched it form: after the first flicker above the podium, the air had vibrated,
distorted wildly, and findly snapped along that line.[5]

[4] Unless they noticed afaint gray smudge along the line of therift. This was where light was draining
away, being sucked off into the Other Place.

[5] It was the old chewing-gum principle in action. Imagine pulling a strip of chewed gum between your
fingers: first it holds and stretches, then gets thin somewhere near the middle. Finally atiny hole forms at the
thinnest point, which quickly tears and splits Here, Lovelace's summoning had done the pulling. With some help



from the thing on the other side.
As soon astherift appeared, the changes had begun.

The lectern on the podium altered: its substance turned from wood to clay, then to an odd,
orange metd, then to something that looked suspicioudy like candle wax. It sagged alittle, asif
melting dong one sde.

A few blades of grass grew up from the surface of the podium.

The crysta drops of the chandelier directly aboveit turned to water droplets, which hung
suspended for asecond in position, shimmering in many colors, then fdll to thefloor asrain.

A magician was running toward awindow. Each line of the pingtripe on hisjacket undulated like
asdewinder.

No one noticed these first minor changes or adozen similar others. It would take the efrit's fate
for them to cotton on.

Pandemonium filled the room, with humans and imps squesking and gibbering in al directions.
Asif obliviousto this, Lovelace and | watched therift. We waited for something to come through.

42

Bartimaeus

Then it happened. The planes close to therift suddenly went out of sync, asif they were being
pulled sdeways at varying speeds. It was as though my focus had gone haywire, asit does after a
blow to the head—I suddenly saw the windows beyond seven times over, dl in dightly different
positions. It was most disconcerting.

If whatever Lovelace had summoned was strong enough to disrupt the planeslikethis, it boded
ill for dl of usinsdethe pentacle. It must be very close now. | kept my eyeon theriftintheair....

Amanda Cathcart passed us, screaming, her bob afetching blue. A few more changes had been
noticed by al and sundry: two magicians, who had strayed too near the podium in avain attempt to
attack Loveace, found their bodies € ongating unpleasantly; one man's nose also grew to aridiculous
length, while the other's vanished dtogether.

"What's happening?' the boy whispered.

| did not answer. Therift was opening.

All seven planesdigtorted like stirred syrup. Therift widened and something like an arm thrust
through. It was quite transparent, asif it were made of the most perfect glass; in fact, it would have

been wholly invisble wereit not for the twigting, swirling convulsons of the planesaround it. Thearm
moved back and forth experimentdly: it seemed to be testing the odd sensations of the physical



world. | glimpsed four thin protuberances or fingers at the end of the arm: they, likeit, had no
substance of their own, and were only given form by the rippling disturbancesin the air about them.

Down beow, Love ace stepped back, hisfingers nervoudy feding between his shirt buttons for
the Amulet's reassuring touch.

With the distortion of the planes, the other magicians began to see the arm for thefirst time.[1]
They emitted assorted cries of woe that, from the biggest, hairiest man to the smalest, shrillest
woman, covered arange of severd octaves. Severd of the bravest ran into the center of the room
and coerced their attendant djinn into sending Detonations and other magics galorein the direction of
therift. Thisturned out to be amistake. Not one single bolt or blast made it anywhere near the arm;
al ather screamed off a angles to smash into the walls and ceiling, or dribbled to the floor like water
from adripping hose, the energy taken out of them.

[1] They could only see the first three planes clearly, of course, but that was enough to get the outline.

The boy's mouth hung so low and loosdly, arodent could have used it asaswing. "That
th-thing," he sammered. "What isit?'

A far enough question. What wasit, thisthing that distorted the planes and disrupted the most
powerful magic, when only one arm had actualy come through?1 could have said something dramatic
and eerielike, "The death of usal!" but it wouldn't have got usvery far. Besides, hed only have
asked again.

"l don't know exactly," | said. "Judging by its caution in coming through, it hasrarely been
summoned before. It is probably surprised and angry, but its strength is clear enough. Look around!
Inside the pentacle, magic is going wrong, things are beginning to change form. All norma lawvsare
being warped, suspended. The greatest of us aways bring the chaos of the Other Place with them.
No wonder Lovelace needed the Amulet of Samarkand to protect himself."[2]

[2] The entity trapped inside the Amulet had to be at least as powerful as this newcomer if Lovelace wasto
withstand its force. Even as along-suffering djinni, | still had a grudging admiration for the ancient Asian people
who had managed to capture and compressiit.

Aswe watched, the giant, tranducent arm was followed by abrawny, trand ucent shoulder,
more than a meter long. And now something like a head began to emerge through therift. Once more
it was only an outline: seen through it, the windows and the distant trees showed perfectly; around its
edge, the planes shuddered in anew frenzy.

"Loveace can't have summoned thison hisown,” | said. "He must have had help. And | don't
just mean that old scarecrow you killed, or the clammy one at the door. Someone with red power
must have had ahand."[3]

[3] Thisbeing was greater by far than all the various marids, afrits, and djinn that magicians normally
summon. A strong magician can summon an afrit on his own; most marids require two. | was calculating a minimum
of four for thisone.

The great being pulled itself through the gap. Now another arm appeared, and the suggestion of
atorso. Most of the magicians were clustering against the periphery of the room, but afew near the
windows were caught in aripple running through the planes. Their faces changed—aman's became a



woman's, awoman's a child's. Maddened by his transformation, one magician ran blindly toward the
podium—in an ingtant, his body seemed to become liquid: it dewed in a corkscrew motion up into the
rift and vanished from sight. My master gasped in horror.

Now agrest, tranducent leg emerged, with amost feline stedlth and poise. Thingswereredly
desperate. Neverthdess, I'm an optimist at heart. | noticed that the ripples emanating from the being
changed the nature of every spdll they hit. And that gave me hope.

"Nathanid," | said. "Listen to me."

Hedidn't answer at first. He wastransfixed at the sight of thelords and ladies of hisrealm
running about like demented chickens. After al the events of the previous few days, | had dmost
forgotten how young he was. Right at that moment, he did not look likeamagician a al, but just a
terrified smdl boy.

"Nathaniel."

A fant voice. "Yes?'

"Ligten. If we get out of this Stricture, do you know what we have to do?'

"But how can we get out?'

"Don't bother about that. If we escape, what must we do?”

He shrugged.

"I'll tell you, then. We need to accomplish two things. Firs—get the Amulet off Lovelace. That's
your job."

IIWMI

"Because | can't touch the Amulet now that he'swearing it: it's absorbing everything magicd that
comes near him—and | don't wish to be included accidentally. It's got to be you. But I'll try to distract
him whileyou get clos”

"That'skind."

"The second thing," | said, "isthat we must reverse the summonsto drive our big friend away.
That'syour job."

"My job again?"

"Yes—I'll hep by stedling the summoning horn from Love ace. It needsto be broken if wereto
dothejob. But you'll have to round up some of the other magiciansto speak the Dismissal Spell.
Some of the stronger ones are bound to know enough, providing they're still conscious. Don't

worry—you won't haveto do it yourself."

The boy frowned. "Lovelace intendsto dismissit on hisown." He said thiswith atouch of his



norma vigor.

"Y es, and he'samaster magician, highly skilled and powerful. Right—that's settled. We go for
the Amulet. If we get it, you head off and seek help from the others, while | ded with Lovelace.”

How the boy would have answered, I'll never know, because a that moment, the gresat entity
stepped clear of therift and a particularly strong ripple ran out through the planes. It swept through
the discarded chairs, turning someto liquid, setting others on fire, and finaly reaching the shimmering
white Stricture where al thistime we had been imprisoned. At its touch, the membrane that enclosed
us exploded with a cacophonous bang that sent me flying one way and the boy another. He landed
heavily, cutting hisface.

Not far away, the great tranducent head was dowly turning.

"Nathanid!" | shouted. "Get up!”

Nathanie€l

His head rang with the force of the explosion and he felt something wet against his mouth. Close
by, amid the strident clamor of the hdl, avoice cdled out his birth name. He sumbled to hisfedt.

The being was fully present now: Nathaniel sensed its shape, towering high againg the celling.
Beyond it, in the distance, acrowd of magicians huddled helplesdy with their imps. And therein front
of him stood Simon Loveace, shouting ordersto his dave. One hand was pressed againgt his chest;
the other was outstretched, il holding the summoning horn.

"See, Ramuthra?" he cried. "1 hold the Amulet of Samarkand, and | am thus beyond your
power. Every other living thing in thisroom, be it human or spirit, isyours! | command you to destroy
them!"

The great being inclined its head in acceptance; it turned toward the nearest group of magicians,
sending shock waves out across the room. Nathaniel began to run toward Lovelace. A little way off,
he saw an ugly fly buzzing low dong the ground.

Loveace noticed the fly; he frowned and watched its weaving, darting progress through the
ar—firg it came close to him, then it drew back, then it came close again—and al the while,
Nathaniel was sneaking up behind.

Closar, closer...

Thefly made an aggressive dart at Loveace's face, the magician flinched—and at that moment,
Nathaniel pounced. He gave a spring and leaped on the magician's back, hisfingerswrenching at his
collar. Ashedid o, the fly became amarmoset that snatched at the horn with clever, greedy fingers.
Loveace cried out and gave the marmoset a buffet that sent it spinning, tail over snout; then, bending
his back, he tossed Nathaniel over hishead to land heavily on the floor.

Nathaniel and the marmoset sprawled side by side, with Lovelace standing over them. The



magicians glasses hung crookedly from one ear. Nathanid's departing hands had ripped his collar half
away. Thegold chain of the Amulet of Samarkand was exposed around his neck.

"S0," Lovelace said, adjusting his spectacles and addressing Nathanid, "you reected my offer.
A pity. How did you ude Maurice? With the help of thisthing?' He indicated the marmoset.
"Presumably thet is Bartimaeus.”

Nathaniel was winded; it pained him when hetried to rise. The marmoset was on itsfeet and
growing, dteringin outline. "Come on," it hissed to Nathaniel. "Before he has a chance to—"

Lovelace made asign and spoke asyllable. A hulking shape materidized a his shoulder; it had a
jacka'shead. "I hadn't meant to summon you," the magician said. "Good daves are so hard to find,
and, man or djinni, | suspect | shal be the only one walking out of thisroom aive. But seeing as
Bartimaeusis here, it ssemswrong to deny you the chance of finishing him off." Lovelace made an
easy gesture toward the gargoyle that now crouched low and ready at Nathaniel'sside. "Thistime,
Jabor," he said, "do not fail me."

The jacka-headed demon stepped forward. The gargoyle gave a curse and darted into the air.
Two red-veined wings sprouted from Jabor's back; they flapped once, making a cracking noise like
bresking bones, and carried him off in pursuit.

Nathaniel and Lovelace were left regarding each other. The pain in Nathanidl's midriff had
subsided alittle, and he was able to get to hisfeet. He kept his eyesfixed on the glint of gold at the
magician'sthroat.

"Y ou know, John," Loveace said, tapping the horn casually againgt the palm of one hand, "if
you'd had the luck to be apprenticed to me from the start, we might have done great things together. |
recognize something inyou; it islikelooking into amirror of my younger days—we share the same
will to power." He smiled, showing hiswhite teeth. "But you were corrupted by Underwood's
softness, hismediocrity.”

He broke off & this point, as a howling magician ssumbled between them, his skin shining with
tiny iridescent blue scales. From dl across the room came the confused, unsettling sounds of magic
distorting and going wrong, as it met the shock waves emanating from Ramuthra. Mogt of the
meagicians and their imps were piled up againgt the far wall, amost one on top of the other in their
effort to escape. The great being moved toward them with lazy steps, leaving atrail of atered debris
initswake: transformed chairs, scattered bags, and belongings—all stretched, twisted, glimmering
with unnatural tones and colors. Nathanid tried to blot it from hismind; he gazed a the Amulet's
chain, readying himsdf for another try.

Lovelace smiled. "Even now you haven't given up,” he said. "And that's exactly what I'm talking
about—that's your iron will in action. It's very good. But if you'd been my apprentice, I'd have trained
you to keep it in check until you had the ability to follow through. If heisto survive, atrue magician
must be patient.”

"Yes," Nathanie said huskily, "I've been told that before.”



"Y ou should have listened. Wdll, it'stoo late to save you now; you've done me too much harm,
and even were | so disposed, thereés nothing | could do for you in here. The Amulet can't be shared.”

For amoment, he considered Ramuthra: the demon had cornered an outlying pocket of
magicians and was reaching down toward them with grasping fingers. A shrill screaming was suddenly
cut off.

Nathaniel made atiny movement. Instantly, Lovelace's eyes snapped back to him. " Still
fighting?' hesaid. "If | can't trust you to lie down and die with dl those other fools and cowards, |
shall haveto dispose of you firdt. Takeit asacompliment, John."

He st the horn to hislips and blew briefly. Nathanidl's skin crawled; he sensed a change behind
him.

Ramuthra had halted at the sound from the horn. The disturbance in the planes that marked its
edgesintendgfied, asif it radiated a strong emotion, perhaps anger. Nathaniel watched it turn; it
appeared to be regarding L ovel ace across the breadth of the hall.

"Do not hesitate, davel" Loveace cried. "Y ou shdl do my bidding! Thisboy must diefirs.”

Nathaniel felt an dien gaze upon him. With a strange detached clarity, he noticed a beautiful
golden tapestry hanging on the wal beyond the giant heed; it seemed larger than it should be, in
crystal-clear focus, asif the demon's essence magnified it.

"Come!" Lovelace's voice sounded cracked and dry. A great wave rippled out from the demon,
turning anearby chandelier into ahost of tiny yellow birdsthat broke away and flew acrossthe rafters
of the hdl before dissolving. Ponderoudy turning its back on the remaining magicians, it set off in
Nathaniel'sdirection.

Nathanidl's bowels turned to water. He backed away.

Besde him, he heard Lovdace chuckle.

Bartimaeus

So here we were again, Jabor and 1, like partnersin adance—I retreating, he pursuing, step by
synchronized step. Across the chaotic hdl we flew, avoiding the scurrying humans, the explosions of
misdirected magic, the shock waves radiating from the great being stalking in its midst. Jabor wore a
grimace that might have been annoyance or uncertainty, snce even his extreme resilience would be
tested in this new environment. | decided to undermine hismorde.

"How doesit fed to beinferior to Faquarl ?* | called, as| ducked behind one of the few
remaining chandeliers. "1 don't see Lovelacerisking his life by summoning him heretoday.”

From the other side of the chandelier, Jabor tried to lob a Pestilence at me, but aripple of
energy disrupted it and it became acloud of pretty flowers drifting to the floor.



"Charming,” | said. "Next, you need to learn to arrange them properly. I'll lend you anice vasg, if
youlike"

| don't think Jabor's grasp of insults extended far enough to take that quite on board, but he
understood the tone, and it actualy roused him to verbal response.

""He summoned me because I'm stronger! ™ he bellowed, wrenching the chanddlier from the
celling and hurling it a me. | dodged baleticaly and it shattered againg thewall, torain downin little
lumps of crystal on the magicians cowering heads.

Jabor did not seem impressed by this graceful maneuver. "Coward!" he cried. "Always, you
snesk and crawl and run and hide."

"It'scdled inteligence," | said, pirouetting in midair, seizing a splintered beam from the calling
raftersand hurling it a him like ajavelin. He didn't bother to move, but let it crack againgt his
shoulders and fall away. Then he came closer. Despite my fine words, none of my sneaking, crawling,
running or hiding was having much effect right now, and looking down acrossthe hdll, | saw that the
Stuaion wasin fact deteriorating rapidly. Ramuthra[4] had turned and was proceeding back across
the room toward where the magician and my master were standing. It wasn't hard to see what
Lovelace intended: the boy had become too much of anirritant to let him live amoment longer. |
understood his point of view.

[4] I hadn't heard of this particular being before. Unsurprising really, since though there are many thousands
of usthat magicians have cruelly summoned—and thus defined—there are countless more that merge into the
Other Place without any need for names. Perhaps this was the first time Ramuthra had been summoned.

And gill Lovelace held the horn; till he wore the Amulet. So far we had gained nothing.
Somehow he had to be distracted, before Ramuthra got near enough to destroy the boy. Anidea
cameinto my mind unbidden. Interesting... But firgt, | needed to shake Jabor off for awhile.

Easer said than done, Jabor being apersistent sort of fellow.

Avoiding his outstretched fingers, | ducked down through the air, in the vague direction of the
center of the room. The podium had long since been reduced to a blancmangey sort of substance by
the proximity of the rift. Scattered shoes and chairs were strewn al around, but there was no one left
livinginthisarea

| dropped at speed. Behind, | heard Jabor rushing through the air in hot pursuit.

The nearer | got to therift, the greater the strain on my essence—I could fedl asuction arting
to pull me forward; the effect was unpleasantly smilar to being summoned. When | had reached the
limit of my endurance, | stopped in midair, did aquick somersault, and faced the oncoming Jabor.
There he was, whistling down, arms out and angry, with not athought for the danger just beyond me.
Hejust wanted to get his claws on my essence, to rend melike one of hisvictimsfrom old Ombos|g]
or Phoenicia

[5] Ombos: city in Egypt sacred to Seth, Jabor's old boss. For a century or two, Jabor [urked in atemple there,
feeding on the victims brought to him, until a pharaoh from Lower Egypt came and burned the place to the ground.

But I was no mere human, cowering and quailing in the temple dark. | am Bartimaeus, and no



coward either. | stood my ground.[6]
[6] Or air, really. We were about twenty feet up.
Down came Jabor. | hunched into awrestling pose.
He opened his mouth to give that jacka cry—

| flapped my wings once and rose up afraction. As he shot under me, | swiveled and booted his
backsde with dl my strength. He was going too fast to stop quickly, especialy with my friendly
assstance. Hiswingsjammed forward in an effort to stop. He dowed, and began to turn, snarling.

Therift exerted its pull on him. An expression of sudden doubt appeared on hisface. Hetried to
beet hiswings, but they didn't move properly. It was asif they wereimmersed in fast-flowing treacle;
traces of ablack-gray substance were pulled off the fringes of hiswings and sucked away. That was
his essence beginning to go. He made atremendous effort, and actualy succeeded in advancing alittle
toward me. | gave him athumbs-up sign.

"Well done," | said. "'l reckon you made about five centimetersthere. Keegp going." He made
another Herculean effort. "Another centimeter! Good try! Y ou'll get your hands on me soon.” To
encourage him, | stuck acheeky foot in his direction and waved it in front of hisface, just out of
reach. He snarled and tried to swipe, but now the essence was curling away from the surface of his
limbs and being drawn into the rift; his muscular tone was visbly changing, growing thinner by the
ingtant. As his strength ebbed, the pull of therift became stronger and he began to move backward,
dowly fird, then fagter.

If Jabor had had haf abrain he might have changed into agnat or something: perhapswith less
bulk he might have fought free from therift's gravitationa pull. A word of friendly advice could have
saved him, but dear me, | wastoo busy watching him unrave to think of it until it wasfar too late.
Now hisrear limbs and wings were doughing off into liquid streams of greasy gray-black stuff that
spiraed through the rift and away from Earth. It can't have been pleasant for him, especialy with
Lovdaces charge il binding him here, but his face showed no pain, only hatred. So it was, right to
the end. Even asthe back of hishead logt itsform, his blazing red eyeswere till locked on mine.
Then they were gone, away into therift, and | was alone, waving him afond adieu.

| didn't waste too much time on my good-byes. | had other mattersto attend to.

Nathaniel

"An amazing thing, the Amulet of Samarkand.” Whether from fear, or from acrud delight in
reasserting his control, Lovelace perssted in keeping up a one-sided conversation with Nathaniel
even as Ramuthra stalked remorsalesdy toward them. It seemed he could not bring himself to shut up.
Nathaniel was retreating dowly, hopeesdy, knowing there was nothing he could do.

"Ramuthra disrupts the elements, you see” Loveace continued. "Wherever it treads, the
elementsrebd. And that ruinsthe careful order on which al magic depends. Nothing any of you might
try can stop it: every magica effort will misfire—you cannot hurt me, you cannot escape. Ramuthra



will haveyou dl. But the Amulet contains an equa and opposite force to Ramuthras; thus| am
secure. It might even lift meto its mouth, so that chaos raged upon me, and | would fed nothing.”

The demon had halved the distance to Nathaniel and was picking up pace. One of its great
trangparent arms was outstretched. Perhaps it was eager to taste him.

"My dear master suggested thisplan,” Lovelace said, "and, as aways, hewasinspired. He will
be watching us at this moment.”

"Y ou mean Schyler?' Even on the threshold of death, Nathaniel couldn't restrain asavage
satisfaction. "'l doubt it. HE's lying dead upstairs.”

Loveace's self-possession fatered for thefirgt time. His smile flickered.

"That'sright,” Nathanid said. "I didn't just escape. | killed him."

The magician laughed. "Don't lieto me, child—"

A voice behind Lovelace: awoman's, soft and plaintive. "Simon!”

The magician looked back; Amanda Cathcart stood there, close at hand, her gown torn and
muddied, her hair disheveled and now dightly maroon. She limped as she approached him, her arms

out, bafflement and terror etched upon her face. "Oh, Smon" she said. "What have you done?’

Lovelace blanched; he turned to face the woman. " Stay back!" he cried. There was anote of
panicinhisvoice. "Get away!"

Tearswelled in Amanda Cathcart's eyes. "How could you do this, Smon? Am | to dietoo?"

She lurched forward. Discomforted, the magician raised his hands to ward her off.
"Amanda—I-I'm sorry. It... it had to be."

"No, Smon—you promised me so much.”
Sideways on, Nathaniel stole closer.

Loveace's confusion turned to anger. " Get away from me, woman, or | will call on the demon to
tear you to shreds! Look—it isamost upon you!" Amanda Cathcart made no move. She seemed

past caring.
"How could you use mein thisway, Simon? After everything you said. Y ou have no honor."
Nathaniel took another shuffling step. Ramuthra’s outline towered above him now.
"Amanda, I'm warning you—"
Nathanidl leaped forward and snatched. Hisfingers rasped against the skin on Lovelace's neck,

then closed about something cold, hard, and flexible. The Amulet's chain. He pulled at it with dl his
strength. For an instant the magician's head was jerked toward him, then alink somewhere along the



chain snapped and it came away freein his hand.
Lovelace gave agrest cry.

Nathanid fdl back from him and rolled onto the floor, the chain'slinks colliding againgt hisface.
He scrabbled at it with both hands, clasping the smdl, thin ova thing that hung from the middie of the
broken chain. Ashedid so, he was conscious of aweight being removed from him, asif a
remorsel ess gaze had suddenly shifted elsewhere.

Loveace had reded in the first shock of the assault, then made to pounce upon Nathaniel—but
two dender arms pulled him back. "Wait, Smon—would you hurt a poor, sweet boy?"

"You're mad, Amandal Get off me! The Amulet—I| must—" For an ingtant he fought to extricate
himsdlf from the woman's desperate grip, and then the towering presence directly above him caught
his horrified eye. Hislegs sagged. Ramuthrawas very closeto al three of them now: in the full power
of its proximity, the fabric of their clothesflapped wildly, their hair blew about their faces. Theair
around them shivered, asif with eectricity.

Loveace squirmed backward. He nearly fell. "Ramuthral | order you—take the boy! He has
stolen the Amulet! Heisnot truly protected!” Hisvoice carried no conviction. A great trand ucent
hand reached out. Lovelace redoubled his entreaties. " Then forget the boy—take the woman! Take
thewoman firg!"

For amoment, the hand paused. L ovelace made agrest effort and ripped himsalf from the
woman'sgrasp. "Yes See? Theresheis! Take her first!"

From everywhere and nowhere, came avoice like agreat crowd speaking in unison. 'l seeno
woman. Only agrinning djinni."

Lovdacesface froze, he turned to Amanda Cathcart, who had been gazing at him with alook of
agonized entreaty. As he watched, her features dowly dtered. A smile of triumphant wickedness
gpread across her face from ear to ear. Then, in aflash, one of her arms snaked out, plucked the
summoning horn from Lovelace's dackening grip and snatched it away. With abound, Amanda
Cathcart was gone, and amarmoset hung by itstail from alight fixture severd metersaway. It waved
the horn merrily a the aghast magician.

"Dont mindif | havethis?' it cled. "Y ou won't need it where you're going.”

All energy seemed to depart from the magician; his skin hung loose and ashen on his bones. His
shoulders dumped; he took a pace toward Nathanid, asif hafheartedly trying to reclaim the Amulet.
Then agreat hand reached down and engulfed him, and Lovelace was plucked into the air. High, high,
higher he went, his body shifting and dtering asit did so. Ramuthras head bent to meet him.
Something that might have been a mouth was seen to open.

Aningant later, Simon Lovel ace was gone.
The demon paused to look for the cackling marmoset, but for the moment it had vanished.

Ignoring Nathanidl, who was still sprawled on the floor, it turned back heavily toward the magicians at
the other end of the hdll.



A familiar voice spoke at Nathanid's side.

"Two down, oneto go," it said.

Bartimaeus

| was S0 elated at the success of my finetrick that | risked changing into Ptolemy'sform the
moment Ramuthra's attention was el sewhere. Jabor and L ovelace were gone, and now only the great
entity remained to be dedlt with. | nudged my master with aboot. Hewaslying on his back, cradling
the Amulet of Samarkand in his grubby mitts as amother would her baby. | set the summoning horn
down by hissde.

He struggled to agitting position. "Lovelace... did you see?!
"Yep, and it wasn't pretty.”

Asherose diffly to hisfeet, his eyes shone with a strange brilliance—half horror, haf exaltation.
"I've got it," hewhispered. "I've got the Amulet.”

"Yes" | replied, hadtily. "Wl done. But Ramuthrais till with us, and if we want to get help,
were running out of time."

| looked across at the far side of the auditorium. My eation dwindled. The assembled ministers
of State were alamentable heap by now, either cowering in dumb stupefaction, banging on the doors,
or fighting vicioudy with each other for aposition asfar away as possible from the oncoming
Ramuthra. It was an unedifying spectacle, like watching acrowd of plague rats scrapping in a sewer.
It was a0 highly worrying: since not one of them looked in afit state to recite acomplex dismissal

pell.

"Comeon," | said. "While Ramuthratakes some, we can rouse the others. Who's most likely to
remember the counter-summons?

Hislip curled. "None of them, by thelooks of things."

"Even S0, weve got to try." | tugged at hisdeeve. "Come on. Neither of usknowsthe
incantation."[7]

[7] I hadn't aclue. Words of Command are magicians business. That is what they are good at. Djinn can't
speak them. But crabbed old master magicians know an incantation for every eventuality.

" Speek for yoursdlf," hesaid, dowly. "I know it."
"You?' | wasalittle taken aback. "Are you sure?'
He scowled a me. Physicdly, he was pretty ropy—uwhite of skin, bruised and bleeding, swaying

where he stood. But abright fire of determination burned in hiseyes. "That possibility hadn't even
occurred to you, had it?' hesaid. "Yes—I'velearned it."



There was more than ahint of doubt in the voice, and in the eyestoo—I glimpsed it wrestling
with hisresolve. | tried not to sound skeptical. "It'shigh level," | said. "And complex; and you'll need
to break the horn a exactly the right moment. Thisisno timefor false pride, boy. Y ou could still—"

"Ask for help?1 don't think so." Whether through pride or practicdity, he was quiteright.
Ramuthrawas dmost upon the magicians now; we had no chance of getting help from them. "Stand
away," hesaid. "l need spaceto think."

| heditated for an ingtant. Admirable though his strength of character was, | could seedl too
clearly whereit led. Amulet or no Amulet, the consequences of afluffed dismissa are dways
disastrous, and thistime | would suffer right along with him. But | could think of no dternative.

Helplesdy, | sood back. My magter picked up the summoning horn and closed his eyes.

Nathanie€l

He closed his eyesto the chaosin the hal and bresthed as dowly and deeply as he could.
Sounds of suffering and terror still cameto him, but he shoved them from his mind with aforce of will.

That much wasrdatively easy. But ahost of inner voices were speaking at him, and he could not
shut their clamor out. Thiswas hismoment! Thiswas the moment when athousand insults and
deprivations would be cast aside and forgotten! He knew the incantation—he had learned it long ago.
Hewould speak it and everyone would see that he could not be overlooked again. Always, always
he had been underestimated! Underwood had thought him an imbecile, afool with barely the strength
to draw acircle. He had refused to believe his apprentice could summon adjinni of any kind.
Loveace had thought him wesek, childishly softhearted, yet likely to be tempted by the first cursory
offer of power and status. He had refused to accept that Nathaniel had killed Schyler too: he had
goneto hisdeath denying it. And now, even Bartimaeus, his own servant, doubted that he knew the
dismissd spdl! Always, dways, they cast him down.

Now was the moment when everything was in his hands. Too often before he had been
rendered powerless—|ocked in hisroom, carried from the fire, robbed by the commoners, trapped in
the Stricture.... The memories of these indignities burned hot inside him. But now he would act—he
would show them!

The outcry of hiswounded pride dmost overwhelmed him. It pounded on the inside of his skull.
But at the deeper core of his being, beneath this desperation to succeed for his own sake, another
desire struggled for expression. Far off, he heard someone cry out in fear and a shudder of pity ran
through him. Unless he could bring the spell to mind, the hapless magicianswere going to die. Thelr
lives depended on him. And he had the knowledge to hel p. The counter-summons, the dismissal.
How had it gone? Held read the incantation, he knew he had—hed committed it to memory months
before. But he couldn't concentrate now, he couldn't bring it to mind.

It was no good. They were all going to die, just as Mrs. Underwood had died, and again he was
about to fail. How badly Nathaniel wanted to help them! But desire done was not enough. More than
anything else he had wanted to save Mrs. Underwood, bring her from the flames. He would have
given hislifefor hers, if he could. But he had not saved her. He had been carried away and she had



goneforever. Hislove had counted for nothing.

For amoment, his past loss and the urgency of his present desire mingled and welled within him.
Tearsran down his cheeks.

Patience, Nathaniel.
Patience...

He breathed in dowly. His sorrow receded. And across agreat gulf came the remembered
peace of his master's garden—he saw again the rhododendron bushes, their leaves glinting dark green
in the sun. He saw the apple trees shedding their white blossom; acat lying on ared-brick wall. He
fet thelichen under hisfingers, saw the moss on the satue; he felt himsalf protected again from the
wider world. Heimagined Ms. Lutyens sitting quietly, sketching by hisside. A feding of peace stole
over him.

Hismind cleared, his memory blossomed.

The necessary words came to him, as he had learned them sitting on the stone seet ayear or
more ago.

He opened his eyes and spoke them, hisvoice loud and clear and strong. At the end of the
fifteenth syllable, he split the summoning horn in two across hisknee.

Astheivory cracked and the words rang out, Ramuthra stopped dead. The shimmering ripples
intheair that defined its outlines quivered, first gently and then with greater force. Therift in the center
of the room opened alittle. Then, with astonishing suddenness, the outlines of the demon crumpled
and shrank, were drawn back into the rift and vanished.

Therift closed up: ascar hedling at blinding speed.

With it gone, the hall seemed cavernous and empty. One chanddier and severd smdl wall lights
came on again, casting aweak radiance here and there. Outside, the late afternoon sky was gray,
darkening to deep blue. The wind could be heard rushing through the treesin the wood.

There was absolute sllence in the hal. The crowd of magicians and one or two bruised and
battered imps remained quite till. Only one thing moved: aboy limping forward across the center of
the room, with the Amulet of Samarkand dangling from hisfingers. The jade Sone a its center
oleamed faintly inthe hdf light.

In utter sllence, Nathanidl crossed to where Rupert Devereaux sprawled haf buried under the
Foreign Minigter, and placed the Amulet carefully in hishands.

43



Bartimaeus

Typicd of thekid, that was. Having carried out the most important act of hisgrubby littlelife,
you'd expect him to sink to the ground in exhaustion and relief. But did he? No. Thiswas hisbig
chance, and he seized it in the most theetrica fashion possble. With dl eyes on him, he hobbled
across the ruined auditorium like awounded bird, frail asyou like, straight for the center of power.
What was he going to do? No one knew; no one dared to guess (I saw the Prime Minister flinch
when the boy held out hishand). And then, in the climactic moment of thislittle charade, al was
reveadled: the legendary Amulet of Samarkand—held up high so dl could see—handed back to the
bosom of the Government. The kid even remembered to bow his head deferentialy ashe did so.

Sensationin the hal!

What aperformance, eh?In fact, dmost more than his ability to bully djinn, thisinstinctive
pandering to the crowd suggested to me that the boy was probably destined for worldly success.[1]
Certainly, hisactions here had the desired effect: in moments, he was the center of an admiring throng.

[1] If magicians rely on thegtrical effects to overawe the people, they also use much the same techniques to
impress and outmaneuver each other.

Unnoticed in dl thisfuss, | abandoned Ptolemy's form and took on the semblance of aminor
imp, which presently (when the crowd drew back) hovered over to the boy's sdein ahumble sort of
way. | had no desire for my true capabilities to be noticed. Someone might have drawn a connection
with the swashbuckling djinni who had lately escaped from the government prison.

Nathaniel's shoulder wasthe ided vantage point for me to observe the aftermath of the
attempted coup, since for afew hours at |east the boy was the center of attention. Wherever the
Prime Minister and his senior colleagues went, my master went too, answering urgent questions and
suffing hisface with the reviving sweetmests that underlings brought him.

When a systematic headcount was made, the list of missng was found to include four ministers
(al fortunately from fairly junior posts) and asingle under-secretary.[2] In addition, several magicians
had suffered mgjor facial and bodily distortions, or been otherwise inconvenienced.

[2] Amanda Cathcart, Simon Lovelace, and six servants had aso vanished into therift or the mouth of
Ramuthra, but under the circumstances, the magicians did not consider these significant losses.

The generd rdief quickly turned to anger. With Ramuthra gone, the magicians were able to set
their daves againgt the magica barriers on the doors and walls and quickly burst out into the house. A
thorough search was made of Heddleham Hall, but apart from assorted servants, the dead body of
the old man and an angry boy locked in alavatory, no one was discovered. Unsurprisingly, the
fish-faced magician Rufus Lime had gone; nor wasthere any sign of thetal, black-bearded man who
had manned the gatehouse. Both seemed to have vanished into thin air.

Nathanid aso directed the investigators to the kitchen, where a compressed group of
under-cooks was found trembling in a pantry. They reported that about half an hour previoudly,[3] the
head chef had given agreat cry, burst into blue flame, and swelled to agreat and terrifying size before
vanishing in agust of brimstone. Upon ingpection, amest cleaver was found deeply embedded in the



stonework of the fireplace, the last memento of Fagquarl's bondage.[4]
[3] That is, at exactly the moment Lovelace perished.

[4] So, once again, our paths had crossed without a definitive confrontation. A pity realy; | was looking
forward to giving Faquarl agood hiding. | just hadn't quite had time to get round to it.

With the main conspirators dead or vanished, the magicians set to interrogating the servants of
the Hall. However, they proved ignorant of the conspiracy. They reported that during the previous
few weeks Smon Love ace had organized the extensive refurbishment of the auditorium, keeping it
out of bounds for long periods. Unseen workers, accompanied by many oddly colored lights and
sounds, had constructed the glass floor and inserted the new carpet,[5] supervised by acertain
well-dressed gentleman with around face and reddish beard.

[5] Aswell as no doubt creating the secret mechanism in an adjacent room, which pulled back the carpet from
the floor and triggered the bars upon the windows. Certain types of foliot are very gifted at construction jobs; |
used to have a band of them under me when working on the walls of Prague. They're good workers, provided they
don't hear the sound of church bells, in which case they drop tools and crumbleinto ashes. That was adrag on
festival days—I had to employ a bunch of imps with dustpans and brushes to sweep away the pieces.

Thiswasanew clue. My master eagerly reported sighting such a person leaving the Hall that
very morning, and messengers wereimmediately sent out with his description to aert the policein
London and the home counties.

When al was done that could be done, Devereaux and his senior ministers refreshed themselves
with champagne, cold mests, and jdlied fruits and listened properly to my master's story. And what a
gory it was. What an outrageous yarn hetold. Even |, with my long experience of human duplicity,
was flabbergasted by the whoppers that boy came up with. To befrank, he did havealot of thingsto
hide: hisown theft of the Amulet, for example, and my little encounter with Sholto Pinn. But alot of
his fibswere quite unnecessary. | had to Sit quietly on his shoulder and hear mysdif referred to asa
"minor imp" (fivetimes), a"sort of foliot" (twice), and even (once) asa"homunculus.[6] | ask
you—how inaulting isthat?

[6] Homunculus: atiny manikin produced by magic and often trapped in a bottle as amagician's curio. A few
have prophetic powers, although it isimportant to do exactly the opposite of what they recommend, since
homunculi are aways malevolent and seek to do their creators harm.

But that wasn't the haf of it. He recounted (with big, mournful eyes) how his dear master, Arthur
Underwood, had long been suspicious of Simon Lovelace, but had never had proof of any
wrongdoing. Until, that was, the fateful day when Underwood had by chanced perceived the Amulet
of Samarkand in Lovelace's possession. Before he could tell the authorities, Lovelace and hisdjinn
had arrived at the house intent on murder. Underwood, together with John Mandrake, hisfaithful
apprentice, had put up strong resistance, while even Mrs. Underwood had pitched in, heroicdly trying
to tackle Lovelace hersdf. All invain. Mr. and Mrs. Underwood had been killed and Nathaniel had
fled for hislife, with only aminor imp to help him. There were actualy tearsin hiseyeswhen he
recounted dl this; it was dmost asif he believed the rubbish he was spouting.

That wasthe bulk of hislie. Having no way of proving Loveace's guilt, Nathaniel had then
traveled to Heddleham Hall in the hope of somehow preventing histerrible crime. Now he was only
happy he had managed to save the lives of his country's noblerulers, etc., etc.; honestly, it was
enough to make an imp weep.



But they bought it. Didn't doubt asingle word. He had another hurried snack, a swig of
champagne, and then my master was whisked away inaministerid limousine, back to London and
further debriefing.

| went dong too, of course. | wasn't letting him out of my sightsfor anything. He had a promise
to keep.

44

The servant's footsteps receded down the stairs. The boy and | looked around.
"| preferred your old room," | said. "This one smells, and you haven't even moved in yet."
"It doesn't amell.”

"It does:. of fresh paint and plastic and al things new and fabricated. Which | supposeisquite
appropriate for you—don't you think so, Mr. Mandrake?"

He didn't answer. He was bounding across to the window to look out at the view.

It was the evening of the day following the grest summoning a Heddleham Hall, and for the first
time, my master was being left to his own devices. He had spent much of the previous twenty-four
hoursin meetingswith ministers and police, going over his story and no doubt adding lieswith each
retelling. Meanwhile, I'd remained out on the street, [1] shivering with impeatience. My frustration had
only increased when the boy had spent the first night in aspecialy provided dormitory on Whitehdl, a
building heavily guarded in numerous ways. While he snored within, 1'd been forced to skulk outside,
gill unable to engage him in the necessary chét.

[1] Government offices tend to be full of afrits and search spheres, and | feared they might take exception to
my presence.

But now another day had passed and hisfuture had been decided. An officia car had driven him
to his new master's home—a modern riverside development on the south bank of the Thames. Dinner
would be served at haf past eight; his master would await him in the dining room at eight-fifteen. This
meant that Nathaniel and | had an hour all to ourselves. | intended to make it count.

The room contained the usual: bed, desk, wardrobe (awalk-in one, this—swanky), bookcase,
bedside table, chair. A connecting door led to atiny private bathroom. There was a powerful eectric
light set in the pristine ceiling and asmal window in onewall. Outsde, the moon shone on the weaters
of the Thames. The boy was looking out at the Houses of Parliament amost directly opposite, an odd
expression on hisface.

"They'realot nearer now," | said.

"Yes. Sheldd be very proud.” Heturned, only to discover that | had adopted Ptolemy's form and



was reclining on his bed. "Get off there! | don't want your horrible—hey!" He spotted a book tucked
into ashelf beside the bed. "Faust's Compendium! My own copy. That's amazing! Underwood
forbade meto touch this."

"Just remember—it didn't do Faust any good.”

He wasflipping the pages. "Brilliant... And my master says| can do minor conjuringsin my
room."

"Ah, yes—your nice, sweet, new magter.” | shook my head sadly. "Y ou're pleased with her, are
you?"

He nodded eagerly. "Ms. Whitwell's very powerful. Shelll teach melots. And shelll treet me with
proper respect, too."

"Y ou think so? An honorable magician, isshe?' | made asour face. My old friend Jessica
Whitwell, rake-thin Minister for Security, head of the Tower of London, controller of the Mournful
Orbs. Yes, shewas powerful, dl right. And it was no doubt asign of how highly the authorities
thought of Nathaniel that he was being trusted to her tender care. Certainly, shewould be avery
different master from Arthur Underwood, and would seeto it that histalent didn't go to waste. What
it would do to histemperament was another question. Well—no doubt he was getting exactly what he
deserved.

"Shesaid | had agreat career ahead of me," hewent on, "if | played my cardsright and worked
hard. She said she would supervise my training, and that if all went well they'd put me on the fast track
and I'd soon be working in aministerial department, getting experience." He had that triumphant look
in hiseyes again, the kind that made me want to put him over my knee. | made abig show of yawning
and plumping up the pillow, but he kept going. "There's no restriction on age, she said, only on talent.
| said | wanted to get involved with the Minigtry for Internd Affairs—they're the oneswhao're hunting
the Resistance. Did you know there was another attack while we were out of London? An officein
Whitehall was blown up. No one's made a breakthrough, yet—but | bet | could track them down.
First off I'll catch Fred and Stanley—and that girl. Then I'll make them talk, then I'll—"

"Steady on," | said. "Haven't you done enough for alifetime? Think about it—two power-crazed
magicianskilled, ahundred power-crazed magicians saved.... You're ahero.”

My dight sarcasm waswasted on him. "That'swhat Mr. Devereaux said.”

| sat up suddenly and cupped my ear toward the window. "Listen to that!" | exclaimed.
"What?"

"It'sthe sound of lots of people not cheering.”

He scowled. "Meaning what?"

"Meaning the Government's keeping this al very quiet. Where are the photographers? Where

are the newspapermen? I'd have expected you on the front page of The Times thismorning. They
should be asking for your life story, giving you medasin public places, putting you on cheesy



limited-edition postage stamps. But they arent, arethey?"
The boy sniffed. "They haveto keep it quiet for security reasons. That's what they told me.”

"No, it'sfor reasons of not wanting to look stupid. "Twelve-year old saves Government? They'd
be laughed at in the street. And that's something no magicians ever want, take it from me. When that
happens, it'sthe beginning of the end.”

The boy smirked. He was too young to understand. "It's not the commoners we haveto fear,”
he said. "It's the conspirators—the ones who got away. Ms. Whitwell saysthat at least four magicians
must have summoned the demon, so aswell as Lovelace, Schyler, and Limethere must be at least
one more. Lime's gone, and no one's seen that red-bearded magician at any of the harbors or
aerodromes. It'sarea mystery. I'm sure Sholto Pinn'sin onit, too, but | can't say anything about him,
after what you did to his shop."

"Yes" | sad, putting my hands behind my head and speaking in amusing sort of way, "l
suppose you do have rather alot to hide. There's me, your 'minor imp," and all my explaits. There's
you, stealing the Amulet and framing your magter...." He flushed at this and made abig show of going
off to investigate the walk-in wardrobe. | got up and followed him. "By theway," | added, "I notice
you gave Mrs. Underwood a starring role in your version of events. Helps salve your conscience,
doesit?"

He spun round, hisface reddened. "'If you have apoint,” he snapped, "get to it."

| looked a him serioudy then. "Y ou said you would revenge yoursdlf on Lovelace” | said, "and
you did what you set out to do. Perhaps that takes away alittle of your pain—I hope so; | wouldn't
know. But you also promised that if | helped you against Lovelace, you'd set me free. Well, help has
been dutifully given. | think | saved your life severa times over. Lovelace is dead and you're better
off—in your eyes—than you've ever been before. So now's the time to honor your promise,
Nathanid, and let me go.”

For amoment hewasslent. "Yes" hesad, at last. "You did help me. You did save me."

"Tomy eternd shame."

"And I'm—" He hdlted.

"Embarrassed?'

IINO.II

"Ddighted?"

IINO.II

"A teensy hit grateful ?*

Hetook adeep breath. "Y es. I'm grateful. But that doesn't dter the fact that you know my birth
name."



It wastimeto iron this out once and for all. | wastired; my essence ached with the effort of nine
daysintheworld. | hadtogo. "True" | said. "1 know your name and you know mine. Y ou can
summon me. | can damage you. That makes us even. But while I'm in the Other Place, who am |
going to tel? No one. Y ou should want me to go back there. If we're both lucky, | won't even be
summoned again during your lifetime. However, if | an"—I| paused, gave aheavy sgh—"1 promisel
won' reveal your name."

He said nothing. ™Y ou want it officid ?" | cried. "How about this?'Should | break thisvow, may |
be trampled into the sand by camels and scattered among the ordure of thefields.'[2] Now | can't say
fairer than that, can 17"

[2] Anold Egyptian vow. Be careful when you use it—it invariably comestrue.

He hesitated. For an instant, he was going to agree. 'l don't know," he muttered. "You'rea
de—adjinni. Vows mean nothing to you."

"Y ou're confusing mewith amagician! All right, then." | jumped back in anger. "How about this?
If you don't dismiss me here and now, I'll go right downstairs and tell your dear Ms. Whitwell exactly
what's been going on. Shelll be very interested to see mein my trueform.”

Hebit hislip, reached for hisbook. "I could—"

"Yes, you could do lots of things,” | said. "That's your trouble. Y ou're too clever for your own
good. A lot has happened because you were too clever to let thingslie. Y ou wanted revenge, you
summoned anoble djinni, you stole the Amulet, you let others pay the price. Y ou did what you
wanted, and | helped because | had to. And no doubt, with your cleverness, you could devise some
new bond for mein time, but not quickly enough to stop me telling your master right now about you,
the Amulet, Underwood, and me."

"Right now?' he said quietly.

"Right now."

"Youdendupinthetin."

"Too bad for both of us."

For afew moments we held each other's gaze properly, perhapsfor thefirst time. Then, witha
sigh, the boy looked away.

"Dismissme, John," | said. "I've done enough. I'm tired. And so areyou."

Hegaveasmdl amileat this. "I'm not tired," he said. "There'stoo much | want to do.”

"Exactly,” | sad. "The Resstance... the conspirators... Y ou'll want afree hand trying to hunt
them down. Think of al the other djinn you'll need to summon as you embark on your great career.

They won't have my class, but they'll giveyou lesslip.”

Something in that seemed to strike achord with him. "All right, Bartimeeus,” he said finaly. "l



agree. Youll haveto wait while | draw thecircle."

"That'sno problem!" | was eagernessitsdf. "Infact, I'll gladly entertain you while you do it!
What would you like? | could sing like anightingale, summon sweet music from the air, creste a
thousand heavenly scents.... | suppose | could even juggle abit if that tickles your fancy.”

"Thank you. None of that will be necessary.”

Thefloor in one corner of the room had been purposdly |eft bare of carpet and was dightly
raised. Here, with great precision, and with only one or two fleeting glances at hisbook of formulae,
the boy drew asmple pentacle and two circles with a piece of black chalk he found in the drawer of
hisdesk. | kept very quiet while hedid so. | didn't want him to make any mistakes.

At last hefinished, and rose tiffly, holding his back.

"It'sdone" hesad, stretching. "Get in."

| considered the runes carefully. "That cancels Add brand's Pentacle, doesit?”

IIYSII

"And bresks the bond of Perpetual Confinement?'

"Yesl Seethat hieroglyph here? That snaps the thread. Now do you want to be dismissed or
not?'

"Just checking." | skipped into the bigger circle and turned to face him. He readied himself,
ordering the wordsin hismind, then looked at me severdly.

"Takethat stupid grin off your face" he said. "Y ou're putting me off."

"Sorry." | adopted a hideous expression of malady and woe.

"That's not much better.”

"Sorry, sorry."

"All right, prepare yourself." He took a deep bregth.

"Just onething,” | said. "If you were going to summon someone else soon, | recommend
Faguarl. He's agood worker. Put him to something congtructive, like draining alake with asieve, or
counting grains of sand on abeach. He'd be good at that."

"Look, do you want to go or not?"

"Oh, yes. | do. Very much."

"Well, then—"



"Nathanid—onelast thing."
"What?"

"Ligten: for amagician, you've got potentia. And | don't mean theway you think | mean. For a
dart, you've got far moreinitiative than most of them, but they'll crushit out of you if you're not
careful. And you've a conscience too, another thing which israre and easly lost. Guard it. That'sall.
Oh, and I'd beware of your new magter, if | wereyou.”

Helooked at me for amoment, asif he wanted to speak. Then he shook his head impatiently.
"I'll bedl right. Y ou needn't bother about me. Thisisyour last chance. | haveto be down for dinner in
fiveminutes™

"I'm ready."

Then the boy spoke the counter-summons swiftly and without fault. | felt the weight of words
binding me to the earth lessen with every syllable. As he neared the end, my form extended, spread,
blossomed out from the confines of the circle. Multiple doors opened in the planes, beckoning me
through. | became a dense cloud of smoke that roared up and outward, filling aroom that became
lessred to mewith every passng indarnt.

Hefinished. His mouth sngpped shut. Thefina bond broke like a severed chain.

So | departed, leaving behind a pungent smell of brimstone. Just something to remember me by.
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