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TO FLO-

Who nursed me back . . .



An Introduction.,
in which the true nature of the story isfirst revealed.

Ah. Let metell you agtory, then, about atime very long ago, or
perhaps only yesterday; and a place that never was, but will always be.

It was (and is) acity, but not any city, no glorified village nor swollen
township, but the most magnificent of metropolises, so far acrossthat a
horse at full gallop would take three whole daysto circleitswalls. And
within those walls stands far more than a collection of mud huts and
stone hoves, for a hundred times a hundred multicol ored towers reach
up to caress the clouds, and the avenues at the city's center are so
broad that forty strong men striding shoulder to shoulder might walk
down them without impediment.

There, | have mentioned the colors, and what colors! For within the
city'swalsyou will see every hue witnessed by man, from the soft
pigments deep beneath the seato the brilliance of the sky and sand,
with dl the countless shades in between, from the eternal green of
summer grassesto that mysterious brown you might glimpseonly ina
woman's eyes.

By now, you must surely know the place of which | spesk. Let metdll
you, then, about Baghdad.

| see by the look on your face that it al becomes clear. Now you know
| spesk of the city of wonders, where exquisite goods from the far ends
of the earth are traded every market day, where perfumed gardens
stand but awall away from the dusty streets, and where magic often
waits within the shadows to benefit the fortunate or to destroy the
unworthy. Baghdad, a place of wedlth beyond the imaginings of dl but
Allah, but aplace that holds more than wedlth; indeed, a place where
you will find abit of everything. The grest city of Baghdad holds every
sort of man and woman, from the richest to the poorest, the holiest to
the most profane; a place where wedthy merchants and princes may
walk side by side with common |aborers and the lowest of daves.



And what of me? | know the poorer quarters of Baghdad with an
embarrassing familiarity, for when my story begins, | am but a poor
porter, carrying goods from one quarter of our magnificent city to
another for whatever coin or barter might be had. And my name?1tis
Sinbad. No, not the famous sailor, though he figures prominently in my
story aswell. No, | am the other Sinbad.

My gtory begins on this particular day, in this particular quarter of the
city. Perhaps you have heard another version of the tale, but know that
thisistheonly true verson, and | will spare no detail or marve,
whether that fact brings greet glory or causes tremendous humiliation, in
recounting the first seven voyages, and why they caused the far more
important, and even more dangerous, eighth voyage to occur.

Y ou have not heard of the eighth voyage? Well, perhaps my story will
be anew oneto you, after dl.

| trust you are comfortable. Come, come. No fidgeting, now.

Areyou quite prepared?



Chapter the Firgt,
in which we attend a feast, and our hero detects a difficulty.

The day, at first, was not unusud. It began for me like many others, and
| was contracted to carry an especially weighty burden from one
particular quarter of the grest city to another. Still, the day was warm,
and theway waslong, and | found my burden pressing heavy down
upon my head as| turned this particular corner, and discovered myself
inan area of shadein front of agreat gateway.

Truly, | thought, this must be the home of some wedthy and fortunate
merchant, for the ground before me was swept and sprinkled with rose
water, and therewas asmdl but well-built bench set abit to one side
of the doorway, placed there, no doubt, for the benefit of weary
wayfarers. Since, at that very moment, | could think of no man more
weary than mysdf, | availed mysdf of the merchant's kindness, and sat
down as| placed my heavy burden on the bench beside me. And, as|
sat there, appreciating the benefits of the cool breezes and the scented
ar, | heard equaly sweet music drifting from the gates, mixed with the
fine cries of many exatic birds.

At thistime, | must admit, | became curious asto the exact nature of
my benefactor's estate, and so rose and pushed my head through a
particularly large opening in the wrought-iron gate.

What | saw upon the other side caused my breath to leave me and my
Spirit to soar. Beyond the gate was a great garden, filled with flowers
and plants and fruit-bearing trees, afew familiar to me, but many more
that | had truly never seen before, so that | imagined they had been
brought here from every region of the earth. And standing amidst the
flowers and shrubswas avast throng of guests, their every need being
attended to by servants and daves, even the lowest of whom was
dressed in garments of fine silk. Upon the walls were ornate tapestries,
while scattered about the grounds were tables and chairs that shone as
if they were made from solid gold, such as| imagined might grace the
gpartments of only the grestest of sultans.



Of course, | have not yet mentioned the wondrous odors of cooked
mesets and finewines. In dl, it was quite overwhelming, and set meto
thinking upon the differencesin gation that men seein therr lives, and
how, in Allah's wisdom, agarden of great ddlight might be viewed by
one such asmyself, so hot, sotired, so covered by the grime of the city
Streets, the lowest of the low.

Thus, in such areflective mood, | decided to sng mysdlf asongto
speed me on my way. So did | beginto sing in my best fal stto:

"I swelter through the heat of day.
For hardly any gain;

A porter'slifeisfull of strife,

But | do not complain!"

Then, as my father taught me, after abrief chorus of "oody-oody,
shebang shebang,” | launched into the second verse:

" A package sits upon my head.
My back is bent with pain,

My corns are acting up aswell,
But | do not complain!"

Another brief interlude of oody-oodys, and | was on to thethird verse:

"Theriches| carry aren't for me.
Insunshineand in rain,

And my employers never tip.

But | do not complain!”

"Oh, don't you?" ahigh voice piped up from somewhere around the
region of my navel. | looked down, being careful not to strangle on the
ornate wrought-iron workmanship surrounding my head, and saw a
child, but what a child. Even though he was most likely a servant of
some sort, he wore atunic, leggings, and turban of amost midnight



blue, and had eight rings upon hisfingers, each golden circle set witha
semiprecious stone.

"I beg your pardon if | have offended-" | began, rather shocked by this
intrusion upon my placid songsmanship.

"What | think doesn't matter around here," the child replied with
admirable frankness. "It's what the master wants that'simportant, and
he wantsthe singer.”

"Me?' | asked, gtill frankly astonished to think so well dressed a
servant would even address a personage as humble as myself.

The child suppressed ayawn. "It was you doing the Singing out here,
waan'tit? Or did | hear anightingae strangling?”

Here, the child was comparing meto anightingale! "And he wantsto
see mefor my poor sainging?' | asked humbly.

"Thereisno accounting for my magter'stastes,” the child agreed
solemnly. "Still, he has bade you enter. Would you deny his request?'

| have learned, through my many yearsin Baghdad, that such apalite
inquiry may often be followed by amore forceful form of request,
perhaps accompanied by burly daves sporting sharpened scimitars.
Keeping thisin mind, | readily agreed.

"But," | till added cautioudy, "my song was not yet finished.”

"Yes, yes," the child replied with what appeared to be growing
impatience. "Y ou hadn't gotten to the al-important, find, inspirationd
verse, where you talk about al these other people who might complain,
but not someone like you who has such tremendous respect for the

Almighty."
The child's perception was astonishing. "How did you know?" | asked



with not alittle bit of awe.

Thechild glanced didractedly at hisfingernalls. "Those songs dways
end likethat." He pulled open the gate, then spun upon hishedsand
waked back toward the garden. "Come on," he called over his
shoulder. "Y ou're the featured entertainment.” He waved distractedly at
alarge fellow of the sort | sometimes expected to be sporting one of
those sharpened scimitars. Y ou can leave your burden with Hassan."

And soit wasthat | entered the household that would change my life.
The well-dressed child led me through the perfumed gardensand into a
well-appointed building that seemed to me aslarge asapdace.

After proceeding down a short corridor, carpeted with fine rugs of the
deepest red, the child brought meinto an inner courtyard where fully
fifty of the guests had gathered. On thefar Sde of thisenclosed yard |
saw aman who | presumed must be my host, aworthy gentleman of
late middle years and subgtantid girth, whose clothing was of such
color and refinement that it made al the garments of hisdavesand
servants seem like nothing more than mererags. Truly, | thought, this
could not be the home of a

mere merchant, but must be the palace of amighty djinni or even
mightier king. What could | do but bow and call my blessngsto dll
those assembled here?

My host bade me to come forward and Sit by hisside. Before | should
sng, however, heinstructed me to partake of some of the refreshments
that the servants carried forward upon golden trays. And what
refreshments! The tenderest of meet, the sweetest of fruit, and the finest
of wine dl passed between my lips as the gentleman and his audience
waited patiently.

When | had finished, my portly host asked my name. | did my best to
answer himwith sufficient syle:

"I am caled Sinbad the Porter, and | carry great amounts for smdll



reward.”

With that, the portly man laughed. "Thistruly isthe work of
Providence! My nameisaso Sinbad, for | am known as Sinbad the
Salor.”

Yes, it wasthe very same Sinbad so famousin song and story. | was
astonished that my fortunes had taken such aturn. This man, Sinbad the
Sailor?1 could scarce believe that this portly fellow before me was that
august personage. For onething, | would have thought he would be
taller and thinner, but no matter. | was here, and it wastimeto sing my

ong.

So | sang the same sweet versesthat | have mentioned before, to a

courtyard full of those high above my humble station. And thistimel
was not interrupted once by the child, who now stood to one side of
the master's seat and glowered in welcome silence.

Let metel you now, if naught else happened to mein thiseventful life,
the day | sang that song would be one of those crystaline moments that
| should cherish for aslong as | might remember. That instant alone
when | heard al those respected gentlemen joinin on the
oody-shebang-shebang chorus was enough to chill even my coarse and
overhested blood. And thistime, without the child'sinterference, |
managed to complete even the final verse and chorus.

My host clapped his hands together when | wasdone. "Truly, that isa
marvelous song, and the last verse wonderfully inspirationd.” He
glanced digtractedly for an instant at the snickering child before he
continued. "For your song spesks of Destiny, and | have atae of
Dediny aswdll."

At the mention of the word Destiny, the crowd shifted before us, and
made a collective noise that | might have percelved as a palite murmur
had not the group's conversation been spiced by so many groans.



The portly fellow with the same name as my own seemed not to notice.
"For know, O porter, that my situation has not dways been as
comfortable asit now appears, and there was atimewhen as| was as
poor-" He heditated as he took a moment to examine my ragged garb.
"Wél, perhaps nowhere near as poor as you, but poor enough not to
be comfortable.”

The crowd of respected gentlemen seemed to understand what he was
talking about, if 1 did not. They cdled ludtily for the servantsto bring
them food and wine as my host settled into hischair totell histde.

"Now | shal tel you of thefirst of my voyages, and how Destiny
showed metheway."

| noticed that the groans were back again, dthough thistime they were
muffled by the sounds of heavy eating and even heavier drinking.

Snbad the Sailor cleared histhroat.

Had | known what was to happen next, | would have legpt from my
place of honor and run screaming back into the streets.

But | did not, and perhapsit was dl for the best.

Y ouwill haveto bethejudge.



Chapter the Second,

in which the true nature of the difficulty is manifested,
and thereis a further problem.

"Now," my esteemed host resumed, "if dl my guests are comfortable,
and have dl they desire, | shdl begin my most amazing story.”

I, for one, was quite enthraled with thisturn of events. Firgt, | am
plucked from the dusty street, then fed with the finest foodstuffs
imaginable, and now | wasto learn alesson concerning the great man's
Degtiny. However, many of the guests seemed somewhat less
interested.

"Y ou there!" aman with along face and a coarse, brown beard called
to one of the servants. "Those artfully arranged delicaciesthat you
carry. Unless| guessincorrectly, those are portions of apickled Rukh

€00

"The very same," the servant replied with the most gracious of amiles.
"Each one captured at great peril, then aged and fermented for afull
year. Even diced wafer-thin, asisthe egg upon this plate, every pieceis
worth aking'sransom."

"Exactly,” the thin-faced man agreed. "I'll take hdf adozen." He
scooped them from the golden platter and stuffed them in his mouth.

"Now," continued Sinbad the Sailor, palitely obliviousto the excesses
of hisguests, "many of you may know that | am the son of awedthy
merchant, and, when that great man passed from thisworld into the
next, he left me a considerable sum of money, not to mention great
holdings of land and the occasiond village or two. | was quite pleased
with my newfound wealth, and set about exploring the wonders of the
world and and this magnificent city, sampling the rarest delicacies, the
richest of clothing, and studying the art of friendship with individualstoo
nuMmerous to mention.



"Unfortunately,” the wealthy man continued in avoice rich with regret,
"while | pursued these worthy endeavors, | had neglected to watch my
purse strings, and | discovered that my land had al been sold, my
villages seized by creditors, and my chest of gold dwindled down to the
last few coins. Truly, | became faced with adilemma, for | was
suddenly poor-" The great man paused to glance apologeticaly in my
direction. "Well, perhaps not as poor as some, but | knew | would
have to act soon so as not to spend my remaining yearsin poverty. For
has not the wise man said, 'A man with asack of gold may sail forever,
but aman without two coinsto rub together islost in adry and
odiferous riverbed without a proper method of conveyance'?”

"So truel" aman with adark face and even darker beard called out.
"Savel Bring that golden pitcher over here!™

The dave did as he was bidden.

"Tell me," the dark-faced man asked asthe dave agpproached. "Isthis
not the nectar procured from the mouth of the silver-winged
hummingbird, a creature which dwells only near the mythica source of
theNile?'

"Y ou are very knowledgeable," the davereplied gracioudy. "The
nectar isthe sweetest of the sweet, but it sours when exposed to the
sun, and so can only be trangported at great cost during the darkest
hours of night. Each Sp isworth asultan's paace.”

"Exactly!" the guest called with greet relish. "Fill my cuptothe brim!”

"But | must entertain you with my story,” the elder Sinbad ventured. "
knew at that moment, | must pursue my Destiny"'-he shuddered
dightly-"or be poor forever. So it wasthat | took such meager
belongings as| had remaining, and sold them at auction, receiving the
sum of three thousand dinars. With these moniesin hand, | purchased
both unique and exotic goods from the marketplace, and passage on a
ship bound for distant ports.



"And so we traveled downriver from Baghdad to Basrah, and from
there out to the great green sea, and we stopped at many ports, and |
sold and bartered my goods to great advantage.”

"A mogt interesting tale," said a bored-looking gentleman at the edge of
the crowd as he grabbed a servant by his golden wrist bracelet. "But
do tell me. Are not these the most ddlicate of dates that grow upon the
dwarf pdm treesfound only in the highest mountainsin the rem?”

"How wise of you to notice," the servant replied with impeccable
manners. " These are the very dates, brought from that mountainous
location where the growing season is o short that they must be picked
on one certain day, or the fruit will freeze upon the tree”

"And worth agreat fortune, are they not?"' the bored gentleman
remarked as he scooped a handful of the dainty fruit onto his plate.

"So great," the servant replied affably, "that, when certain of the
civilized world's wedlthier realms decided that they had become too
rich to remain upon the common gold standard, they substituted this
very fruit for their currency.”

"A remarkablefact!" the bored man exclaimed, no longer appearing
quite so bored. "Y ou will excuse mewhile| take afew more." And
with that, he emptied the servant's golden tray.

It was, indeed, aremarkable feast that | saw about methat day; arich
repast in every sense. Although | was but a poor porter and unlearned
intheways of the wedlthy, | was astonished that even one asweslthy
asthe great Sinbad the Sailor could afford afeast of this enormous
proportion.

"But dlow meto continue with my tae," the merchant Sinbad ventured,
and hisaudience did precisdly that, with only the occasional sounds of
ingestion, mastication, and the sporadic gaseous eructation to punctuate



the story.

"Know ye," Sinbad continued, "thet, after many days of travel, our ship
anchored near agreat idand, so that the merchants on board might find
fruit and fresh water with which to refresh themselves.

"But, das, this newfound haven in the ocean's midst was not asit had
first appeared. My fellow merchants and | embarked upon theidand,
and many of the others soon had started firesto roast varied meats
from the ship's stores. | decided, however, that my hunger was not so
great asmy need to exercise my legs. So it wasthat | had ventured to
thefar end of the idand before the cooking smellsreached my nodtrils
to remind methat perhaps | needed sustenance, after dl. But | had
barely the chance to turn about before the very earth beneath my feet
began to shake, and heave up with agrest roar, asif that earth itsdlf
hed cried in pain.”

Sinbad paused, asif to dlow his audience the proper time to accept the
marvels of which he spoke. He waved at the ground as he resumed his
tale, asthough he gtill stood upon that enchanted ide:

"It took me but an ingtant to realize that what we stood upon was not
anidand at dl, but aliving thing. | heard the captain cdling out behind
me from his position still aboard the ship, for he cried that we must
hurry back to the safety of the boat. Thiswas

indeed no idand that we had come upon, but a great whae, which had
rested herefor so long that dirt had settled upon its hide, and treeshad
sprung up along its back. It had rested thusfor years, but alas!, the
cooking firesmy fellow merchants had set upon the behemoth had
disturbed the creature's repose, so that thissamewhale, at last, was
about to sink into the sea.

"I wastruly astonished by how much information the captain could

dispensein such ashort time, but | had little opportunity to marvel, for
the gigantic whae was indeed diving benesth the waves. Water rushed
about my ankles asthe living idand began to move. The merchants | eft



their foodstuffs and cooking utensils behind them as they rushed for the
ship, and some fortunate few reached that safety asthe captain rapidly
weighed anchor.

"My Situation was nowhere near so serendipitous. | stood upon the
rearmost portion of the greeat tree-covered beast, agood five-minute
groll from the ship, and | had further taken that stroll when the surface
beneath my feet was not pitching and rolling.” The merchant rocked
back and forth to give his story avisud aid, and, certainly, the motion
of hisstomach did help one to appreciate his predicament upon the
open sea.

"| further discerned that the great beast,” Sinbad continued, "which had
risen and sunk twice aready so that the ocean's water washed over its
back and dampened mefirst to the ankles and then to the knees, was
risng for athird and find time, and would truly dive deep beneeth the
seq, and any merchant still unfortunate enough to be upon thiswhaes
back at that time would be drawn mercilesdy beneath the ocean's
surface.” The sailor clapped his hands sharply, asif to reproduce the
sound of the great whae smashing into the waves.

"What was| to do, then, but to put my lifein the hands of Allah (as
indeed dl our livesare!) and jump away from the whae before the
creature completed its dive?

"Still, Destiny smiled upon methat day, for | found agresat trough of
wood, some two feet across and six feet in length, floating upon the
ocean, which the merchants had earlier used to aid in the preparation of
food. | clung to that floating expanse of wood, and, kicking with dl the
might left within me, | survived the grest wavesthat threetened to
overwhelm me with the whal€'s descent, and steered mysdlf toward an
idethat | percaived in the distance.”

Sinbad the Sailor paused, and his guests, none too quiet during his
telling of thetae, redoubled their callsfor more rare meats and wines
al the while stuffing their prodigious mouths when they were not



complaining that the priceless foodstuffs they had recently dropped had
soiled the fine cushions upon which they sat (daveswould replace these
cushions with commendable speed), and belching with ever greater
relish. Although | had little experience with the customs of the wedlthy,
gtill I perceived that one not so wise as Sinbad might have taken
offense at this display, but the merchant host merely smiled and nodded
and continued with histae.

"Once | had reached theidand, | rested for many days, feeding mysdlf
upon the severd varieties of fruit that grew prodigioudy in many shaded
groves. Thusdid | regain my strength, and resolved to explore this new
placeto seewhat else | might discover. Little did | suspect, though, the
marvelsthat wereto follow, for | walked until | reached abroad and
sandy beach, whose white crystal's shone with a radiance second only
to the sun, and there saw some creature move in the distant haze.”

The aged Sinbad frowned a the memory. "At first | wasfilled with fear,
suspecting the beast to be another monster from the sea. Still, does not
the wise man say, 'No one grows richer who does not take a closer
look'? So it wasthat | approached the unknown, and marveled as|
redlized that thiswas no mongter at dl, but a magnificent mare who was
tied to astake driven deep into the sand. So wondrous a mount was
she, infact, that | found mysdf walking ever closer, until | was hdted
by asudden cry.

" 'Who are you? called thefirst voice my ears had heard in many days.
'‘And how come you here? " | turned and saw aman, of cheerful
appearance and demeanor, approach me across the sand. | greeted
this stranger, and soon related the means of my misfortune and my
deliverance. The other man exclaimed at the good fortune of my
survivd and, taking me by the hand, led me into a deep cave unlike any
| had ever seen, for the cave was the height of five men, standing
shoulder upon shoulder, and was twice as broad asit wastdl. Further,
the cave was furnished not like a hole within the earth, but like some
greet hall in apalace, with many fine rugs and cushions, and | was
shown aplace of honor and fed until my appetite was sated.”



This mention of food seemed to excite the crowd, who called even
more zesloudy for replenishment of the rgpidly disappearing foodstuffs.

"Soitwasthat |," the noble Sinbad shouted over the din of his
audience, "whose desires to explore the unknown had already gotten
me into enough difficulty for adozen men, felt compelledto ask a
question of my own, concerning our surroundings and the mare upon
the shore.

"With that, the other man nodded and replied, 'l am but one of many
who serve our great King Mirjan, and watch over his horses. Every
month at the new moon, | am charged to take afine blood-mare from
the king's stables, and stake her thudy upon the shore. With thefall of
night, her scent will attract a sea gtalion, who will emerge from the
waves and look to the left and ook to the right to see that no humanis
near.

" Thuswe hidein this cave while the sea stalion covers the mare, and
gets her with fod. Once the dlion has completed histask, he will
attempt to lead the mare back to his ocean home, but the rope and the
sakewill prevent the mare from following. Then will the sea horse send
forth agreat cry as he strikes the mare with his head and his hooves.
When we hear the stdlion crying so, we know hiswork is done, and
with great shouts and banging of swords, we drive him back into the
sea. But the pregnant mare, when her timeisdue, givesusafod worth
aking'sransom.’

"And, indeed, even asthe stranger finished speaking, | perceived a
great whinnying come from beyond the cave. We both rushed toward
the noise, and there | saw, inthefaint light of the evening stars, not one
horse but two.

"And what a horse the newcomer was!" Sinbad clapped his hands with
delight. "Perhapsit was only the starlight, but | swear to you that the
stallion was the deep green color of a storm-swept sea, its hooves as



dark as polished cora, and its matted mane the texture of seaweed
floating ontheincoming tide.

"A dozen other men appeared around us then, and they sent up agreat
shout, and begat their swords upon their shields. The great stdlion
reared upon his hindquartersin fright, and bolted from the shore,
gdloping into the seauntil he was one with the rolling waves.

"With that, the other grooms came to greet me and offered me afine
horse on which toride. In thisway, | wastaken into their city, and,
after asuitable invitation had been arranged, before their king.

"The gracious monarch asked to hear my story from my own lips, and |
related it much as | do so now. And when | had finished, the king
exclaimed that any man who had survived such agreat and terrible
adventure mugt surely have along life written for him, and honored me

by appointing me asingpector of portsand shipping.”

At the mention of thisnew, and potentially complicated, development in
the voyage, the merchant's guests redoubled their shouting and
clapping, not for Sinbad'stae, but for his servantsto redouble their
effortsto replenish the guests food and drink. Indeed, the story had
grown to such alength and complexity that even | found my appetite
returning.

"So it wasthat | fulfilled my dutiesfathfully for many months, becoming
in the same time one of the most favored a court. But in dl that time, |
never forgot my homeland, and as day passed after day, | longed ever
more to see the greatest city of them dl, Baghdad."

The merchant's voice warmed as he continued: " Then one day, a great
ship arrived in the harbor; a ship which carried many merchantsand a
great quantity of goods. The sailorsunloaded al as| and my assstants
dutifully listed each item that entered the port, and, when there
appeared to be no more, one of my subordinates asked of the captain,
aswashisduty, if there was any more aboard that the captain might



wish to declare.

"'Alas," the captain replied, ‘thereis ill aquantity of goods on board,
but they belonged to one of our fellows who drowned through
unfortunate circumstances, and so we must carry them with us until we
may return them to hisfamily in Baghdad.'

"l was standing but a short distance from this exchange, and could
scare believe the words that had entered my ears. 'Captain,’ | called to
the other man. "What would the name of this unfortunate be?

" 'Sinbad the Sailor,’ was the captain'sreply.
" 'But | am that Sinbad!" was my answer."

The boy, Achmed, leaned down to whisper in my ear: "My master has
aways had a certain difficulty remembering faces.” | blinked, shocked
for an ingtant from my enthrdlment at thetale. That, | surmised, would
explain why the sailor did not instantly recall the captain'sface or voice
or, indeed, the exact name of the ship that the sailor had so recently
ventured upon.

"So did the captain examine me," the wealthy Sinbad continued, asif no
such explanation were necessary, "and | the captain, until each
recognized the other from our long travel stogether. And, since he had
s0 long thought me dead, | further reminded the captain of certain
details and events upon the voyage that only one present could have
recdled. With that, the captain was amazed, and said that surely, | had
been given asecond life.

"Indeed, | could scarcely beieve my own good fortune, and caused the
captain to have my goods removed from the ship and taken to the
marketplace, where | sold them to great advantage, all save for afew
of the richest and finest items, which | put asde asagift for theking.

"When the benevolent King Mirjan heard of my fortune, he gave giftsto



mein turn, and further gave meleave to return to my homeland.” The
now beaming merchant soread wide hisarms, asif he might hold al of
thecity inhisgrasp. "So it wasthat | returned to Baghdad awedthy
man, and have retained the great king's giftsto thisvery day.”

"A mogt excdlent story," the fellow with the long face and coarse beard
remarked without much enthusiasm. "Now | must refresh mysdlf with
more pickled Rukh egg.”

"Indeed,” the dark-bearded man added, pausing only to yawn
prodigioudy, "it was an ingpirationa tale. Now, where hasthat dave
gotten to with that nectar?”

More of the guests might have joined in on this somewhat lessthan
wholehearted appreciation of their hogt, save that about half the number
in the great hall were so sated by rich food and drink that they had
fdlen into adeep dumber.

"Itiscertainly an excdlent story," Sinbad the Sailor most heartily
agreed. "And onethat puts mein a generous mood.

"Jafar!" he caled as he clapped his hands. "Whereisthat head of the
household when | need him?"

"Here |l am, O munificent onel" a cracked voice called out from amidst
the degping throng.

| turned in the direction of the voicein order to get abetter view of the
man who ran the merchant's affairs, and saw a person hobbling in our
direction, leaning heavily upon a polished rosewood cane; aman who
was so thin and bent that he looked aged enough to be the grandfather
of my grandfather.

"Most excdlent Jafar!" my host exclaimed as he waved one of his
handsin my direction in such away that the jewels on his many rings
shone brilliantly in the afternoon sun. ™Y ou see before you a poor



unfortunate.”

Jafar stopped his hobbling progress and stared at mefor along
moment. "Indeed | do, O generousone.”

"Very good!" He waved hishand above my head again. "Give this poor
unfortunate ahundred dinars."

Jafar seemed to sigh. "1 would expect no less, my cornucopian master.”

| was quite overwhelmed by my sudden good fortune. A hundred
dinarsfor me? Because of my gtation and theirregular nature of my
employment, | have dways had to be careful with the occasiona dinar
that might come my way. The manner in which thisman dispensed his
wedlth was not only surprising but alittle darming, for, until now, | had
not known there was such great wedlth in even asultan's pdace. A
hundred pieces of gold; | did not believe | had ever held half that much,
not amply a onetime, but in my entirelifetime!

Perhaps, however, it was only my perspective that wasin error, and
what the merchant had said about me wastrue, and | wasindeed
poorer than poor. Perhaps people exchanged a hundred dinars and
more a hundred times a day within the perfumed gardens of these inner
courtyards. It was a sobering thought, and an exchange that | might
hope to observe more often.

"And invite him back on the morrow," the merchant continued, "when |
tell the tale of my second voyage, which | assure you is even more
grand and wonder-filled than thefirgt."

The ederly gentleman nodded his head distractedly. "Thereisbut one
minor difficulty with your request, O your excessveness. | am afraid we
might not have a hundred spare dinars about the household.”

No dinars? | thought as ahole formed to drain the hope from my heart.
Perhaps it was my destiny to be poorer than poor.



"No dinars?' the merchant responded with the first trace of anger | had
seenin dl that long day. "What sort of ahousehold are you running
here? Next, you will tell methat we are running low on our rare foods
and finewined"

"| thought, O most opulent of the opulent, that | should wait for the
gueststo leave before | mentioned-" Jafar began hatingly.

"Widl, you shdl find the dinars before our guestsleavel™ the merchant
sad forcefully.

Jafar mumbled in that way the aged comment on eventsto themselves,
and turned to hobble away.

Sinbad studied the deep blue sky above the courtyard. "Still, the
afternoon isbut haf spent.” The merchant smiled once again upon his
vigtors. "And while Jafar fulfillsmy bidding, | will further entertain my
guests with the beginnings of my second voyage.”

| found it remarkablethat | could still hear a chorus of groans over the
prodigious snoring that surrounded us.

"Now, know that at first | was happy with the peaceful life of
Baghdad-" the merchant began. But | and those guests not yet lost to
deep had no earsfor hiswords, for the moment he had begun to speak
agresat cloud of violet smoke exploded some ten feet over his head.

It wasto his credit that even the merchant noticed thisinterruption.
"Eh?" he remarked with some distraction.

It was then that the violet cloud looked down at those assembled in the
inner courtyard. Y es, the cloud had a pair of eyes, each eye aswide

across as the heads of adozen men. And after the eyes, thereformed a
great nose and ears the color of aged bronze, and amouth that smiled



from that deep green expanse with surpassing cruelty, and | redized
thiswasnot acloud at dl, but the magica head of an evil djinni.

"Sinbad!" the djinni demanded, his voice the sound of swords clashing
a war.

At that ingtant, | found mysdlf compelled, asif by evil magic.

"That ismy name!" | caled at the same ingant and with the same words
as the man who was my host.

"What?" the djinni replied in avoice that indicated he was even less
pleased than he might have been before. "I have come to seek Sinbad.
Therewill be retribution!™

"That ismy name!" both the merchant and | cried again, the wordstorn
from our lips before this horrible gpparition.

"Y ou have cdloudy destroyed-" the djinni began, then hesitated. "On
your reckless voyages, you have thoughtlesdy upset-" He paused
again. "l was sent to rend and tear-" He hesitated once more. "Itisno
use. | have been sent to utterly obliterate Sinbad-"

Tomy horror, | found myself again shouting, "That ismy name!" dong
with my fellow.

"-but which one?' the djinni concluded with anote of despair. "'l could
kill you both-but no. A working djinni never kills anyone-for free" He
rumbled softly to himsdlf for an ingtant, the sound of thunder beforea
flood. "I will haveto retire to review my commission. But know this,
piteous mortals, it does you no good to fool the djinni. When my
punishment comes, it will be swift and terriblel™

There was a second explosion, and the djinni was gone.

What should | do? What had actualy happened? | did not know if |



wanted to laugh in relief or shiver infear. | turned to my hogt, seeking
answers.

But there was no answer there. My host had collapsed upon his great
chair, eyes closed, head lalling, as oblivious as his degping guests.

The great Sinbad the Sailor had fainted.



Chapter the Third,

in which the problemis considered,
and a solution is most eagerly sought.

Most of the guests, many of whom had been roused by the rather loud
djinni, gave their thanksto the host and took their leave in aremarkably
short time; so short, in fact, that the merchant had not yet had the
opportunity to regain consciousNess.

"Thissort of thing happensal thetime," achild'svoice said by my sde.
| turned to regard the perpetudly smiling Achmed.

"Y ou have congtant visitsfrom evil djinn?" | asked with some
agonishment.

"Well, perhaps not that specific occurrence,” Achmed replied after a
moment's consderation, "but it isaways very lively within these walls."

At thispaint, it might not have been unwise to request an explanation,
savethat | was somewhat fearful of what the boy's exact definition of
"lively" might be. Perhaps, | consdered, there were some advantages
to being poorer than poor.

"But the other guests have fled,” Achmed remarked pointedly. "What
causesyou to stay?"

Now it was my turn to pause and consider. | had just been confronted
by an evil djinni who had threstened me, and forced words to come
unbidden to my lips. Surely, a prudent man would have fled, screaming,
into the late afternoon. Y et, asthis al-too-clever lad had pointed out, |
gill remained. But for what reason?

Upon reflection, | redlized there was more than one possibility. Some
might say | would not leave until | had exhausted any chance of
receiving my hundred dinars, but | believe there was afar greater truth.
| had certainly been fascinated by the wonders of hisfirst voyage, and |



believe that | had indeed developed a certain affection and respect for
thiselderly and very generous merchant.

Not, of course, that one could lightly dismissthe possibility of a
hundred dinars.

"Y ou can forget about the hundred dinars,” Achmed remarked with
remarkable prescience. Such remarkable prescience, in fact, thet |
dared at the lad in incomprehension.

"At thistime, | doubt that Sinbad the Sailor hastwo dinarsto clink one
upon the other,” Achmed continued with that same cheerful demeanor
that might become annoying if one were exposed to it over agreat
expanse of time. "Think upon it, O lowest of the lowborn." The child
waved at the leftover foods and dirty goblets scattered about by the
recently departed guests. "Do you have any ideahow much this sort of
party costs?"

This servant seemed to be implying acertain lack of planning on the
part of our gracious hogt. "Y ou are saying that the most gracious and
generous Sinbad iswithout funds?' | objected with what | considered
good reason. "Wouldn't amerchant of your master's stature know of
such things?"

Achmed dismissed my objection with awave of hispam. "The
merchant would never concern himsdf with such trivid matters.” He
patted his silk-covered chest. "After dl, what are servantsfor?’

| paused to consider theimplications of dl this.

"Pardon?' | asked after amoment.

"Itisquitesmple, redly,” Achmed replied smoothly. " Sinbad is of too
high astation to consider how hismoney is spent, and so depends upon

his servants and davesto do so. Unfortunately, the servants, while quite
capable of spending that money, are unable to halt that very spending



without adirect order from their master. And the master would never
give such an order, since heis, of course, high above such things.”
Achmed's grin grew wider with the surpassng smpleness of it dl.

| frowned. Perhaps there was some logic somewhere within his
presentation. One thing became increasingly obvious: Being among the
poorest of the poor did not prepare me for the complexities of this
household.

Stll, I could but try to ad my limited comprehension. ""Forgive my lack
of knowledge," | attempted once again, "but if thereisno limit on how
rapidly hismoney is spent, how does Sinbad remain awedthy
merchant?'

"Think upon it further, O miserable porter,” Achmed said inturn. "Did
you not ever wonder why Sinbad was forever going upon perilous

voyages?'

Achmed's point was well taken. Even |-adeficient, unknowl edgegble
porter, asthe child had reminded me-even | had wondered, with what
rigors| had heard of in the recounting of the first voyage done, why
any sensible man might ever venture from Baghdad again once, let
aone gx times. "So Sinbad must trave to foreign landsin order to
regain hiswedth?'

"Ah, great isthe answer when even acommon porter may reflect upon
thetruth of it!" Achmed cried in triumph. "The exated Sinbad may be
terrible at holding on to adinar, but thereisno onethat ishisequa at

buying and sling.”

"Oh, woe, woe!" my hogt's voice echoed from within his pdatia estate.
"It has gotten as bad asthat?"

Another, more muffled voice replied, the tonestoo low for meto
discern their import.



"Worse?' Sinbad's voice rose even higher than before. "What of-" The
other voice replied in the same indeci pherable tones. "But does that not
mean-" Sinbad rejoined before the other voice muttered on. "Even my
beloved-" Sinbad interjected, hisvoice by now choked with extreme
emotion. "That can't include-" The merchant once again let hisvoice be
heard after another moment's murmuring. "No, no, not the camels!™

"The camds?' Theinvarigble smile upon Achmed's ever-chearful lips
seemed to waver. "It isworse than even | had thought.”

It was then that my host reentered the courtyard, his appearance so
dtered that | might not have recognized him, save that he wastrailed
closdy by hisfathful Jafar, who continued to murmur what | now took
to be gpologies. Grest tears stained the merchant's generous face, and
he had rent and torn hisfine clothesin numerous places, so that they
were now little more than silken rags. His servant appeared dmost as
distraught, hiswordsrising and faling as he wrung his age-spotted
hands.

"So sorry-" | caught before Jafar's words once again faded beyond the
understandable, but then, "know the sort of money it takes," and a bit
later, "truly asultan'sransom,” and further, "no one could have foreseen
the sudden rise of Rukh egg prices, especialy consdering the economic
fluctuations-"

Sinbad the Sallor hated suddenly as his eyes once again fdl upon me.
"Oh, that my namesake should see me s0!" He waved distractedly at
the elegant rags that had once been his clothing. "Know now thet al my
wedlth hasfled, so that | am as poor-" The merchant hesitated to
regard mefor yet another instant.

"Well, perhaps, not as poor as some. Still, my fortunes have vanished
from their coffers’-he waved his outstretched hands- "o that | must
part with even the rings upon my fingersto pay my creditors."

Sinbad looked up to the sky, asif he might seek some answer within



that bright blue vastness. "All my servants know what this means.”

Indeed, | was about to ask if my host might inform me about this
meaning aswell, when the child by my side placed a cautionary hand
upon my unwashed deeve.

"Wait," Achmed cautioned me, "and al shal become clear.”
The merchant sghed prodigioudy. "1 must go upon another voyage.”

Jafar stopped his muttering, his apologies replaced by alook of horror
the equal of any | had ever seen. At my side, Achmed nodded with a
smugness that was indeed becoming increasingly irksome with every

passing incident.

"Now, now, good Jafar,” the merchant said in asoothing tone.
"Perhaps thistime we shal not encounter the troubles that plagued me
on those earlier voyages. Perhaps upon this occasion those legions of
untamed monsters and unspeakable horrors | have encountered before
will trouble other travelers. Perhgps alife of adventures upon the
oceans of the world has even given me enough foreknowledge to avoid
further travails.

"And perhgps cameswill fly," Achmed added in alow tone meant only
forme.

Sinbad took a deep bresth before he continued, sucking in his
prodigious girth so that it looked, well, dightly less prodigious. "Still," he
sad intheleve voice of aman used to command, "whatever will come
isin the hands of Degtiny. So must we take what pitiful amount remains
and venture forth without-"

"Without awaiting the terrible vengeance that surely shdl befdl you?' an
overly loud voice grated overhead. There, above us, wasthe head of
the evil djinni, having gppeared thistime without even the beneficid
warning of violet smoke.



To hiscredit, thistime the merchant prevented himsdf from leaving the
world of the conscious. "Vengeance?' he remarked instead in avoice
now as soft and uncertain as the djinni‘s voice was loud and
overpowering.

The evil apparition smiled, truly one of the most unpleasant expressions
| have ever seen.

"Sinbad," hesad.

"That ismy name!" both the merchant and | once again said before we
might even think.

"Y ou will not escape me o easily thistime," the djinni continued in an
eventone. "The great and terrible Ozzie hasreturned.”

"Ozzie?' | cried, dmogt asinvoluntarily asthe wordsthat had just
passed my lips.

"A caution, porter." Tomy surprise, it wasthe smiling Achmed who
warned me. "The naming of djinn isnot the same as our own.”

Thelad had adefinite argument in hisfavor. | should bethe last of
those to comment on the giving of names. Many in the poorer section

of our magnificent city had often made disparaging comments upon my
being the namesake of mighty Sinbad the traveler. And further, has not
the wise man said, "People who live in habitations made of nothing save
windows should not make a habit of tossing about large rocks'?

But ill, Ozzie?

"Youwill not fool methistime with your humantricks the gloating
djinni further remarked. "1 have learned certain information from he
who employs me which will assurethat | shall discover the Sinbad |



"That ismy name!" both me and the merchant screamed.

The deep green Ozzie continued as if we had not even spoken. "And
when | do discover the subject of my search, my vengeance shdl be

beyond humanimagining!”

"Djinn dwaystalk likethat,” Achmed confided again in the quiet tones
that perhaps were meant, againgt al reason, to reassure me. "1t makes
them fed important.”

Importance? If that was the djinni'sintention, | felt he was succeeding
with an admirable skill. My knees were wobbling in such afashion that
| imagined they were submerged in the ocean and being sucked away
by the outgoing tide.

"Now | will learn thetruth," Ozzie stated with a certainty that gave me
an even greater chill, the equal of any fever | had ever suffered. |
glanced over at my hogt, and discovered an ashen qudity to hisface, as
if he had seen his own desth.

"Both of you are named Sinbad," the djinni began, ignoring our
chorused response, "but only one of you iswedthy beyond imagining.”
His smile broadened to show greet teeth, each half thesizeof a
full-grown man. "Who isthat Sinbad?"

Thistime, both the porter and the merchant were silent. The smile
vanished from the apparition's countenance.

"Another human trick!" the djinni roared. "Y ou seek to avoid me by the
use of language. But Ozzie is no mere monstrous supernatura
gpparition. No, Ozzieisamagter of the human tongue." He paused, as
if savoring hismagtery. "'If you will not talk about riches, then who
among you is not wedthy?"

Both the sailor and | rgjoined in our involuntary chorus. "That ismy



fatel"

Thedjinni roared above us with the volume of a hundred storms. Both
Sinbads took some steps away, awaiting the demon'sterrible anger.

Instead, the great and terrible Ozzie sghed.

"No, no, no. | do not believethis" he rumbled. "What has gottenin the
way of my terrificaly violent retribution?* The djinni'sgreet eyebals
rolled back and forth in his gigantic face, looking first a the sailor, then
at me. "Perhaps, you might tell me, my information wasincorrect.
Perhgps there are even more Sinbads lurking about in thisvile-smelling
human habitation." His voice rose in exasperation. "Why, then, can't |
amply kill all of you?"

The gpparition alowed himsdf asecond sigh. "Yes, | know aswell as
you that | cannot. There are rules about this sort of thing, after al. Oh, |
hateit when | have dayslikethig"

Thedjinni spent along moment muttering to himsdlf before he again
turned his attention to the mortals beneath him. There seemed to bea
red glow forming in the back of hiseyes, asif hisanger were fueing
great fireswithin him; firesthat might explode violently outward at any
ingtant. Helooked, hard and long, first at the mighty sailor, then at my
own pitiable self. He opened his mouth to speak.

"Drat!" wasdl hesad.

He took adeep breath, causing the wind to shift and dust devilsto form
about the courtyard. His eyes swiveled outward, so that one regarded
my famous namesake while the other sudied me. "Know this, O
Sinbads. | will fulfill my most dreaded task. And, once | learn the truth,
neither of you shall escape your fate. To force adjinni to return athird
timeisto invite certain doom!" He paused again, and once more
dlowed the dightest of amiles. "1 just thought | should mention that.”



With that, the great green horror was gone, his disappearance a
ccompanied by acrash so loud that one might imagine the sky itself had
been rent asunder.

Achmed poked a sharp elbow into my rib cage. "What did | tell you
about this happening dl thetime?’

| did not at first respond to the youth. In point of fact, | felt too numb to
respond to anything. A porter'slife had never been sofilled with
excitement. The high point of many aday before this current one might
cons s of such excitement as obtaining an extra overripe pomegranate
or haf-stdeloaf of bread. How gppeding that rotting fruit and moldy
bread seemed at thisjuncture. After dl, what did amere hundred
dinars mean when your lifewasin peril?

"Well," my formerly wealthy namesake said with asigh of hisown. "It
appears, as the wise man says, that our corpulence has taken residence
among the flames. Thereis nothing for usto do but to begin voyaging
immediady.”

Us?

The great and mighty Sinbad had said that word asif it included al who
currently stood within thisroom, even a certain poor and
inconsequentia porter who simply happened to be passing by the gate
a an inopportune moment. Us? It was indeed true that this same
merchant had fed me afar richer meal than | had ever experienced; and
had told me a story filled with such dangers and marvelsthat | had sat
enthralled; and further had offered me riches beyond any of my
expectations.

Us?
However, it was a0 true that this same benefactor dso gave memy

first opportunity for conversation with a hideous monstrosity that, until
this recent incident, | had only heard about in stories; and further, this



self-same adventurer was proposing that we al go on another one of
those marvel-and-danger-filled voyages.

Us?
| could il hear the djinni's storm-filled voice calling my name; aname
that now seemed to be both my fortune and my misfortune. Because of

that very name, that Sinbad, there was no way | could be uninvolved.

"A voyage!" Sinbad the Sailor cried, and | could hear the love of travel
inhisvoice.

"A voyage!" Jafar echoed, but from his mouth the word was
transformed into a greet, overburdening task.

"A voyage!" Achmed chortled, asif he had never heard of so great an
adventurein hisshort life.

The elder Sinbad clapped his hands, and Jafar began to shuffle off with
grim purpose, followed closdy by awhistling Achmed. The merchant
fel in behind his servants, and motioned for meto join the procession.

What could | do? There was no way to escape.

| was going on avoyage.



Chapter the Fourth,
in which hasty preparations are made,
and we are confronted by certain
mor e welcome surprises.

The household wasin an uproar, and with every step that we took, the
chaos seemed to double.

Jafar had led our procession first to aroom filled with weighty tomes,
each the height and breadth of a grown man'sarm. After picking one
particular volume, and flipping the parchment therein until hereached a
particular page, he let out agasp not unlike the degth rattle of asickly

goat.

Carefully avoiding the gaze of the other members of our procession, he
moved quickly into the next room, which wasfilled from top to bottom
with scrolls and scraps of paper, each one covered with finely formed
numbersin great profuson. Thethree of usfollowed in respectful
dlence

After amoment's consideration, Jafar moved to the furthest comer of
the room, and carefully pulled forth acrumpled bit of parchment from
the bottom of a precarioudy piled heap. It only took him amoment's
examination before he et out another sound not unlike a corpulent man
choking to death on a chicken bone,

The Jafar was off again, at a speed that would have been astonishing
for even one of Achmed'stender years. Therest of uswere
hard-pressed to pursue, but pursue we did, through three successive
doorways, ever degper into the paatia home, then into torchlit
darkness as we descended along, winding staircase into a
subterranean chamber far beneath the house.

The panicked Jafar was there before us, staring at a massive wooden
door crisscrossed with an ornate metal latticework that must have
added an extra quarter inch to the face of the door. Reaching deep



within his robes, the merchant's head of staff pulled forth agreat key
that was mottled green with age, and inserted said key into a padlock
of equa antiquity.

With shaking hands, the elder turned the key, and the padlock groaned
with a sound the equal of Jafar's most recent exclamations. Thelock
parted, and the elder removed it. The ancient hinges screamed like lost
souls as he opened the door leading to the room beyond.

| craned my neck to see what lay beyond that door. What, |
wondered, could be so important asto cause the elder's panicked

flight?

Jafar picked up asputtering torch from its brassfixture upon thewall,
and thrugt it forward, into the newly opened room. | squinted, trying to
discern some recognizabl e shapes among the torchlight's shifting
shadows, but, aside from a broken piece of pottery, saw nothing but
bare floor and wall. Asfar as| could discern, that room contained
nothing at dl.

Jafar made asound like a dozen eunuchsfaling from agreat height
upon sharpened stakes, and fell at the feet of the merchant Sinbad.

"Beat me, master!" the faithful servant wailed. "Whip me! Throw mein
chand"

"Pardon?’ the merchant sarted, asif he had been pulled away from his
own deep thoughts. He smiled as he recognized his servant. "Oh-Jefar,
most certainly. Now, what wasit that you wished to tell me?!

"I must be punished!" Jafar pleaded, quite beside himsdlf. "I do not
desarveto exigt!"

"Ah, good Jafar,” Sinbad counsded wisdly. "That destiny isnot yours
to decide. But what isit that truly troublesyou?"



Jafar waved frantically at the opened room. "L ook beyond you! That is
our treasury! But where there should be gold, there is nothing but
cobwebs."

Sinbad squinted past the servant's gesticulations. " This isour
treasury?' He glanced once again at our surroundings. "Oh, perhapsit
is" Hewrinkled hisnoseto the profusion of dugt. "It certainly could use
agood cleaning.”

Achmed whistled softly a my side. "1 do not see how the treasury
could be any cleaner.”

"Oh, woeisme!" Jafar beat his head upon the paving stones. "Woe are
al of usl How could the money have vanished so quickly?"

"Beg pardon,” | asked, striving to understand the exact nature of the
catastrophe, "but are you saying that the funds have disappeared with
more than usud speed?’

The servant nodded with such rapidity that | feared his aged head
would fall from hiswithered neck. "I knew our accounts were low, but
this low? 1 have made some mistake in my addition. | have grown too
old. | am no longer a useful member of the household staff." He tugged
at hismagter'srobe. "Beat me as an example! Lop off my head and
display it for al to seel”

But the merchant once again shook his head. "Then who would figure
my accounts? No, good Jafar, your head is much better placed where
it now resdes.”

These reassurances were dl very wel from the good-natured merchant,
but | was once concerned about the digposition of the funds. Perhaps|
was overly worried concerning the fate of so many dinarssince |l had
seen o few. Soit wasthat | fet it prudent to ask aquestion:

"But would you say, good Jefar, that the disappearance of the gold was



entirdy naturd ?'

Thisquery hit the elder with such force that he forgot to wail. "No, now
that | think of it, our remaining funds disappeared with such rapidity that
| wastotaly unprepared-but what could it mean?”

It was exactly as | had suspected. | further remarked, "Did it ever
occur to those gathered here that, if recent events are not precisaly
naturd, then they might be unnatura ?*

My once-wedl thy namesake frowned at this suggestion. "Wait, good
porter, are you saying that my current total lack of wealth might be due
to supernatura forces?

| could see that the wily merchant had caught my meaning. "Say a
certain djinni," | continued, "who, when thwarted by the merchant's
sudden lack of funds, might cause whatever fundsthat might remainto

disappear aswel|?!

"And would such a cregture alert my master's creditors,” Achmed
piped up, "so that they might arrive suddenly at our front gate and
demand immediate payment of al our debts, so that the great Sinbad
might haveto sdll this paatia home asmply to satisfy their demands?

"My paaiad home?' Sinbad replied in awhisper that bore the weight of
awful reveation. "Surely, child, your questionisentirely hypotheticd in
nature."

"Only so hypothetical,” Achmed replied, "in that it was related to me by
your gatekeeper, Hassan, immediately before we began thistrek
around your housein search of gold."

"But thisisinhuman!" Jafar exclaimed with even more vehemence than
before. "What manner of-"

Whatever Jafar was next to say was lost beneath a deep rumbling



sound, like asummer thunderstorm, or the laughter of alarge head the
color of aged bronze. And all of usin that subterranean vault knew that
the sound of thunder would never reach thisfar beneath the earth.

"Perhaps, then"-the mighty Sinbad's voice fell to awhisper- "there will
be no voyage, after dl.” Still, therewasafaint look of hopein hiseyes.
"Unlesswe avoid my creditors and sdll these rings upon my-" Hisvoice
died in histhroat as he raised his hand. Where once four golden rings
with ostentatious stones graced his hand, now there was nothing but
barefingers.

| thought | heard the thunder again.

"Then thereis naught left for ud™ Jafar's eyesflew about, asif seeking
some symbol of the severity of their plight. "We are, dl of us, tofdl
from wedth and luxury and grove with the common man, doomed to
be no more than"-his eyesfell upon me- "porterd”

"Porters?' With that, even the great Sinbad the Sailor seemed on the
verge of wailing. Still, he gathered up his substantia resolve, and even
smiled at me as he spoke. "But no, there is no need for despair. We
have an actud porter in our midst, who can tdll us of the brighter
moments among the poorer classes." His smile became the dightest bit
uncertain. "Truly, there must be happy eventsin every man'slife.

The brighter moments among the poorer classes? | concentrated, doing
my best to succinctly describe my life. "There are, of course, thelong
hours-"

"Yes?' the merchant prompted eagerly.

"Then," | added, "thereistheincredibly low pay-"

"Oh." Disgppointment seemed to creep into the elder Sinbad's voice.
"Long hoursand low pay? s there naught el se?'



"Well," | further considered, "you can look forward to the occasiona
whipping-"

The elder Sinbad did wall at that, and he was soon joined by Jafar and
Achmed.

| frowned. Thiswould never do. Even though | was but a poor porter,
| was not given to despair. The worst of whippingswill have an ending.
| held up ahand for silence.

Thethree others, shocked that a miserable man of the streets could so
demand their attention, immediately quieted.

"Porters may be miserable,” | stated with some emotion, “forced to eke
out a half-starved existence surrounded by the squaor of the Streets.”

| shook my head as the merchant made a smadl sound in the back of his
throat that might have grown to arenewed wailing. When | again had
dlence, | continued. "But porters are nothing if not resourceful, despite
whatever trids-natura or not-we might face. We learn in our trade that
thereiswedlth dl about you. Y ou only haveto look."

So saying, | entered the empty treasury, hoping it was not quite so
empty asit seemed. In my years as a porter, watching the stones
beneath my ever-moving fedt, it has aways amazed me what pieces of
gold and other objects of value might lodge themselvesin the cracks
and corners of the Streets of Baghdad. A fortunate discovery here and
there over the course of my young years has led me to keep open eyes
in every Stuation. | trusted those same eyes would help me here.

| moved to the far side of the room and picked up the cracked piece of
pottery.

"Ahal" | exclamed.

There wasindeed a piece of gold beneath. | picked up thefirst of what



| hoped would be many treasures. But where e sein this al-too-empty
room might the wedth be hiding?

| found a space gnawed through the brick in the room's darkest corner.
No doubt it was a passageway for rats. In the entranceway to the
passage, | found three more golden coins. | held them up for the others
to see.

"Then we are not bankrupt?' Jafar caled feverishly.
"Wearefar fromrich," Achmed cautioned.

"Still," | said with that same confident smile reserved for potential
portage customers, "there may be more wedlth hiding in the many
cracks here about. Forgive my impertinence, O great merchant, but
you once had such enormous weslth that perhaps that fraction that
remainswill be enough to do us some good.”

Sinbad did not seem to even notice my overfamiliarity. Instead, he
gniled.

"If we can book passage on aship-any sort of ship at dl!" he exclaimed
with that same tone of wonder with which he had described hisfirgt
miraculous voyage. "Even ahundred dinarswill be enough!™

A hundred dinars? | grimaced at the task. It would be difficult, but ina
world of vengeful djinn and marvel-filled voyages, perhapsit was not
impossible. So it wasthat | continued on my ever-more-intimate
examination of the room. Thefloor of the vault was covered by
crumbling bricks. | therefore turned my attention to the multitude of
cracksin that lower masonry. By methodicaly traveling from one
corner of the room to the other, | uncovered seven more hits of gold,
aswdl asasmdl ruby. But | had amost exhausted dl the hiding places
inthistiny room. Wewould fal far short of our god.

But gill the merchant urged me on. "Even lessthan ahundred dinars



may sedl our fortune!™ He chortled as he thought of it. "Whoisto say
we cannot purchase passage on aless-than-perfect craft, onewith a
hole to two? We can deep upon the deck! Repairs can be made! Are
we not able-bodied men?’

If my namesake would not admit defeet, then neither would 1. |
ingtructed Achmed to climb upon my shoulders and examine the uneven
brick wals above my head. Thefirst thing he located was amoldy
piece of cheese. But two wallslater, he found awoman'sring with a
stone of deepest green.

We examined the remaining wall, and even the ceiling, for further hiding
places, but no more were to be found. But, | considered, if there were
no more gold hidden within things, what of the gold hidden upon

people?

| removed the child from my shoulders and asked the othersiif they
carried any dinars upon their persons.

Only Jafar nodded as he pulled forth apouch both far too smal and far
too light. He opened the bag and spread its contents upon his opposite
pam. There had been six dinarswithin.

"Perhaps," Sinbad the Sailor tried to cheer uswith avoice that was
much too quiet, "we can consider a ship with more than ahole or two."

| counted our collected fortune. Having had little money in my life, it has
aways given me pleasure to count and recount what | own, but there
was small pleasure here. In al, there were seventeen dinars, asmall
gemstone, and awoman'sring of unknown vaue.

"Seventeen dinars?' Jafar bemoaned.

"Wadl," the sailor continued, " perhaps seven or eight holes.™

"A handyman's specid,” Achmed confided in me. "' For this money, our



conveyance shal be more hole than boat.”

"Now, Achmed," the sailor replied with the most subtle of laughs, "we
do not know what the marketplace may bring. We need not secure an
entire ship for oursalves, but merely book passage on aship traveling in
the proper direction, wherever that may be." He paused, the dightest of
gmilesforming behind his well-groomed mustaches. "And, most
importantly, you have not congdered my knack for salesmanship.”

And so saying, Sinbad led our smal band up from the vault and
completely out of hispaatia home. When we reached the entry way, |
looked for the parce that | had brought herein the first place, but could
seenoggnof it.

"One of the servants has ddlivered the goods for you," Achmed
explained. "My magter thinks of everything-save money."

Jafar opened the front gate for his master. | scampered to follow.

And so0 we |eft the home of the once-wealthy Sinbad, and ventured out
onto the Street. The street, which was my true home, and had offered
me afreedom | had never redized until | stepped inside that house of
marve taes, exotic foods, and djinni curses. My host had asked what
advantages a porter might have, and | redlized now that there truly was
one advantage to my former life-when the time living upon the streets of
Baghdad was dl my own, and | wasfreeto work or freeto starve. Not
agreat advantage, perhaps, but onethat | might sorely miss.

| will admit now that there was a moment, when we first stepped out of
the gate and onto the common cobblestones, that this freedom seemed
very dear indeed. Perhaps, | thought, | should just turn away from the
othersand walk briskly dong, asif in the middle of my own business,
which, whatever it might be, had absolutely nothing to do with sailors
named Sinbad or djinn named Ozzie.

But my feet followed the others.



Perhapsit wasthat | knew there was no escape from supernatural
monsters who chuckled like thunder, and were | to attempt escape,
there was a strong possibility that | would be thrown into perpetua
torment instead.

But perhaps there was another reason. As| have previoudy mentioned,
inthe short time | had known him, | had become rather fond of the
generous but somewhat strange man who aso bore my name. Or
perhapsit was smply the current level of activity that | found about me.
Thistumult was aso something new to me. A porter'slifeisarduous,
but it isvery rarely exciting. Then, of course, there wasthe issue of the
hundred dinars which the merchant assured me would be coming to
me-someday.

Or perhapsit was smply that my feet knew better than | that there was
no escaping Destiny. Whatever the reason, from that moment forward,
| felt my fate was sedled with those of the sailor and his noble band.

That worry out of the way, | followed the others down to the docks,
those same docks on which you may board a ship downriver for
Basrah and thence out to the sea.

It wasthen | looked out at the dozen upon dozen of sailing craft about
the harbor, haf the vessels still and Slent, asif at rest before their next
adventure, the rest festooned with bright sailsto catch both the evening
tide and the fading crimson rays of the sun. So many ships, and o
many stories beyond the wals of Baghdad, and | wasto be one of
them. 1, who had never stepped outside the city walls, who had never
been in theriver above my waist, who had spent hisentirelife
surrounded by athousand men and camels; | was going out to sea. |,
who knew whét every day of aporter'slife would bring, was going out
to face the unknown.

Actudly, it wasrather exciting.



"Now," Sinbad announced to hisfollowing, "let us see what my
bartering skills can bring." He waved at a gentleman, with anegtly
trimmed beard and dark blue robes of obvious quality, who stood at
the bottom of agangplank. "You, sr!*

The other gentleman nodded in greeting. Even in his somewhat
shredded silk garments, the merchant Sinbad till appeared to beaman
of some means. Perhaps we would be able to strike some sort of
bargain, after al, no matter how modest our means.

"Sinbad!" the other man called. "I have just returned from your most
excelent feagt!"

"Oh, my-most certainly-you did?" the merchant replied in modest
confusion.

"Isthis not the famed sea cgptain Hutan?' Achmed mentioned hel pfully.
| remembered again the child's comment on Sinbad's memory for faces.

"Hutan? Mogt certainly!" The merchant's face became animated with
friendship, asif that recent passing doubt were no more than a
momentary gastric distress. "And did you appreciate the pickled Rukh

€ggs?

"Not one tenth so much as the fermented nectar carried by those
hummingbirds" Hutan remarked with greet amiability. "But why doesa
man of your rich tastes call upon ahumble sea captain?’

Sinbad the Sailor stepped forward, clapping a comradely hand upon
the captain's shoulder. "Ah, my most learned and understanding Hutan,
that isindeed aquestion of great perception and insght. For you know
that | have areputation asatraveler, from which | have gained great
fame. What fame, too, might come to the captain of the vessd with
which | will sail on my eighth and greatest voyage? There could be no
monetary amount put on that amount of fame!™



Sinbad's words were impressive indeed, even though | had no exact
idea of ther precise meaning. Apparently, the seacgptain had asmilar
reaction, for, after he frowned and spat into the fetid water of the
harbor, he asked the following question:

"Asthe wise men say, 'Fame can be greater than riches, asablessing
oracurse. " He squinted at the elder Sinbad, asif it -night help him see
deeper into the merchant's meaning. "But what isit that you want from
me-exactly?"

"Ah, good Hutan," the merchant continued asif that were the very
response he had anticipated, "you do strike at the heart of the matter.
The answer issmplein the extreme, and of no great burden to you.
Your ship issurely traveling past Basrah and e out into the southern
ocean. What great hardship should it, then, if you were to take on four
extrapassengers?’ "Ah!" the captain remarked after taking the time for
another precipitate expectoration into the odiferousfluid at our feet.
"So you wish passage.”" He regarded us with aparsmonious eye. "For
your entire entourage?'

"Entourage?’ The merchant laughed asif Hutan had told the runniest
story Sinbad had ever heard., "Y ou do ustoo great an honor, O noble
captain. There are but four of us. Almost too few to notice on abusy
ocean voyage."

Another wad of spittle sailed harborward. " So you do not wish to
gpend much money?'

Sinbad the Sailor spread wide his armsin mute submission, bowing to
the ship captain's superior intellect. "Alas, dueto crcumstances beyond
our control, and much too complicated to of interest to a man with your
hectic schedule, we find our selves forced to economize. We can,
however, make oursaves useful in other ways."

"Could you perhaps sate the figure that you were planning to spend?”
the captain asked.



"Jafar can do your facts and figures,” Sinbad answered. "He has
performed that function in my household for years."

"Exactly what can you afford?’ the captain inssted.

"Achmed isvery able," Sinbad replied. "The energy of theyoungistruly
amazing.”

"A priceor nodice" the captain said with findity. Then he exhded.
Then he appeared to hold his bresth. At last, he said, " Seventeen
dinars”

"Seventeen dinars?' The minuscule Size of the sum caused the captain
to swallow rather than spit. "Truly, you are the king of jesters. And you
have not even mentioned this other fellow." He indicated me with some
disdain. "The very poorly dressed onein need of abath?

"Ah," the merchant said as he smiled upon me with generosity, "this
man isaso named Sinbad.”

"Truly?' Hutan had the expression of someonewho had just esten a
bad fig. "How unfortunate for you."

"No, no,” Sinbad ingsted with that same mercifulness of tone, "he has
aready brought me great luck, and | am sure that he will bring me great
fortune. Besides, heisaporter!”

"A porter?' The captain at last ppeared interested. "A lifefull of ship's
drudgery will be arespite for a porter. Perhaps we can strike abargain,
after al. No more quibbling, now. What, good merchant, do you truly
have to offer as passage?’

The merchant shuffled for amoment from foot to foot. "\We have our
good health and cheery spiritsto help speed the voyage. We aso have
seventeen dinars" Sinbad stated with findity.



The captain Sghed heavily. "That soundslike no bargain to me. My
shipisin need of repairs, and | was hoping you might be able to
provide the funds to speed the process. Without the money, adas, it
might be amonth or more before we are ableto set sall.”

A month or more?| thought again of the vengeful djinni. What damage
could the great and terrible Ozzie do to usin the space of amonth or
more? | hadtily pulled my namesake aside.

"O great Sinbad," | sputtered in my quiet but frightened manner. "A
month? A curse? Horrible retribution? Ozzie?'

"Alas, good porter,” the merchant confessed in equally low tones, "
was surprised to do thiswell in the bargaining. Passage for four for a
mere seventeen dinars? | suspect Hutan's brainis il dightly addled by
that nectar, and had hoped to strike a bargain before he sobered. As
bad as our negotiating Stuation is here, we will probably fare far worse
inany other attempt.”

Far worse? For thefirst time, | felt like joining Jafar in ahearty wall.
"Ho! Y ou upon the docks!"

Both the merchant and mysdlf turned at the sound of the hail. We spied
two burly men who carried a great |oad between them. Asthey
approached at abrisk trot, | could see their burden was alarge and
€elaborate palanquin painted with golden highlights that

caught the evening sun in such amanner that the whole conveyance
seemed to shine,

Thetwo men hated smartly but afew feet before us. Though their load
was of enormous size and most certainly heavy, no doubt with an
occupant inside, there barely appeared to be adrop of perspiration
upon their large and incredibly well developed muscles, and they
breathed asiif they were upon an evening stroll. The man in thefront,



who had tattooed his face with an elaborate design, perhapsto detract
from the fact that he had few teeth, spoke directly to the merchant.

"Areyou, then, Sinbad?'

It took me an effort of will not to joinin asthe merchant said, "That is
my name!"

The tattooed man's mouth twisted into a grimace that might have
passed for a smile had there been more teeth present. "Ah. We have
been seeking you. We have aproposa that might be of some interest.”

"Get totapoint!" hisequdly large colleague shouted from the rear of
the paanquin. "We got business!”

"Yes, of course," the tattooed man continued, as polite as his
companion was rude. "We understand you are about to go on another

voyage."

Sinbad nodded pleasantly, asif he expected his every action to be
common knowledge. "That isindeed the case. At least, we are as soon
aswe complete our negotiations.”

"A voyage?' shouted the colleague, who sported alivid scar that ran
from benegath hisleft eyeto theright sde of hischin, sothat it formed
an"X" with hisoverly active mouth. "On dis garbage barge?!

"Y es, the ship does appear to bein some need of repair,” the polite
fellow agreed affably. "But that can be easily corrected.” Heturned his
attention back to the merchant. "Y ou are, Sir, that same Sinbad who
survived seven incredible voyages, returning from each wedthier than
you had been before?"

"l anthesame

"Good. We want no mistakes. Any fellow on the street could be named



Sinbad."

Any fellow on the street? | felt suddenly uncomfortable, perhaps
because of the polite man'stone. Or could it bethat | felt hisrude
companion was staring straight at me?

From the merchant's next question, | surmised he shared some of my
unease. "May | be so rude as to ask why you have such aninterest in
my afars?'

"As perilous as your voyages are, you have an amazing knack for
survivd," the tattooed man replied. "We must travel a perilous ocean
trip ourselves, out to the southern idands. Considering your reputation,
we would be foolish not to throw our lot in with you. But my friend
voiced some concern over the condition of the sailing craft. And | must
admit, as we approached, we overheard the captain's complaints.” He
threw alarge and heavy bag that clanked asit hit the dock at the
captain'sfeet. "Will this be sufficient to tidy up your ship?'

The captain agreed and called out to his crew to go in search of the
necessary supplies. | was amazed. In amatter of moments, we had
actually managed to secure passage and repairsfor our sailing craft.

"Thissort of thing happensdl thetime," Achmed assured me once
agan.

| was beginning to think, with alife as eventful asthe merchant's, al
sorts of things happened to him dl thetime.

"But we are to be sailing companiond” Sinbad continued with great
jovidity. "At the very least, we should introduce oursaves before we
begin our voyage. These are my servants, Jafar and Achmed. And this
man ismy traveling companion, aso known as Sinbad.”

"Another Sinbad?" the polite man said with some astonishment.



"Dat's onetoo many," the man with the scar growled. When he glanced
a me, he seemed to shiver. "Mebbe two too many," he added.

"Ah, my friend does not-" The man with the tattoo hesitated before he
continued. "Well, indl actuaity, he does mean it. But rest assured he
only actsupon it when heis provoked.” He smiled again at the
merchant. "And asto introductions, well, | have gone by many names.
But for purposes of this voyage, you may refer to me by the name of
my favoritetool.” He reached into his sash and pulled forth ashort,
sharp blade. "Y ou may cdl meDirk."

"He's particular good at disemboweling,” hisfriend added.

"Asto my traveling companion, he goes by many namesaswell,
athough none so polite as mine. Some have cdled him 'The Fear That
Comesin the Night,' others"Y our Worst Nightmare Made Flesh.' Of
course, no one cals him any of those thingsfor long."

"Interesting,” Sinbad replied, asif he met men called "The Fear That
ComesintheNight" every Thursday. "But how might we addresshim?"

"Itisindeed,” Dirk agreed, "all inhow you address him.”

The man with the scar nodded eagerly. "If yapleadswit me, | mights
letsyalive”

"But as pleasant asit isto become acquainted, we have things we must
do before we st sail.” Dirk nodded to his fearsome companion. They
once again grabbed the palanquin.

"But wait!" Sinbad spoke asif there had not been asingle veiled threst.
"Isthere not athird member of your entourage?’

Dirk shook his head. "We carry nothing out of the ordinary.”

But at that moment | saw something that belied hiswords. On the sde



of the conveyance that the two men lifted there was a screen, and
through the holesin that screen | spied three of the most delicate fingers
imaginable. They were the fingers of awoman, but no ordinary woman,
for they were long and ddlicate and golden-skinned, with perfectly
formed nalls.

Dirk followed my gaze to the sde of the paanquin. "Fatima" he called
sharply. "Y ou are not to leave your handsfor the outside world to see!™

The hand was withdrawn with the most ddightful of high-pitched laughs.
"You did not seethat hand,” Dirk said to me.
Alas, but | had.

Dirk scowled. "Begging your pardon, but Fatima, if you wereto
address her-which you will not." He glanced back at hissurly
companion. The companion shivered for asecond time, and both men
gazed upon dl of usinturn. "Act asif she were not there, but we are,
asareour dirks, scimitars, and well-muscled arms capable of breaking
bone with aminimum of effort.”

The man with the scar smiled at the very suggestion.

"We wish you a pleasant preparation for the voyage,”" Dirk remarked.
And with that, he and the Scar carried their palanquin up the gangplank
and onto the waiting ship.

"So we will escape Baghdad, and perhaps discover the reasons for the
djiinni's great anger,” Achmed said to bresk the sllence. "Degtiny is

againonour sde”

Degtiny? At that moment, | did not carefor Destiny. At that moment, |
could only think of ahand, and alaugh.

At that moment, | feared | had faleninlove.






Chapter the Fifth,
in which the voyage begins
and almost ends simultaneously.

What, then, islove?

We have dl read the poets, who speak of fragrant fields and crimson
sunsets, but | suspected, even in that reading, that there was more. For
onething, there wasthis nauseous fedling in the pit of my stomach.
Then therewasthistota feding of unredlity, asif | might lose my sense
of balance a any minute and go tumbling not just from the Sde of the
ship, but from the very face of the earth.

And al thisfrom the glimpse of ahand and the sound of alaugh? Ah,
but what perfect fingers those had been, so dim and nearly as golden as
the metd grille they rested againgt. How wonderful they would 100k,
adorned with golden yellow rings againgt that golden skin, ringswith
great jewe sthat might only begin to hint at the true worth of those
fingers. And that laugh, like the ringing of bells caught in abreezeinthe
heat of summer, the sort of sound that betokened the greet relief of a
cool wind from the sea. | had seen more than a hand, and heard more
than alaugh. | had found anew way to look at the world.

But thiswoman of mystery came with two guardians. | could seeno
way to share my newfound ecstasy with her; indeed, | could discern no
way of standing within a dozen paces of her palanquin. Thesetwo
large, overmuscled, and very angry men seemed to discourage even the
merest glance over to their Sde of the deck.

Yet | did not despair. A day before, | had known nothing of love. A
day before, | could think of nothing but alife of carrying things upon my
head. Who knew what the next day, even the next hour, might bring?

And so we prepared for our voyage. The generous contribution of Dirk
and the Scar dlowed for the captain to proceed quickly with repairs as
well astolay in asubstantia store of provisionsfor our journey. Still, it



would take amatter of daysto complete these

preparations, and in that time Sinbad resolved to go through his
persond belongings and find certain merchandise that we could take
with usfor purposes of barter.

The captain gave our other passengerstwo smdl cabinswithin the
vessel. The merchant Sinbad, Jafar, Achmed, and mysdlf, dueto the
nature of our contributions, would have to deep upon the deck. |
helped Sinbad with adozen errands, to both fill my time and attempt to
redirect my thoughts from certain fingers and certain laughs. | paused
oftentosgh.

And, once every day, immediately after the noontime prayer, the two
burly guardswould bring the palanquin with its hidden occupant up
from the hold. They would then proceed to march the conveyance
around to afford the unseen Fatima some air and sun.

Shewas s0 close at these timesthat | might have run across the deck
to touch her! But, with the guards dttitude, they could aswell have
marched her palanquin ahundred leagues avay. A single sep in their
direction would result in baleful glares. A second step would bring
drawn scimitars and strangulation cords. | never attempted athird step,
deciding it was better to resume my sationary but decidedly nonviolent
sghing. And every timethelr circuit of the deck was complete, the
guards and palanquin would disappear belowdecks, and | would return
to work, overjoyed to have been so close, and frustrated to still be so
far away.

So went my existence, until we were at last prepared for our journey.
On the night before we were to set sail, as| helped Achmed to ferry
the merchant's goods on board, | became aware of an additiona duty
which | must perform before our travels commenced; that one last
thing, amuch less urgent task in my former life, but, with thoughts of
Fatimaever in my mind, now SO necessary.

| decided it wastime for a bath.



| told Achmed of my concerns and he agreed, indeed, that bathing
might be a pogitive activity, especialy consdering that he had noticed a
certain tendency for the captain, crew members, and even Jafar and the
other Sinbad to congregate upon the far sde of the deck whenever |
was upon the near. Achmed was, in fact, so enthusiastic about my idea
that he further found me some cast-off clothing from the merchant's
daves, worn silks and cottons a hundred times finer than therags| was
used to. Achmed then went on to State that, in the interests of mercy to
al concerned, my current clothing would be burned.

Wefinished with our tasks at |ast, and | received my new clothing from
Achmed wdll after midnight. So it wasthat | descended the gangplank
to take my bath in that quietest of hours, just before dawn.

Never indl my lifehad | heard the world so till. | could not detect a
snglevoice or footfdl or clattering wagon whedl. Even the barking
dogs and warbling nightbirds seemed to have found their rest.

| was, perhaps, the only onewakeful in all the great city of Baghdad.
And | wastruly thankful for that peace and privacy. As| have
mentioned before, water and | are not on the most familiar of terms,
and | was happy there would be no one to witness my discomfort.

| thus lowered mysalf from the side of the dock, placing onefoot, then
another, ever so cautioudy into theriver. To my immense surprise, the
water was pleasantly warm-much the same temperature asthe
nighttime air-and the rocksthat | eventualy found beneath my feet had
been worn smooth by the action of the tides. It was dtogether a
relaxing experience, and | resolved, once Fatimaand | were truly
joined together, to pursue this sort of thing more often.

| lowered mysdf further ill, so that the water covered meto my
shoulders, and exhaed deeply, listening to that tota lack of sound that
covered dl of Baghdad. What a perfect time, | thought, to compose a
new song to my beloved. Thefirgt rhyme appeared within my mind:



Ah, my thoughts do often linger
On the perfection of a finger -

But in that predawn gtillness, when even thewind is afraid to whisper, |
imagined that | heard awoman laugh.

My first thought was that it might be the laughter of my Fatima. | could
fed my heart beat arapid rhythm within my chest. New words sprang

tofit my song:

Sweet mystery of life you seema
To be a woman named Fatima-

But then the laughter came again, asif mocking my earlier perception.
Wish fulfillment aside, | had to admit that thislaugh, while ddightfully
feminine, was unlike any sound | had ever heard made by human voice.
It was, indeed, unlike any sound | had ever heard before, seeming
somehow more like the result of some agitation of the waves about my
chest than anoise carried upon the early morning air.

My heart went from arapid beat to an dmost total collapse. If that
sound did not come from ahuman voice, where could it originate? |
had aready had far too close an encounter with adjinni. Were other
Spirits preparing to toy with me aswell?

| thought then that | heard the laugh for athird time. The water parted
before me, not asif aperson or thing had broken through the surface,
but rather by the total separation of waves, asif someone had pulled
gpart apair of liquid curtainsto reveal adoorway beyond. And from
that empty space in the midst of the water, an apparition rose before
meintheriver.

It was awoman, but awoman whose skin shone in the moonlight with
the green of the sea, and whose hair was the deep brown of the plants
that grow beneath the waves. As she rose from the depths, as some



human woman might ascend aflight of Sairs, | redlized she wore no vell
over her face or other clothing to cover her dmost human form. Y et
she stared boldly at me as she reveded her torso, and smiled at me
with deep green lips, asif that nakedness were her natura state.

"You areaman," were her first wordsto me. "l have never seen aman.”

Her voice was not a proper voice a al, but rather al the sounds of the
river around me, and of the river's mother, the sea. In every word she
spoke | could hear the waves lapping againgt the sand, and the sound

of fishes legping in the sun, and that laughing trickle of water asit rushes
over stones, and the bright noise of gulls swirling far overhead to call
out their warnings.

"But | have been searching for you, ever solong,” her water words
continued. "1 have wanted my first man to be very specid. Might your
name be Sinbad?*

"That ismy name," | said once again, but thistime with far more
wonder than fear. Why would such avision be seeking suchaman as|?

Her smile broadened at that, and | could see that her teeth were as
white as pearls. "I have heard much about you. Still, from the tales of
your adventures, | thought you would be an older man.”

Perhaps, | redized, | was not so fortunate as | thought. So enraptured
was | by thisvison from the deep that | had forgotten al about my
position in the world. Why, after dl, would such amagicd creature be
seeking a poor porter?

| explained to this enchanting being, in my hating tones, and | must
admit | was better able to construct sentences when | was not looking
directly at her, that there was not one but two Sinbads, and she no
doubt sought the one who had garnered fame for his many voyages.

"Perhaps| was," shereplied, "but | do so no more."



"Ah," | replied, finding my gaze drawn toward her upper torso likeiron
to amagnet. "Then you have comedl thisway for nothing.” | did not
yet perceive her true meaning. | turned away again in afutile attempt to
gather my thoughts.

"No, Sinbad," she answered, and when she said my name, | felt not
water but fire deep within, "I have comeal thisway to be with you."

"Pardon?" \ asked, finding my gaze locked upon her one moretime.

Her amile grew even broader than before. It seemed to shinefaintly,
like the cool glow of the moon. "I have never seen aman before you,
my Sinbad, but, now that we have found each other, | have no desire
to seek any further.”

What was this creature professing? "B-but | am but a porter-" |
Sputtered.

"Porter?1 am not familiar with theword," the vison before me
continued, "but | am sureit must be aposition of great importance if
someone like you has been chosen to fulfill it. How fortunate that | have
found you." She drew deeply of the early morning air. "I admirethe
way that you smell of the earth." She took a step toward me as|

looked down at my own naked form and redlized, among other things,
that | had not proceeded with my bath. "Don't you think that mixeswell
with the smdll of the sea?'

| did not know what to say. | did not know what to do. The seanymph
took another stride toward me, and | realized that | knew nothing &t all.

A cock crowed on shore. The sun's edge crept over the horizon to turn
the sea nymph's shoulders from green to gold. Dawn had arrived.

"Oh, dear," said the nymph before me as the smile vanished from her
face. "l have overstayed my time. But you have not seen thelast of me.”



| could not think of aproper response. How could my throat be this
dry when | was surrounded by water? "We will spesk again, then?' |
asked before she could flee,

"Ah, my mighty Sinbad, we shal do morethan talk." Her smilewas
back for an instant as she lowered hersdf benesth the waves, and the
ocean closed about her like curtains covering a hidden room. | found
myself saring at those firgt pink rays of dawn asthey were reflected off
the dancing water.

"L ook at where our porter has found himself!" someone shouted above
me

"Inthewater?' another voice called back. "Providenceisindeed kind!"

"But we must set sall with firgt light to traverse theriver'stwists and
turns,”" | was reminded by Achmed's ever-cheerful tones. "Quickly,
Sinbad, get back on board. It would be a shame to leave such a
sweet-samdling porter behind.”

The crew of the ship roared as | managed to pull myself back upon the
dock and quickly donned the clothes Achmed had provided me. | even
more rapidly climbed the gangplank as the sailors released the ropes
from their moorings. | had barely regained the deck when the two
dozen strong-backed oarsmen began to push the craft downriver. But,
asthewise man says, better isthe man who arrives at the last possible
moment than the one who misses the opportunity atogether. | wason
board, and we were headed for adventures beyond a porter's meager

conception.

| saw the extremely ugly and tattooed head of Dirk towering above the
collected crew members, and was struck by athought as sartling asa
ray of sunlight in the midst of athunderstorm. | was back upon the ship,
that same ship that contained agolden paanquin, within which dwelled
awoman named Fatima



Fatima. It was aname that promised wonders. | thought of her golden
fingersand that warm, human laugh.

Then | thought of green skin, and asmilethat glowed like the
moonlight. Thissituation, | had to admit, was confounding.

Before, | wasin love.
Now | was confused.

It did nothing but increase my congternation to realize that Dirk and the
Scar had once again brought their palanquin up upon the deck, no
doubt to allow the conveyance's charming occupant to witnessthe
beginning of our voyage. There was Fatima, so close yet ever beyond
my grasp. My thoughts wandered, much as my gaze had not so long
ago, to that mysterious woman of green who seemed about to grasp
me as dawn had arrived.

What could any man, even apoor porter such as mysdlf, do but smile?
| had not even |eft the harbor, and already | had been faced with
wonders undreamed-of in my former life. What could possibly happen
next?

At that moment, acloud covered the sun.

"And what isthis?' athunderous voice boomed overhead. Before | had
even looked above, | knew the nature of thisnewly arrived cloud; that
it would be composed entirely of purple smoke surrounding an emerald
visage. Ozzie had once again graced uswith his presence,

Thedjinni'sarrival wasfollowed by along moment of silence upon the
ship around me. Sinbad the merchant, flanked by Jafar and Achmed,
glanced a me with acertain resignation that | most certainly shared.
And no member of the crew replied, either, most of them occupied in
active cowering and quiet bemoaning at the arriva of the apparition.



Ozzie waited no longer for an answer. "Sinbad,” heintoned instead.
"That ismy name!" both | and my eder counterpart responded loudly.

"Oh, | do enjoy it when you shout like that," the djinni replied warmly.
"We of the supernaturd persuasion receive so few rewards, we must
take our pleasures where we may."

But then Ozzie's evil grimace turned into asinister glower. "But what is
thismovement | detect upon this craft? | trust that you did not consider
leaving Baghdad before | have had my vengeance." The purple cloud
behind Ozzie's head flashed with lightning. "I warn you, those who
attempt to escape the terrible wrath of Ozzie only invite an anger even
moreterrible sill!™

At this, the crew graduated to active shrieking and hand-wringing.

"Perhaps,” the djinni rumbled, "you need asmall lesson. Say aten-foot
holein the bottom of your craft, causing it and al its contentsto sink
rapidly to theriver bottom. A few dead crew members, horribly
mangled by the swift currents that flow out toward the sea, should
indicate the seriousness of my cause.”

With that, Ozzie smiled again, ahorrifying sight. "But my two dear
Sinbads have nothing to fear. Oh, my, for the man | seek, death by
drowning isfar too merciful.” Thedjinni chuckled. The crew wailed and
beat miscellaneous body parts upon the deck.

"Quickly! aman shouted on the deck behind me.

Out of the cowering crowd came Dirk and the Scar at abrisk trot as
they carried their elaborate burden between them. They were
attempting to escape with their palanquin, like rats before the ship went
down.



"What isthe meaning-" Ozzie exploded, but paused, most as soon as
he had begun. "Oh," he added after amoment's observation.

| was amazed at the audacity of Dirk and the Scar in the face of the
supernatural . But the two men's cowardice seemed to have certain
benefits. Indeed, their rapid movement appeared to disconcert the
djinni, whose grin of triumph turned to afrown of confusion.

"So many consderations,” he muttered darkly. "The djinn's code of
honor, the unnecessary expense of magic, those hidden variables that
only become apparent at the last instant.”

The apparition seemed to be talking more to himsdlf than to any of
those potentid victims on the ship below. And others seemed aware of
the change aswdll. | noticed that the crewmen around me were
cowering somewhat less than before.

Thedjinni Sghed, causing the immediate shipboard temperature to drop
considerably. "Oh, spoiled dates! | wish they would better prepare me
for thissort of thing." He shook his head. "The bureaucracy around
hereisamazing.”

Yes, | was quite certain now that there was not asingle crew member
gtill wringing hishands. And even the cries of terror that had once
surrounded me had decreased in volume and frequency.

| believethat even Ozzie redlized that his moment was passing.

"Do not think," he rgpidly added in hisbest thunder voice, "that this
minor setback meansthat my vengeance will be any less horrendous.”
Somehow, though, the conviction was no longer in the gpparition's
rumbling tone. Still, he pursued his dramétic recitation.

"It will be more dreadful than dread itsdlf, moreterrifying than the very
nature of terror,” he continued, more, it seemed, to convince himsalf
than any of us standing below. "Mogt of al, yes, most of al, it will be,



yes, it will be-extremey unpleasant!"

But the tenson was gone. The djinni's gaze flew from the merchant to
myself to the palanquin and back to the merchant; agaze that but a
moment ago seemed to contain fire. Somebody in the crowd yawned
audibly.

"Pitiful mortald" Ozzie shrieked with avolumethe equal of astorm a
sea. "l will take your ship asachild takes atoy-1 shal cal the e ements
to rend and tear your craft like parchment-1 will summon up the spirits
of the doomed to torment-" He paused

like some gaping idiot who had no wordsinside him. The djinni shook
his massve head and forced out the syllables: "I'll-I'll- well, I'll certainly
do something!"

And then the djinni was gone.

There was no slencethistime. "Back to your stationd” the cgptain
shouted. "Man those oars! By evening we shall seethe seal”

And so, astonishingly enough, we were off, abandoned by a suddenly
uncertain djinni. Perhapsit proved the truth of Dirk's assertion that,
wherever Sinbad traveled, luck was sureto follow. | trusted then that
luck would remain with us still out upon the great ocean, wherewe
might face horrendous obstacles, terrible monsters, the unchecked
forces of nature, and further things undreamed-of and perhaps
inconceivableto the human brain.

Would that it had been as smple as that!



Chapter the Sixth,
in which alliances are formed,
or so we think.

| was soon to learn that, with Sinbad the merchant, nothing was ever
ample

The crew, so slent before, grew very noisy very quickly.

"They have brought adjinni down upon ugl" the angry voice screamed.
Other equdly irate voicesjoinedin.

"They are accursed!”

"A pox upon the name of Sinbad!"

"Throw them over the sidel”

"Remove them before they doom usal!"

The vociferous crowd surged around me, sweeping me from my fest. |
saw that Sinbad, Jafar, and Achmed werein smilar circumstances and
that, indeed, we were dl being carried toward the ship'srail.

"Hold where you are!" avoice shouted above the panicked crowd. The
crowd took no particular notice. | saw the bright blue river beyond the
puny railing with an amazing clarity. | was about to gain afamiliarity
with that river that | had never dreamed of. | considered it apity that |

had never learned to swim.

"Wait amoment," the rough voice commanded, "if you do not al wish
tojoin thesefour in traveling over the Sdel”

The crowd hesitated a bit at that, but were reassured by the superiority
of their numbers, and returned to their surging.



A crew member screamed as he flew from the deck to theriver. The
crowd sputtered to ahalt, and | saw that Dirk stood between them and
therall.

He held hisshort knifein hishand. "If you take one more step
forward"-knife and hand jabbed toward the sky-"you shall learn how |
gained my name."

The crowd grumbled, but seemed incapable of making a decisive move.

"And if you do not put those men down," Dirk further stated, "my
compatriot will be glad to give anumber of you your very own trip over
thesde”

The other large man appeared next to hisfriend, a crew member
dangling from each of the Scar's coconut-sized fists.

"l likestossing people,” the Scar added with agrin. "I makes agame of
it"-he paused to shiver violently-"and sees how many times dey skips
before dey sinks.

Both Dirk and Scar thought that was hilarious. The crowd took a step
away fromtheir laughter.

"Think for amoment, crewmen,” Dirk said with his golden tongue.
"You ared| experienced salors. Y ou know that ships often face greet
troubles when they leave the charmed city of Baghdad. But dl of you
areadso well aware, through the tales of his seven perilous voyages,
that no one has faced more trouble- and survived-than Sinbad. Look at
this merchant!" He waved his hands a my portly namesake. "Does he
appear to be the sort of man used to physical hardship?' He laughed
far too harshly. "And ill this aging, overweight, self-important man not
only continuesto live, but he continuesto triumph! Truly, thisSinbad is
acharm agang caamity!”



The crowd was speechless.

"Youl" the captain called from the far sde of the deck. ""Crewmen!
Back to work! We have a cargo to trade before it spoils!”

That appeared to be the very excuse the crowd needed. The crew put
us down with utmost care, and returned to the work at hand asif all
that had transpired had been but ajest. Dirk and the Scar both |ooked
at our recently rescued group and made twin expressions that might
passfor grins upon the faces of aimost any other mortals. | wondered
if, indeed, they wished to be our friends. However, they turned and
walked away before | could inquire asto their true motives.

"That was an unfortunate altercation,” our captain remarked as he
sauntered in our direction, "but al of us must take responsihility for
those things that we bring on board.”

"I was surely thoughtless." Sinbad the merchant bowed before Captain
Hutan in tota humility. "It was remiss of me not to mention our little
difficulty with the djinni.”

"l should say s0." The captain nodded solemnly. "At thevery leas, |
would most certainly have raised the price of your passage." He
narrowed his eyes as he gazed at the merchant. "But Sinbad the Sailor
knowsthat."

Captain and merchant laughed together. Achmed smiled. Even Jafar
tittered. Only | wastoo shaken by recent eventsto attempt to joinin
the socid mirth.

"What of the man who went over theside?" | asked.

The captain shrugged. "We have extra crew members.”

"Onavoyagelikethis Achmed added cheerfully, "they awaysneed a
great many extra crew members.”



The captain turned away and went upon his business. Apparently, crew
members were worth a copper piece for an entire crop. A porter'slife
is cheap, but these fellows seemed worth nothing at all.

| Sghed. "That issmdl reassurance,” | said to Achmed's questioning
gaze. Thesedays, | reflected, | found very little to reassure me.

Achmed reached up to clap me on the shoulder. "Y ou are too sengitive,
porter. Any salf-respecting crew member should be ableto swim,
especidly in something assmple asariver. Save your pity for those
that we lose in the storm-tossed sea.” He paused, and glanced again
beyond the ship'srailing. "But spegking of theriver, | could have sworn
that you were talking to someone during your sojourn down there.”

So my meeting in the river was not so private as | had thought. Now,
here was aquestion to ponder. Should | tell the lad about the sea
maiden, or would any mention of it bring as much laughter among the
crew as Achmed'sjibes about my bathing?

But | had other questions aswell. What exactly had happened between
me and that sea creature? Now that | was back on the solid deck of
the ship, the words and images of our encounter seemed to have
happened in some distant place, asif when | entered theriver, | had
entered adream aswell.

"Ah," | sad, ill trying to put my thoughtsin place. "Theriver." Achmed
looked expectantly in my direction, asif my musings should continue.

"You!" another voice thankfully interrupted my none-too-speedy
reverie. Or at least | wasthankful until | identified the owner of that
voice

"Ragman!" The Scar beckoned me with ahand that might crush abird
or strangle aman without apparent effort. "Come here dis minute!”



Was the Scar referring to me?"Ragman” was not at al how | pictured
mysdf. Actudly, therags| wore now were quite e egant, at least in
comparison to my usud garb. Still, | supposed | couldn't depend on
someone with the demeanor of the Scar to list adiscreet politeness
among his many attributes. | nodded, and quickly approached the
frowning man.

"Dereis someding you must do!" he barked as | stopped just out of
reach of hismassvearms.

"1?" | said rashly and without proper foresight of the potentia
consequences.

"Disingant!" His countenance twisted into an even more hateful
grimace than any | had seen before. "If you vaue your lifel"

| thought fleetingly of our recent rescue by Dirk and the Scar, and of
thisman's attempted smile; that perhaps something €l se, even some
element of kindness or warmth, might lurk within that murderous
exterior. But there was no dtruism here now.

Instead, the man's face seemed alive with anger; his scar, infact,
appeared to pulsate with it, asif unadorned rage emanated from that
livid crimson line; and his breeth fell sour upon me, asif his mouth were
filled with the remnants of adiet of raw mest. | would have perspired if
every porein my body had not gone suddenly dry. Now that | was at
this close aquarter with thevillain, | suspected that there wasindeed
nothing beyond that murderous exterior than perhaps an equaly
homicidd interior.

He grabbed me by my worn silk shirt. Apparently, hisarmswere
longer than | had surmised.

“"Now!"

| could do naught but nod.



He nodded back and handed me aknife.

A knife? What could be the meaning of aknife? Did he wish meto kill
someone else? Or was | being invited to commit suicide?

He grabbed my knife hand, and, with his own freefingers, pointed a a
gte upon his back. " Scratch dis spot right here-with da hilt!" he added
with a certain degree of menace.

| did as| was bade, using al my strength to rub the flesh benegth the
cloth on the Scar's shoulder with the knife handle. He, in turn, brought
forth anoiselike agreat beast purring after he has made akill.

"Enough!" he cried when my fist had nearly become numb to the wrist
from the intengity of the rubbing. He held out hishand. "Return da
knifel"

| gave him back the blade, handlefirst.

"One favor deserves anudder.” His mouth twisted into a position that
might again passfor asmile. "When it comesyour timeto die, I'll does
you afavor, too"-he shivered more violently than he ever had
before-"and killsyou quick.”

Heturned away and left mefeding asif | had just glimpsed awarrant
for my own degth.

"Pleasant fellow," Achmed said a my elbow. "Y ou must get together
and do thismore often.”

But the mgority of the day passed without further incident, aswe
rowed downriver toward the sea. The regular beating of the drum and
shifting of the oars had acaming effect upon me, and | soon found
mysalf gazing peacefully toward the shore, dmost asif | wereina
trance. | thought again about the water maiden | had met on the night



before, and how perhaps everything upon this river might seem
something like adream.

The eder Sinbad and Jafar actudly took the opportunity to rest, falling
adeep on two of the great balesthat rested upon the cargo area at the
rear of the vessd.

Achmed remarked that, once the merchant awoke, it might be prudent
to ask him about some of his other voyages, since they certainly
seemed to be affecting our current journey. | plied the youth with
questions after thisremark, but, asde from afew velled referencesto
giant birds, ogres, cannibals, being buried dive, and sailing shipsfilled
with gpes, Achmed stated that it was best to leave things for his master
toexplan.

Not five minutes had passed, however, before the youth made an
unfortunate sound with the back of histhroet, followed by the
gatement: "Perhaps | shall wake my master, after dl.”

"Why?' | cdled back. "What isamiss?’

In answer, Achmed pointed ahead, to a point where the now broad
river passed between two hills. | could see nothing unusua about the
river, which herelooked flat and till, and nothing upon the hillssave a
few scraggly pam trees. It wasthen | redized that the boy pointed at
neither water nor land, but at atiny speck in the sky.

"Y ou can see something that far away?' | asked in wonder.

"l have good eyes," hereplied. "Children dwaysdo."

Apparently, it was up to meto ask the next question. "And what do
you see?"

"Itisabird," hereplied quietly, but with acertain fatal tonein hisvoice.
"A very large bird. And not just any bird. It isaRukh.”



"A Rukh?' acrew member shouted. Even though Achmed spokein
quiet tones, the crew seemed to have remarkably good ears.

"Oh, woe!" asecond crewman wailed.
"We are doomed!" athird joined in.
Thistime, however, the captain was prepared for the disturbance.

"Remain a your stations!” he shouted forcefully to the crew. "This
Rukh-if Rukh it be-isfar from home, and may havelost itsway. We
are dtill upon acam dretch of theriver. Even if the boat wereto
somehow capsize, dl of us could easily makeit to shore.” He waved at
the land not ahundred feet away. "We do not even know if thisbird is
headed in our direction, nor if it will even notice our tiny ship.”

"And the seeds of dates are dways diamonds," Achmed commented. |
wondered how he could be so certain that the captain wasincorrect.

Stll, the crew seemed to have some belief in the captain's words, and
more or lessreturned to the regularity of their rowing.

| looked doft again. Now | could truly tell therewas abird flying
toward usthrough the sky, though in sizeit looked no larger than a

sparrow.

"It may indeed be time to wake the master." Achmed turned quickly
and headed for the bale that served asthe elder Sinbad's bed.

| turned my attention back to the sky. The bird was now the size of an
eagle, and growing larger with every best of itswings. The crew had
a so taken note of the ever-expanding winged cregture, for the rowing
at first became more erratic, and then ceased atogether. The bird was
the sze of ahorse, then of adozen horses.



"Rawn," the bird caled out in the il sky.

"Hmm?" Sinbad the merchant caled out from somewhere behind me.
"Issomething amiss?"

"L ook to the sky," Achmed replied.

If indeed the merchant could see the sky. With every passng moment,
there seemed to befar less blue and far more bird, with ever larger

dark gray wings and a bright yellow beak that might sngp upamanasa
sparrow takes aworm.

"Rawn," the bird cdled. "Rawn." And yet, to me, it sounded like
something ese.

From the commotion on deck behind me, | surmised that Dirk and the
Scar had joined us aswell.

"Rukh?' the less polished of the two screamed. "We gots no protection
againg Rukhd"

"A Rukh?' Sinbad the merchant repested as he walked up next to me.
"A giant Rukh?"

"No," Achmed answered with remarkable curtness as he, too, reached
my sde. "Not smply agiant Rukh. | bdievethisisaspecific giant
Rukh."

"Oh, dear." The merchant smiled & me asif he might apologize.
"Perhapsit isthetimeto tell my namesake another explanatory story.”

"It may be the proper moment,” Achmed once again corrected, "but
from the direction and speed of that great bird, | don't believe any of us
haveany timeat dl."

"Rawn," the bird called. Even though the bird was gill hundreds of feet



away, | looked up to seevery little sky and agreat deal of Rukh. And,
yes, the great bird appeared to be looking straight at us; or, more
gpecificaly, the creature was gazing with a certain fixed purpose at the
merchant Sinbad, asif it recognized the man, and wanted to renew its
acquaintance in aparticularly painful and find manner.

"Oh, dear," my eder remarked with remarkable brevity. "This does not
appear to be for the best.”

"Rawn," thebird cdled again. "Rawn."

Now | knew what the Rukh's cry sounded like to me. It wasaword
that men used.

It sounded like"ruin."



Chapter the Seventh,
in which birds are not the largest problem.

How does one describe a bird as large as the Rukh?

One might mention that its feathers were the length of three grown men
placed end to end. Or that one clawed foot might enclose atwo-story
dwelling within itstalons. Or that every timeit beat its great wings, it set
up such adisturbance upon the waves that the boat tossed with the
ferocity of theworst of storms.

But none of the above facts would begin to describe the awestruck
terror | felt at the gpproach of this creature. | was certain that any
instant | should be torn apart, or swallowed whole, or perhaps merely
crushed by the great talon of abird that cried "ruin.” 1t bore down upon
us, solong that al the river beneath was in shadow, so large across that
it might have covered haf of Baghdad.

"Rawn!" the bird screamed. "Rawn!"
And it flew on by.
Jafar hobbled forward to stand with therest of us. "Are we spared?’

"Morelikely that the grest bird is playing with us," Achmed replied with
far too much reason. "We are such tiny morsels, it would be ashameto
eat usdl at once."

"Wait amoment.” | looked at the othersin my party with some
astonishment. Perhapsit happened that | was but acommon porter,
and so could not imagine the fate Achmed had envisaged for us.
Perhaps because | had spent my life moving my feet with great weights
upon my head and shoulders, | could not comprehend this danger from
the sky. Certainly thisbird waslarge, and certainly hewasflying
overhead; but my companions were forgetting the most centra fact of
al: Who could truly tell what abird was thinking?



| mentioned this to the others asthe bird circled overhead.

The merchant shook his head at my remark, his expression an odd mix
of bemusement and fright. "That might very well betrue, good porter,”
he alowed with gracious good manners, "save for certain involvements

| experienced upon my past voyages.”

"Unfortunatdy,” Achmed answered in hisusua helpful fashion, "my
master hasled such arich and rewarding lifethat heisinvolvedin
amog everything."

Jafar nodded sagdly. "Thereis anegative side to being wedlthy beyond
belief, especially when that weal th disappears.” He looked to his master
with arenewed hope. "Are you sure you wouldn't like to beat me, O
overlord-just alittle?’

"Not now, Jefar," his master remarked not unkindly. "I must tel my
namesake of my prior experiences with the Rukh. For you see, | first
met these great birds upon my second voyage.”

"Yes, | supposethereésno avoiding it,” Achmed agreed without due
enthusasm.

"So it wasthat there came atimethat | tired of my riches and began to
look fondly upon once again taking ajourney out upon the open seg,”
Sinbad began, asif he were repeating a story he had told often before.

"Not to mention that most of your money had been spent,” Achmed
added with hisusud cooperdtivear.

"Well," his master admitted, "there wasthat, too. Still, thiswas before
Jafar was aregular part of my household-"

The mgjordomo wailed & the mention of hisname. "Areyou sure, O
your autocraticness, that you couldn't hit mejust afew timesfor the



sake of form?" he added with the dightest tinge of longing in hisvoice.

"Not now, Jafar,” the merchant replied in hisusua companionable tone.
"As| had begun, | once again sought adventure upon the open sea. So
it wasthat | sold what belongings | had remaining to buy goodsthat |
might trade to advantage upon the ocean routes, and further secured a
gurdy ship filled with other merchants of likemind."

A shadow once again fell upon usdl. Achmed frowned as he gazed
overhead. "l think, O venerable magter, that perhaps you should leave
out some of thefiner details.”

"Perhapsthe child is correct,” the merchant replied with obvious regret.
"l do hate to edit my tales, but ill-" He, too, glanced overhead asthe
far-too-large shadow was replaced again by the shining sun, and, after
amoment's pause to shiver, quickly resumed his story. "Our ship made
good time, | made the usua advantageous trades, and al was fine until
we reached acertain idand. So glad was | to once again be on land
that, as the others gathered food and water to replenish our supplies, |
settled down in ashady grove and had soon falen fast adeep.”

The shadow fell over us once more as| once again heard the grest
birdsangry cries.

"Beg pardon, master,” Achmed urged, "but perhaps you should leave
out even afew of the middling details.”

"My young charge is no doubt again correct,” the merchant Sinbad
alowed. "When | awoke, | discovered | was done. My shipmates had
left, unaware that they had abandoned meto fate. So it wasthat |
wandered theidand-"

"Rawn!" the great bird screamed asit once again drew close.

"-until, ontop of thishigh hill, I spotted amassve white dome. Yet |
could see no door or other means of entrance-"



| noticed at thisjuncture that the crew was beginning to scream and
moan again.

"-and so contented mysalf with counting the stepsit took meto circle
this object that shone so blindingly in the sun, one hundred and fifty

pacesindl-"

"Rawn!" The bird swooped so low that its mighty claws dmost
skimmed the surface of theriver, and its great wings spanned the whole
width of water from bank to bank. Mayhaps, | thought, it intended to
rend the shipin half.

"The greatest of pardons, O mighty Sinbad,” Achmed once again
interrupted, "but perhapsit would be prudent if you left out al but the
point of your story?'

Sinbad indeed spoke with greater speed than ever before: "I used the
Rukh to escape from my plight by unrolling my turban, and tying one
end to my waist and the other to the great bird'slegs. Thuswas|
trangported to avalley of diamonds-" But the merchant'svoice
deserted him as the bird swooped upon us.

"Rawn!" The Rukh flew upward at the last possible instant, but the ship
shuddered and shook asthe great bird's clawsflicked againgt its
tipmost mast. | staggered three steps across the deck as Sinbad and
Jafar both clutched at therailing. Achmed danced nimbly out of our

way.
Again, the bird flew on.

"-thanks to which, with the help of the birds, and some men aswell, |
became even richer than before and came home," Sinbad finished

abruptly, so that he could await hisfate in silence with the rest of us.

| frowned. It seemed to me that Sinbad's story lacked alogica ¢



onclusion. Surdly, it wasthe fact that we were due to die at any second
that accounted for the boldness of my next question: "Certainly you
used the bird for transportation, but isthat any reason for it to come
seeking you?'

"Well," the merchant confessed with atouch of shame, "in thevalley of
the diamonds, where the men rode upon the birds, they aso happened
to beat them so that the Rukhs would drop the precious stones.”

The bird rose further inthe air asit continued to travel downriver. A
forlorn hope caused me to wish that the creature was done with us, that
it had given usitsintended warning, or perhaps merely satisfied its
curiosity about our ship, and would now fly back to wherever it truly
bel onged. Whatever passed through the brain of that bird, | ill could
not see thelogic of the elder Sinbad's argument.

"Still," | ventured boldly, "would even a beaten bird follow you to the
ends of the earth?"

Sinbad frowned at the suggestion. "For revenge? Well, perhapsit does
sound alittle foolish when you phraseit so. But if thisbird is bent upon
vengeance, what might be its motive?’

Jafar paused in his wallowing obeisance to cough. "Forgive me, magter,
but there was that other matter-"

The answer cameto me with the certainty of the sunrising a dawn. "It
wouldn't have anything to do with serving pickled Rukh eggs at your
banquet, would it?"

"The banquet? All ismy fault!" Jafar once again bemoaned. "I must be
punished. Kick mel Whip mewhen | am down!"

It was with acertain inevitability that | looked up to see the great Rukh
gpread itswings and turn about.



"Perhaps the venerable Jafar would care to stand at the top of the mast
for the bird's next pass?' the child Achmed suggested gently.

The merchant shook his head. "We are not oursalves. The Rukh has
undone us every one."

| could not agree. Now that | had somehow passed beyond my fear of
the great bird, | was not going back. Porters mugt, by the very nature
of their occupation, be a stubborn breed. | had not spent my life eking
out my miserable exisence to have that life snuffed out by an
overgrown eagle. Thedjinni had been turned away from our
destruction before, dthough | did not yet know the exact circumstances
of itsrebuff. Perhaps the Rukh could be regjected aswell.

It was not that | did not see the reasons behind the merchant'sfear. The
great and terrible bird had already passed close above the ship twice,
thefirgt time disturbing the craft with itswings, the second time brushing
the ship with itsclaws. And it came now for the third pass.

What isit about threes? There seems to be some sort of rule about
them. It isa powerful number, Snce, aswe are al aware even though
no man truly knows the reason, many things, from wishesto curses,
comein threes. And what descended upon us now seemed as much a
curseas| had seenin my short and limited life.

"Rawn!" the bird screamed asit swept down again, flying so low over
the water that it might dmost swim rather than fly. Its head seemed the
szeof ahouse, and asit rushed forward | imagined | could seeusall
reflected in the greet bird's eyes: the ship, and dl of usupon it, so tiny
that we appeared to be no more than insects floating upon some child's
plaything. It was aplaything, | realized, that soon might resdein the
belly of the Rukh.

The bird screamed as its claws rose to meet our prow, ascream so
wild and high it sounded asif it held the echo of every man and woman
that the Rukh had brought to death. Ruin indeed.



| had begun my fina prayers when the bird lifted its head and flapped
itswings, barely missng theship asit roserapidly intheair, causng a
wind so gresat that two of the ship's sails were torn, and the boat amost
capsized. But the boat righted itsalf, and the captain quickly called for
the damaged sailsto be pulled down, and replacements hoisted in their
place, asthe Rukh traveled higher, ever higher, until he was no more
than a gpeck in the sky.

But why this sudden turn of events? It wasamost asif someinvishble
hand were turning the monster away.

Whatever caused the change, the crew wasjubilant.

"Itisasign!" onecdled.

"It isan omen!" another added.

"Itisaportent!" athird rejoined.

| could not tell if the three were agreeing or arguing. Were not Sign,
omen, and portent essentidly the same? Perhaps, in my limited lifeasa

porter, | had missed the finer points of soothsaying.

"Yes," replied the crew member who had shouted firdt. "But asign of
what?'

The second crew member became more thoughtful aswell. "Isthe
omen good or bad?'

"This sort of thing could portend dmaost anything!" the third crewman
agreed after afashion.

All three speakersturned to regard the four menin my tiny party.

"Perhaps," one of the crewmen suggested, it would be best to throw



them over the sde, after dl.”

" "Twould be best to return to your oars, and put your backsinto it!"
the captain remarked by way of countersuggestion. "All three of you
will go over the 9deif we do not make the open sea by nightfal!"

The crew quickly returned to their Sations, and we made rapid
progress down the broad waterway. Still, | held some questions asto
the nature of Sgns, omens, and portents.

"When you spend agresat ded of timewith my master," Achmed
suggested in awhisper, "it appearsthat everything portends something
d"

| could sense Achmed's meaning; thiswas certainly more complicated
than anything | had ever imagined in my former life. But that had been
another life, back in Baghdad, and | would have to ater my whole way
of thinking if | was going to survivein my new world, on this broad
river which led usto the sea.

"But both Rukh and djinni seemed tied in to Sinbad's venerable past,” |
mentioned with adeferential nod to my elder namesake. "Might |
assume that there were other incidentsin your history that might also
affect us?'

"Indeed s0," the eder replied with aworld-weary smile. "Why, |
remember how the third voyage began-"

"Begging your pardon, O most e oquent master,” Achmed interjected
once again, "but, with the speed with which events have occurred upon
this ship, should we dlow you to proceed with the tales, we shall be
dead three times over before we reach the fifth voyage." This statement
was once again accompanied by the child's dazzling and ingratiating
amile, adevice by which, | redlized a lagt, the child kept hislisteners
from summarily killing him.



Thistime, even Jafar added hisvoice. "Beat me, your imperiousness,
but the child is correct. As much as you have honed each story into a
magnificent auditory experience, we must get to the heart of eech tdeif
we are to determine what forceswork againgt

us here. Beyond which, there isthis other matter which | wished to
mention-"

"Very wdl!" hismaster interrupted. To my surprise, the greet Sinbad
did not seemin the least offended by his servant'simpudence. "Honed
each gory!" he mused. "Magnificent auditory experience? Very well. |
canrestrain my art for asingle day. Let us consder who the players
werein the other tales”

"Oh, that," Jafar noted. "There was, of course, the ship commandeered
by apes. And this other-"

"Then there wasthat giant with the taste for human flesh,” Achmed
related with somerelish, ""not to mention the cannibal tribe with the
enchanted food that turned men into cattle ready for daughter.”

"Whence | escaped,” Sinbad explained as he warmed again to the
telling, "only to come to akingdom that, though as prosperous and
happy aplace as| have ever seen, harbored a horrible secret”-the
merchant paused to shiver-"that whenever a husband or wife should
die, the other marriage partner was shut up in the buria crypt while ill
dive"

"Or the wizened creature who appeared to be a hel pless old man who
could not cross ashdlow river, until he sat upon your shouldersand
revealed himsdlf as ademon who could not be didodged,” Achmed
further remarked with some glee.

"And, of course, that other matter,” Jafar indsted, "the unfortunate
incident of the Rukh'segg." The mgordomo paused to shiver. The
othersregarded him at that, and even Achmed was solemn. "In which
you killed the bird child, and the Rukhs sought vengeance.”



"Could this be one of the same birds?' Achmed asked, for once not
supplied with dl the answers.

"Only the Almighty may fathom the thoughts of birds and beests"
Sinbad agreed. "But ill, why here? And why now?!

Their discourse gave me much to ponder, dthough | thought I should
know more of the specifics of theindividua tales before | reached any
definite conclusons.

But al pondering was gone for thetime, at least, when the crew rowed
the craft beyond a great outcropping of rock, and we saw the sea.

The men cheered to reach thefirgt of their gods, but | thought | heard a
touch of awein those cheersaswell. Perhgps| was attributing my own
insecuritiesto the crew. The ocean stretched out before me, aflat
blue-green expanse below the brighter blue

of the sky; and both seaand sky went on forever. | was aman used to
aleyways and hoves:. close, dark spaces where you could always
reach awadll. It had been difficult for meto board aship, but at least
here therewas arailing to hang on to, and, if the worst occurred while
on theriver, my beloved land was never more than afew feet away;
feet that | might somehow traverse despite my lack of swvimming. Or so
| could reason with mysdif.

But the ocean? No one could reason with anything as large asthe
ocean.

The captain pointed out Basrah on the banks where river and ocean
met. It was afair-sized town, but nothing compared to Baghdad. |
could see no more than half adozen palaces with the naked eyel

We were so well supplied that we did not need to stop, but instead
could head directly down the channel and out to sea. Surprisingly, even
though the breeze in afternoon will often blow from seato shore, the



wind today was doing quite the opposite, and the captain made hasty
ingructionsfor full deployment of the sailsto take advantage of this
circumstance.

The wind caught the sailslike aman greets hislover, and we were soon
propelled out of sight of land.

"Captain!" aman called down from alookout point high atop the mast.
"Storm clouds on the horizon!"

Captain Hutan smiled grimly at the news. "'l should have known there
was something odd, with the wind shifted so. Well, my ship has
wesathered a storm or two before." His grin broadened as he looked at
the four of us. "Those of you new to thiskind of travel will have your
sealegserelong.”

There were chuckles from those crew members close enough to hear
the captain'swords. The captain continued, in amuch less humorous
tone, to issue commands that might save the ship. And the clouds

rushed toward uswith all the speed that the Rukh had shown before.

The seawas dl around us now, and great waves broke over the bow. |
wondered how wet | would have to get before | gained my sealegs.
Stll, at least thistrid was of naturd origins; the sort of thing captain and
crew were familiar with. Or so | thought at thetime.

"Sinbed"

Both the merchant and | turned at Achmed'scry.

"We have moretrouble!" the boy shouted hoarsely to be heard over
the risng wind. He pointed back in the direction where we had last

seen theland. "L ook to the horizon!™

There, barely large enough to make out the crooks of itswings, wasthe
Rukh, headed for us once more. Perhaps, | thought, Rukhs have never



heard of the rule of threes. Perhaps something had prevented it from
destroying us before, something the great bird had had to kill beforeit
returned to do the sameto us.

For itsintent was clear asit rapidly descended upon us, even though |
could no longer hear the bird's eerie cries over the grest noise of the
wind.

It was scant consolation.



Chapter the Eighth,
in which an unkind sky
isa greater friend than the sea.

"Aye," the captain called over thewind as| pointed out the large bird.
"l see him, too. Come on, you drudges!" he called back to the crew.
"Man those oars. We have abird to escape!”

"But how do you escape abird of that size?' | called back.

"By rowing into the sorm!" the captain replied succinctly, asif that
were dl the explanation that was needed. He himsdlf traveled quickly to
the bow and picked up the two great batons and began to beat arapid
rhythm upon the drum. The oarsmen pulled with the beat, and we were
soon progressing rapidly through the ever-increasng waves. The boat
pounded and shook every timewe hit anew wall of weter, asif we
crashed through something of amuch more solid consistency.

It was an action that made my stomach lurch aswell, and an action that
made mewish that | had ether esten amuch heartier medl while till on
the cam river, or, conversdly, that | had never ever thought of the very
ideaof food in my far-too-miserable life. The captain had mentioned
gaining sealegs. | wondered if he had been attempting to show mercy
when he omitted any mention of sea stomach.

Still, we rowed, and still the Rukh pursued us. But | noticed that the
gresat bird did not seem to gain on us so quickly as before. | turned
back to face the captain, and was hit full in the face by a great gust of
wind and seaspray.

It was then that the captain’s plan hit me aswell. We were traveling to
meet the storm, directly into the wind. That meant the great bird had
asoto fly againgt the wind, and while we in the ship were lashed by
waves, the bird must fight the even-more-treacherous air currents of the
storm above, and spend its strength by beeting itswings against the gale.



The wind seemed to rise now with every pull of the oar. What had
darted asashrill whistle had transformed itsdlf into the how! of a
hundred women, wailing for the dead. | no longer heard the sound of
the oars, and the drumbeat from the bow became nothing but adull,
intermittent thud, percussion for thewail of thewind, asif the bests
counted the passing souls of the damned.

| turned back to the stern, and saw that the great Rukh had hardly
drawn any closer. Infact, it appeared to hang suspended in the air, its
huge wingsworking furioudy to keep it from being pushed away by the
gathering sorm.

"Keep a the oars, men!" The captain's voice barely carried over the
ghrill gde. "The Rukh isbeing lft behind!"

So we might be free of the vengeful bird, at least in theface of the
storm. But at what a cost?

| turned back to the bow, and saw awave before us that reached twice
the height of the ship.

"Steady on, men!" | heard the captain cry. But the rest of hiswords
werelogt inwind and water. | saw the othersin my party grabbing hold
of therail. | decided that | had best do likewise as the ship began a
dow climb up toward the crest of the wave, far, far, far too dow,
rather like an overladen cart pulled by asingle ox up asteep hill that
somehow became ever steeper.

For the wave grew before us, rising faster than we could rise uponit. It
towered above usto the height of the greastest minaretsin Baghdad,

and then it stretched upward to twice that height. And when | thought
that nothing on earth or sea could rise higher 4iill, it redoubled in Size,
and then doubled again, so there was nothing before us or to either sde
but water. Then did | look up asfar as| could see, and noticed that the
great wave had a crest of foam the width and height of my beloved city,
and that crest curled over us, so that the wave even hid the sky.



And the great curl of the wave descended upon us. The ship shot
forward as the wave crashed around us with such force that | half
thought my armswould be ripped from my shoulders, and my body
tossed into the deep while my hands il grabbed therall.

Then the water was gone, and we once again rode a boat atop the sea.
| looked about, and saw that somehow al three of my immediate
company were still with me. Some others were not so lucky, for | saw
empty space where half adozen oarsmen had sat but amoment before.

Somehow, the captain had reached our side. "'l have never seen waves
of thissize or strength before!" he caled, his voice barely carrying,
though there were but afew feet between us. "This sorm is not of
naturd origin!"

Achmed said something that was|ost to the gale. The ship tossed
forward on wavesthat, while great, were il within human imagining,
but ahead, | could see that the ocean once again rose toward the
clouds. | turned, and indeed could no longer see our pursuer. The Rukh
had vanished from the sky; awise bird to flee such an assault. If the
captain was correct about the nature of the storm, it appeared we had
escaped one curseto fal into another.

| glanced back at my compatriots, and saw the captain regarding me.
"The bird seemsto have flown above the clouds," he called, confirming
my own thoughts. "Would that we could do the same.”

Then cametherain: ahard, drenching rain, making the seaand sky
amog one. | turned my face down o that my mouth would not fill with
water. And the ship was once again moving, thistime downward, likea
man unable to stop from falling down a hill of sand. And whenwe
reached that deep trough, how high would be the next wave that
greeted us?

Aswe descended, the wind's screams diminished, muffled by the great



mountains of water that surrounded us, so that we fell down into
something that ssemed dmost like silence, asif the greeat rain about us
were drowning sound before it began its true task of drowning men.

It wasin thisamost slencethat | heard the two screams.

Thefirst was the scream of abird, carried somehow downtouson a
great wash of water. And the answering scream was that of the men
around us, for they redlized that the Rukh had not disappeared, but was
somehow above us, asif it had risen over the clouds only to escape the
wind, so that it could again fly above usto fall from the sky, and nothing
so0 smpleasthe fury of astorm could curb its vengeance.

Out of the dark cloud and water overhead came an even darker shape,
plummeting toward al those tiny souls on that inggnificant craft below.

And then our tiny ship began to climb the next insurmountable wave.

| tried to shidld my eyesfrom therain as| looked doft again, and felt
the storm diminish asthe great shape descended. | redlized that, before
it destroyed us, the Rukh's tremendous form was shielding usfrom a
portion of the gae. It grew swiftly overhead, athough, even now, aswe
rode upward on the wave, the great bird seemed to be falling back
toward our stern.

The captain's hand was on my shoulder. "Comewith meand grab a
vacant oar. Well outdistance that hellspawn yet!"

| rushed forward as quickly as| dared across the dippery deck, and
sat on abench next to the captain.

"Pull, men," the brave Hutan cdled to the others, "if you don't wish to
end up as birdseed. Pull for your lived"

And so | pulled, and felt therain fresh on my face again. | risked alook
over my shoulder between pulls on the oar, and saw agreat claw reach



for the ship'stopmost mast; reach but not touch. Then did we climb
even higher upon the never-ending wave, and thewind hit usagain so
that the topmost mast was split in two, and the lookout till doft fell
screaming into the sea.

But, asterrible asthe wind was to our craft, it was far worse for the
great bulk of the Rukh. The bird screamed its frustration asit was
pushed away from our ship, and, asthe gale redoubled, it fell tumbling
end over end back toward the distant land from which we had come,
as helpless asthetiniest sparrow in the face of the great storm. A
moment passed, and the Rukh, so closeto crushing our craft inits
massive claw, was no more than asmall spot upon the horizon, and
then was completely gone from sight.

The crew cheered as one, happy, at least, to be free of one danger.
And the next great wave broke over our bow.

| waslifted bodily from the bench on which | sat. Inthat foolish
moment of eation, | had ignored the storm about me, and not looked
for something to secure me.

| redized, asthewater carried me doft, that | was headed over the
dde

Once again, | was surrounded by the sea. Except, thistime, | feared it
would beforever. What little light the storm had afforded left me, and |
descended into alightlessand airlessworld. | thought of moving my
arms and legs, to somehow struggle back to the surface, but, besides
thefact that | had never learned to swim, | knew the storm above me
would offer me no relief. Perhaps | had no choice but to prepareto die.

It was then that | heard the woman's voice.
"Y ou return to me so soon."

Only when | opened my eyesdid | redize they had been closed. | saw



abright, whitelight, surrounded by afigure of green. It wasthe sea
nymph, and the light was her amile.

Her strong fingers touched my neck just below each cheek. ™Y ou may
breathe now."

All my fear fled a her touch. | did as| was bade, and the water that
entered my lungs tasted as sweet as spring air.

After amoment, the nymph spoke again. "It isgood that you have
cometome." Her fingerslightly brushed acrossthe lids of my eyes.

| blinked, and my eyes seemed to become accustomed to this grest
ocean depth in much the same manner asmy lungs. | could seethe
maiden clearly now, every inch of her bare green flesh waiting, asif for
meto take her inmy arms.

| felt that | should speak to her inturn. | opened my mouth to try my
voice.

"| fear that | have not come voluntarily,” | admitted asmy own
somewhat muffled voice cameto my ears. "Thereisagrest Sorm
above, and | fell over theside.”

The nymph still smiled, though there seemed to be atouch of sadness
toit now. "I know of the storm," she said. "It must be, then, that | have
cometo you again. So beit. | am happy | was hereto save your life.

Y ou are meant for better things than a sudden death. Y ou are meant for
me"

| stared at this cresture, not human, perhaps, but dl too human in other
ways. | stared not from fear or amazement, but because there was no
way | could take my eyes off her beauty. Her hand touched my elbow,
and my skin there tingled with the warmth of adesert firein the coldest
night.



"l have come to seek companionship. | have been drawn to you, much
asyou lure sdlions from the seato mate with your earthbound mares.”
Her arms were suddenly about me. "Our races are more than
compdible”

Even here, in thisstrange new world, | could sense that compatibility. |
could especidly senseit when | looked a the woman's large, dark lips,
then let my gaze wander to her buoyant breasts, her tight stomach, her
flaring hips. If not for Fatima:

But what did | know of Fatima? A hand and alaugh, nothing more. Oh,
certainly, they were avery specia hand and laugh, the sort of hand and
laugh that one could expect to witness perhaps only oncein an entire
lifetime. But who knew if | would ever witness more than those e egant
fingers and that voicefit to grace the paaces of heaven? And who
knew what the remainder of Fatima even looked like, dthough, now
that | thought on it, | was quite certain she must be magnificent!

Here, now, | had awoman before me that presented her whole form to
me, the very opposite of the unknown Fatimal Although, now thet |
thought onit, | knew the curves and crevices of this creature's body,
but | wasn't too sure asto her exact species. And | had aquestion or
two asto the exact nature of my present location, not to mention how |
managed to ftill be dive. Still, here wasthis fantastic cresture, who by
her actionsinvited meto couple with her here, and live with her forever
within the ocean depths.

It occurred to me then that a stay forever within the ocean depths might
be percaived by certain individuas as one definition of drowning.

"| can see you are not quite prepared to make your decision,” the sea
maiden stated with remarkable prescience. "I shall return you to the
world of the surface. But first | have afina task."

Shedrew closer till to methen, and placed her lipsfull upon mine,



"Now you will again be ableto breathe air,” she said as she released
me. At that instant, | doubted | should ever breathe again. "Once you
return to the surface, al will be asit was." Shereached out asingle
finger, and ran it down the length of my nose. "Ah, but we will meet
again. And thethird time shall be something specid.”

With that, she seemed to sink beneath me. At firdt, | thought she was
svimming away, but then | redlized shedid not move at dl, and it was
l, ingtead, who wasrising. | blinked again, and al below meturned to
darkness, but above me | could seethelight of the surface world.

| could aso see something floating upon that surface; something that |
hoped might be my salvation. It appeared from below to be an odd
collection of logs, roughly tied together with rope. Still, it looked solid
enough. Perhaps the sea nymph had truly saved me.

| grabbed for the edge of the raft as| broke through the surface and
took agreat gasp of therain-laden air. The ssorm was il al about me,
but the waves seemed to have abated somewhat, and | was ableto
clamber aboard.

| stared straight into the face of another man.

| cdmed mysdf after amoment of fright. Thisraft waslarge enough for
two. And the other occupant looked to be an older man, somewhat
disoriented by thisturn of events. | thought it best to offer him my most
humble grestings.

Helooked at measif | had not spoken at al. | wondered if he

was blind or deaf or both. Now | felt as disconcerted as| had imagined
him to be.

"Do you speak?' | asked far too bluntly.

At that, he smiled broadly. "Greetings Thisisthefirs timel have ever
hed avistor upon my flimsy craft!”



S0 he had chosen to speak to me at last. "Yes," | answered quickly,
eager to strike apositive note. "1 must gpologize for my abrupt arrival.”

The other man suddenly frowned. "Of course | speak. Are you deaf?
Did you not hear my greetings?'

"Well, most certainly!" | blubbered. "I did not wish to offend-" My
voice died in my throat. Why did | fed this conversation had grown out
of control?

The other man's anger seemed to soften, if only atrifle. "Wéll, you
should gpologize, but for your rudeness, rather than your arrival."

| decided to follow the other man'slead. "Wdll, | will certainly
gpologizeif-"

"Y ou certainly have offended me!l" the man screamed suddenly. "'l warn
you, | am agreat magician. Who do you think quieted the greet fury of
thisgorm?'

But, even if | could make sense of this conversation, | had no answer to
his question, for | saw agreat shapeloom out of the rain behind the
other man, ashape that |ooked much like asailing ship.

"A ship!" | cdled. "Bound sraight for ud If you aretruly amagician,
you must do something!"

The older man chuckled asif he had not heard me. "Wdll, perhaps| am
hasty, and should accept your gpology, after dl. It isamazing how
compliant people become when they redlize you are amagician!™

| recognized the carved figure upon the bow of the craft before us, and
redized | would never learn the answer to theriddle of the magician's
conversation, for we were to be sunk by the very ship that carried the
rest of my company!



For the sake of form, | screamed.



Chapter the Ninth,
in which what happened before
becomes clearer than what happens now.

"Ah," the elderly man acrossfrom me spoke asif it were every day that
you were about to be smashed to bits by an onrushing ship. "Why
didn't you tell me?*

"But | did-"

"It does no good to scream,” the other fellow replied with afrown. "No
time for emotion, no, no, no. A spdl iswhat iscaled for here.”

| was shocked into silence. Had | screamed?

Wéll, | had, amoment before. Odd that the magician should bring it up
now. Perhaps, | decided, my most prudent course of action would be
the continuation of utter silence. My companion on the raft seemed well
pleased with my decison as he snapped hisfingersthree times and
made three mystic passes while muttering three words of grest
complexity, none of which | had ever before heard.

The ship, which had been headed straight for our tiny raft, appeared to
be veering to our left. Strangely enough, it also appeared to be sinking.
Would the magician scuttle the other craft in order to save our lives?
Thiswould never do! Somehow, | had to put astop toiit.

"A thousand pardons, O great magician!" | spoke rapidly yet politely,
doing my best not to offend the respectable and-as | now saw-no
doubt enormoudy powerful gentleman again. "But must we doom these
othersto save ourselves?’

"What was that you said?' the mage asked with some confusion. "But
you did what! The youth today! How do you expect to have a
respectable conversation if you do not finish sentences!”



| felt once more like adinner guest who arrivesto discover hisinvitation
wasfor an entirely different season of theyear. | stared a the magician.
It was asif the man were having this conversation in another place and
time entirdy. | glanced back at the sinking

ship. Perhaps, | thought once more, | should not attempt to speak to
thisman at al, but should communicate exclusively through some other
means, such as grunts, sign language, or elaborate and detailed written
notes.

However, dl was once again not asit had first seemed. Aswe turned
back toward the craft which | had once called home, | had an abrupt
redlization. That ship was not actually in the process of snking at all.
Instead, the raft, and both of uswho sat uponit, had riseninto the air
above the waves to the height of one grown man standing upon the
shoulders of another, and we were flying to the right-hand side of the
gtill water-bound craft.

"Oh," | said, more an exhaation of surprise than an attempt at further
conversaion.

"Oh, thisisredly too much!" the magician cried in exasperation. "Who
exactly am | dooming, and how?I'll have you know | only usethe very
most positive magics, and am offended that you should imply anything
ese" Hewaved atattered deeve over theside. "'l want you off this
raft, young man, a once!"

Dooming? | thought. | hadn't said anything about doom. Well, actudly |
had in that last speech | made some moments before. It wasrather like
his delayed reaction to the scream. Perhaps, | thought, this older man
hed difficulty hearing and recognizing thefiner points of conversation.
On answering him thistime, | therefore spoke dowly and carefully, so
there could be no error.

"| gpologize, good Sir."

The magician flew into apogtiverage. "Oh?Isthat al you can say is



'oh'?"

Oh, indeed. | blinked. | frowned. | blinked again. It was asif,
whenever | made an utterance, he would only then hear that thing which
| had spoken before. Would such a circumstance be possible?|
redlized now that | was dedling not only with amagician here, but with
actual magic in practice, a subject about which, despite recent
encounters with aseanymph and djinni, | was till woefully
underinformed.

But | was not without hope. Should this oddity of delayed hearing
indeed be true, my conversation with the magician, athough naturaly
confusing, might still be possible. If, however, as| now assumed, my
audience experienced this postponement in hearing, then the mage had
yet to listen to my apology. It was therefore up to me to speak again.

"I believe | can seethe problem,” | said, perhaps being more bold than
| should when addressing so greet, abeit confused, a personage.

"Apologize?' the other man barked. "Only now do you gpologize?"

Yes, it gppeared that | was very much tagging along with the correct
caravan. | was further encouraged to remark: "We are having some
difficulty communicating.”

"Problem?' the till furious magician retorted. "My only problemis
removing you from thisraft."

| decided then that the direct approach was best. "Y ou are not hearing
what | am saying.”

"A difficulty that will shortly be resolved,” the magician reassured me
brusquely. "If you do not wish to go voluntarily, there are ways to make
you go. | shdl turn you into agnat or aguppy or something else equally
inggnificant!”



Gnat or guppy, my resolve could not waver. | swallowed, and
continued. "My lips! Look a my lips! Do they match my words?'

"Communication?' the magician raged, gpparently quite beyond reason.
"I'll show you how | communicate, young man-" His hands once again
flashed a hissides. "With magic!"

This had better work quickly. | could aready imagine the gnat wings
gprouting upon my back as| shrank to inggnificance. If only | could get
him to understand! But how could he understand something that he
hadn't heard? And-again | realized-he would not be able to listen to my
last gpeech unless | made another.

"Thereismagic afoot herel" | ingsted.

"Lips? Words?' The man frowned as he squinted a me. Then, asif |
had performed some magic of my own, dl the anger ingtantly went out
of him. "Oh, dear," he continued, now the voice of concern rather than
rage, "thisisaproblem. Are you ensorceled?’

Me? Under the power of sorcery? Did not this greaet magician even
redlize the nature of hisown affliction? Still, | should proceed with
caution. It would do no good to once again anger this powerful

gentleman.

"Beg pardon, Sr," | therefore said, "but | believethat it isyou who are
under aspdl.”

"Magic indeed." The mage nodded his head sagely. "And powerful,
too, to change the very nature of speech.”

| brashly continued, knowing that he should hear my words eventudly.
"Y ou do not hear the thing that is said to you, but instead hear what has
been said before.”

"Me?' the mage replied skepticaly to whatever | had said amoment



before. Thistalking to someone out of step with you was atricky
business. "Y ou obvioudy know nothing about the nature of magic!”

Ah, dear. | could fed the anger once again brewing behind his brow.
"That ismost certainly true," | continued with great earnestness, "bui |
believe that both of us are endowed with certain powers of
observation.”

But the mage's face grew red and puffy. "I'll have you know | hear
perfectly well! Smply because I'm old does not mean that | am deef!"

"l did not mean-" | began and ended immediately, once again totally
undone by the conversation.

But the magician was anything but undone. "Certain powers of
observation!" he raged. "Are you saying that you observe that I'm deaf ?
Whether you are dready cursed or not, young vagabond, | once again
can seeagnat pdl inyour future!”

He seemed to be growing angrier by the minute. Perhaps| wastrying
to communicate with him on too complex alevd. If weweregoing to
verbalize a dl acrossthis supernatura barrier, | should begin by
presenting smple concepts. | redized | must start again, and quickly, if
| did not wish to experience gnathood.

"I do not wish to anger you," wasthe smplest, and truest, thing that |
could say.

"Thereyou are, not finishing your sentences again!™ he fumed. This
speech delay seemed to become more difficult by the moment. But
might there not be away to defeat this clever sorcery?

What, | consdered, if | said the same thing twice? Would he not hear it
properly the second time? It was certainly worth the effort.

"l do not wish to anger you,” | said again.



He looked at me blankly. "Now what? Speak up! | can't hear aword
you aresaying!"

| had not imagined he would stop hearing me altogether. Perhaps, |
considered, that ideawas not so clever as| had thought. " Oh, dear,” |
remarked.

The magician grunted with some satisfaction. "And well it isthat you
should not anger one of my power and encyclopedic knowledge of
gnat spells.” Still, he seemed somewhat calmer than before. At last |
hed said the right thing.

"But what do we do now?" | said, more thinking aloud than continuing
the conversation.

The mage's frown degpened. "No need to repesat yourself. | know you
don't wish to anger me. | heard you thefirst time!"

Oh, no. Now he was no longer responding to the last thing | had said,
but instead the statement | had made before that! | realized then that
my idea had not been clever inthelesst.

| must admit, at that moment, that | felt arare moment of total
frugration, and lost my usud porter'sresolve. "This conversationis
getting usnowherel” | screamed in anxiety.

"Oh, dear, indeed,” the magician agreed with something | had said far
too long ago.

| waved in perplexity at the air about us. Should thisraft fly on forever,
with us eternaly unable to communicate?" Should we not land?' |
further shrieked.

The mage nodded, asif he might have even heard my question. "1, too,
have consdered what we should do next. Thisflying spdll istaxingin



the extreme. But say-why do we not land upon that nearby sailing
vesd?'

So saying, he again snapped hisfingers, waved hisarms, and said three
completely different words than the ones he had used before, dthough |
found these new words no more familiar. Theraft hated abruptly, then
began a gentle descent toward the ship, which had now somehow
positioned itself directly beneath us. At least, | thought as we settled
upon the deck, if the magician and | could not communicate, we were
thinking in the same generd direction.

The magician smiled upon me with abenign tolerance for my ignorance.
"So | have rescued us both, still in perfect health. My magic is as potent
astheday | first donned these robes!” He waved at the surrounding
crew members as the raft settled upon the deck with the dightest of
bumps. "To think someone might accurse amagician as powerful as
myself!" He had agood laugh over that one.

| looked up from where | now sat at the exact center of the ship. The
crew had gathered around usto ring theraft. And | recognized dl too
well the angry tone of their collective voices.

"I do not think we are welcome guests,” | remarked grimly.

"Conversation?" the magician blissfully replied. "Well, yes, we can
certainly tak later, after we have made our greeting to our new hosts!"

The crew'sgrumbling grew louder. | heard the usua low mumbling
about signs, omens, and portents, but added to that were further
remarks about curses, banes, and scourges.

"Y ou may haveto be prepared for aless-than-friendly reception,” |
cautioned the mage.

Helooked a me with consternation. "Land? But we have landed.
Sometimes, my boy, | think your mind has been pressed too hard from



the weight of the goods you have carried above your head.” He smiled
upon mein afatherly fashion. "Y ou are a porter, are you not?"

How could he possibly know that? In my surprise, | did not speak this
time, but smply nodded.

"Ah." The mage grinned the grin of thetruly knowledgegble, an
expresson | had become far too familiar with from seeing it repestedly
upon the face of Achmed. "I have aknack for guessing occupations.
Part of being awizard, | suppose.”

He was a so awizard who appeared to take no notice of hisimmediate
surroundings, for | could swear that the restive crew that made up
those surroundings seemed about to surge forward and take our lives.
From somewhere beyond their amassed and angry might, | could hear
the captain caling for them to stand aside or face dire consequences.

But ill, the magician across from me seemed blissfully unaware of the
bent of the mob that surrounded us. Perhaps, | feared, he could only
hear the first threat after the third threat had been uttered. Or mayhaps
his curse was such that he heard the crew's background mumblings not
at adl. Whatever his problem, he stood and greeted the crowd in amost

respectful fashion.

"My nameisMaabaa," he spoketo dl those gathered around us,
"saventeenth in the noble line of Maabalas, dl great wizards and
greater princes, and al from afar-distant land which-" He paused, his
smiling countenance momentarily creased by afrown. "Oh, dear. Itisa
far-distant land that | seem somehow to have misplaced.” He shook his
head, and replaced hisfrown again with asmile. "But | assureyou, Sirs,
that isasetback which isonly temporary. | shal tell you al about my
homeland when next it comeswithin my inner view." He chuckled
humbly. "When one isawizard, one has so much on onesmind.”

The crowd, perhaps disconcerted by the abstract and uncertain nature
of the magician's speech, parted before us, and the captain strode



through, followed closely by my merchant namesake and histwo
atending servants.

"Greetings, O noble magician!™ the captain called. "For you strike me
asaman who uses magic for naught but good.”

"A good magician?' acrew member wondered loudly.

"The only good magicianisadead-" A second crewman left his
sentence unfinished after alook from the captain.

"My magic is of the purest sort!" Maabaareassured the crew. "I have
no truck with demons and the like, except to send them back to the
dark hellsfrom which they came!™ He turned to meand said in alower
voice, "l see what you mean about our reception. But | have handled
worse crowds than this."

Sinbad the merchant stepped forward to ask the next question. "Then
wasit your intervention that calmed the sorm?”

"Then heisagainst demons?’ one of the crew members shouted ina
somewhat more positive fashion.

"Perhaps he can banish our evil djinni!" another crewman agreed.
"Yes, it was certainly | who calmed the storm,” Maabaaremarked
with the sort of humility only practiced by men of grest power. The
crew cheered at that, and | realized that people were now speaking so
rapidly that it might also appear the mage Maabalawas holding a
rationa conversation.

"Truly heisagreat magician!" someone shouted.

"Now our voyage will be genuinely blessed!" added another.

Ma abdafrowned. "Did someone mention adjinni?"



"He stopped the sorm!™ athird crew member regjoiced. "' And banished
the Rukh!"

"Without doubt, nothing can happen to aship with so great aguardian,”
afourth continued.

"Well," the captain added in the loud voice of command, "perhapswe
should make our guardian comfortable so that the rest of us may return
to our work?' The crew returned quickly to their stations asthe captain
turned to walk among them.

"Rukh?' Mdabdafrowned. "l saw no Rukh!"

| looked down to see Achmed tugging upon my deeve. "'l fear that the
magician will soon haveto change his statement,” the lad remarked.
And thistime, even Achmed wasn't smiling as he pointed toward the
bow of the ship.

There, indeed, was afar-too-familiar black dot upon the horizon.
Perhaps the crew did have good reason, after dl, to be crosswith their

four passengers.

"It isthe Rukh!" someone screamed, hisvoice ingtilled with the proper
degree of terror.

Agan?| sghed. All this peril was becoming rather tiresome.

The great bird grew rapidly nearer, asif its quest for vengeance would
never tire.



Chapter the Tenth,

in which there is some cause for rejoicing
and some further cause for other things.

"Rukhs?" the great magician Mdabala said with an expression that one
might assume when one had recently esten an especialy rancid date.

“Ugh

Mogt of the crew seemed to no longer be listening, having once again
resumed what appeared to be their favorite pastime, that of running
amlesdy about on the deck and screaming for sdvation. The captainin
their midst was again shouting for order or some such. Hiswords were
againlogtinthe generd din.

"Their huge bloated forms blot out the sun." said Mdabaawith
continued digtaste. "The wind from their wings can ruin a perfectly good
dinner party." He paused to wrinkle his nose even further. "Have you
ever been caught beneath them when they have recently finished eating?
Fithy crestured”

"Rawn.” The Rukh was close enough so that | could again hear itshigh
and fearsome cry. "Rawn.”

But could our enchanted magician hear that cry aswell? And might he
stop his complaintslong enough to do something about it?

"Oh, enough of my reminiscence!" cried the mage, and thistime he
appeared angry with himself. "If | had been paying less attention to
distracting that Rukh before, and more to the weather, | perhaps could
have even gtilled the sorm!" He made three more mystic passes with
three more mystic words.

The cry of the Rukh was gone, and in its place was naught but the
sounds of seaand wind. | looked back beyond the bow, but saw
nothing but rolling waves and dmost cloudless sky.



The crew noticed the Rukh's sudden absence as well, and stopped its
participatory panic to raly about the magician.

"What has happened to the Rukh?" | called over their collective clamor.
"Three cheersfor Mdabaal"
"Truly heisaprince among magiciand"

"l sent him home," answered the ftill cdlm magician. "I may be
powerful, but | am also compassionate.”

"Do | hear correctly?' another voice caled out from the midst of the
crowd. "Have wefound aliberator to rescue us from dire misfortune?'

The crowd, which seemed to have become very proficient of late at
parting and reforming, once again drew aside to reved Dirk and the
Scar, who carried their ornate palanquin between them. They trotted
quickly acrossthe deck, asif the heavy box they carted weighed no
more than the fresh sea air through which they passed.

"Y ou do not have to cheer me s0," the mage said humbly. "All of usare
assigned atask inthislife, and | do no more than perform mine as best
| can."

Dirk and the Scar stopped directly before Mdabaa

"And may | ask the name of our liberator?" Dirk inquired in atone that
was more demand than question. He nodded curtly, and both he and
his even more ominous companion alowed the paanquin to rest gently
upon the ground.

"Ah'-the magician beckoned to the pal anquin with his peaceful
amile-"that isamost impressive gift that you carry between you. A
present for asultan, isit not?'



Malaba a's question seemed to greatly upset both of the heavily
muscled and no doubt extremely dangerous pair. The Scar growled
and took a heavy step toward the magician. But he halted his assault
when Dirk held up acautionary hand. So the Scar waited, like some
great beast who is only consdering the most propitious moment to
charge, while Dirk spoke in amost unreasonable tone:

"Y ou do not ask questions about thisweight we carry. Y ou have not
even seen this cargo that we share. And you have not answered my
first question, which I urge you to do with al speed.”

"Yes, agift, most assuredly,” Maabaa continued asif he had not heard
Dirk'sthreats, which, in truth, he hadn't. "I am good a guessing this sort
of thing. Something about me being amagician, no doubt. And to
answer that crewman there, | am both aprince and amagician. The
two occupations are quite complementary-" He paused and looked
aoft, asif seeking an answer from the bright blue sky. "-in that place
fromwhich | come," he concluded a moment theregfter. "Most
assuredly | shal remember my country of origin at any moment.”

The Scar resumed hislumbering attack. "I cuts his ears open so he
hears better!" he suggested pleasantly.

The smile on the mage's face suddenly fell. "I am Mdabala, which you
certainly would have dready heard if you had been listening but a
moment ago. And | am uncertainif | like your tone.”

"You are Mdabda?' Dirk laughed a that. "1 supposeif the same name
may be shared by amerchant and a porter, likewise might it befor a
great magician and an inept conjurer!” He waved to the Scar to lumber
even closer. "We can find far more than our tone to displease you. My
friend isvery credtive.”

"I did most certainly answer you!" Ma abala stated with an anger equa
to that he had shown me upon theraft. "And | shal ask whatever
guestions | wish, for | am dso quite certain that what you carry isagift



for asultan!”

Dirk only continued to smile. "It ismost unfortunate, but you are no
longer afit traveling companion. Please hold il while my partner
dispatchesyou.”

The magician raised but asingle hand in response, asif motioning the
two ruffiansto stop before thiswent any further.

With that, the Scar laughed in the most vile manner imaginable, and
made to attack the magician. But, though the villian's legs moved, and
the short but deadly blade he had pulled from his sash dashed through
theair, he came no closer to Maabala. Indeed, the Scar had no
reward for histroubles but adow rising into the air, where hisfeet and
knifeflailed about to no good purpose.

"And | recommend that your partner take some €l ocution lessons,”
Maabaafurther suggested. "I assure you he will have agreat ded of
timefor study in his present pogtion.”

"I killshim!" the Scar screamed from his new point of prominence. "l
killshim!™

But Dirk did not appear to be so stubborn. Instead, he bowed deeply.
"Perhaps we were the dightest bit hasty, O great magician. It occursto
me that you may indeed bear some resemblanceto a certain Maabala™

Maabaaswhole frame grew rigid with anger. "Isthat another threst |
hear?| warnyou, villains, your very livesarein peril!"

And before Dirk could speak again, he added: "More threats? Very
well. | hope you shall enjoy therest of your livesoncel turn you into
gnats™

Dirk fell to hisknees. "But there was nothing threetening in what | said,
good sr. Themorel think onit, you must be the great and powerful



magician that | have heard of! Truly, you do mistake my meaning!"

But Maabaasfury was not so easily calmed; especially because he
had not yet heard either of Dirk's last two remarks. "Youintheair!" he
demanded ingtead. "What was that you said? If you have any last
words before you are transformed into the most insignificant of insects,
you should most assuredly spesk up!™

So Malabala had failed to ascertain the last remark the Scar had made?
It was aremark, | now readlized, that the Scar had repeated.

| recalled with atouch of dread what happened the last time the
magician could not hear. But my fear was as nothing to what Dirk now
appeared to befeding. His smile wavered on his once far-too-smug
face as his knees shook below.

"O greatest of magicians,” his once-confident voice now wailed, "we
are but poor travelers, and are to be pitied for our ignorance!”

But Maabadawas dill lost in amuch earlier part of the conversation.
"Now he threatensto kill me? Being turned into insectsistoo good for
vermin likeyou!"

"Heislikeachild! Heangersessly, but it means nothing!" Dirk fell
upon al fours and began to grove in amost dedicated fashion.

The magician's next wordswere said in afar softer tone, but if his
earlier anger wasthetip of araging fire, this new tone was the white
heart of theflame.

"And he threatens me again?' was his question of smple but deadly
intent.

"But why do you react so now?" Dirk paused for but an ingant in his
cowering. "He threatened you some time ago and mmmbbb-no, that is
not exactly whffmmmm meant to say. Y ou will forgive me, O wiseand



most benevolmmmbbb of magicians, if | am not at my best inthe
presnnnn Stuation!” It was becoming difficult to distinguish many of the
ruffian'swords, since Dirk had now begun to crawl upon the deck like
asnake across the sand.

"Only now do you attempt to gpologize?* Md abaalaughed; a sound
totaly devoid of mirth. "Y ou must think me adoddering old fool to
imagine I might change my mind after you have offended me so0."

"Mfffmmm glbbbbb snssrrrzzz!" Dirk wailed into the deck. Or
something that sounded much like that.

The magician shook hishead with findity. "It istoo late. Y our
entreatiesfall upon desf ears" | consdered how much irony therewas
in the magician's words as he began his gestures and words of power.

Dirk looked up in the midst of hisgroveling.

"Bzzzz bzzzzzz," he remarked. He dgpped both hands over hismouthin
abject horror.

Maabala paused in the middle of hisconjuring. " Still you plead with
me? | do not understand. The spell should have begun by now. Words
should aready be beyond your diminishing abilities”

"Bzzzzz bzzz," the Scar further replied. His mouth opened in
agonishment as hisknifefdl from hisdack fingers.

"Y ou yet continue to spesk? Thisismost distressing,” the magician
fretted. " shal have to make the spell even stronger, to make you as
amall to agnat asagnat isto man!"

Dirk and the Scar became even more agitated at this, flailing their arms
about in what | soon realized might be seen astheir first attempts at
insect flight. Perhaps | should have been more concerned asto their
plight, for could not asimilar fate befal any man? Indeed, had not the



same gnaty fortune dmost befdlen me?

But still | could hear their many threats, not o much to the magician as
those earlier to my traveling companions and myself. At that moment, |
could only imagine that a higher justice was being served, and that these
two ruffians might be facing that which my merchant namesake so often
referred to as Destiny.

But | would be remissif | did not mention my second thought, for | lso
experienced the further redlization that, once these two were gone,
someone would be needed to tend to the mysterious Fatima. Who
better for such atask, ministering to her every delicate whim and
fulfilling her every specid desire, than an experienced porter?

"And now the spell," Maaba a stated with findity. " Say goodbyeto
your manhood, you insects of mora judgment!”

But before further mystic words could be uttered or mystic gestures
passed, there was another of those al-too-common explosions
overhead, anoise that sent Dirk and the Scar into afit of renewed
buzzing.

Ozzie had appeared so often by now that | did not even need to look
aoft. But for thefirgt time, there was a hope stirring in my heart, ahope
apparently shared by those about me, for even the crew remained
relatively quiet. We might again be confronted by adjinni, but now our
number included amagician!

"Something told me it wastimeto revisit my beloved Sinbads," the
voice of Ozzie boomed above us. Still, he did not inspire the fear that
had once been his. Had not Ma abala dispensed with the Rukh as one
might sweat afly? The magician would make equally quick work of such
as Ozzie, once, of course, we could get the magician's attention
concerning the matter.

"But | never expected to see Mdabaal" Ozzie continued. "Onewould



amost imagine there were forces a work here greater than the djinn!”
His sardonic laugh assaulted us with the force of thunder.

The djinni and mage had met before? Perhaps my hope was premature.
Reluctantly, | directed my gaze doft. | certainly did not carefor the
djinni'sunctuous smile.

"Madabadawas once very powerful, beforehe met me," Ozziesaidina
tone that, were he not adjinni, might be mistaken for kindness. "Were
you not, you pitiful, aged excuse for amagician?'

"What?' Maabala till spoketo Dirk and the Scar, completely
obliviousto the peril from above. ™Y ou only begin to buzz now? What
isit about my spell? Have | not properly accounted for the seaair?”

"Ah," the djinni added with achuckle. "Maabaa cannot hear meyet.
Apparently, he cannot hear anything that has been presented to himin
quite ometime."

Ozzie seemed to speak of this supernaturd Situation with adisturbing
familiarity. Could thisdjinni be respongble for the magician's curse? |
felt my hopes going the way of therainsat the end of spring. It did my
crumbling peace of mind no good whatsoever to hear the crew behind
me become equdly restive.

Mdabaafrowned at the Scar. "And now you buzz as well? Perhaps
the shifting of the deck benesth my feet has atered my mystic passes.”

"Come now, magician!" Ozzi€e's pleasant expression was replaced by a
frown. "How long will it be before you can answer? Even | find thistoo
annoying.”

Malabala paused again, hisexpression, if possible, even more
bewildered than before. "Eh? |s someone el se here?”

"l amavictim of my own spdl!" the djinni cried with frudration. "Very



well. It shdl al be undonefor the nonce." Two hands appeared
beneeath the giant head above, and abruptly clapped. "I hereby cance

al magicd™

"I cantak again!" Dirk cried before hefdl into fit of coughing. "That
buzzing wreaks aterrible havoc upon the throat!”

"What?' Madabaalooked skyward, only now aware of our demonic
vigtor. "Ozzie? Have | not banished you yet?!

Thedjinni chuckled. "Thiswould be amusing if it were not so pitiful.
And would al of you in the background stop screaming and running
about for amoment? | do find it distracting, and assure you that, should
you continue, | will do something quite horribleto thelot of you."

Then Ozzie's gaze shifted, so that he appeared to look directly at me,
and his next words convinced methat if | were not soon dead, it would
be because luck was no longer with me.

"Firgt, however, | must digpose of aminor annoyance,” he said with
that same damnably pleasant tone. "It istimeto rid thisdrama of the
fase Snbad.”



Chapter the Eleventh,
in which the very nature of power becomes an issue of some
concern.

So | wasgoing to die. Again.

How does one react when one faces peril with such regularity that it
has become the commonplace? Certainly, | did not panicintheway |
had thefirst half adozen timesmy life was threatened, and indeed,
could bardly even tdl if the crew behind mewasinvolved in their usud
collective hysteria. Instead, | gppeared to be gpproaching each new
threat with a gathering dispassion, and, as| examined this latest
fulmination, | considered the following thoughtsin the same way thet |
used to treasure smdl coinsin my days of employment asacommon
laborer:

Actudly, being called an annoyance might be a promotion from the
rank of porter.

Further, thisdjinni liked to hear himsdlf talk so much that perhaps|
could engage him in conversation to postpone my anticipated doom.

Possibly even more pertinent, the last time we were visited by this
gigantic head, he had been forced to leave under somewhat mysterious
circumstances. It aso appeared to me that this djinni, while being
gargantuan and virtualy al-powerful, possessed one area where he did
not gppear extraordinarily gifted, that being in the realm of intelligence.

Therefore, perhaps | could, through conversation, discover the nature
of the djinni's mysterious problem, or, falling that, at least confusethe
being to such an extent that | should find some other means of survival.
In order to accomplish al of this, | should haveto gain the djinni's
complete attention. But that should be like the games of childrento a
man who, in order to obtain regular employment, had to shout above a
chorus of othersin the marketplace.



"O most magnificent Ozzie, who could crash me asaman might kill the
most annoying of fleas" | began.

"Yes, that isthe least that can be said about me,” the djinni agreed
generoudly.

"O mogt glorious Ozzie, whose head fillsthe sky like asecond sun,” |
further illuminated.

"Widl, | wouldn't gotoo far," the djinni replied with achuckle. "But then
again, when you are talking about something as wonderful asadjinni,
going too far ishardly possible.”

"O mogt bresthtaking Ozzie," | continued, certain now that at least the
firgt part of my plan would succeed, "whose voice carries like thunder,
but whose true power is so grest that it cannot be compared to
anything as commonplace asthe sun or storms.”

"You arevery learned for aporter, aren't you?' said Ozzie, positively
beaming.

"I hateto interrupt,” Maabaainterrupted, "but if you're done
complimenting this spawn of evil, I'd liketo get back to banishing him."

"Oh, be agood magician and go clean your robes or something!" Ozzie
retorted. "Remember, | can dways reverse my magic remova spdl!”

"Magic remova spel!" Maabdasnorted derisvely. "What asilly idea
Do you take me for anovice?' He paused to ook down at his deeves.
"But ismy robethet dirty?"

Ozzie spoke again to me. "Are you surprised that | know that now?
The bit about the porter, that is. Well, | did haveto return to my
employer to straighten out athing or two." He chortled. "And my
employer does have away of discovering the true nature of things.”



"There appearsto be atear here and there aswell." Ma abala shook
his ragged robes self-conscioudy. "Persond hygieneis sometimes
difficult when oneislos at seaon araft.”

"But my employer has given me very specificingructions” the djinni
continued glesfully.

"What?" Dirk demanded, interrupting the djinni's bubbling effuson. The
thug seemed to have findly shaken off al effects of Mdabaas spell,
and, from his stlance and the tone of hisvoice, was once again his
bullying sdf. "Areyou here agan?'

"Oh, yes, | am," thedjinni replied, hisvoice amixture of superiority and
surprise. "And gpparently so areyou. You'll excuse meif | didn't
recognize you. At firgt | had mistaken you for avery large gnat.”

Dirk flinched at that, but regained his brutish composure dmost
ingantly. "Do | haveto get rough with you?'

With that, it was Ozzi€stimeto lose his composure. "Rough with me?
So soon?' The djinni paused, greet furrows forming in the upper region
of hishairless cranium. "But | had it under good authority that you were
under an enchantment.”

"Wait amoment!" the magician exclaimed with great enthusasm. "'l
remember my past! Do you bdlieve | didn't even redize | had forgotten
it?"

"Oh," Ozzie said with the great downess of one who only now begins
to understand, "you were under an enchantment before, weren't you?
Hebit alip the size of ariverbank with atooth aslarge as your average
mosgue. "It wasthat thing | did to get rid of the magic, wasn'tit? That
whole Maabadathing." Ozzie made atsking sound with atongue
dightly larger than our ship. "Me and my impatience.”

"Wel?' was Dirk'sonly reply.



"Wadll, toodles!" Ozzie attempted to grin again without success. " Sooner
or later, you know, Sinbad will be mine”

Dirk only glanced & the head.

"Well, perhaps much later." And with that, the djinni again disappeared,
and | found myself staring up into acloudless sky.

"Yed" Mdabdacdled tono onein particular. "Yes And my brother,
too! How could | have been such afool ?"

"Well, I'm glad we were able to make some things clear around here,"
Dirk declared. "And now, magician, let ustak plainly here'-he flapped
hisarms around for emphasis.-"without threets asto who wields the
true power inthisbzzzz bzzzz bzzzzzz!" Then again, perhaps he flapped
hisarmsin arenewed attempt to fly.

Thewizard'swords of reply affirmed only what | aready feared.

"Pardon me?' Malabalareplied. "I can see your lipsmove, but | can
hear no words." He frowned. " Could you possibly be enchanted? That
sort of thing seemsto be going around." He paused again. "Now, what
was| saying? Oh, yes, | knew where| came from." Y et another, even
longer pause ensued. "Well, | did know where | came from," he added
a lagt, "afew moments ago.”

So not only was the djinni gone, but with him had gone dl hisworks,
both good and bad. | felt atugging upon my deeve. | looked down,
and once again saw the smiling face of Achmed.

"It isgood to see that you did not become a permanent visitor among
thefishes," the youth remarked pleasantly.

Tomy initia surprise, | found even this expresson of sentiment
touching. In the great city of Baghdad, one porter is much the same as



any other; now that | had embarked upon an adventure, though, | had a
certain importance in the regards of my fellows. To be of honest
consequence was quite anew experience.

In actuaity, as| had timeto reflect uponit, | found it adl morethan
touching; | was beginning to fed abit unnerved. Not only did my eyes
grow moigt, but | could fedl my knees begin to shake. The way the
boat rocked beneath me, | was sure | was going to collapseinto a
quivering heap at any second. | reflected that perhaps | reacted to
more than my newfound importance, and was not so used to facing
danger as| had thought.

"Bzzzz bzzz bzzzzz," Dirk and the Scar chorused asthey flitted about
the deck.

"Now, wherewas |?' Maabalamused. "Oh, yes. Somewherein the
midst of turning apair of neer-do-welsinto insects!" He reached out
both of his hands, right hand above I€eft, in what gppeared to be aprime
conjuring position. He frowned, and moved hisleft hand above hisright.

| took adeep breath in an attempt to calm myself. "l seemtolead an
eventful life," wasadl that | could think to say.

"Lifearound my merchant master isaways eventful," Achmed replied.
"But ill you seem to survive these events rdlatively unscathed, muchiin
the same way as my master. Perhaps the very name Sinbad leads its
bearer to acharmed existence.”

| consdered the youth's statement. There were many words | might use
for my recent experience. "Charmed" was not among them.

"Now let me examine my handiwork," Maabalamused as he closed his
left fist and opened hisright hand so that his palm pointed toward the
sky. "I must know how far my subjects have come before | determine
how much further they haveto go."



So the mage was about to complete hisinsect spell upon Dirk and the
Scar. But didn't he redlize what the consequences of that culmination
might be? Even in my somewhat weakened and perhaps permanently
bewildered state, | realized there was a subtle balance of power at
work here. As| could see by their current buzzing and running about
the deck, Dirk and the Scar could easily be kept in check by Maabaa.
But, even though he did not redlizeiit, the magician wasin turn
controlled in someway by the evil Ozzie. And the only thing that
appeared to keep the djinni in check was some secret power held by
Dirk and the Scar.

If Malabaa succeeded, and Dirk and the Scar were indeed changed
into insects, it would disrupt thistriangle permanently, and perhaps
doom Malabalaand the rest of usto theworst of fatesthat the djinni
might devise. As unpleasant as those two ruffianswere, | therefore
could not alow the spell to reach completion.

"Wait!" | cdled to the magician.

"Ah," Madabdareplied to the last gatement made within hishearing. "1
notice that the recipients of my spell are now doing nothing but buzzing.
Such an advanced state will require some minor adjustment.” He closed
his right hand and extended the fingers of hisleft, pam toward the deck
of the ship.

"Y ou must not do thid" | added.

"Areyou taking to me?* Maabaasaid as he turned toward me, his
hands gill extended. | fervently hoped that his spells and gestureswere
not purely directiond in nature. "Why should | wait, especidly for a
porter?

"Thereismore here than isimmediately apparent, O wise magician,” |
hagtily added, doing my best to add a polite deference to my feding of
panicked trepidation.



"I must not cal you a porter?' Malabala demanded. " Such effrontery! |
warn you, | have not completely forgiven our last encounter!”

"Bzzzz bzzzz bzzzz2!" the Scar remarked as heflitted by.

"Then why doesit take you so long to say so?' Maabaareplied to my
last comment with afrown. "I do wish you would spesk more directly.
These days, it sometimes seems like my conversations teke forever.”

| felt the same way. Still, | had to persevere, for the sake of usdl. "l
fedl there are great magics at work here."

"Now, you are buzzing?' Mdabaalooked to the ends of hisragged
deeves. "Oh, dear. | should be more careful wherel point these hands.”

"Bzzzz bzzzzz bzzzzz," Dirk remarked on hiscircuit of the deck.

"I should certainly say there are great magicsat work here" Mdabda
retorted. "Am | not agreat magician?' He paused to frown at the
semitransformed ruffian. "But why do you speek intdlligibly again? And
why isyour voice that of the porter?'

This conversation was once again not proceeding in the most
advantageous of directions. How could | broach the answer without
again offending the magician? | could but try: "I fear that you yourself
are under aspdll, O greatest of conjurers.”

"Oh, dear, porter.” Maabala made an unfortunate gurgle in the back of
histhroat. "There you go, buzzing again. | must remember, especidly
when | am angry, that | need to contain my magic." He opened both his
hands and wriggled hisfingers. "Howsoever, | am surel can devisea
quick corrective spdll.”

| took awary step backward. What would happen if he tried to turn
me back into aman when | hadn't already been turned into anything
else? This magic was atricky business. But how could | get himto



redlize things were not exactly as he perceived? Last time | attempted
to dter the spdll, | had only made matters worse.

Stll, aporter isnothing if heisnot persstent. Maabalawas hearing the
right things at incorrect times. | decided, therefore, to make the wrong
things sound correct.

"Bzzzz, bzzzzz bzzzz," | ventured.

"Thegdl!" Mdabdacried asheturned again to Dirk. "A magician of
my stature under aspell?1f | was not aready in the midst of turning you
into agnat, that remark aone would be sufficient cause!” He began to
wave both hands, fingers extended, in Dirk's general direction, but
paused as quickly as he had begun. "Still, I wish | knew how you were
doing that trick with the porter's voice."

| swallowed, my throat no doubt dry from itslong exposure to seaair.
Perhaps this misunderstanding was working to my advantage at the
moment, after dl. "Whilethislowlifeis certainly totally unwarranted in
hisquestions,” | said, beginning where| believed Ma abaa perceived
himsdf, "even |, though | have afar more limited knowledge of magic
than alearned man like you, fear there might be more at work here than
isreadily apparent.”

"Bzzzz bzzzz bzzzzzz," the Scar remarked as he siwooped abouit.

Thistime, the magician nodded thoughtfully. "There you go, porter,
buzzing again. However, whét this scarred fellow says has some merit.
My spell seemsto be bouncing amnong you. Perhapsthat crafty djinni
has |eft some residua spells about thet are till affecting some of our
company. For onething, why is everybody dwaystaking with the
porter's voice?'

So Malabaawould listen to reason, at least after afashion. | did my
best not to become too excited until | had managed to get him to fully
understand the Situation.



"Pardon my impertinence,” | said, "but | fear thereismore at work here
than even the djinni's spdlls.”

"Bzz bzz bzzzz bzzzzz!" Dirk remarked, flgpping hisarms
even more quickly as he legpt over ever greater expanses of the deck.

Malabalas face was creased with afrown. "Even as great amagician
asmysdlf could beincorrect. Unlikdly, but not impossible. Thereis
obvioudy something wrong with the speech patterns here.”

He closed both conjuring handsinto figts. "1 should forgive the
impertinence of some of your suggestions. After al, you are not
yoursaves. It ismy firm.belief that the evil Ozzie has enchanted dll of
you. Thissort of thing isasubtle business. Only agreat magician like
mysef would be immune to such an assault!”

But Maabala had turned everything completely about! He must be too
closeto the spdll, and theredlity before usdl was still beyond the
mage's grasp. How could he beimmune, hearing everything asit
actually occurred, while all therest of uswere cursed to say things
before we redlized we were saying them? How unlikely.

But, | redized, it was not impossible.

Could thiswhole ship be cursed? Was| truly buzzing asMaabda
believed, and so completely enchanted that | did not redize it? Who
could say no? And besides, what was that humming in my ears?

| shook my head to clear it of errant thoughts and noises. | had had
enough of idle conjecture. It mattered not who was truly enchanted, so
long asthe wizard's recent course of action went no further.

"Then you will not proceed with your insect spdl?" | asked.

"You are correct,” the wizard replied after the Scar had buzzed on by.



"There are excessive enchantments here aready at work. Perhapsit
would be unwise to increase the magic hereabouts. Things can happen
when there istoo much bewitchment that even aconjurer of my gifts
might have trouble coping with."

Malabaaturned back to me with what seemed alook of genuine
compassion. "The onething | am sorry about isthat you will be cursed
with that buzzing for the time being. It wili wear off eventualy"-he
glanced askance at the dtill sprinting ruffians- "aswill these other Sde
effects, solong as| do not complete the spell.”" He flexed hisfingers as
he placed hisarms back at his sides. "'l suppose | would be more
serioudy concerned if you were more than a porter.”

At that, the magician exhaled, and seemed to waver upon the deck, as
if agreat exhaugtion had overcome him. "Still, | am not

at my best," he admitted as he again managed to balance himsdlf against
the pitch and roll of the ship. "Might someone know where might
obtain some new robes?"

Sinbad the merchant stepped forward at that. * Achmed, if you would
take him down to our storesin the hold? After the service he has
performed for us, the least we can do isrefurbish his outfit.”

Thelad took the magician by the hand, and led him across the deck to
the hold as the merchant turned to regard me.

"Good porter,” my elder namesake said, "you have done us a great
sarvice here, inacrigsinwhich | was not enough in evidence.”

Now that | thought upon it, what the merchant said was quitetrue. |
wondered if the vicisstudes of along and largely pampered life had
changed this once-great adventurer into the cowering specimen | had
witnessed during our recent troubles. Jafar stepped up by the
merchant's Sde and cleared histhroat noidly.

"If itisin my power," the other Sinbad quickly added, "I shall seethat



you get not only your hundred dinars but an appointment upon my
household staff."

New events had been appearing with such frequency that | had dmost
(but not quite) forgotten about the hundred dinars. And now | was
offered an gppointment to the merchant's household staff. It would be
rather nice, al indl, to give up my pottering for an accommodating job
inalarge and stately home. Jafar saw fit to clear histhroat a second
time

"Certainly," Sinbad further remarked after aquick glance a his aged
magordomo, "my mind has been greatly occupied by thingsthat | have
discussed with Jefar.”

"The Rukhisnot agood sign,” Jafar agreed.

The elder Sinbad shook his head rgpidly and again launched into
conversation before there could be any more throat-clearing upon his
servant's part. "For some reason, Jafar believes that we may be dueto
visit some of the locations and events of my past voyages. | am not sure
of his precise reasoning-"

"Y ou have not heard the talesas many times as|," Jafar interrupted his
master.

"But | have been the onetelling them!" the great and revered Sinbad
objected.

"Still, you have not had to hear them," Jafar ingsted. "Thereisa
difference. Having listened, at the very least, repesatedly to your
adventures, | have had cause to notice certain patterns of events.

| fear | can discern these same patterns about to repeat themselves
within our present circumstance.”

"Simply because a Rukh pursues us?' Sinbad demanded.



"The storms" was Jefar'ssmplereply.

"Therearedways stormsat sea," was Sinbad'sinitia reply. But then he
added, "Wél, perhaps not so much at thistime of year. And there did
seem to be something not particularly naturd about those storms, didn't
there?'

The dderly servant did naught but nod.

"However, for your conjecture to betrue,” the noble merchant replied,
"we should then encounter those whom | met upon my third voyage.”
He paused, and into his eyes came that dreamy ook that men always
get when recounting their greatest achievements or relating their

deepest desires.

"It was on the third voyage," he began, "when my ship was driven
inexorably toward the Ide of the Apes. But the apes were not what we
wereto fear themost.”

His story was interrupted by a cry from the lookout far overhead. We
all looked aloft as that crewman announced he had spotted a ship upon
the horizon.

"But the gpes were what we had to dedl with first," the famous Sinbad
added when it became agpparent that no further information would
immediately follow from above. "For they swarmed over the shipwitha
fearsome screaming and baring of teeth, so that al the crew and
passengersfled to the nearby idand, only to seethe apes sailing our
ship away asif they were men!" Sinbad shuddered. "No one knows
what happened to that ship full of apes.”

"Until now," Jafar added.

| was about to ask the aged servant what he meant when the lookout
cdled downto usagain.



"Captan!" heydled. "On the other ship! Thereis something amisswith
the crew!"

And, after amoment's pause:

"They do not appear to be human!™



Chapter the Twelfth,

in which what has happened on other voyages is considered in
unfortunate per spective.

"Thisisprecisely what | feared,” Jafar said with remarkable poise.

The wise Sinbad took a moment to begin speaking again. "l am afraid
that the most andlytical of al my servantsisagain correct. It isindeed
asif my lifeishappening dl over again." The merchant mopped his
brow with the back of an equally moist hand. ™Y ou heard, O porter, of
my first voyage back when | till had aroof over my head. My second
voyage, including my first encounter with a Rukh and my unfortunate
decison to eet its egg, | managed to summarize between recent
moments of terror. Jafar hasimpressed upon me now that | should tell
certain facts concerning the rest of my voyages.”

"All of it, O grestest of tdletellers" Jafar said with asurprisngly severe
tone.

"Even those bits | have been known to omit in the past,” the honorable
Sinbad admitted with a certain shamefaced humility.

"Including the two-headed cyclops," Jafar warned, "O most gifted of
truth benders.

"Eventhat?' The once-wedthy Sinbad stared moodily at the deck. He
sighed, and spoke again. "'l suppose my adventures have not dways
been as noble as they seem. But would you want to stage huge dinner
parties, with your guests consuming a sultan's ransom in delicacies that
you have obtained from about the globe, and then beforced to tell
them how you were less than adequately prepared a sometimefor the
danger that was to come? Perhaps, in the interest of agood story, |
have stretched the truth ever so dightly.”

"Tdl dl, O master of fabrication," Jafar ingsted.



"Not that | have made them more fabulousfor my greater glory,” the
scrupulous Sinbad continued, hisface the very mask of misary. "Inplan
fact, in many cases, | have made them lessfantastic, to cut out, shall we
say, cartain ambiguities.

"The cyclops," Jafar prompted.

"After the gpes, of course, there wasthe ogre.” Theillustrious Sinbad
sghed asif hefdt the great weight of the truth. "When the gpes took
our vessdl, we found oursalves trgpped upon thistiny idand, which held
but one great house, and in this house lived a creature who liked to
make his meals of men. He began by eating the most corpulent among
us." The subgtantid Sinbad hugged hisample frame. "At thetime, | was

quite gaunt.”

Jafar was once again prompted to make anoise in the back of his
throat.

"Yes, the cyclops," Sinbad added with al speed. "When | have spoken
of the ogre, | have generdlly omitted the fact that he had two heads.
Thingsin life are not dways so clear-cut asthey arein sories. One
head was very persuasive, but the other was nothing but abesst. You
would agree tota ly with the first head asthe other one ate you. Each
head had one eye-a pair of cyclops, you might say-so that, between the
heads, the creature had the usua complement of two. Howsoever, he
also had two mouths, and one of them needed congtantly to be fed.”

"Suchisthedichotomy of life," Jafar replied wisdly.

"Therest of the story ismuch as| havetold it before" He barley
glanced a Jafar before he continued. "Well, not precisdly. | did devise
aplantokill the giant and escape upon alarge raft that | built with my
fellows. But when the day came for action, the ogre, who somehow
divined our intentions, was so wild and bestid that we but managed to
knock him over both of his heads with great lengths of wood, rendering
him unconscious." He waved away any objectionsthat his magordomo



might have. "Yes, yes, | know | used to say that we blinded him. It
somehow sounded much more poetic than clopping him over the head.
The truth was that once the giant had fallen, we were dl quite afraid to
do anything further in case we might wake the creature dl over again.

"That being the case, the remaining crew ran quickly for that spot
where we had hidden our grest raft, and we immediately pushed
ourselves out to sea. But before we were twenty feet from shore, the
cyclopsreturned.”

Theincreasingly fastidious Jafar began to clear histhroat.

"Certainly," the ever-more-discomfited Sinbad added instantaneoudly,
"l used to spesk of afemae ogre, more horriblein appearance than the
onewe had blinded, who led her mate to shore and added to our
destruction. It was another plot device, which, like others of itskind,
aas, leadsto certain holesin the plot. My guests, fortunately, have
aways been too busy stuffing themselves and imbibing fredly to ask me
wherethisfemaewasdl thewhile her partner was wolfing us down
one by one; aswdl asignoring such pertinent facts as. If | saw the ogre
edt us one after another, then what, perchance, did the female eat?

"But that isnot the point." The miserable Sinbad pushed back his
turban, which had begun to creep forward upon his dampened brow.
"In redlity there was naught but the male, and he took one great stone
after another, and threw them at our retreating raft. Three of those
stones hit, and knocked al but three of usfrom the raft, but those of us
who remained managed to row to such adistance that even the giant
Cyclopssmissles could no longer reach us.™

Sinbad paused at last and dlowed himsdf to amile, asif telling the truth
hed findly released agreat weight from his soul.

"And?' Jafar prompted.

The merchant Sarted a bit at the sharpness of that single word. "Wéll,



the part about the giant snake was more or less exactly as| had
reported it," Sinbad said.

"Then report it again,”" Jafar pressed, "O most honored delinestor of
prevarication, for our young companion should know of the truth
beforeit again repeatsitsef.”

"Very wel," the newly unostentatious Sinbad replied. "At last, we three
remaining survivors rejoiced, for what we thought were favorable
currents had led us to another idand, which seemed from our vantage
point offshore to be aplace of great tranquillity, laden with great copses
of treesfull of many fruits and coconuts. And we discovered thisidand
just at the proper time, for our raft, which had been made quickly and
out of what meager materias were available upon the Ide of the Apes,
wasfaling gpart from acombination of the grinding force of waves and
the briny, soaking effect of the seawater upon our makeshift ropes, so
that by the time we reached theidand, our conveyance had become
little more than a collection of loosely connected logs.”

Sinbad sighed, a certain Sign he was warming to thetale. "Once we
landed upon theidand, we redized, however, that this place was not
the salvation that we had wished, for at dusk we spotted a giant snake
the length of ten tall men. It was the color of blood, and dithered across
the sand toward us with astonishing speed.

Weran to anearby grove of trees and began to climb, but the great
snake was faster, and caught the last of the three of us, and swallowed
him in but one extremely noisy gulp.”

The loquacious Sinbad continued with the ease of one at last well
familiar with histae. "We noticed the following morning that the snake
was no longer in evidence, and surmised that it preferred to deep while
the sun was high in the sky. So we did our best to explore the small
idand whilewe wererdatively safe. The two of us considered building
anew raft, but reglized that, with so many members of our crew now
dead, and we that remained greatly weakened by days at sea, it would



take usfar too long to completeit. Still, we took what knives and other
utens|s we had managed to save between us, and, before the sun could
fal too far in the west, felled some good-sized branches to begin our
task.

"But the sun did fal, asdo indeed al men and other creaturesin their
time, so we thought to take the precaution of climbing aparticularly tall
tree, and, nestled in the upper branches, be out of the reach of the
fearsome serpent.

"But the great snake did sneak upon us, the sound of its dithering
movements|ost benegath the rustling of palm leavesin the wind from the
sea It was only through the great good fortune that | had sat dightly
higher in the upper branches than my fellow that | escaped and he was
swdlowed in two great gulps, giving him only enough time to scream
horribly before he was devoured.”

Jafar cleared histhroat yet again.

"Yes, well," the merchant amended, "1 was dso ableto climb faster
than my fellow. | was very spry in my youth. In addition, | have dways
been well motivated by fear." He looked askance for thefirst time at his
elder servant. "Thistotad honesty tendsto disturb the rhythm of my
tales, don't you think?"

"It isonly through this honesty that we defeat what isyet to come,”
Jafar said with areason befitting hisyears.

At that, the recacitrant Sinbad once again submitted to his servant's
wisdom. "So must every man accept the sum of hisyears” hesaid in
that kind of singsong that one dways hears associated with
pontification, but then the cheer returned to hisvoice as he further said:
"But | have not yet finished my story.”

"You should do it quickly,” achild's voice piped up, and | redlized that
Achmed once again stood behind me. "The apes are amost upon us.”



| looked away from the merchant then-for | had become enthraled by
histale, honesty or no-and noticed that a subtle change had taken place
upon the deck before us. While Dirk and the Scar had dowed down to
merely walking about the forecastle and buzzing ever so occasiondly,
some other crew members seemed to be getting back into the habit of
running about and making noises of their own.

"l have left Mdabala safely belowdecks,”" the young servant explained
when heredlized his master had ceased to speak. "He seemed too tired
to even examine anew set of robes, preferring instead to crawl upon
the top of one of the bundles and immediately fal adeep.”

"Fast adeep?' Sinbad the merchant asked with afrown.

Achmed nodded. "I tried gently to wake him, but he steadfastly
refused.”

"It isbest not to toy with magicians,” Sinbad agreed.

"We dtill have to worry about the gpes, O most maingering of
speakers,” Jafar reminded his master.

Ah, yes, the gpes. It occurred to me that we had first heard of their
gpproaching ship sometime ago. "They do seem to be taking their own
timeto get here, do they not?' | asked.

"Who can fathom the thought processes of beasts like that?' the other
Sinbad sagely counsdled.

"It isno doubt also our great good fortune that apes are not well known
for their navigationd skills" Achmed added with hisusua good cheer.

"But they will arrive eventudly. Continue your story quickly, O master.”
Jafar paused and frowned, obviously concerned that he had spoken
such animpossibility. "Well, at least so quickly asyou are dble.”



"Very well," Sinbad rgoined, once again well pleased to betelling his
tale. "During the daylight hours, | looked about theidand for ahiding
place or some other way to escape the snake, but there seemed to be
none. | stared out to sea, but could see no ships upon the horizon. |
could do nothing but return to building my raft, and hopethat | could
assemble enough of it before nightfall.

"My hopes vanished as | looked to the position of the sun to the west.
Alas, | had taken so long exploring the idand and seeking a nonexistent
ship to rescue methat al but an hour or two of daylight had fled. There
would not be enough time to build any sort of araft.”

"The gpes are taking more time than necessary to get here,”

Achmed remarked as the merchant paused to take a bresth. And yet |
thought | could hear thefaint cries of beasts carried by the strong sea
winds.

"Quickly, now, O master of verbosity," Jafar urged.

"But, looking upon the branches we had felled so recently”- Sinbad
spoke more rapidly, athough he did not seem to be decreasing histotal
number of words-"an idea came to me, and | strapped those pieces of
wood about my body using theropes| had managed to devise-" Jafar
cleared histhroat again. "Oh," Sinbad added, "1 suppose the manner of
devising isnot important. But | did manage to pad my person with a
great amount of wood as nightfall approached. And, as the sun sank
below the horizon, the snake camefor its evening med. But, aswide as
the snake's mouth was, my wood-laden body was wider, and the
snake could not fit its mouth around me."

"Mogt excdlent,” Jafar interrupted. "1 believethat isdl our young friend
needsto know."

"But | am only now reaching the best part of the story!" the merchant



protested. "Where | am rescued, and-"

"And the captain of the ship,”" Jafar summarized for his master, "hearing
your pitiful story, said he would give you the goods of amerchant who
had been lost upon aprevious voyage. And he said, these are the
goods of Sinbad the Sailor, which astonished you, for you did not

recognize the captain-"

"My master never does," Achmed interjected. "Heisterrible with
faces™

"-but you took these goods and traded them to great advantage,” Jafar
continued, "returning to Baghdad an even richer man than you had been
before”

"Well, yes" Sinbad protested, "that is the essence of it, but what about
the rhythm, the mgjesty of my telling-"

The merchant was interrupted by agreat scream upon the part of the
crew.

"Apparently the apes have arrived,” Achmed remarked as he darted
quickly toward therail. "And it appears,” he called back, "that they
wish to board ug”

Jafar was not at al surprised.

"It beginsagain,” he said with findity.



Chapter the Thirteenth,
in which there occur some unflattering comparisons concerning
apes and men.

| pushed my way through the ever-more-panicked crew until | could
see what was happening beyond therailing. There was avessadl much
the same sze asours, with fully fifty crestures milling about upon the
deck. But the crew of this other ship, though they wore the same robes
and leggings as the crew about me, showed by their bent, shuffling gait,
and their hirsute faces and heads, that they were not human in the lesst.
Though dressed as men, thiswas a crew of wild gpes, and, from the
proximity of their ship and the shouted command of the well-dressed
ape who must serve astheir captain, it did indeed appear they were
about to board us.

"We are doomed!" a crew member shouted close by my ear.

"Ook, oook ook!" an ape caled from the other craft.

The situation certainly did seem to be savere. Still, there was something
about this other craft that appeared somehow disturbingly familiar.
Whatever it might be, it kept hope dive within me.

"Perhaps,” | dated, "there is some way we might reason with these
cregtures.”

"Y ou have never met wild apes before," wasthe elder Sinbad's
miserablereply.

"That may be an advantage,” Achmed added cheerily.

The boy's remark surprised me. Did the youth a so notice something
about this other craft?

"All islogt!" another crewman yeled from farther up the deck.



"Scree scree hoo! " one of the distant apes seemed to call in return.

"Wemight aswdll throw ourselves overboard,” aparticularly
vociferous crewman wailed, "and subject ourselvesto the mercies of
the open seal”

"Hoo scree gibber ook ook ook scree scree scree hoo hoo ook!"
wafted over from the other craft.

| redlized then that, while | had been looking for some small smilarity
between what occurred on these two vessdls, the resemblance was
instead very great indeed. | took one morelook at the crewmen
running and screaming around me, then returned and studied the
frenzied movements and shrieks of the nearby apes. Despite the fact
that one ship wasfilled with humanity and the other with beasts, both
crews gppeared to be acting in an amost identical fashion.

| thought about those stories | had heard concerning the race of apes,
and how, in their movements, they sometimes mimicked the race of
men. But the actions of these beasts seemed to go beyond mere
imitation. In point of fact, one particular collective action seemed dmost
to entirdly rule out the possibility of imitation, for exactly as our
crewmen did everything in their power not to look at the approaching
ship, so did the vast mass of the apes only look over upon our vessdl in
the mogt furtive of fashions. Perhaps the apes were more than mere
ravaging beasts. Perchance, as this new evidence showed, they were
every hit asfrightened aswas our own crew.

The ships grew ever closer. Our crew screamed. Theirs ooked and
gibbered. Perhaps, | thought, these other creatures were not quite as
frightened as those immediatdly about me. Certainly, enough of the
apes seemed to be obeying their captain's orders so that they would
eventually run their ship againgt ours and then board us. Our captain, in
the meantime, was screaming his own ordersin an attempt to repel
those boarders, but absolutely no one on this ship save mysdlf
appeared to beligtening.



A voice even more used to command than the captain's roared above
the hollering throng:

"What exactly isgoing on up here? How can you expect meto get any
rest at al with such acommotion! And to whosoever isthe perpetrator
of this cacophony, | warn you, too, that it is extremely unwiseto disturb

adesping magician.”

The crew about me quieted somewhat at the threat. | turned to see
Malabala once more among us. He did appear much morethe
professional magician in the degp amber robesthat Achmed had
provided him. He also appeared even more perturbed than | had seen
him before,

"We are about to be boarded by acrew of wild apes!” | called to him
over the reduced caterwauling.

Malabalafrowned. "Eh? Speak up. | cannot hear you over dl this
noisal™

His deep, then, had not affected the curse he was unde.

Unless, | considered, the magician was correct, and it was all therest
of uswho labored under the djinni's spell. Whatever the truth was
mattered not, though, unless | could somehow inform the wizard asto

the severity of our predicament!

The crew screamed with renewed vigor as our craft shook. The other
ship must have collided with our own.

Thefirgt of the gpes vaulted onto the deck before me.

"You must deviseaspell to saveud” | cdled to the magician as|
turned to face thisfirst boarder.



"Apes?' the magician called back to me. "Yes, | can seethey are apes.
| may beaold, but | am far from being blind!"

Malabala had, of course, not heard my most recent statement. But if
the wizard spoke further, | did not hear himin turn. All my attention
was focused on thisthing before me.

The creature was afull head shorter than |, but compensated by being
twice as broad in the shoulder as mysdlf. Its powerful arms hung so far
below the deeves of itsrobesthat its knuckles dmost scraped the
rough boards of the deck. It regarded me with two small, deep black
eyes, st far gpart initsface, aface that actually seemed to hold a
remarkableintdligence, at least until that moment when the creature
opened its mouth to show two sets of razor-sharp teeth.

So | should haveto fight for my life. | realized then that | held no
weapon or other means of protecting mysdlf save for my wits.

The gpe lifted its great armsto ether Sde of its massive shoulders.
"Scree!" it demanded. " Scree scree!™

How was | to reply? Perhaps, | thought, there had indeed been
intelligence within those bestid eyes. Perhapsthis cresture would
respond to reason, after all.

"I most humbly beg your pardon,” | began quickly, "but we have not
been formdly introdu-"

"Scree!" The ape beat upon its chest. "Ook ook scree!™

| realized then that the gpe and | were quite possibly having a
fundamentd differencein communication. At the very least, begting
upon one's chest did not seem to me to be an automatic sign of
friendship and understanding.

"Stand aside, porter!" Maabaa caled from behind me. "1 shdl devisea



spell to neutralize these beastsl”

From my position near therail, | could see another dozen pairs of
hirsute arms climbing the side of the ship with darming ease. "Please do
so quickly, O great magician,”" | shouted over my shoulder, "for there
are dozens more of the creatures clambering up the Sdes.”

"A spd|?" the magician shouted back. "Why do you call back what |
have only barely said? Has the appearance of these apes addled your
bran?'

The firgt ape advanced upon me, and | decided that an addled brain
wastheleast of my worries. But | feared that my further communication
problemswith the wizard might result in that sort of delay by which my
brain might cease to function forever.

A pair of hairy hands reached for my neck. The creature was so close
that | could smell itsfetid bregth.

"Ook!" it demanded. "Ook ook!"

What could | do? The creature did not appear to be prepared to listen
to human speech. And yet, in its repetitions of sounds, it did express, in
its own strange way, adesire to communicate.

A porter isaways very adaptable to the needs of hisemployers, for
their small payments mean the difference between afull belly and
starvation. Perhaps, | thought, | needed to be as adaptable to the
present circumstance.

"Ook," | replied.

The ape's powerful hands paused but inches from my throat. " Scree?" it
inquired.

So | wasdill dive. In some way, then, | had indeed begun to



communicate with thisbeast. Redlizing | had little to lose but the threst
of imminent rangulation, | tried again.

"Scree" | said with authority.

"Scree?" it replied, then turned to the others of its kind who even now
were climbing over therailing. " Screel” thefirgt gpe announced. " Scree
ook!"

"I seem to have established some sort of rapport with these creatures,”
| said to those around me.

"We can plainly seethat there are other gpes on board!" Maabala
replied. "One of you others should get this poor demented porter out of
the way before he harms himsdif."

But I would not so easily be pushed from the center of thisdrama. |
thought about the way in which the gpes had acted on board their own
ship, and how they had seemed amost as frightened as the men about
me. | suspected now that perhaps the apes meant us no harm, but had
instead been thrown in our direction by that very Destiny that my elder
namesake was S0 often prone to mention. Perhagps we might even
devise someway

in which ape and man could work together to solve Sinbad'sriddle.

But how could | speak with them so that they might understand? | had
heard this ape before me utter two distinctly different sounds, each of
which seemed to have a separate meaning. Perhaps, | thought, things
would become clearer if | said the two of them together.

"Ook scree,” | remarked to the ape.

"Ook scree?" the gpe replied in astonishment. He turned to hisfellows
inagreeatly agitated state. "Ook scree!™

"Ook screel” they al chorused with equal excitement. "Ook screel” Al



the apes on board turned back to mein great anticipation.

Thismost recent event caused meto pause. | redized now that the redl
problem was how | might speak with them so that | would be the one
to gain understanding. Perhaps, | thought, | could achieve even more
positive resultsif | turned the two sounds around.

"Scree 0ok," | further spoke.

"Scree 00k?' thefirst gpe cried, the excitement in its voice replaced by
agrest anguish.

"Scree 00k?" the other apes added in acollective wall. " Scree ook ?"
Whatever | had said, the apes seemed no longer content to merely
watch me, but instead approached me with their clawed hands
outstretched and amurderousintent in their eyes.

Wheat had | said to upset them s0? There was no way for me to know.
More importantly, however, waswhat | might say next. From the angry
looks upon the apes faces, | redlized | must say it hurriedly:

"Scree 0ok 0ok scree ook ook!™

The apes dl paused and regarded me with open mouths.

"Ook?' thelead gpe said to itsfellows in great astonishment. " Scree
ook ook scree ook ook! Hoo hoo ook gibber?

At that, the apes made a sound that sounded disturbingly like laughter.

Aspuzzling asthislast reaction was, | decided it was better than being
pummeled into oblivion by alarge collection of hairy arms. | decided to

try again:

"Gibber. Hoo hoo ook ook. Scree scree.”



The gpes were screaming with laughter now, and dapping their hands
againgt each other. The more complex the group of sounds | made, the
more the apes appeared to enjoy it.

"Perhaps | underestimated your abilities,” Maabaasaid a my side.
"Thank you, O great magician," | said most humbly.

"Ah," the mage replied with an understanding smile. " Speechless at the
approval of asgreat aman as mysdaf? Believe me, porter, you are not
thefirgt. Still, you do not need to address me in the tongue of the apes,
athough | assure you that | understand that language well enough.”

He knew the language of the apes? The hopethat | had thought
extinguished within my breast once again showed the faintest of sparks.
What could | do but beg for an explanation:

"Oh, tdl meof thislanguage, O great magician!”

"It wasSmplicity itsdf," said Mdabdawith that tone of humility only
employed by those who bdlieve themselves anything but humble. "I
replaced the banishment spdll that | had been preparing with one that
would facilitate my understanding of their speech.”

| supposed that this salf-congratul ation was only what one should
expect from someone of Maabalas exated station. However, it was
not bringing me any closer to atrue understanding of my predicament,
especialy consdering that the so-recently-entertained apes now again
appeared to be turning restive. There was naught for me to do, then,
but to proceed in my dia ogue with the wizard from smple begging to
outright pleading.

"Mease, O greatest of wizardd" | cried with perhaps not the calmest of
voices. "Could you but give me some examples of the exact meanings
of some of the exchanges | have had with the gpes?’



"But | have dready begunto tell you of thelanguage!” Mdabdacried
in exasperation. "1 swear, O porter, you seem to communicate with the
gpesin afar better manner than you do with me." He sighed, and
continued in amuch camer tone. " Still, asthe wise man says, you
moved forward upon the proper extremity with your very first
gtatement, complimenting them upon their fine, shiny coats."

| had done that? How clever of me. | waswinning agamel did not
even understand.

"l am unsure of some of the things you have said, however," thewizard
further related. "Especidly that next bit. Apes do not appreciate
fasehoods. They have very strong arms and sharp teeth, which they do
not hesitate to use at the dightest provocation.”

Upon further reflection, | decided that perhapsthe game | played was
too dangerous. | waited in fearsome anticipation of the wizard informing
me as to exactly what error | had committed.

"Still, I admired your courage,” the wizard reflected, "when you
declared ablood dudl againgt their finest warrior.”

Oh, dear. A smple ook and scree could convey ablood duel? This
didn't sound likeagameat all.

"Of course," Maabaadiscoursed agreeably, "dl duelswere forgotten
with what you said next. What a bold and daring way to save the rest
of the passengers and crew! And may | be thefirst to congratulate you
on your impending marriageto their queen.”

Marriage to their queen? Cursed be the moment | first attempted an
ook with my teeth and tongue! The apes began to advance upon me
once again, not, | discerned now, to tear me limb from limb, but to join
mein eterna bondage to one of their own.



There seemed to be agresat variety of information conveyed by this
smplest of languages, threatening ablood duel a one moment and
proposing matrimony at another. Could these various ooks and gibbers
have an assortment of meanings? | considered those other human
languages | had heard during my service asaporter in the grest city of
Baghdad, and how inflection and tone could change the very definition
of the words used. Perhaps intonation had something to do with
meaning among the apes aswell. Perhapsit was the pleasant tone | had
been using that had gotten me into this marriage trouble.

| therefore attempted to scream my next statement in as angry avoice
as| could manage. "Ook gibber gibber scree ook ook ook!"

The apes thought the statement was even more hilarious than my last.

"An interesting ploy, porter,” Maabaaremarked with admiration. "It
was anoble attempt, but doomed to failure. Anything you say now will
be treated as no more than ajoke. Their queen has been seeking anew
mate for avery long time. | doubt anyway that apes care that greetly
who cleansther sanitary facilities”

One ape used his elbow to poke another intherib cage. "Ook gibber
ook screg," he said shyly.

"Scree scree screel” the other replied with great enjoyment.
"Ook scree gibber gibber!™ athird chimed in merrily.

This exchange before me brought anight chill to my heart. Their actions
reminded me of nothing so much, asagroup of bored porters
exchanging ribald jokes upon adow evening. And | felt in this casethe
witticisms must be at my expense.

"The gpes are having a conversation of some merit." Malabdaturned
away from me as he addressed the rest of the human crew. "The
porter, of course, has dready perceived ageneral sense of their



discourse. For the rest of you, however, | will give arough trandation.
Of course, it has do to with the wedding." He paused for amoment as
the apes continued, the magician no doubt slently rephrasing the ape
vernacular into terms humans could comprehend. " Something about a
beheading if the porter is unable to perform. Apparently thereisquitea
ritud involved." He smiled warmly a& me. "But with your understanding
of the gpetongue, | am sure you will be able to handle any difficulty.”

When | considered it at alater time, | believed it was that mention of
beheading that caused my resolve to snap. | had trusted my luck far
beyond the ability of my wits. And didn't Madabaaredizethat hewas
the one who failed to comprehend?

"l don't understand anything at al!" | screamed in the magician's ear.

Mal aba aregarded me with amixture of pity and continued
noncomprehension. "Why do you gibber at me? It's a shame that your
human speech has none of the subtlety of your dialogue with the gpes.”

But my endless quest for understanding was momentarily forgotten
when, at that intent, the apes seemed to break into what | could only
describe as asmian version of poetic song, delivered in achord style:

"Ook ook gibber scree,
Gibber scree gibber scree,
Hoo hoo ook, ook hoo,
Gibber scree gibber scree.!”

"Ook!" the firgt ape cdled to me when he and hisfellows were done.
"Ook screg!™

With that, the magician's face took on alook of grest astonishment.
"Now they are Snging? How talented are these creatured! Itisalittle
ditty about the wedding night, laced asthese ditties are with the usua
hyperbole. That is, if apes are capable of hyperbole." He paused to
shake hishead in amazement. "I would think that that particular act



would beimpossible. Perhgpsif you had atail." And then another
pause. "WEell, perchance apes have more saminathan humans. | tell
you, porter, with every passing moment, | have more respect for your
courage.

| could think of nothing elseto say, at least to the magician. Whatever |
tried to communicate, he would only hear that last thing | had said some
time ago, whatever that was. Unless he heard my words coming from
the tongues of gpes and their words pouring forth from mine. How
could | overcome acursethat | didn't even understand?

Obvioudy, Maabaawasto be of no hdp at dl. | would haveto utilize
whatever wits| gtill had about me to extricate mysdf from this
predicament. There was but one comfort to this Situation; | could
imagine no way that it could get any worse.

| decided to continue talking ape:
"Ook! Ook ook ook ook!™

"The gpes bdieve that suggestionishilariousaswdl,” Mdabda
trandated through the smian laughter, "adthough they do admit your
recommendation for the use of bananas in human sacrifice has some
meit.”

Wi, that hadn't made the Situation any more paatable; dthough, as|
thought on it, | redlized Maabaawas probably trandating something |
had actually said earlier. Thiswhole process made my head hurt.

Whatever the solution, | realized it couldn't be accomplished on ooks
aone. | needed to mix my sounds more judicioudly.

"Scree," | beganin aleve tone. "Ook scree gibber hoo.”

Malabaatrandated one of the ape's responses, either to what | had
just said or to something from earlier in this conversation. "No, the apes



cannot take the entire crew to witness the wedding. However, they fed
it was very thoughtful of you to ask."

| suppose there was some consolation in knowing that, while | wasto
be sacrificed to inhuman lust, at least | had spared dl my traveling
mates from any sort of Smilar bestia fate. Howsoever, before | could
take solace in my martyrdom, the lead ape ambled up to my traveling
companions and pointed to Achmed, Jafar, and the merchant Sinbad
with aremarkably human gesture.

"Ook?' the gpeinquired.
"Ook," | replied, since further words failed me.

Malabalafurther interpreted. " The apes have answered that, seeing
such graciousnessin alowly human, can they do otherwise than return
the politeness? Therefore, they will dlow you to choose afew othersto

accompany the wedding party.”

Then that wasthe answer | had just given the gpe. | wondered what
that answer was.

Thefirst gpe turned to examine the wizard. " Scree?" the gpe queried.
"Scree," | answered, since something of the sort was expected of me.

"Yes," Mdabala continued, "your three companions may accompany
you."

| felt terrible. Through my thoughtless remark, | had doomed Achmed,
Jafar, and the other Sinbad to share my fate. If not for them, |
wouldn't-well, now that | thought uponiit, if | had never met them, |
wouldnt be here at thismoment. Still, whileit may have been fully
judtifidble, | did not consder it charitable to force anyoneinto my
gtugtion.



Achmed looked at me and shrugged. "It isthudy that the macaroon
fdlsgpart."

But the first gpe had moved onward, and now stood before Dirk, the
Scar, and the palanquin that hid the mysterious Fatima. And now,
presumably, the ape would ask me whether or not | would like to bring
these three dong aswell. Fatimal My heart ached to think that not only
would | be married to agorillabut that | should never see my Fatima
again. Not, of course, that | had seen the entirety of her thusfar, but |
cherished the possihilitiesinherent in that hand and that laugh. Still,
there was no way | could subject anyone asfair and delicate asthe
woman in that box to the horrors of aship full of apes. And, to be truly
telling the truth, | would not missthe lost companionship of Dirk and
the Scar.

So thistime | would have to answer the gpein the negative. | waited
for hisword; what wasit to be, an ook or a scree? Nonetheless, |
wished | were better informed pertaining to what answer | had given
concerning the magician.

The gpe pointed at the two men and the litter.
"Gibber?' he requested.

Gibber? What should | say to that? | knew that two ooks equaed yes,
and had no information yet on the result of two screes. It did not help
that both Dirk and the Scar glared ominoudly in my direction as|
attempted to make my decision. Neverthel ess, two of anything might
mean yesin the gpe tongue. | therefore decided | should venture
something entirely different.

"Hoo hoo," | replied.
"Now the gpe and the porter have decided to bring dong the silly old

fellow in the bright robe." Maabala paused. "Isthat apereferring to
me?'



| experienced grest relief. Apparently, two of anything did indicate the
affirmative. | may have doomed Achmed, Jafar, the merchant Sinbad,

and Malabala, but at least my beloved Fatimawould be safe. The ape
waved a the captain and the rest of the crew.

"Ook?" the creature asked again.

Thuswe had returned to the first question, oneto which | knew the
answer. It occurred to methat, knowing what | was saying for the first
time since the apes had arrived, perhaps | could undo dl that | had
done. For if | wereto answer even this sweeping questionin the
affirmative, may haps the apeswould decide | had again asked for too
much, and would thus leave everybody save me behind.

"Ook!" | responded with greet force.

"They have decided to bring the two big men and the lady in the box as
well," Maabalacommented in the driest of tones.

"Ook ook!" the first gpe commanded, and, at his order, another two
dozen apes swarmed on board the craft.

"Ook?' | replied, more from total bewilderment than any desireto
communicate.

"Some of us areindeed fortunate that the porter decided to leave the
captain and crew behind,” were Malabalas find words before he was
borne aoft by a brace of apes.

| had? But | said ook. | decided that there was no doubt about it.
Language wasindeed atricky thing.

| had no time for further thoughts, for | was picked up in turn and
carried upon the shoulders of half adozen apes.



| had apremonition that | was about to attend awedding.



Chapter the Fourteenth,
in which our porter's troubles cease to add,
but begin to multiply.

| had aso reached another of what were becoming all-too-frequent
revelations.

This situation with Maabaaand the apeswas, to say the very leadt,
unique in my experience. Howsoever, it had taught me an important
lesson. Before | met the merchant Sinbad-could that only be aday
ago?-| had thought that the worgt that might happen to aman wasto be
helpless before the forces of chaos; to be lost to the overwhelming
might of nature, or the supernaturd, so that one'sfate wastotally
beyond one's control.

Only now did | recognize how wrong | had been. There wasindeed
something worse, far worse, than having no conception of what wasto
happen next. And that was to have that same conception of what
would happen next, but only after it actudly happened.

Thiswasthe very nature of Mdabaastrandations, which seemed, in
keeping with his curse, interpretations of not the most recent thing
spoken, but the thing before that. And that curse the wizard suffered
appeared sophigticated in the extreme, for it seemed to delay both ape
and human speech so that the mage could keep them completely
separate, and so confuse me to an even greater extent. Before, | had
feared the djinni's magic. Now, | admitted grudgingly, | admired it as
wall.

So were my thoughts as | was carried bodily by the apes away from
my sailing vessal and onto the smians craft. There were no doubts for
my future. | had no future worth considering so long as the anthropoids
plansfor me continued on their present course; and, as | took afina
glimpse at the ship we had so recently vacated, | saw the captain and
crew quickly man the oars and row away from usasrapidly asthey
could, so | could expect no help from that quarter, either. Beyond that,



| wasin the hands of that Destiny that my elder namesake was so fond
of.

It was the hands of the apes, however, that lowered me down upon the
deck of the second ship. The others quickly followed, so that | was
soon joined by my three origind traveling companions, aswell asthe
magician, and the two ruffians and their palanquin. From the cries| had
heard behind me when | wasfirst hoisted dloft, | imagine Dirk and the
Scar at first attempted some resistance. They were soon overwhelmed
like the rest of us, however, for there seemed to be anever-ending
supply of apesthat overran the deck. So did the two join us now;
disheveled, disgruntled, but essentiadly unharmed.

"Ook," thefirst gpe addressed the hairy fellow dressed in acaptain’'s
garb. "Gibber ook!"

"Ook?' the Ssmian captain asked as he regarded me with some
amusement. "Gibber gibber scree!™

The anthropoid crew found thisdl highly amusing. But the captain
quickly cut short their mirth, barking a series of what could only be
commands.

"Even the captain, it appears, greetly admires our porter's courage,”
Malabaa once again interpreted. " The queen of the apesiswell known
for her formidable nature.”

So | wasto be married not only to an ape but to aformidable ape. The
wise men have often spoken of the peace that descends upon hewho is
about to die. | have already mentioned that so much had threatened my
welfarein these past few hoursthat I, through either an increased
familiarity with danger or being in aperpetua state of tota shock, no
longer immediatdly fell into an attitude of tota feer.

Themorel thought on this marriage, however, the more | redlized it
was far more than mere death. The queen of the apes might be ableto



keep me dlivefor days, weeks, even months. And to what ends?
| again became afraid.

"Help me, Owizard," | cdled to Mdabaa

"Scree! Scree gibber!" the captain shouted to his crew.

"Why do you scream?' Maabaaasked me with atone of genuine
curiosity. | had screamed? Perhaps | had, in the recent past, say, when
| was overwhelmed by apes. Screaming was the sort of thing that was
becoming acommonplacein my existence.

Jafar stepped forward and bowed. "My master wishes you to know
that you have our condolences.

The merchant pushed the mgjordomo aside. "In these matters, | must
speak for mysdf." Hislarge hands grabbed at his somach, so that he
wrung large quantities of fat as he spoke. "l am afraid | can do little for
you in this circumstance, even upon those promiseswhich | have
aready made. It is certainly a shame about those hundred dinars. Rest
assured that, once | do obtain the money, it will be used to construct a
suitably tasteful monument to your sacrifice.”

| was grestly affected by thisadmission. "1 would liketo thank al of
you," | said dowly, careful not to become, overwhemed by my
emoation. "In these few short hours, my life has been changed and
enriched.” On acertain leve, | genuindy meant these words. Still, it
was a shame about those hundred dinars.

"Help?' Mdabdainterrupted. "How do you need help?'
At lagt, the magician had managed to hear my words. | decided to

answver him swiftly, before | had any further distractions. "What gift |
had for understanding these apes seemsto havefled me."



"Wedding nerves, no doubt,” Achmed commented.
"Y ou need help to be thanked?' Ma abala asked in some confusion.

"No!" | shook my head with asubstantia energy. "1 need you to
trandatel”

"Why hasyour ability fled?' Malabaaasked at. last. "Of course, | am
constantly amazed that someone as Smple asyou, who imaginesthat as
great amagician as| could possibly be under aspdll, should have such
an ahility at al. Still, | have heard sories of Smpletonswith huge
memories or agreat facility for numbers. Thisis no doubt the case here.
At least thefateswill be served, for in marrying an gpe you shall seek
your own leve."

"O great wizard, take heed!" was my responsg, for | wasfar beyond
taking offense a such a powerful yet confused mage. "We need your
adif weareto survive."

"Trandate?' Maabaas eyebrows rosein comprehension. "Most
certainly. Why did you not say s0?"

Thewizard findly understood, and barely in time, for the captain of the
apes strode between us again.

"Ook! Gree ook!"

"They will give you afew momentsto prepare yourself for the queen,”
Mdabdainterpreted.

The door to the space bel owdecks swung open and dammed against
the deck.

"Scree scree ook!™ the captain commanded.

"Areyou prepared to meet your bride?' was Malabaas delayed



explandion.

But | had turned upon hearing the loud noise, and saw asight | would
not be prepared for were | to live to be a hundred times a hundred.
Thought after thought raced through my head, most of them futile
visonsof escgpe. But my morerationa mind told me the following:

Among the race of men, the male tendsto be larger than the female.
Thisdoes not hold true, though, of all of the species, and, if the queen
wasa al typicd, it ssemed to be anything but the case among this

vaiety of ape.

She strode across the deck, surrounded by an honor guard of ten male
apes, al of whom appeared to be far smaler than she. But asto her
true sizel could do naught but conjecture; and that conjecture was not
of the most pogitive nature.

Perchance it was the many white vellsthat covered the mgjority of her
form and cloaked her face; the manner in which they blew in the sea
wind made the creature beneath seem more the Sze of atent than a
sngle being. Or perhapsit was the occasond glimpse | received of
arm or leg as her tent flaps-rather, her dress-blew away from her body.
If the captain and the other apes about me had biceps twice the size of
those of men, the appendages that | saw under that gown resembled
biceps not at dl, but rather begged comparison to tree trunks covered
with hair.

"Yes," Maabadasaid as he placed a reassuring hand upon my shoulder.
"I shal dowhat | can for you." He spoke asif he had actudly heard the
last thing | said to him. Perhaps, | redlized, | had screamed again.

"Ook scree ook!" the captain remarked.

"Presenting the queen,” sadd Mdabda

| felt heavy ape arms upon my shoulders, forcing meto my knees.



"Ook scree ook gree greech hoo hoo ook!"
"Kned!" was Maabalas somewhat redundant trandation.

"Ook gibber," the captain continued. He functioned, apparently, asthe
officia spokesman, or-more properly-spokesape, for the group.

"Y ou will not be married immediately.” The gpe was spesking rapidly
enough that | could make some sense of the proceedings even with
Malabalasdelay. "There arerituas that must be observed.”

| djd not like the sound of that word-rituals. But we were not to be
married a once? | was uncertain whether to berelieved or filled with
fear. At onepoint, | believe | had been looking for aquick end at the
very least, not to mention something with aminimum of pain. Now my
futurewasfar lessexplicit.

"Gibber ook gibber," the captain further explained.
"Hirg, there will be the courtship.”

Courtship? That did not sound at al-quick, and it had the potentia to
be anything but painless.

"Ook gibber ook," the captain stated more forcefully.

"Mogt suitors die during the courtship. It savesimmensely on wedding
expenses.”

W, maybe the end would be more speedy than | had thought. Why
didn't that make me any happier?| glanced at the immense queen. |
obvioudy had a certain ambiva ence toward thiswhole event.

"Gibber gibber 0ok ook.”



"If they do not meet her standards’-Malabaas voice echoed the force
of the captain's past remark-"she killsthem quickly."

Did she now? Perchance | had been premature in my acquiescence,
and there were some choices open to mein this matter. Perhapsit
would be better to die as aman than to live as an ape suitor.

| looked up from where | knelt, and saw that the great queen had
stopped but afew paces before me. At thisdistance, | could see that
the veils on her face were somewhat tranducent, and, if | |looked
closgly, | could seethe outlines of her fangs, fully aslong asthe fingers
on the hands of the tallest man. My eyes wandered down to where her
two great hands peeked out from beneath the deeves of her gown. Her
fisswere easly the equa of my head. One of her ape servantsheld
aoft aslver tray for her approval. | could seethat, atop that polished
metd, there crawled more than adozen fat, white grubs. She nodded
politely to her servant as she swept the grubs from the tray with but a
single movement of her tremendous paw and popped the lot of them
into her mouth. She quickly swallowed and, after amoment of picking
grub bits from between her teeth with a mud-encrusted thumbnail,

bel ched with great satisfaction.

Yes, | decided, it would be far better to die as aman than live as an
gpe suitor.

"Ook ook gibber scree,”" the gpe captain announced.
"Y ou may look up and regard your bride-to-be."

| was taken aback by the wizard's most recent trandation. | had aready
looked up in the face of this monster queen without waiting to betold,
at least by a human tongue. Could there be some truth to Malabaa's
contention that | did understand the ape language? Perhaps, though, it
was more likely that | merely understood the severity of my present
gtugtion.



It wasin that ingtant that the queen's gaze locked with mine, and | felt a
jolt upon that contact unlike anything | had ever experienced. With my
insufficient command of language, | might only describeit asan
unreasoning terror leavened by moments of screaming, mindless
apprehension and stark, naked fear, but such a patry depiction would
do little to indicate the depth of my feding.

The queen'sfangs twisted behind her vell into what might have been a
anile

"Ook," sheremarked.

"Allow the queen to judge you," Mdabaaremarked to something said
sometime ago.

"Ook greech scree hoo," the captain further eucidated.

"Shelikesthe sairit of this puny man-thing." Was Mdabdaactudly
trandating for the queen?"'For now he may live"

So she spared me because | had looked her in the eye. | was taken
aback in that instant by the power of fate. If | had not looked up a
moment before, might | aready have been removed from thislife of
misery? How ironic isthe hand of Destiny! Unless| was being held for
some higher purpose, and was not meant to die until that purpose had
been fulfilled. Perhagpsit was not my destiny to be torn gpart by those
lusiful ape claws, or crushed by tons of gorillaflesh.

Hope rose within me at this thought. Over and over again, | had been
shown that | had met the merchant and his party to be a part of a
greater adventure. How could | come to doubt it again? Well, when
onelooksinto the eyes of agiant gorillawho is aout to become one's
bride, one can surely doubt a great many things. But | had to look
beyond the immediate dangers.

A life asaporter had given me certain gifts, and | should look positively



upon them. The gtreets of Baghdad had made me cunning, the porting
of goods had made me strong, the long periods between meals had
made mewiry. Surely, one of those attributes would help me to prevail.

"Ook gibber gibber," the captain persevered.
"Firg there isthe exchange of song," thewizard explained.

A song, then? | had been good at songs, which | had invented ¢
onstantly to relieve my days of endless [abor. Perhaps | had been too
good. | remembered when | had paused to rest outside Sinbad the
merchant's pdatia home, and had been moved to sing. Therewas no
ecaping it; it was asong that had gotten meinto thismessin thefirst
place.

And now | had to sing to thisgiant female.

Even for one as poetic as mysdf, thiswould be a chdlenge. Perhapsif |
catalogued her best attributes. However, looking into that bestial face,
such values as best and worst didn't seem to apply. | decided to sing
about everything; everything, that is, that | might see poking through her
yardsand yards of veil.

The captain gave me aswift nudge with his very sharp elbow.
Apparently, the suitor was the one who was supposed to begin.

| had but asingle resolve in this matter: Speaking in the language of the
apes had given me enough trouble. | would not go so far asto attempt
asong in the smian tongue.

So it wasthat | began, in avoice perhaps not so strong as | have
sometimes found within my capability:

"Oh, your hair isbrown,
And your -uh-pelt is brown,
But it certainly is shiny.



And your hands are brown,
And your eyes are black,
And your fingernails are very grubby.”

It was perhaps not among the best of my songs, but | was under an
undue amount of pressure.

"Scree," the captain remarked authoritatively. Apparently, | had passed
that test.

"You begin," Mdabaaexplained.

Soitwasthat | felt arough hand grab my chin, and felt my head jerked
roughly so that | was gazing directly into the eyes of my betrothed, a
position from which | inginctively understood | would not sray if |
valued my continued existence. So it wasthat | listened to my bride's
voca contribution, asong that went on for quite sometime, athough all
the verses sounded more or lesslike this:

"Okk okk gree gree ook
Gree 0ok scree ook gree
Ook okk gree okk ook

Hoo hoo scree scree scree!™

"Now our beloved queen shal grace uswith her vison," wasthefirst
thing Maabalasaid, no doubt the words of the captain rather than the
queen. But the song went on at such greeat length and with such a
prodigious number of versesthat even the wizard's curse could not
containthem dl, and so he trandated while she il sang:

"She says shelll stay with this puny human despite the fact that he has
lesshair than an gpe child,” thewizard rdlated. "Then shegoesonin
great detail to describe hispalid skin. The rhyme scheme and dlusions
to his coloring are quite complex, but | can summarize by citing her
numerous unflattering comparisons between the porter and night dugs.”



At last, she seemed to have completed her recitation. With that, the
apes about us shouted in unison, a sound that managed to be both
frightening in the extreme and somehow exhilarating at the same
moment, a heartfelt reaction by the entire crew to the superiority of the
queen'sverse. Even without atrue understanding of their language,
even | could gppreciate that she was an obvious master of the form.

"Ook ook gibber ook!" the captain again spoke.

"That last verse has some quite effective metgphors,” Mdabada
continued, at last examining the end of the queen's song. ™Y ou may be
palid, but so are bananas."

Bananas? | fdt asthough my heart wished to stop beating in my bresst.
| knew what | was reminded of when | thought of bananas. Still,
perhaps the wizard was wrong in his choice of fruit, or | waswrongin
my choice of metaphor, and the queen was only discussing food.

"Gibber gibber ook!" the captain further announced.

"The palid mae has passed thefirgt test!" Madabaatrandated with
authority.

At that, Sinbad and his servants crowded about me.
"We never had any doubt," the merchant assured me with great cheer.

"l am surewe will triumph and my master will be saved,"” Achmed
remarked. "Only the particulars areleft up to you."

"That is," Jafar added dourly, "if we ever get away from these gpes.”

But both Achmed and the merchant recoiled as another ape stepped
between us, this one carrying another slver platter. This new plate was
piled high with amass of wriggling white dugstoo numerousto count, if
one actualy could contain the contents of one's ssomach long enough to



attempt such an exercise. It became even more difficult to contain my
own stomach asthis platter was thrust beneath my nose. | could not
help what happened next, for human thought gave way to brute
reaction on my part. | retched as quietly as possible and pushed the
plate away.

The platter ended up beneath the queen’'s nose. Shetilted it upward
with but one of her greet fingers. The massive pile of dugswent rolling
into her open maw.

"Ook gibber ook!" the captain declared.

"The second test beging" Maabalainformed me after the event.

"Scree scree okk ook!" the captain further announced.

"The pallid human has passed the second test!" Malabala added
chearfully.

| noticed then that the queen of the gpes was once again regarding me,
but in adifferent way from before. In truth, she looked a me with what,
inahuman female, | might dmost take for agaze of tenderness.

| found thislatest development more disquieting than anything that hed
gone before.

"Ook," shesaid.
"Ook?" | replied, afraid of what this might mean.

"Prepare yoursdlf for the third and final test!" Madabdainterpreted the
last thing the captain had said.

"Greech okk hoo hoo," the captain commanded.

"The queen states that if the puny human should show her his banana,”



Malaba afurther interpreted, "she will be glad to display her casaba
meons”

"Y ou again have our condolences," Achmed conveyed to mein alow
tone.

The sound that came out of me then was far less scream and more low,
misery-filled moan. Whatever might have beenitstrue nature, it led to a
further satement from the magician.

"Our brave porter hasreplied,” Maabalatrandated for the othersin
our party, "that he will be proud to display his bananawhenever

necessary."
| had? | resolved never, ever to say ook again.
"Ook gibber ook!" the captain demanded.

"Thethird test takes place in the queen's bedchamber,” was the
wizard'sinterpretation.

| believe my true scream came immediately theresfter.
"Gibber scree screel”
"The suitor must ask the queen properly for her ddliance.

So not only would | haveto perform thisact which | could imaginein
far too much clarity, but | had to ask for it aswell?

| turned to look at the other humans. Whatever would happen to these
othersif | refused to go any further? | lost no admiration for Dirk or the
Scar; if they wereto fal to the apes| would not be the sorrier. The
loyal Jefar, and even the merchant Sinbad, had both led long and full
lives, and would soon be reaching the end of their days, anyway.
Achmed, well, thelad was young, but he was clever, and, if any of us



wereto survive, it would surely be he. The magician, | was sure, could
take care of himsdlf, and might be ableto save us dll if there were any
way to truly communicate with him.

That |eft only one of us completely at the ape's mercy, but that one was
the most important to me of al: the beauteous Fatima. What
trepidations she must be suffering within her enclosure, o closeto the
constant, bestia threat of these creatures!

| should haveto go through with thisthird trid, then, for the sake of my
beloved. | wondered if she would ever redlize the true depth of my
sacrifice.

The apes about me seemed to grow increasingly restless. Therewasno
way | could further delay my decision. | therefore asked: "Could you
deliver the message for me, O magician?"

"Thereisno need to scream at me," Malabdachided. "l am
championing your causein this matter, at least when it comesto dedling

with gpes.”

"| should like to ask the queen for the pleasure of her- company,” | said
in anticipation of the wizard's eventud trandation.

"Ook ook ook!" the captain demanded.
"The queen wishesto know details" was Maabaas interpretation.

Thiswas very difficult for meto pursue. How could | givethe queen
detailsthat | did not even wish to consider?

At last | panicked. Perhaps there was some way | actually could
convince Maabaato save usadl. Truly, | had failed before, but
perchance | had not tried my persuasions with enough vigor. Y es, that
wasit. More vigor. Outright pleading and groveling was the only
answer.



| fell to my knees before the mage. "Please, Maabda, isthere no way
you can save us?'

"Very wdl, | will be glad to trandate your request for some timewith
the queen,” Mdabdasaid gracioudy.

"Ook," the queen remarked coquettishly.
"Ook ook scree ook," Malabalareplied.

"Her roya audience expectsto be roydly entertained,” he trandated
immediatdly theresfter.

"No!" Theword sprang from my lips before | could apprehend it.

The wizard frowned then, asif he had just heard my panicked request.
"I suppose | might be able to devise some means of escape, if | were
not aready so fatigued from controlling the storm, and now constantly
involved in thistrandation magic. Language spellsare far more draining
than peopleredize." He paused to smile benignly in my direction. "Thus
itisthat | am doubly grateful that you have chosen to makethis
sacrifice. The death of but a porter may dlow meto sufficiently regain
my strength to save al these people of consequence. Would you have
me waste that future certainty for apresent spdl that quite possibly
would not work?'

That wasit, then. The mage would not listen, and | was doomed to a
short but very energetic life with the queen of the apes.

"Uh," was my only response, since my brain had ceased its proper
function.

"Therel" Mdabaasad with great satisfaction. "l knew you would
agree with my point once you thought about it rationally.” He patted me
heartily upon the back. "'In the meantime, your queen requires an



answer."

"Ook," the queen repested suggestively.

"Fanciful descriptionisapart of theritud,” Mdabdaexplained. "Itis
expected of you now, as other thingswill be expected of you shortly.
So what shdl you do?'

It appeared that | was indeed ooked, one way or another.



Chapter the Fifteenth,
in which salvation may come from the sky
if it comesat all.

So | would truly sacrifice mysdlf for the others. At leas, if | wereto
pay this extreme aprice, | would be assured of a place in heaven-that
is, unlessthey had rules up there about overfamiliarity with gpes. It was
timeto get on with this. But to do that, | had to make somereply to
their request. | spoke the words with some difficulty.

"I shdl-certainly-do my best-perhaps-to attempt it- once," | managed
alast.

Thewizard said he was not familiar with the word "Uh," and could not
trand ate more than two languages at onetime. | replied that | would do
my best. Maabadathen trand ated something from me for the benefit of
the apes, but whether | was answering the current question or one
presented long ago had become far too confusing. | just hoped my
existent answer suited the present Situation. In the meantime, both
gueen and captain continued their ape demands.

"The queen wishesto skin your ped,” Maabdamentioned presently.
Then, somewhat later, he answered: "Onceis never enough.”

"W, perhaps we could postpone-" | caught myself before | could
complete my true desire. "No, Mdabda, tell them rather that 1-er-will
do my best-taking of course into account my physical
limitations-to-um-do something twice, then.”

Malabaa and the gpes had alively conversation.

"The queen does not appreciate false modesty,” Maabaasaid inthe
midgt of it dl. "All gpesknow of the prodigious gifts of human males”

"Ook greech ook scree!” was presently shouted above the melee.



"Thethird test will commence!” the wizard interpreted eventudly. But
by that point | saw the apes coming for me.

It would please meto relate that | went to my fate with quiet dignity.
However, | would beremissif | did not mention that therewasa
certain levd of kicking and shrieking involved.

In amatter of no time whatsoever, | found mysalf thrown roughly down
on apile of bedding belowdecks. My flailing arms caused meto get
caught within the bedclothes, and, by thetime | had freed mysdlf, dl but
one ape had |eft, and that |ast, veiled cresture proceeded to bar the
door.

Somehow dill, inthisworst of Stuations, hope refused to vanish
completely from my breast. | stared up at the great gorilla gpproaching
me. | decided to talk to her again in her own tongue, thistime being
very careful to avoid the ook word. | could not reason with her ina
language | did not understand, but mayhaps | could confuse, or even
better, enrage her. Perchance, hope whispered to my soul, there might
yet be someway | could dissuade her amorousintentions, and smply
cause her to murder me outright.

"Screg," | ventured. " Gibber gibber hoo.”

She paused. Had | succeeded in stopping her so soon? She regarded
me benegath half-closed eydids.

"Ook," she whispered in ahusky tone.

Apparently, my first attempt at angering her had been somewhat less
than successful. If only | could remember thewords | had used before
to declare ablood dud. But actudly, | could remember the words very
well; therewere only five or Sx of them in the whole ape language, after
al. But those words could mean many things. It wasdl inthetone, |
reminded mysdf.



"Screel” | yelled at the top of my voice. "Gibber hoo gibber!"

"Scree?' Sheripped aside her vell, her voicefilled with passion. "Ook!
Ook! Ook!" she said between two sets of sharp, yellowed fangs. She
trotted toward me across the room.

Apparently, | wasn't capable of setting the tone properly, either. With
the rate the queen was currently approaching, | had to do something
else quickly. But my ignorance of the ape's tongue was smply too great
for meto zealoudy continue to speek it. Perhaps, | thought, if | used
some sort of universal Sgn language, dong with afew phrases of ape, it
would convey that my words were something other than love-torn
endearments.

She grabbed the back of my robe and began to pull it over my head.

"Scree!" | yelled as| dgpped her hands away, and pulled my tunic
back over my head. "Greech hoo hoo!"

But | felt my sandds pulled from my feet at the exact same momertt.
How wasthis possble? | saw that her hands still were not touching me,
and | panicked totaly.

My worst fears were redlized. She was aso undressing me with her
feet. | should have realized that there was no way | could regject the
amorous advances of a quadrumane.

"Ook!" she breathed in and out with aregularity born of deepest lust.
"Ook! Ook! Ook!"

But, oddly enough, | found my upper body totally unmolested for the
moment. Even though her feet ill pawed through the air in an effort to
caress me, the queen's hands had temporarily becomeinvolvedin
undoing the complicated clasps and ties that seem to be a prerequisite
of dl women'sclathing.



This, | redlized, was my only hope of sdvation; and my panic must be
served. While her attention was thus distracted, | jumped up and ran.

"Ook!" she screamed as | passed her. My last glimpse saw her trying
to free her hands from her many velils. " Scree scree screel”

If anything, | ran even faster. From the tone of those screes, | had the
impression that, should the queen catch me now, she would be even
more direct in her demands.

| reached the door and threw the bolt aside with an economy of
movement that surprised even myself. | soon had the door openin my
amazingly efficient panic and was swiftly climbing the ladder that led
above.

"Ook!" camethefirst of aseriesof cries behind me. "Ook scree ook!"
Unfortunately, these crieswere not diminishing with distance. The
queen had recovered sufficiently to pursue me.

| pushed open the trapdoor to the deck and burst above. With that
speed with which | had arrived upon the scene, dl those above, both
gpe and human, seemed frozen in mid-motion. But | saw them dl in that
firg ingtant: the ape captain; hissurly crew, o little different from the
human sailors | had so recently |eft; the merchant Sinbad, flanked by his
two servants; the wise but rather confused Malabaa and Dirk and the
Scar, guarding Fatimas box. Ah, sweet Fatima! If only | could
somehow gpologize for my impetuous actions! But how could you

gpol ogize to someone when you have not even been introduced?

| heard heavy breathing on the ladder behind me, punctuated by the
occasiond ook.

And the ooks seemed to awaken every apein the crew. | heard agreat
roar about me as every bestia sailor rushed in my direction.

So there would be no apologies, and no standing till, either, if | wanted



to befree of gorillalove. Instead, | ran swiftly across the deck and half
stumbled, haf launched mysdf over the sde. Perhgps by thistime | was
traveling abit too fast. Still, | decided, anything was better than the
amorous attentions of the queen of the gpes. Even an uncertain fate
among the waves below.

In actudity, dueto my totd inability in the area.of swimming, my fate
bel ow was probably much more certain. And | seemed to have the
opportunity to consider that fate, for time had so dowed for mein my
flight that | appeared to hang in the air, there off the starboard bow, for
an dmost never-ending ingdtant.

Suspended thus, | thought of my earlier meetings with the seanymph,
and how she had said that, on my third visit below the sea, | might stay
forever. There were worse kismets, | decided, than spending eternity
beneath the wavesin the company of anymph. But | imagined that the
sallors, both gpe and human, might have another definition for aman
spending an eternity beneath the waves, and that definition might be
drowning.

Perhaps, then, | was given this suspended time especidly, sncethis
would be my find moment in thislife, and | should say onelast prayer
before | was swept beneath the waves.

But, oddly enough, | did not even seem to be approaching the water.
Instead, | seemed to be rising away from the waves, asif something
had gotten hold of my belt and waslifting me aoft.

At firg, | thought | might be the beneficiary of one of Mdabdas spdlls,
but when | looked at the ship of apes, which was now positioned
beneath me, the wizard appeared to be the only one, either ape or
human, not staring and pointing aloft at my position, but instead seemed
to be continualy trandating to an audience which was no longer
ligening.

My second thought was that the giant Rukh had again returned and was



Spiriting me away. But would abird so large, with asingle claw aslong
as| amtal, be capable of so ddlicate amaneuver asthe grasping of my
belt? There was nothing esefor it, then. | would have to twist mysdlf
about to see exactly what was occurring above me. | craned my back
and neck about as best | could.

There was no doubt about it. Something had indeed gotten hold of my
belt and was lifting me doft. But the true nature of that thing made my
breath pause in my chest.

The creature above mewasin oneway unmistakably abird, for she
clutched me with agolden claw where her foot should be, and shewas
covered, head to foot, with bright yellow plumage. Further, her two
arms, athough each of them ended with ahand of surpassing delicacy,
aso sported long giff feathers aong their entire length, which she used
aswings, riding the wind high over the ocean below. But while shewas
in part abird, her form and stature were in al other ways human, so
that she had atrim, feminine figure not that different in shepe or sze
from the nymph | had met below the sea

"S0, human!" the bird woman caled to me over thewhistling wind. Her
voice was like amelody, each syllableits own clear note. "Y ou may
thank me when we reach my nest!"

So it was that my rescuer turned her head away from me and put a
redoubled effort into the action of her wings. | looked before us, and
saw that we were headed for an idand, and on the center of that idand
was atall, dark peak, whose promontory was so high it waslost in the
clouds. And, aswerose ever higher, | redlized that it wastoward those
cloudsthat my rescuer wastaking me.

So | hung, suspended in air, far higher than even if | had climbed the
tallest tower in al of Baghdad. An odd sort of peace descended upon
me, here so far above the world. | heard none of the sounds of the sea
where| now flew, nor the discordant arguments of apes and men.
There was only the clean, cool air, and the sound of wind punctuated



by the steedy rhythm of the bird woman's wings.

| looked down below me again, and saw the shipload of apes
dwindling in the distance. Of the ship on which | had originaly booked
passage, there was no sign. Once we had been confronted by the apes,
the human captain and crew must have agreed for once and fled the
vicinity asrapidly aspossible.

My view was obscured as the world turned white. We had entered the
clouds. Theair had turned chill aswell, and | could fed the cool
moisture againgt my robes.

A great dark shape loomed before us. It was the mountain peak. The
bird woman gave out with a high piercing cry, asif she sent her
greetings to the rocks of her home, and amoment later, her cry echoed
back, asif the rocks greeted her in return.

We seemed to be descending, dthough, in thiscloud, it was difficult to
judge distances and angles with precision. | twisted about again to Sare
a my guide. Inthe muted light, her plumage seemed to glow adull
orange, like atorch shining through thefog.

And, as| turned to look at her, her claw released my belt, and | fell. |
heard her laughter, a sound somewhere between the quarrdl of a
sparrow and the sweet night song of anightingale.

| fell onto something soft. | looked about me, and saw a collection of
cloth and straw, gtrips of fabric jumbled haphazardly through the long
grass.

The bird woman adighted by my side. "Welcometo my nest," shesad.

So thiswas the bird woman's home? | looked about, and saw that,
while the space | now occupied was as large asthe inner courtyard of
Sinbad's palace, it was made mostly of straw, and did indeed have
walls of that same materia that doped upward at the perimeter to



entirely ring the center. It wasindeed abird's nest, ahundred times
larger than any nest | had ever seen.

"Thank you most humbly for my rescue,” | said to the bird woman as|
bowed my head in repect. "If you had not taken my belt, it would be
very likely that | would have drowned.”

At that, | looked up, for | once again heard the woman's singular
laughter, and noticed that, this close, the woman had aface of
surpassing beauty, her nearly human features covered with afine down
of the purest gold.

"l could not let my cousin have you dl to hersdlf," the bird woman said.
"Y ou were about to go down into the ocean depths for the third and
the last time, were you not, my young Sinbad?"

| was astonished at her reply. Was this bird woman implying that she
was related to the nymph | had met at ocean's bottom? She certainly
knew my name, and more than alittle about my history.

"I thought you should know thét life held certain other choices,” she
continued when | made no immediate reply.

Wheat did | know of choices? It seemed in away that | had made but
one, to join the elder Sinbad on his quest, but that choice had ledto a
never-ending barrage of wondrous and terrifying occurrences. Asl
thought of it, | redlized that &l those occurrences had led to other,
smaller choices: agreat chain of decisonsthat would last until we
completed our adventures, or those adventures overwhelmed us.

It was a sobering discovery for aporter, who now had to choose what
to say next to this strange but magnificent creature. | decided, sincel
gill did seemto cling to life, to discover exactly what that life next had
ingore.

"Why have you brought me here?" | asked of the bird woman.



"Commendably direct," the bird woman replied. "Every cregture lives
by certain rules. My cousin'sand mine are quite Smilar.

She seeks aman of the earth who has touched the sea. | look for a
man with feet upon the ground, but whose eyes search the sky."

So this woman suggested that she might wish to share my favors, too?
While not so sensud as the nymph she claimed askin, there was
something deek and beautiful about this creature, and there was a part
of me who wished to fed the softness of her feathers. But | had
witnessed too many wonders now to immediately fal under this
woman's charms.

"I might fit that description,” | replied ingtead. "But so might many men.”

"Laudably humble," was the bird woman's comment. "But know this,
Sinbad. Certain men are pursued by Destiny. They are surrounded by
it, asanimbus might surround the moon. The elder Sinbad was such a
man, but it dipsfrom him with age. But you, porter, have barely
reached manhood, and have embarked upon anew life. And | think
that Destiny will smile upon you morewith every passing day.”

So someone e se besides the merchant spoke of Destiny. | was not
sureit was entirely to my liking. The freedom of choice wastoo new to
meto have it taken away by some Greater Plan.

"Then the direction of my lifeis preordained?’ | asked the feathered
fema e with more than atrace of distress.

"Nothing iswithout choice." She amiled. It wasan odd sight, for her
mouth seemed to have the hardness of abeak. "There are many
degtinies, but you most likdly will figurein afew.” Shewaved her
golden wings a our surroundings. "But how do you like my beautiful
negt?'



"Itisafinething," | agreed with her. "Did you build the whole greet
Sructure by yoursdf?'

"l wasdriventoit,” she admitted. "Oneis nothing unlessone hasa
home"

| took amoment to look about this bird woman's home, and noticed
there was more than strips of cloth and bits of straw. In one corner was
apile of parchment, each piecefilled with writing. In another wasapile
of ddicate garments, finer by far than the clothing of the queen of the
apes, and asmadl mirror which alady might useto admire hersdf. In yet
another part of the nest wasasmall mound of golden coins, and fine
jewesthat glittered in even this subdued light.

| looked from the piles of possessions back to the woman's downy
face, and she answered me before | had a chance to speak.

"Y ou wonder about my treasures,” shesad. "l have the human inme,
and am drawn to human things. As| am drawn to you." She reached
out and touched my face with her delicate hand, which washumanin al
respects save that it, too, was covered with the golden down. Thetiny
feathersfelt warm and soft againgt my cheek, and | found mysdlf
wanting to reach out my own hands and grasp this woman by her
dender waist, and fed dl her golden plumage against my skin.

"Stay with me, young Sinbad,” she said, her voice alow trill of desire.
"I will show you thingsdenied to dl other mortals. Y ou shdl fly high
above the world, and see the entirety of humankind, and those places
far beyond, that no man has ever seen. Y ou will have no wants, for |
can snatch anything you covet from the world below, and display all
those things and more for your pleasure.”

Her wordsfilled melikewine, and | felt alight-headed happiness at the
prospect of alife here, high above human care. But then | looked again
at her fine, feathered fingers, and thought of another hand as perfectly
formed that belonged to mortal woman. This bird woman was asking



meto live alife away from others of my kind. Away from my Fatima.

Thisnest, and the clouds about me, and the beautiful bird before me,
were all like parts of some wondrous dream. But even the best of
dreamswould loseits charm if the deeper could not awake. Thiswas
the bird woman's place in the world, but it was not mine, and just as
thiswas her home, so | had my Baghdad. In my innermost heart, |
knew | could not find true happiness with aeither of these fantastic
women, whether deep beneath the sea or high among the clouds, for by
making ether choice | would never be able to see my homeand again.

"l an sorry," | said to the woman before me, "but | cannot remain.”

The bird woman drew her wings about her, like a pigeon who protects
itsdlf againgt the rages of astorm.

"So you say now," was her reply. "We shdl spesk again, Sinbad.”

With that, she spread her wings wide once more, and let out acry so
high and piercing that it chilled me deep within. Then she was doft with
agreat beating of wings, and | found my belt once again clasped by her
nimbleclaws.

Weflew over the edge of the nest and swiftly down through the clouds.
| saw great outcroppings of rock loom periloudy close. The clouds
thinned, and | could seethe sonesin dl their jagged detail, sureto
bresk and maim any human form that would have

the misfortune to be dropped upon them. The wind screamed in my
ears, ahigh, wild sound that seemed to mock the last cry | had heard
from the bird woman.

Then | felt the pressure leave my belt. The bird woman had rel eased
her grip, and | wasfaling free.

"Y ou have made your choice." | heard her bird voice fading in the
wind. "Happy landings"



And my body rushed to meet the trees below.



Chapter the Sixteenth,
in which our hero returns rather moreto earth,
even though other events do not.

Fird, | was aware of the crash of breaking branches, hundreds and
more than hundreds of tiny bits of wood and leaves splintering beneeth
me. But | did not seem to befaling quite so fast, so far, or so fully, and
was ingtead smashing from one group of dense vegetation to the next.

It occurred dimly to methat the bird woman must have planned this
descent, that | indeed would not die (athought which did come as
something of asurprise), but would survive so that the bird woman and
| could meet again as she had promised.

It was dl rather a shock. | had gone from a cool place of peace and
dtillness to crash repeetedly into the forest's outer growth. And the trees
were not the only things producing noise, for | also cried out

repeetedly. Furthermore, even though none of those thingsthat |
descended upon were substantial enough to kill or serioudy maim me,
they till carried enough substance to produce a not inconsiderable
pain, and | imagined my limbs and body would be sore for some days
to come.

The crashing ceased, and | redlized that my fall had ended. | looked
about me, and noticed that the branches | had come to rest upon were
those of abush closeto the ground. | had survived, dthough | was
unsureif 1 would ever wish to move again. | was, however, capable of
summoning sufficient energy to groan.

"Whoisit?" acracked and familiar voicecaled. "l warnyou, | anan
accomplished wizard!"

It was surely the voice of Maabaa

"Itisl," | managed, and my ribs aready hurt, even when | talked.
"Sinbad."



"Another Sinbad?' Achmed's voice piped out of the forest. "The world
these days seemsto be crawling with them.”

But | heard the telltale sound of snapping branches and rustling leaves,
asure sgn that aparty of men was approaching me through the woods.

| groaned again to give my rescuers a better sense of my precise
location. The snapping and rustling grew gratifying closer.

"Look!" Achmed'svoice caled again. "Thisisnot smply any Sinbed. It
isour porter, dropped from heaven!”

| turned in the direction of the voice, and was surprised to see quitea
collection of individuaslooking back a me; in dl therewasatota of
five men, one boy, and a paanquin.

"What?' The merchant Sinbad frowned a me. "Oh, my. | supposeitis.
Y ou'll haveto forgive me, my son. | was never too good at
remembering faces."

What was the merchant saying? We had |eft each other scant hours
before, and dready he had forgotten me? | recalled what the bird
woman had remarked concerning Sinbad's aging. Wheat if my patron
became too infirm to continue our journey? Even worse, what if he
became so confused with age that he forgot al about me, or his
promise of ahundred dinars?

"Come," Jafar ingructed those around him. "We must free him from
those branches!"

"What?' Maabaainterjected as he caught up with the conversation.
"Miracle of miracles! It isindeed the porter!”

Dirk and the Scar ran forward before anyone else had achance to
move. They drew their curved knivesin unison.



"Awfully good to seeyou again,” Dirk said smoothly asthey
approached. "Certain individuas of our acquaintance would be terribly
upset if we wereto lose you now.”

"Y ouse don't wannaworry us," the Scar added with an amost
toothless grin. "We upsetstoo easy.”

Each man lifted hisknifeto eyeleve.

"It isfortunate that you give us something to practice upon,” added Dirk
with asmile that showed too many teeth rather than too few. "We
wouldn't want our bladesto dull.”

So the two men set to work, and cut apart the bush with silent
efficiency, so that the branches about me were reduced to no more
than so much kindling. | rolled free and hit the ground with a painful
thud.

"Now we'se even," the Scar informed me with acrooked leer. "A favor
for afavor." He admired his blade for along instant before he replaced
itin hissash. "So maybe now | killsyou dower."

Oh, dear, thought I. Had I but known about that particular legacy of
my rescue, | might have chosen the option of remaining trapped in the
bush. Still, with dl that had been happening to me as of late, | imagined
| should diein amuch more spectacular fashion than smpleknife
wounds. | therefore struggled to stand while ignoring those thousand
screaming muscles and bruised bones that announced their presence
withinme.

Their knife work done, Dirk and the Scar had turned their backs on me
and were ambling back toward their palanquin. Achmed, however, had
quickly reached my sde, and was using what smdl leverage hislight
body contained to keep me from faling again.



"We are glad to see you among us again, O porter!” the other Sinbad
cdledtome. ™Y ou must tdl us of your marveloustraveld™

Jafar cleared histhroat.

"Oh, can't hetdl it now?" Sinbad asked, and | noticed the dightest of
whinesin the dder man'svoice. "l so want to incorporate these events
into my tale of the eighth voyage!”

Jafar'sthroat cleared once again. The merchant Sinbad sighed and bit
hislip.

"Remember your other priorities, O pontificator of prognostication,” the
aged magjordomo remarked.

"My master Sinbad bdlievesthisidand is somehow familiar,” Achmed
explained to me. "But he cannot yet quite place his surroundings.”

Thiswas certainly aproblem to ponder. If this merchant could not
remember faces, how could he recognize idands? And yet, from what |
had heard of hisearly taes, | conjectured that his adventures on many
of hisidand visgits could be considered less than pleasant. | asked the
merchant if that was actualy the case.

"Indeed,” Sinbad agreed, "virtualy every idand | have spent timeon
has been the scene of some danger, hasit not? It gives one pause when
one congderstrave." Hisvoice rose wistfully. "If we had had achoice-"

"Which we did not, O most egregious of spendthrifts,”" Jafar interjected,
quick to put an end to his master's musings. " Since you cannot
remember the specifics of thisidand, we must be prepared for dl perils
equaly. Which brings me back to my earlier request. Y ou must finaly
tell the porter the whole truth about the voyages.”

"Thewholetruth?' The merchant again Sghed heavily. "Yes, | suppose
| mugt.”



The more polite of the two ruffians appeared before us again.

"I beg your pardon, but | must request that we cease al conversation
for thetimebeing,” Dirk said in atone that spoke more of demand than
entreaty. "It grows dark, and it behooves usto return to camp.”

He turned from us with an attitude that said there was no choice but for
usto follow. Sinbad, who appeared not to relish the truth-telling that
Jafar demanded in hisfuture, wasthefirst to fal in step behind the
villain. Dirk paused but an ingtant to reclam hishaf of the palanquin,
and then he and the Scar were off at abrisk trot. Supported on either
side by Achmed and Jafar, | did my best to follow, as Malabala asked
no onein particular if it would not be prudent to leave these woods
before dark fell completely.

"l confess," | said dowly, for | discovered | needed most of my bregth
to adinthesmpleact of walking, "that | am nearly as surprised to see
you hereasyou areto find me."

"Ah," Jafar replied. "That we are no longer among the gpes? The
explanation issmplein the extreme. Once you were gone, they had no
more use for us, and discharged us from the ship at their first

opportunity.”

"Actudly, they asked Dirk and the Scar if they wished to stay ind
become part of the crew,” Achmed added. "It seemsthe apes
recognize a certain brotherhood with particular humans.”

"Or so Maabdatrandated for us," Jafar amended. "But Dirk and the
Scar said they were upon an important mission, and those of usto be
left behind were apart of that task." Jafar cleared histhroat, as though
he were chiding himsdf thistime for wandering so far from his proper
topic. "So it was the gpes put us off at thefirst idand we cameto, dong
with sufficient provisonsfor aweek or more.”



"For agroup of gpes," Achmed added, "they seem quite humane.”

"So it was that we walked up from the beach,”" the majordomo further
explained, "and found a protected bit of ground surrounded by stones
on the edge of thiswood. It was there that we made our camp, and we
were about to settle down for the evening when we heard the grest
commotion among the trees. We quickly went to investigate, expecting
thewors."

"And, of course, found you," Achmed added with one of his most
ingratiating smiles.

So it wasthat we cameto their encampment, asmall clearing
surrounded by boulders on three sides and the forest upon the other. It
did indeed appear to be an idedly located Site, guarded by

the rocks so that there was only one entryway to guard for those ogres,
giant beasts, or whatever other horrors planned to visit in the night.

Achmed and Jafar lowered me down upon agrassy knoll so that my
back could rest as comfortably as possible against one of the flatter of
the boulders, and Achmed turned to light afairly substantia cooking
firethat he must have built before my tumultuous arrival. Jafar and
Achmed then proceeded to roast a pair of meaty, plucked fowls over
thefire

"Master?' Jafar cdled.

"What isit now?" The merchant Sinbad had been frowning back into
the forest, pondering, no doubt, whether thiswastheidand that held
the two-headed cyclops, or that place which was hometo the gigantic,
man-eating snake, or perhaps some other, even-more-horrendous
location that he had yet to elucidate.

"Now would be an ided occasion to speak with the porter, O prince of
reverie" Jafar reminded him softly but firmly.



"Urn? Oh, yes, | supposeit would be," Sinbad agreed. He pulled
thoughtfully upon hisbeard. "But wheredid | leave off in thetdling of
my tae?"

"Y ou had survived the snake," | helpfully reminded him, for the smdll of
the roasting birds had done much to revive me.

"Ah, yes," the merchant responded warmly, "and then the very next day
| was fortunate enough to be rescued by a passing vessd."

"Wait for the next part,” Achmed caled to me.

"When | boarded the vessdl," Sinbad went on with the next part, "the
captain of the noble ship took me aside, and confessed that he was
most happy that they had spotted me upon theidand, for he felt he had
adebt that he must repay. Indeed, upon an earlier journey, he had been
forced to leave amerchant behind under less-than-idedl circumstances
and he feared that merchant had been lost forever. So overcome with
guilt wasthe captain, in fact, that he had not disposed of this merchant's
goods, but till carried them within the hold of his ship.”

"And what was this man's name?' Achmed called.

"Y ou can imagine my astonishment,” the merchant continued, "when |
found out that merchant's name was Sinbad!"

"Y ou can imagine our astonishment aswell," Achmed said drily ashe
repositioned hisroasting bird.

The merchant went on for abit about neither he nor the captain having
recognized the other. They never did, | realized. In Sinbad'stales, and
perhapsin Sinbad'slife, no one ever seemed to recognize anybody.

"Thetraditiond story forms are dwaysthe best," Achmed commented
before| could say aword.



"But, of course, | was able to sdll these goods to great advantage, and
return to Baghdad awedthy-"

"What if you wereto get on to the next tale, O worthiest of word
users?' Jafar prompted.

"If you pardon the intrusion”-Dirk appeared among uswith a
suddenness that spoke of anything but pardon-"my partner and mysdif,
not to mention our charge, have been aware of those cooking smellsfor
some time now, and were wondering when the birds would be
aufficiently prepared.” He patted his scomach appreciatively. "My
partner is not the most pleasant of men when heishungered.”

| never considered the Scar the most pleasant of men under any
circumstances. But his mate's speech about their charge was what had
given me pause. | was so sore and tired that | had barely spared a
thought for Fatima. Fatimal My heart tried to soar within my chest, but
was given pause by some very bruised ribs. Still, when | had spoken
with the bird woman in her nest, she had said that | had a Destiny, and
here | was, back in the presence of my beautiful mystery woman.
Could there be any doubt that Destiny would involve her aswell?
Fatimal Her name aone gave me strength, at least to eat, and perhaps
much more!

Jafar stared critically at the bird which he had been cooking at the end
of asharpened pole. "A moment or two more," was his judgment.
"Thatisdl."

"Good," Dirk replied. "That will appease my partner. Then we will
settlein for the evening. It grows dark about us. The two of us have
decided we will take turns keeping watch. There are certain thingswe
are a painsto protect.”

Atfirg, | thought the burly man was referring to the fair flower of
femininity which they guarded, and mayhap some of the contents of the
ornate but perpetually closed palanquin. But then | reconsidered what



Jafar and Achmed had told me of on our journey to this camp, and
how the two brigands had refused a safe berth among the apesto
reembark with the other humans. It certainly appeared they were
concerned with far more than Fatima.

| had yet another thought. Could these two aso be caught up in this

Destiny? Perhaps that was the reason they accompanied both of the
Sinbads. Or maybe, villains that they were, they were out to halt the
workings of that Destiny. Whatever their god, | decided this Destiny
was certainly not something to be treated casualy.

But then the wise Jafar pronounced our dinner properly done, and it
was no longer time for Destiny, but time for dinner.

But Degtiny would not let us go that easily. After Jefar gave the larger
of the two birdsto Dirk and the Scar, he took aknife of hisown to
carve up theremaining bird and digtribute it. But as he did thisvery
thing-indeed, just as he was preparing to hand me my fair share-there
came a sound from the direction of the beach that under less extreme
circumstances might have been enough to completely cause aloss of

appetite.

The noisethat disturbed us was aroar, both great and strange, for,
rather than a sound of anger or warning as you would expect of such a
bellow, it sounded like aroar of joy.

"It appears the true nature of theidand will soon become evident,”
Achmed said between bites of bird.

"Oh, yes," Sinbad said, his eyes bright with the reflection of the cooking
fire. "Thismust be that idand.”



Chapter the Seventeenth,

in which two heads are not necessarily better than one.

| was so hungry that | took a bite or two before | posed the question
that weighed so heavily upon dl of us.

"Whichidand?' | asked.

"Pardon?' Sinbad asked after he had swallowed. "Forgive me, porter,
but no man is easy to understand when hismouth isfull.”

| swalowed in turn. | had indeed forgotten my manners. "My pardon,
O wise merchant, but which specific idand isthe one of which you

ek ?"
Having said my piece, | took another bite of bird.

"Oh," the merchant replied as he lifted another hunk of mest to hislips.
"Thisidand."

| dlowed mysdf amoment to swalow and again collect my thoughts,
even though | had begun to fedd much the same sense of progressas
when attempting adiscussion with Maabda

"Yes" | attempted further, "O grestest of merchants, but isthisidand
among those that you have made famousin your tales?'

"How perceptive of you to notice," the merchant agreed. "Indeed it is.”

To my immense surprise, both Achmed and Jafar joined in unison upon
my next question: "But whichidand isit?"

"Ah," Sinbad said with asurprised smile. Y ou need to know which of
the many idands| haveilluminated in my taesthat we now stand upon.
That would certainly help in our future plans, wouldn't it?"



Achmed placed arestraining hand upon my shoulder. How did the
youth know | had been about to scream? | took a moment and
unbaled my figs.

"My magter will give usthe answer inamoment,” he whispered in my
ear, "but we must wait for it."

Wait for it? | once again had the feding that the danger might have
claimed us by the time the merchant got around to explaining exactly
what that danger might be.

"Yes, thisisan idand from one of my earliest voyages. Hearing that
cdl, | am reminded of occurrences whereby | logt alamentable number
of my traveling companions.”

Out of my frudtration, | found mysalf looking for cluesto our
wheregboutsin every one of the many words the loquacious merchant
spoke. There was no help there. He seemed to lose alamentable
number of companions no matter where he traveled.

"Sowe areretracing your earlier voyages" Jafar called with nollittle
tone of triumph. "I knew that there was a pattern herel”

"The head of my household was ever prompt at discerning these
patterns.” The merchant nodded his head sadly. "And | do agree that
there seemsto be another force at work here."

Anather force, leading usfrom idand to idand? Sill, | felt | might know
the answer to thisone. "Destiny?"

But Sinbad shook his head at that. "Destiny is never so direct. Well,
perhapsit isoccasondly as| relateit in my stories, but, as| have
previoudy admitted, that is because | have omitted certain
embarrassments and loose ends." He glanced at his servant Jefar,
rapidly continuing before there could commence any further clearing of
throats. "' Such asthat terrible incident in the fourth voyage concerning



thevaley of takingfigs."

"And on thefifth voyage?' Jafar prompted, now that his master had
findly returned to thismost prominent subject.

"Yes, | omitted the vile and loathsome cregture that even the Rukh
fears. | am aman of compassion, and my audience a these times
would generdly be eating, after al." The merchant smiled after a
moment's pause. "About the sixth, | believe | was more or less honest.”

"But the seventh?' Jafar prompted.

"You know | cannot talk about that!" the merchant cried, hisfacea
meask of totd fright.

"That will beaproblem," Jafar agreed solemnly, asif he understood
that which the lder Sinbad seemed afraid to explain. "How can one
face a danger one cannot even discuss?’

"When oneisasarvant of my master,” Achmed added in his usua
hel pful tone, "one comes to expect this sort of problem.”

I might have found this whole discussion of moreinteret if it did not
interfere with certain more important issues facing us presently. "But
concerning our present voyage?' | prompted.

"Ah, yes" Sinbad agreed. "I beieve we are visting the first unfortunate
idand of my third tale.

That was the most recent that the merchant had related. " The one with
the snake?"

"Alad" the merchant cried. "Would that we had only a giant serpent to
facdl”

| supposed that was al the answer | was going to get. | thought back to



Sinbad's earlier story. What had happened before the idand of the
nake?

"The cyclops?' | recalled.

"The two-headed cyclops,” the merchant agreed, his voice avash with
misery. "We are about to be talked into our deaths."

"No oneisdying around here," Dirk said from close by my head. |
looked up and saw him standing atop the boulder above me. Had he
been there for our entire conversation?

"At least,” Dirk amended, "no one dies without our express permission.
Now, get somerest.”

| was too exhausted to do otherwise. | should fal adeep likethe
proverbid child, and that wasif | could keep my eyes open that long.
Besdes, | thought, in the manner of onelooking to reassure onesdf,
thisStuation wasfar different from the merchant's earlier voyage.
Firgly, we had a certain foreknowledge of the peril to those who took
the earlier journey. That very knowledge would alow usto better
prepare for whatever dangers lurked ahead. And further, we had an
additional advantage, for we listed among our number an accomplished
magician who had stilled araging storm at sea, and who should be
more than amatch for any common mongter.

"Beg pardon?’ said Maabaa, who had been remarkably silent through
the course of themedl. "A cyclops?'

Perhaps, | considered, my deep might not be quite so comfortable asit
could be.

And, certainly, though | drifted off soon thereafter, | woke up abruptly
more than once during the course of the night, and sworethat | heard
sounds. But the noises that entered my half-adeep ears were no longer
joyous roars. No, these times they seemed softer, but closer, and more



aseries of degp-throated chuckles.
| awoke to Jafar's full-throated walls.
"Oh, woe!" he cdled to all assembled. "We are surely doomed!"

Thiswasfollowed by another bellow, and thistime it was not
the equa of the joyous noise of the night before, but a sound full of
anger and frustration emanating from the Scar.

"Dey snesksaround in the night!" the Scar further commented in his
overwrought manner. " killsdem!™

"Before you can do that, little man,” avoice even deeper than the
Scar's commented wryly, "you'll haveto get out.”

Thisstuation sounded, at the very least, extremely unpleasant. Still,
therewas no helping it. | opened my eyes.

| saw the crisscross of bars overhead. | rolled over, the fear
overcoming the complaints of my abused muscles, and pushed mysdlf
to my knees. | saw the same intersecting barsimmediately beyond the
rocks on three sides of us, and blocking our escape to the forest on the
fourth. The clearing had become theinside of acage. And it wasavery
substantial cage, for the bars were al made of rough-hewn logs that
must have once been tree trunks, tied together with hemp twice the
thickness of astrong man'sarm.

| imagined it would take a dozen men aweek to construct so largea
prison asthis. But | further imagined that we were dealing with not a
dozen men, but with asingle cresture of immense size and strength.
After al, our captor would have to be quite Szable if he choseto refer
to the Scar as"littleman.”

"Now," the deep voice rumbled from somewhere behind the rocks,
"let's get abetter look at my dinner.”



"I was correct!" cried the eder Sinbad as he stood and pointed with a
great and perhaps somewhat misplaced excitement.

"A cyclops?' Malabalaadded from where he, too, had just arisen. "But
| seetwo of them.”

Indeed, as| stood, | gazed in the direction the merchant indicated, and

| dso saw two of them beyond the boulders and the bars; two heads,
that is. And what incredible heads they werel Each of the faceswasthe
unfortunate equal in uglinessto Dirk and the Scar, athough the actud
head s ze was perhaps five times as great here as on those of their
human counterparts. In addition, the fact that each head sported but a
sngle eye placed immediately above the nose added grestly to the
overd| effect.

"And | seedl of you," theleftmost head of the cyclops said with agrin.
Unlike the Scar, this head seemed to have most of itsteeth, dl of which
had an unfortunate tendency to end at arazor point.

"My," the head continued in the most cheerful of tones, "what a
pleasant assortment! Muscled ones and fat ones, old onesand an o
h-so-tender youngster! And, to top it all off, it lookslike |l get a
surprisein abox! Oh, | can make dinner plansfor days!"

With that, the two heads passed by the last of the boulders, and the
body benesth strolled out into the full view of the cage'sforest side.
And it was as Sinbad had said, for we could al now seethat it was a
single giant being with two great heads, one above each shoulder, with
his grest body covered by a collection of rags so filthy that they would
put the beggars of Baghdad to shame.

The other head frowned and blinked, asif it were just now awaking.

"Oh, no, no, no, dear brother,” the left head chided gently. "We dways



wait until the sun goes down, so that we may have a proper dinner.
And what a choice of dinnerswe possess.”" He chuckled with great
relish. "I've been savoring this moment ever snce |l smelled your
cooking fireslast night!"

The Scar, if anything, appeared even more angry than before. Y ou
can't kegps us here" He pulled hisknife from his bdt. "We gets out!
Wekillsyou!"

"My, my," the cyclops marveled, "such alot of energy." Heraised his
left hand to wave afinger at the Scar. "What good will it do you, little
man, if you get out of the cage? Y oulll till be onmy idand. I'll smply
pluck you off your tiny feet, and put your pitifully squirming form back
inhere. That is, if | don't decide to end your squirming by esting you
raw. Raw human!" He made a smacking sound with hislips. "It's quite
adelicacy, but you have to eat them fresh!™

He smiled down at the Scar's wegpon as one might regard a child's toy.
"And do you think | fear your tiny weapons?' He answered hisown
question with arich laugh. "No, you little fellowswill be much better off
just stting there and fattening yourself up on the food that remains.
That'stheway | like you, nice and round!"

All of usinthe cage were sllent for amoment. The giant's suggestion
was not the most appetizing of prospects.

But, while the rest of uswere temporarily stilled, the merchant stepped
forward.

"Thisisavery dtractive cage you have here, O cyclops” hesaidinthe
most gracious of tones.

"Why, thank you," the left head replied. "I'm glad you gppreciateit. |
had it built for this very location. It is such an attractive campsite, don't
you think? Nice, level ground, protected on three sides, the promise of
an easy escapeinto the forest, and only afew dozen feet away from



that beach that smply everyone washes up upon! Y ou'd be amazed
how many shipwrecked sailors have picked this exact spot to spend
thelr first night on theidand, not to mention the rest of their very
short-but very tasty-lives."

"Most clever,” Sinbad agreed. "We weretotally fooled into your trap.”

"You little humans dways are," the cyclopsreplied in the most
irritatingly salf-congratulatory of tones. "Say," he asked of my elder
namesake, "don't | know you from somewhere? Y our very manner of
gpeech reminds me of someone." He frowned as he recaled the
incident. "It was amerchant who sold me these rags | wear today."

Hisleft hand moved asif to touch thefilthy cloth, but stopped short of
actualy committing the act. "' Said the clotheswould last forever,” the
head continued with obvious distaste. "I humored him, and paid for the
goods with some of my best jewels. It was my little joke. Figured I'd
get them back when | ate the merchant. Wish | could get my handson
the man today. Not to mention my stomach. | waysregret it when |
missamed.”

"Oh, assad asthat story is," the merchant said with the innocence of
the newborn, "surely you must be confusing me with somebody else.”

The head considered thisfor amoment. "Y es, now that | think of it, he
was amuch younger man. Those were the only oneswho ever escaped
me!" He rubbed his ssomach. "My appetite fill yearnsfor them! Itis
fortunate that you are here to take their place.”

"Eat now?' theright head remarked.
Theleft head ignored his brother, as did the elder Sinbad.
"But it seemsto methat you do not make the best use of us," the

merchant said instead. "Why keep us here when we can be so useful
about theidand?'



"Useful?' the left head replied with afrown. "How would you be
usgful?!

"Oh, we could certainly perform tiresome tasks,” Sinbad commented in
the mogt offhanded manner possible. "Say, if we wereto gather
firewood?"

"Now | recdll it!" theleft head caled out as his brow creased with the
pain of the memory. "Those other fellows gathered firewood, too.
Turned it into araft and escaped! Not until after | drowned afew of
them, of course.” He smiled ever so dightly at the last thought.

"Mere coincidence, I'm sure," the merchant assured him. "We would
never think of doing such athing.”

"Soyou say," the head snapped, asif the mention of that earlier incident
had put the thing into afoul temper. "As enjoyable asthis meeting has
been, | must attend to other needs. | shall be back over the course of
the day to vigt." So saying, the cyclopsturned upon hishedsand
ambled back behind the rocks.

"Eat now?" theright head rumbled.

"Go back to deep,” the left head rumbled back as both halves
disgppeared from sight.

"Oh, woe!" Jafar began again.

"Oh, hush," hismaster chided him. "What we need hereislesswoe and
more work. There must be away out of this."

"Give my magter achdlenge,”" Achmed remarked, "and heislikeaman
of twenty. Of coursg, it helpsif he can later incorporate the chalenge
into one of hisstories”



| could see the admirable change as well. Sinbad the Sailor, who had
seemed totdly helpless before the Rukh, the apes, and the power of the
sorm, was once again in the midst of events.

"At lagt!" the merchant chortled. "Many of our adventuresthusfar have
been beyond me. And that spell with the djinni still has metotally
befuddled. But give me afoe who speaks my language, especidly a
sdf-important cyclops, any day!" Helooked about the clearing with an
evident sense of glee. "Y ou don't think theré's anything about here that |
could sl him?"

"Y ou can laugh at your verba prowess,” Dirk caled from his position
closeto the bars, "but the two of us prefer to work with our swords!™

"We cuts our way out!" the Scar agreed as he applied his dagger to the
thick rope.

For once, | found mysdlf agreeing with the two ruffians. Whatever our
eventua plans, wewould have far grester optionsif those plans
included freedom of movement.

| walked toward the rapidly sawing pair, using asfew of my own
muscles aspossible.

"Come," | cdled. "Why don't we lend you a hand, and welll be out of
here that much quicker!"

Dirk and the Scar paused and looked to each other.

"| fed you have shown us but one smdl portion of your arsend,” |
ingsted. " Surely you have extrablades that we might use!"

Dirk and the Scar turned to look directly at me. It was not a pleasant
experience.

"No one pullsknife on Scar!" was the ugly man's only remark.



With that, they returned to their work. | supposed, if that wastheir
attitude, they would have to do the work aone.

"Thecyclops," Mdabdasad agan, asif hewere only now joining usin
theworld of the conscious. ™Y ou dl will haveto forgive me, but this
spell the djinni has placed upon dl of you makesit somewhat difficult
for usto communicate effectively. The strength of that spdll is
enormous.” The magician chuckled in amazement. "Even the apes and
this cyclops seem affected! And that nicelittle touch where your speech
comesout afull statement before you actudly say it-that ishis
magterstroke! To play with the very fabric of timeitsaf; my respect for
that Ozzie creature grows with every passng moment.”

The magician shook hishead in an envious manner. "But that is not
what | wish to speak about. Instead, | believe we should prepare to
eat!"

"That isyour plan?" Jafar asked with more than abit of hysteria. "We
should fatten ourselves up to please the cyclops?!

"I havent pulled aknife on anyone!" Maabaa began indignantly, but
quickly camed himsdlf. "How quickly | forget the spell! Y ou are not
responsible for your speeches, or, at the very least, your answers are
not precisaly suited to my questions, or vice versa, for our
conversations are proceeding at different speeds.”

So, even though the wizard il absolutely could not believe that he was
under the influence of magic, his deductive powers had led him to much
the same conclusionsthat | had made. And it mattered littlein redlity
whether he or | was correct, for both led to the same communication
problem. But, once we had addressed the problem, could a solution be
far behind?

I, for one, was becoming excited. First, the elder Sinbad, and now
Malabaa, were showing depths of understanding that were nowherein



evidence during the recent chaos among the gpes. With these sorts of
resources at our command, how could we help but succeed?

"So how do we escape?’ | urged.

Malabaalaughed heartily at that. "Oh, no, dear fellow. We eat not to
fatten oursalves up, but to give us energy for dl that we haveto do."

"Itisaworthy idea," the merchant Sinbad agreed. "1 hereby ingtruct my
servantsto prepare us a hearty med."

"Asto our escape,” Maabdafindly replied to my question, "you will
haveto trust me, but | am sure a combination of my magic and our
mutua skillswill soon adlow usto escape without asingle one of us
egten!”

Even Jafar seemed to brighten at that, and he and Achmed went about
gathering foodstuffsto prepare amidday med. There was some small
debate, due to the giant's earlier comments, about starting cooking
fires, but the servants soon decided that Malabala could protect us
from any cyclopean hunger attacks.

"Food good," the Scar commented. " Cutting's hard.”

"I couldn't agree with my companion any more,” said Dirk from where
he sawed a the other man's side. "There is something you can do for
us, after al. Theelder Sinbad isrevered asagrest storyteller. Why not
help uswhile away our work with one of your famous tales?’

"| think it should be the fourth voyage,” ingtructed Jafar, once againin
control of hisemations, "in case we should survive thisone."

Startled, Sinbad looked from his mgjordomo to the men with knives.
"Yes, agory. | suppose | might tell one. | need to keep in practice,
after dl." He smiled & that, a bit overwhemed, | would guess, that he
should be asked to pursue his favorite pastime even in these dire



circumstances. "Very well, the fourth voyage." He glanced again a
Jafar. "And | shdl hurry the beginning abit, so that | will be finished
beforelunch.”

Since that seemed to meet with the servant's approva, the merchant felt
freeto begin histae. "Once again, | had returned to Baghdad, with the
good fortune to be even wedthier than | had been before. But | thought
ever more fondly of my spectacular voyages, of which, thistime, the
bad parts no longer seemed quite so bad, and the good parts seemed
absolutely magnificent. So it wasthat | decided to set out-"

Jafar interrupted with the usua clearing of the throat.

"Ah, yes," Sinbad amended. "I had gotten into the habit of holding
lavish dinner parties by then, hadn't 1?7

"Y ou devel oped the habit after your first voyage,” Jafar commented.

"But | do enjoy them so!" Sinbad sighed. "1 am cursed with servants
who have very long memories.™

"From many long years of service, O greatest of fabricators,” was
Jafar'shumblereply.

"Very well," Sinbad resumed with not alittle humility in hisown voice.
"Let it be said that there were also some financid reasons that
behooved me to take once again to sea. Whatever the reasons, we had
once more taken the familiar route from Baghdad to Basrah and thence
down the channd to the open waters. And again, the voyage began
well, and we traveled from idand to idand and land to land, and |
traded my goodsto grest profits, so that | congratulated myself heartily
upon my decision to travel once again.

"But there soon occurred an event that caused me to rue my decision,
for, one day, when we werein the middle of the sea, far from the sight
of any land, | heard my captain call, 'We arelost beyond al hope!,'



much in the manner of my servant Jafar's frequent exclamations. And
indeed, | looked from the craft, and saw great wavesthe equal of any
in that more recent storm where we found Maabala. On that voyage,
we were not so fortunate as to include amagician amnong our ranks,

and so our ship was destroyed by the great waves and torrential rain,
and those of us on board were flung out to the mercies of the open sea.”

Asthe merchant spoke, | noticed a change come upon his demeanor, a
change | had seen before but only now possessed the knowledge to
appreciate. There got to be adifferent look about his eyes, and soon
the whole appearance of hisface changed aswell, so that he seemed
much more the brave survivor of histales and lessthe older, rather
overweight man who had problems with money.

"But the ship had broken into pieces,”" the storyteller continued with
authority, "and mysdlf, dong with certain of the other merchants, was
fortunate enough to grab hold of those large planks that were al that
was left of our craft. Thus, holding on with both hands and feet, we
rode out the fury of the storm, and eventually were washed up upon
another of those seemingly endlessidandsthat dot the sea. It was upon
that beach that we dept in tota exhaustion throughout the night, but
upon the following morning we awoke and decided to exploretheide's
interior, and it was not long before we spotted a structure that, while
being made out of the twigs, branches, and mud usualy associated with
common huts, was of such asize and architectural complexity that it
more resembled a paace.

"Almost as soon as we spotted this extraordinary building, we were
surrounded by alarge group of men, who were short of stature and
generaly swarthy in appearance, and these men, who also had a
language and mannersforeign to us, led my group of merchantsto the
greet building, where we were brought before their king.

"The other merchants thought this a great stroke of good fortune, and,
when it became apparent that we were about to be served a banquet,
congratul ated themselves upon their good fortune. |, however, was not



S0 quick to celebrate, for | thought of all my goods lost to the storm,
and al these new potential customers before me, to whom | would now
be unable to sdll. Thisredization caused amalaise to settle upon my
very soul, so that when the foodstuffs arrived, | found that | had little

appetite.

"Soon, though, my fellow merchants and | were presented with huge
plates of steaming victuds, the likes of which | had never seen before,
being particularly bright in color and sticky in consistency.
Nevertheless, my fdlowsfdl upon these foods with enthusiasm, for
they had not eaten since before they had been subjected to the rigors of
the storm. In my state of mind at the time, however, | could not bring
myself to touch asingle bite, and instead shuffled the colorful yet
gummy concoction about on my plate with the end of my knife” He
hugged his somach for emphasis, a gesture that perhaps, dueto the
merchant's present corpulent condition, did not carry the dramatic
weight thet it once might.

Still did Sinbad continue histde: "For the first few bites, the other
merchants kept up an enthusiadtic, if intermittent, conversation. But, as
they continued to egt, their talking became ever lessfrequent and their
consummation ever more frenzied, until they ceased making any noise
whatsoever beyond the sound of ferocious mastication punctuated by
the occasond snuffling grunt.”

"My master dwaystells such appetizing stories,” Achmed commented
as he placed agrest kettle of water above thefireto bail.

"Only asthesethingstruly hgppened to me." The merchant interrupted
his story long enough to place his hand over his heart. "But the Stuation
soon became far worse.”

"Was there ever any doubt?" Achmed remarked as he turned to fetch
more food.

But the elder Sinbad was so carried away that he no longer heard the



comments of his servants. "While my fellow merchants continued to
guzzletheir meds" he continued with great drama, "acting morelike
beasts than men, our swarthy hosts brought forth great urnsfilled with a
certain ointment. The swarthy men proceeded to anoint the bodies of
my guzzling fellows, and that application seemed to make these
merchants even more hungry than before, so that they gobbled down
plate after plate of thisfoodstuff, until not only their belliesbut their
entire bodies expanded in al directions, until they looked morelike
overfilled water bags than men.”

"It was my grest good fortune that | had not partaken of the food, nor
indeed alowed mysdf to be anointed with that mysterious ointment, for
| soon discovered that these people were cannibals, and that their king
enjoyed aroasted man for dinner every night, dthough his subjects
preferred to eat their humans raw!™

Sinbad was about to be eaten again? Perhaps it was only that thisvery
fate was about to happen to us, but it seemed to be avery common
subject of the greast merchant'stales. Was every idand upon the great
green seaawash with cannibals?

"Thetraditional story forms arethe best,” Jafar assured me ashe
continued to cut apile of tuber-like vegetables to place into astew.

"So did my fear for mysdf and my friends grow,” were the merchant's
next words, "especidly as| noticed the more they ate, theless
intelligent they seemed to be, so that, after they had at last seemed to
sate themselves, the swarthy men herded them from the room as one
might herd cattle, and, indeed, from that day forward, they were sent
out every day to the meadow to feed.

"Still did | refuseto eat, so that in amatter of days | waslittle more than
ashadow with the flesh dry upon my bones, and the swarthy men took
little notice of me, sincel would no longer make afit med for even the
most common among them. But thisignorance worked to my
advantage, for the cannibalstook little notice of me as| crept from their



pa ace the following morning, and made my way out into the fields.
Theredid | see my former companions, but any attempt at conversation
on my part was met by nothing but moos. So it wasthat | 1eft the
bloated merchants behind and set off overland, so fearful that | wished
no deep, and eating nothing but those herbs | could find that were
familiar tome™

"How isthe food preparation progressing?' caled Dirk, who appeared
not to be among the most sensitive of listeners. "All thistalk of cattleis
whetting my appetite.”

"Soon," Jafar replied. "We must dlow the water to boil, and the taste of
mests and vegetablesto intermingle.”

"It will be unlike anything you have ever seen before" Achmed further
resssured the ruffian.

Dirk frowned, but returned to hiswork. Through great gpplication,
both he and the Scar had sawed through about haf of two pieces of the
great rope.

"Hold!" Maabdacaled with great urgency, such urgency, in fact, that
all of usfroze where we were, save that the knives disappeared deep
within the clothing of Dirk and the Scar. And it wasin thisway that the
cycdopsfound usdl agan.

"Y ou cannot hide your true actions from me!" the |eft head called with
great good cheer. So did this mongter aready know of our plans?
Perhaps he heard so well with those four earsthat he was privy to
everything we had said!

"Andmay | tell you," hefurther remarked, regarding useach asa
glutton might regard a plate of sweetmests, "this does nothing but
increase my appetitel”

"Eat now?" said the other head, which gppeared to be much more



awake than before.

Theleft head glanced toitsright. "When my other half istruly ready for
dinner," he said in the sunniest manner possible, "heis absolutely
insiable”



Chapter the Eighteenth,
in which we discover certain facts
concerning the Cyclops's eating habits
that we would perhaps rather not have known.

"I know everything," the head continued, confirming theworst of my
fears. We were doomed before. If what the cyclops said was true, how
much worse could that doom become?

What would be the mongter's vengeance for our blatant attempt to
escape? Moreto the point: When you were planning to eat someone,
how much more severe could you get? Perhaps, | thought with the
dightest of shudders, he now planned to marinate us al while we were
dill dive. Then again, depending upon the sauice, that might actudly be
apleasure.

"Indeed, | know dl," the cyclopsreiterated, "and my stomach responds
accordingly. | could smell the cooking odors dl over theidand.” He
pointed an accusatory finger. "Y ou cannot deny it!" Y et the mongter did
not point at Dirk and the Scar, but at Achmed and Jafar. "Y ou are
about to eat lunch!”

"Can we hide nothing from you?" Sinbad the merchant wailed in
gpparent dismay. "Would you care for abite?' he added with asmile.

"My mother dwaysdid tell me | needed to vary my diet," the cyclops
replied with a certain doubt. "Human after human after human; it does
get alittle boring after awhile, let metell you. Sometimes, of course, |
eat them with the clothing il attached. It can be quite unpleasant, you
know"-the left head belched for emphasis-"if a cyclops does not
receive the proper roughage.”

After amoment's pause, he added, " So what are you having?'

The merchant looked disdainfully back at the large cooking pot. "Alas,
nothing but amere stew. We are, of course, limited to what few



provisions we managed to bring with usto theidand. It is of some smal
compensation that my manservant, Jafar, isamong the finest chefsin dl

of Baghdad, and the wonders he can perform with even the few spices
he now hasat hiscommand will as often as not result in a concoction fit
for asultan.”

"Stew, did you say?" the cyclops mused. "Can he do those same
wonders when humans are the meet?"

"Peasel" the merchant reprimanded. "Y ou know how chefsare. You
might offend hisddlicate sensibilities”

"Oh, dear, that will never do," the cyclopsremarked. "Still, a stew, you
say?' Hisleft head grinned gppreciatively, but his right-hand heed
appeared to be drooling.

| could do nothing but admire my elder namesake. He had the cyclops
totally enthralled with the idea of stew; and, even better, it wasastew
that would contain none of those present as a primary ingredient.

The cyclops seemed more than ready to samplethe stew. But, it
occurred to me, if we could feed our preparations to this monster, why
not further prepare those preparations? After al, we had ataented
magician in our midst, and did not magicians have athorough
knowledge of herbs, poultices, and suchlike that could cause al sorts of
things to occur, death included? Ma abala seemed to have some plan of
his own concerning the cyclops. But what if we could Smply poison the
mongter, and then leave theidand at our leisure? It was certainly worth
congderation. Now, if only I could share my plan with the magician.

| sdled over to the wizard, who was watching the events around him
with greet interest. "Mdabala," | said softly, "if | might have aprivate
word with you?'

"What'sthat?' hereplied brightly. "Were having sew?



"Say," the cyclopsinterrupted, "might | try abit of that before you sit
down to eat?'

"Why, mogt certainly,” the merchant alowed generoudy. He nodded to
Dirk and the Scar. "If our two most muscular compatriots might come
over here and lift up the pot?"

Thetwo ruffians hestated, obvioudy unused to taking orders from any
man. But even one asthick of muscle and dow of wit asthe Scar must
have assumed that my master had a plan, and it was best if they
participated. So it wasthat, after wrapping scarves about their handsto
protect themsalves from the kettl€'s heat, they each hoisted ahandle
and carried the stew to that part of the cage closest to the monster.

But what could the merchant's plan be? There had been no time to add
anything to the stew, as had been my thought. Perhapsit had something
to do with bringing Dirk and the Scar in close proximity to the mongter,
so that they could somehow overcomeit.

The two blackguards placed the large pot down so that it almost rested
agang the bars.

"Alad" Sinbad said with regret. "The pot istoo large to pass through
the bars. Perhaps you cannot sampleit, after dl!"

Now | could see the merchant's design! He would have the cyclops
bend or break the bars of his own prison, thus affording us an easier

escape.

But the mongter'sleft haf smply said, "Nonsense," astheright-hand
head, quitefully dert, grinned and said, "Eat now?"

With that, the cyclops poked histwo handsinsde the cage, flicking
both Dirk and the Scar out of the way asanorma man might flick afly.
Then did helift the pot, being not at dl mindful of the hegt of the thing,
and hefted it up to the uppermost reaches of the cage. He pressed his



gredt, right-hand head to a position dightly below that againgt the bars,
tilting it so that his chin jutted well within the cage, and, after afind
exclamation of "Eatnow!," extended his tongue, which wasfully the
length of anorma man'sarm. Then did he angle the pot in such away
that agreat torrent of stew burst forth to splash against the bars and
enter hismouth.

All of uswithin the cage were speechless at thisdigplay. It wasan
awesome sight, especidly for someone who unfortunately expected to
witness that mouth and tongue at much closer proximity.

The cyclopswithdrew histongue and smacked both sets of hislips.
The pot rang likeabdl asit fdl to the ground.

"Quitetasty,” the cyclops remarked with his |eft-handed lips. But the
right-hand head seemed to be having trouble keeping its eye open.

"Y ou should enjoy your meal. And egting that helps me stay trueto my
resolve. | was weakening, you know, and considered munching one of
you for asnack."

"We are most happy that you did not have to change your plans,” the
merchant Sinbad reassured him.

"l do indeed have certain plansfor you," the cyclops acknowledged
with ayawn. "And if anything, they have grown complex. When we
next meet, you must tell me, what does Jafar know of marinades?’

With that, the cyclops ambled out of view. However, he had not
traveled very far when we heard agreat crashing, asif something of
consderable size had falen to the ground, and, immediatdly theresfter,
apair of odd, grating noises, like the scraping of rocks, or perhaps two
giant heads snoring Smultaneoudly.

"The cyclops generdly fdls adeep after amed,” the merchant
marveled, "but not usualy that quickly.”



"Now, what did you wish to discusswith me?' thewizard Maabaa
inquired of me.

" waswondering if you might-" | paused. Had the wizard dready
placed aspell upon the cyclops?

"Ah, yes, | must plead guilty to thefacilitation of that task," thewizard
responded with achuckle. "When confronted with a supernatural
cregture which you are unfamiliar with, it is best to test its strength and
samina, if possiblein such away that the creature does not know it is
being tested.”

"Then, once we sever theseropes,” Dirk called back to the wizard, "we
can quit this place for good?’

"Did you indeed wonder?' the wizard replied approvingly. "I must
admit, you are more clever than you first appear.”

Once again, it was becoming unclear who the wizard was talking to.
Soon, no doubt, it would become confusing asto what he wastalking
about. | turned back to the merchant instead, and congratulated him on
foiling the monster. What, exactly, | further asked, had been his
immediate plan?

The merchant laughed & that. "Thiswas my only immediate plan: It
meatters not what the cyclops ate, aslong as that something was not us.
Beyond that, | had no design beyond keeping the Cyclops's attention
occupied, so that | might look for some means of escape.”

"It would be unwise to do s0!" Maabaasaid abruptly. "For | fear my
deep spdl will only work for ashort time on acreature of hissize and
congtitution. We will have abetter idea of the possbilities of escape
once we see how long it takesfor this creatureto revive." Thewizard
dlowed himsdf asmdl amile. "Besdes, thereisanother smdl spell |
wish to use on this cyclops.”



"l supposeit could have been far worse," Jafar commented with as
closeto anote of hope as| had ever heard in hisvoice.

"How?' Achmed demanded. "If we had been forced to eat your stew?”

"Achmed is correct!" Jafar made the woeful redization. "The monster
has devoured our entire repast!”

"We gtill have these vegetables,” | commented, waving at the pile of
foodstuffs near the cooking fire. "After dl, it is better to eat dmost
anything than to be eaten.”

"l could not have said it better myself,” Achmed agreed. "Well make
an old wise man of you yet, porter.”

Only Sinbad the merchant did not joinin our jovia exchange. "Itis
going to become far worse. Tonight he will bring his entertainment.”

With the inflection that the merchant put upon the last word, we could
tell that the prospect was anything but pleasant.

It was at that very moment that the snoring stopped.



Chapter the Nineteenth,

in which we learn that, sometimes, magic does
indeed grow on trees.

The snoring was replaced, oddly enough, by a song. Something about
"Do you know the way to Baghdad Bay?," which wasfoolish, since
Baghdad was on ariver and didn't even have abay within ahundred
miles. But the tune itself was quite sprightly, and the cyclops was gifted
withasurprisngly fair Snging voice,

| turned to my merchant namesake. "Isthat a sample of the
entertainment!" | asked in ahushed voice.

"Would that it were," the elder Sinbad answered with some trepidation.
"When he comesto entertain you, you will never forget it. Thet is, of
course, if you liveto remember it inthefirst place.”

But the song faded as the cyclops waked away from us, until it was
lost beneath the constant moan of theidand wind.

With the monster gone, the Scar returned feverishly to work. He jerked
his head toward the pile of vegetables. "Porter! Bring methose! | eats
as| works!"

"Sowill I," Dirk agreed. "I have decided that, no matter what happens,
| do not want to come close to that tongue.”

So we had, at last, found something that we might agree upon without
reservation. As| gathered an armload of greens and tubersto take to
the two musclemen, | sensed that, in our shared adversity, we had even
begun to develop a certain very odd camaraderie.

"But come, merchant!" Dirk called as he continued to saw on his
chosen rope. "Y ou were only haf done with your magnificent voyage
when the cyclops arrived. Finish your tale while we finish our work."



The merchant smiled, apparently rejuvenated by Dirk's very suggestion.
Even thethreat of entertainment seemed to fade from Sinbad's mind
when he was given the opportunity to continue his story.

But Jafar's throat-clearing stopped him before he could even begin.

"O greatest of equivocators,” the mgordomo said, "you were about to
tell ushow you survived in this new, strange land for eight days, esting
nothing but occasional herbs and such. And whileit isapretty sory, it
istimethat the others knew the truth.”

"Thevdley of thefigs?' Sinbad said rather more miserably. "Must |
disclose that now? Few things are worse to discuss when other items
arebeing ingested!”

"Come, now," Dirk caled jovialy. "Nothing can be worse than the sight
of acyclopstongue!”

"Well you may say that, you who have never been inundated by fruit!"
Helooked pleadingly at his manservant, but Jafar did nothing but utter
asngle, discreet cough. "Very well. What must be done should be
done efficacioudy. | shdl continue, then, with the true story, and if any
of you decide never to eat afig againin your life, let not the blamefall
uponme!”

Achmed dutifully began to pass out vegetablesto the others asthe
merchant resumed histae:

"It happened in thisway," he began, the story he told now nowhere
near as polished as hismore practiced tales. "L et me see. | had been
traveling dl night, eager to get asfar away from the cannibasas|
might, and was becoming increasingly lightheaded, for | had had
nothing to eat for days besides those few herbs that Jafar mentioned.

"| should note that | had further crossed arange of rugged hills, and
was quite exhausted when | cameinto the valey beyond. Y ou could



imagine, then, that not only was| astonished, but | aso doubted fully
that | was still awake, when | began to hear dl those-voices.”

He paused at this point, obvioudy struggling to continue. It seemed to
me that he could do with some prompting.

"The voices?' | therefore asked.

"Yes," Sinbad continued with ashudder. "The voices, that seemed to
come from nowhere and everywhere. For, while | could see no other
human soul in thismoonlit valey, but only row after row of fruit-bearing
trees, | heard first one, then a dozen, then even more than a hundred of
these voices. And what they said to me!" He shuddered then, and
looked at the ground, again unable to continue.

| could see now that | wasto play an active part in this present drama.
"And what did they say to you?' | therefore prompted.

"They said-" Sinbad took a deep bregth before he was able to
continue. "They sad, 'Miger, do you want afig? "

He paused again, asif to give ustime to accept the weight of his
admisson.

Someone had to say it, and, from the direction our present discourse
wastaking, | fdt it wasrequired of me.

"A thousand pardons, O great and noble merchant,” | therefore began,
"but | fed that | am unenlightened concerning our present discussion.
What, pray tell, isthe horrible consequence of someone offering you a

figf?

"What is the consequence?’ the elder Sinbad cried in disbelief. "What
is the consequence? Well, actudly," he continued, caming himsdf
somewhat, "'the consequences of eating but asinglefig are not that dire,
| suppose. But we are not talking about asingle fig here. No, we are



talking about figs upon figs, fruit upon fruit, thousand upon untold
thousand!"

Jafar cleared histhroat delicately. "Pardon me, O most talented of
prevaricators, but if you might return to arecounting of the actua
events?'

"Yes, yes, certainly,” Sinbad replied with arenewed resolve. "But you
must understand that the very mention of figs-" He paused to teke
another ragged breath. "Very well. | will reach beyond my
apprehension to complete thetale.

"For there were no humansin that valey," he continued, hisvoice
growing stronger asthe story unfolded, "nor indeed were there any of
the common natural or supernatura sources from which one might
experience the sound of voices. And yet the voices persevered.

" 'FHgs are among the sweetest of fruits,' they said to me, and 'Figs
contain al the essentid building blocks of life." Then Threefigsaday
keep the undertaker away,' and ‘A day without figsislike aday without
breezed!' Oh, those voiceswere diabolicaly clever!

"But night was near an end, and | could seethefirst ribbon of dawn
light up the hillsbeyond the valley. | reasoned that, if | but kept these
voicestaking, the ever-increasing light would at |ast reveal to me where
the owners of these sounds were hiding.

" 'Figs arefruits you can depend on!' the next voice said close by my
ear. | spun quickly to catch the bearer of that voice, but saw naught but
the fruit tree by my sde. And, indeed, in the growing illumination of
morning, | saw that it wasindeed afig tree.

"But the presence of trees did nothing to solve my riddle; or so |
thought at the time. How, | wondered, could these speakers be so
dugve?



"It wasthen that | realized | had not spoken back to these voices, nor
had | made any other noise sSince | had entered thisvalley. Indeed, |
further considered, if | now began a conversation, perhaps that would
at last be reason for them to reved themselves,

"So it wasthat | said, 'Why are al these figs so wondrous? "

The merchant clapped his hands for emphasis. "With certainty, | knew |
had fallen upon the answer, for | was answered immediately by many
VOICES

" 'Weare plump!" said thefirdt.

" 'We are tasty!" said the second.

" 'We are ready to be plucked!" said the third.

" "We desire to be devoured!" added afourth.

" 'Do not leave usto rot upon the tree branch!* implored afifth.

"So | had at last made the contact that | had imagined | desired. For, as
the voices spoke, | saw the branches of the nearest fig tree shake
violently"-the merchant waved hisarmsin pantomime- "even though

there was no wind whatsoever in the early dawn stillness.

"It wastherefore that | decided to look even closer upon the fruit of the
tree. 'We? | cried in some amazement. 'Isit the figs themsdveswho

Speak?
" 'What aclever man!' said avoice.
" 'And what an attractive mouth!' added a second.

" "It would be an honor to be popped into a mouth such asthat!" athird
continued.



" 'And to be chewed by those magnificent teeth? asked afourth. 'Oh, it
isaconsumption devoutly to be wished!'

"And may | tell you, my amazement grew, for, in the ever-growing light,
| saw that, indeed, there were wrinkles and spots upon thesefigs, as
there often are upon wild-grown fruit; but that these wrinkles and spots
moved in time with the speeches, asif each fig possessed atiny mouth,
and dl these many mouths were producing the very voicesthat | heard.”

The merchant surveyed his audience amoment before continuing. "So it
wasthat | cameto the valey of thetaking figs. | did not yet, of course,
redize the true danger of this place.

"Ingtead, | decided to determine my exact place in this new scheme of
things. So it wasthat | asked, Y ou areindeed figs? And the fruit of the
tree answered me. 'Y es, we are extraordinary figs, but figs
nonetheless. And | further asked, 'And you truly desire to be eaten?
At which point the fruit made anoise that seemed half like branches
being blown by the wind and hdf like laughter. The samdler figsthen
were slent, and another fig, higher up and closer to thetree, and
perhaps twice the Sze of any of the fruit that surrounded it, began to
speak. And thisiswhat the grest fig said:

" "You look to be awell-traveled personage, and so know much of the
world. And in your many travels, you have discovered that thereisa
magter plan for dl living things. Thusit isthat certain men are crested to
till thefields, and certain men are born to sit upon golden thrones and
receive the results of these other men'slabors. Soit isalso that certain
animals struggle through their lives as beasts of burden under the heavy
yoke of civilization, while other crestures are destined to roam free
throughout the wild, unexplored vastnesses beyond the realm of man.
So asit iswith man and beadt, it goes with fruits and vegetables, and
we, asfigs, must comply aswell with our assigned task in thisgreeat
plan of Destiny. Or, if | wereto summarize: Fish haveto swim, birds
haveto fly, and figs have to be eaten.’



"'Soif | wereto eat you, | would only be fulfilling the hand of Destiny?
| then asked.

" 'Precisdly s0,' the great fig replied. 'Indeed, if you were not to partake
of us, you could be said to be rejecting the natura order of things.'
And, with that, all the branches of the great tree shook as one, asif dl
the figs were bouncing their agreement.”

The merchant Sghed as he called up these memories, along, painful
sgh, asif hewere approaching the most unpleasant part of histae.

"Well," he continued with anew weight to hisvoice, "I was never one
to be confrontationa with the hand of Destiny. Further, | had esten
nothing but herbs since my companions and | had been washed up on
thisforeign shore three days before, and the thought of afat, juicy fig
caused my mouth to water profusdly.

"'Very well,' | therefore said. 'If | must do thisfor Destiny." "

The merchant reached forward and closed hisright hand into afist. "So
itwasthat | picked asmal but perfectly formed fig from the branch
closest to my hand, and | swear to this very moment that that fruit
squedled with delight as| picked it from the vine. | paused for an
ingtant to examine thisfruit | had chosen, and it indeed looked well
rounded, and it further shone an especidly appetizing yelow-greenin
the golden glow of the early morning light.

" 'Eat me!' thefig in my hand implored. 'Oh, eat me! Why do you make
mewait?

"And, indeed, | did not wish thistiny fig to suffer, so | immediately
popped the fruit into my mouth. And as my teeth descended upon the
fig, | could have sworn that the fruit that | masticated expired with the
most contented of Sghs.



"But that was not the last of my surprises, for | discovered that not only
could these figs conduct an intelligent discourse but they were dso
extremely sweet and plessant to the taste, having the precise
components of juice and pulp to make their ingestion atruly joyous
experience." The merchant closed hiseyesand amiled, asif he were
savoring that experience once again. But his eyes sngpped open and his
amile vanished as he continued the tale:

" 'Wel? the great fig next demanded. 'What do you think of the first
taste of our tree?

" 'Excdlent,’ | admitted. 'Never have | tasted so fine afruit!’
"And with that, al the figs upon the tree gave out with a great cheer.

" 'To hear you speak so warms usto our very seed,' the greet fig
replied with pride. 'For, without someone to eat us, we are forced to
do naught but hang about on our branches until werot.'

" 'A depressing prospect,’ | agreed, for | perceived that, werel to
experience their lack of freedom, | should surely go mad. 'l am grestly
cheered that | was able to help one of your number fulfill its destiny.

" 'Oh, do not stop there!’ the figs about me shouted. And al around me
on the tree there began a great argument among the fruit concerning
who had the best coloring and flavor, and who deserved to be eaten
fird.

"All of thisattention had given me afeding of heady importance that
caused meto act rather more rashly than was prudent. | was helping to
fulfill thefigs destiny, after dl. So it wasthat | said, 'l may help to settle
thisargument!" and picked those Six figs that were among the most
vociferous of the hagglers, and wolfed down their swest fruit one
immediatdly after the other.

"The remaining figs cheered and begged me to go further, but | had



eaten seven of their brethren in rapid succession upon an empty
stomach, and thus discovered that | wasin some distress.” The
merchant paused to hold his great somach in remembrance.

"Well, you shdl bein distressno more," agruff voice came fromthe
rocks behind us, "for now it istimefor meto perform!”

Thus did the cyclops reappear before our prison, his announced arrival
giving Dirk and the Scar scant seconds to once again hide their knives.

"Now it istimefor thered entertainment,” the monster said with the
widest of grins.

Now did the merchant sincerely appear to bein distress. "But redlly,
we are not worthy!" Sinbad cried, unable to hide the desperationin his
voice. "You do not truly wish to entertain us?'

The cyclops scoffed at the very thought. "Why should | want to
entertain you? Y ou'll bein my sscomach in but aday or two. No, this
will dl bedone, indl itsglorious detall, to entertain me\ After dl this
time deprived of human flesh, | wish to savor the experience.”

"Entertainment?' Maabaamuttered from where he sat close by my
gde. "There are many different waysto entertain.” Did this mean that
the magician wasfinaly going to put hisplan into effect? At that
moment, | fervently wished that the wizard had told us more of his
plans; dthough the efficacy of that action, of course, would have
depended upon our actually understanding his explanation.

"It istimeto begin." The cyclops sat down upon alarge rock beyond
our prison. "l understand that one among you has been telling therest a
story. But, believe me, that story is as nothing compared to the tale that
| am about to tell.”

"Oh, no!" Sinbad wailed. "Not one of the stories\"



The cyclops continued asif the merchant had not spoken at dl. "Thisis
the story of the witch, Captain Howdja, and the Pasha of Pardon. Now
listen carefully, for if you answer correctly, | shdl grant you your
freedom.”

"Freedom?’ the Scar called. "We gets our freedom.”

"No," the right head corrected, "only the man who answers correctly
shall befreed. That iswhy you must pay the most careful attention.” At
that, the left head giggled.

"Soit beginsagain,” the merchant murmured with findity.

"What does?' | asked, even though | was afraid what the answer might
be.

"The cyclopslureshisvictimsin,” Sinbad the elder replied, "and then he
leads them to their doom. Thereisno longer any hope.”

"How could you say that?" | asked. "Y ou, who have surmounted
incredible odds seven times over, and each time returning from your
adventures more wealthy than you were before?

"You will fed the same," was the merchant's only reply, "once you have
been entertained.”

| could do nothing, then, but face the cyclops and learn the horrible
truth.



Chapter the Twentieth,
in which we see that while hunger may be deadly, comedy can be
Wor se.

So we were to be faced, then, with one of those eventswhich even
Sinbad the merchant felt wastoo horribleto tell. Still, the cyclops had
offered us our freedom, if we could but answer someriddle or other
that he would put to us. Wasit not at least worth the effort to listen to
the Cyclopsstae before we gave up hope entirdly? So it wasthat |
turned my attention to the two-headed monster as he began histae.

"Know you, then," the left head began, "that in akingdom far from here
there lived avengeful witch, who had been thwarted in her evil desires
by that noblest of sultans, the Pasha of Pardon. There she dwelled at
the edge of the pasha's domain, in a cave deep benegth the earth, and
gtill did the witch curse the Pasha of Pardon. So great was her anger, in
point of fact, that she decided she would send the three grestest
demonsthat she could conjure to destroy the noble man.”

"Ligten to him!" the merchant whispered to me with disdain. "Not only
does he doom usdl, but the creature has no flair for storytelling!”

"Professiona jealousy,” was Achmed's even softer comment as he and
Jafar moved closer to the bars and the storytdlling cyclops. A moment
later, as the magician caught up with the conversation, Ma abaastrode
forward to join them, so that only I, my namesake, and the palanquin
that contained Fatimawere |eft behind.

"Thus did thewitch call upon al the dark powers at her command,” the
cyclops proceeded, "and she summoned the three demons by name.

" 'Hoo!" she cdled, and atwelve-foot-high creature with horns equal
again to the size of hisgreat body appeared before her.”

Soitwasthat al but the merchant and myself stood in rapt attention,
pressed againgt the bars and listening to the Cyclopss every word. The



elder Sinbad, conversdly, showed a decided preference for fretting by
my sde, but | must admit there was a certain part of me that wished he
would move forward aswell.

It was not that | blamed him for his consternation, for, in my experience
asaporter | have often felt the cruel hand of competition. | was even
willing toignore his gutturd mumbles, which, though they formed no
recognizable string of words nor were for the most part even
fathomable asintelligent speech, till sesemed to regularly interrupt my
appreciation of the Cyclopsstale.

But | must admit | had other matters upon my mind-well, even that was
not the precise truth-for | redly had but one thought upon my mind, and
that thought rested within that brightly painted conveyance that
remained in the rear of the cage whilemost al of my fellows had been
diverted forward. And there it was, the thought that revealed my
passion: Oh, if only the merchant could be encouraged to join the
others, | should be done with the palanquin!

The cyclops continued with histde:

" 'Watzz!" she further intoned, and the second demon, a squat thing that
seemed to be nothing more than teeth and claws, appeared before her."

The palanquin! My thoughts raced ahead of me, asif | had dready
opened the gold-encrusted door and set my eyes upon my mysterious
beautty. | redized then that | must prepare mysdlf for that eventudity, or
| might freeze at that moment in aterror far greeter than any of those
monsters had inspired within me, for | would bein the grip of the terror
of love.

Very well. | would plan my actionsto the finest nuance. | would, of
course, have to introduce mysdlf to Fatimain a manner both quiet, to
avoid detection by her guardians, and gracious, so that she might have
agood firgt impresson of me. That is, if shewould consent to spesk to
aporter at al! Perhaps, | considered, it would be better not to present



mysdlf to her, after dl, and be content with my dreams. But how hollow
are dreams when there is no chance of redlity beyond!

Y et did the cyclops proceed with histale:

""Wair!" the witch then pronounced, and another demon arrived in their
midst, athough thislatest one moved with such deadly speed that it was
nearly impossible to guessits exact shape and sze™"

Stll, | told mysdlf, dl the otherswere listening to the cyclops for a
reason, the greatest reason of al, the promise of freedom. Perhaps|
should forget my infatuation and join them, so that we might have a
better chance of being saved. Still, however, the jeweled box, with its
ever-so-aluring contents, beckoned to me, asif it were nothing but a
giant magnet and my heart made of solid iron.

Freedom or Fatima? After the dightest consideration, | realized it was
no choice a dl, for without Fatima, | would never truly be free!

| stared more longingly at the palanquin than was perhaps prudent as
the cyclops perssted with histae:

"So did this horrendous witch further enchant the three demons, so that
they were instantaneoudly transported to the palace of the pasha. But
the Pasha of Pardon was not without his resources aswell, for the
noble and clever Howdja was the captain of his paace guard.”

Even asdigtracted as| was, | could tell that thiswastruly a
complicated tde. It was so complex, in fact, that even the merchant
seemed drawn in, for, though he still muttered to himself on occasion,
he also had begun to drift toward those same bars where dl the others
stood, thusleaving me aonein the back of the cage.

But | was not done. | was anything but aone!

| stepped closer to the palanquin, and my heart stepped quicker as



well. Still did the cyclops continue with histae, so important to the
others, yet so secondary to my fondest desire.

"Now here comesthefirst question of my tae. It isthe entry to the
paace, and the demons wish to sneak by the guard. But the captain
waits as the sole defense againgt thisevil! Y ou must now think asthe
captain did to save his noble pashal My right head will nod if your
answers are worthy. Should your answers be false, of course, my right
head will be more than happy to devour you.

"So answer truly, for the sake of your lifel" He pointed to Achmed.
"What would you say if three strangers appeared whom you expected
to be demons?”’

The child, as dways, was ready with acomment. "Urn-Who goes
there?'

Theright head nodded asthe |eft head continued the tle:
"Exactly! Then 'How'd you know? said one demon.

" That ismy name!" the captain replied before asking the next question.”
The cyclops pointed to Dirk.

"The next thing to be said?' Dirk asked, hisvoice not so smooth as
when he was the one holding the knife. "It would surely be What's your
name? "

The right head nodded again.

" 'We have been given away!" said the second demon,” was the
Cyclopssreply asit pointed to the Scar. "And next from the captain?'

"Um-er-um-er," the Scar replied, looking wildly about, either for an
answer or perhaps alarge stone or other weapon to throw at the
cyclops. "Um-er-um-er.”



Dirk nudged his companion and made awiggling motion with two of his
fingers, asif to show aman waking.

"Waks-no-leaves?' The furrows rose on the scarred man's brow as he
said, "1 gotsit! Captain says, 'Wherésyou going? "

" 'Have we no secrets from this human? cried the third demon,” the
cyclops continued the tale. Theleft head beamed at his audience, sure
that they had reached alevd of true communication. The audience, for
its part, looked about at each other with fully opened mouths.

But even | had paused, caught up in the puzzle of how the demonsand
the captain had known each other's names. But | shook mysdlf at this
pauseinthetae, for | had other priorities. Now that | was so closeto
the palanquin, | knew that | must get even closer. The otherswere
totaly enthralled, not to mention thoroughly confused, by the monster's
tale. | had to act before my moment had passed, for | might never get
thismoment again.

As| stepped to the paanquin, | listened to the cyclops continue the
tale, dmost despite mysdif.

"But the witch was not to be undone, not even by so clever acaptain.
Thus had sheingtructed her demonsfor even this eventudity, so that the
three of them cried out together with such afearsomeroar that the
captain was driven back by the very sound!”

It must be now, | told mysdlf again, as| stepped as closeto this
mysterious box as| dared. | reached out my fingersto brush against the
painted side, and pulled them back amost as quickly. The wood was
cool beneath my fingertips, and yet to touch that paanquin felt dmost
asif | were putting my hand through fire. And yet | wasfar too close,
and my mind was far too full of Fatima, for me to back away. | looked
at the door before me, and saw, to my dismay, that it was closed by no
smple handle but by a complicated clasp composed of a series of three



bolts.

| tempestuoudy grabbed the topmost of the three bolts. It clanked
heavily asit moved aside, but the Cyclopss audience were all too
enthralled to be distracted.

"The dtuation wastruly dire," the mongter continued. " The demons
were skilled intheir evil, and they quickly had the captain surrounded,
and were about to draw out his very life essence! But, at thelast
possible moment-"

The cyclops appeared to pause at the exact same instant | had decided
to draw back the second bolt. | thought the clank thistime loud enough
to bring al the true believersin Baghdad back to prayer, but only the
right head of the mongter turned to regard me.

The left head continued with the tale: "-a greet tapestry fell down upon
thethree evil creatures, and smothered them upon the very spot!™

My hand, which had been reaching for the third bolt, hesitated as |
anticipated another pause. But the cyclops continued without a
discernible bresk:

"Now, if you vaue your freedom, tell me the name of the onetruly
responsible” And with that the cyclops pointed at the members of our
party, one after the other.

"What?"' the Scar asked, totally befuddled.

"Who?' Dirk corrected his partner.

"Wherewas" Achmed attempted to ask.

"Now you are dl very wrong! It would certainly not be the demond!™
Theleft head laughed asthe right head licked itslips.



"What?' the Scar repeated.
"Who?" Dirk echoed.

"Certainly!" the cyclops exclamed asif everybody knew what they
were talking about. "Watzz, Hoo, and Wair!"

"But how'd you-" Jafar began.
"No," the mongter interrupted, "heisthe cegptain.”
"The captain?’ replied Jafar, now a so beyond confusion.

"The captain,” the cyclopsreplied, asif it were the most obviousthing
inthe world. "Howdja. Quickly now, before| eat you dl!"

| expeditioudy pulled my hand back to my sdeas| redized thet the
cyclopswas pointing a me. But how could | deduce the answer
without knowing where each of the mgjor charactersin thisriddle had
positioned himself? Therefore, | began with a question of my own:

“Which-" | began.

"Mosgt certainly not!" the cyclops cackled. "Sheis gtill stuck back in her
cavel" The creature pointed to Maabaa as the right-hand head began
to drool. "Onefina chance, or you are dl on the menu!™

"Pardon?' the magician replied uncertainly. "I cannot quite under-"

"Correct!" the Cyclops screamed, truly beside himsdlf with excitement.
"It had to be the Pasha of Pardon himsdlf!" The left head seemed
greatly impressed. Y our acumen astonishes me. Perhapsif you answer
therest of thetale correctly, | actualy will let you go free. For, you see,
there was this shortstop-oh, pardon me, wrong story-that is, there was
this mg ordomo within the palace that went by the sngle name Eye-"



"What?' Malabala asked.
"No, no, that's one of the demons," Achmed corrected.

"Oh, | see!" the merchant Sinbad said in sudden comprehension of the
tal€strue nature.

"No," the cyclops contradicted, "that was the palace eunuch!™”

But dl eyes were again focused upon the mongter and histae. Perhaps
what | did next wasfoolish in the extreme, but sometimes a man must
act upon his desires, no matter how wild or how base they may be.
With thoughts of beauty beyond imagination dancing through my heed,

| drew back the last of the bolts.

The door fell open rather more loudly than | would have liked, making
the clank of the bolts seems as soft aswind chimes. And from deep
within the recesses of the palanquin, there came avery distinct and
echoing scream.

| dammed the door shut, and backed three paces quickly away. "Now,
how could that have happened?” | began.

"This has gone quite far enough,” wasthe answer | received before |
could debase mysdf any further. But, to my surprise, it was neither
Dirk nor the Scar who had spoken, and furthermore, neither one of
them had drawn any of their long, sharp instruments of death. Instead, it
was the right head of the cyclops whose voice had filled the void, and
who further added: "Enough of thisfoolish entertainment. It istimeto
ed!”

"I have donewhat | could,” the left head replied with resignation. "But if
my audience does not gppreciate my efforts-" Helet hisvoicetrail off
to leave the consequences of his actions unspoken.

"Very wel," theright heed remarked jovidly. "I'm il fairly full from



lunch. No need to overdo.” He pointed to Achmed. "I think thislittle
morsd will suffice”

The cyclops reached out with both of his great hands and lifted the
entire end of gathered to hear Jafar wailing, the ydling out one
retreated, that is, were in adream Cyclopss med the cagefromthe
ground. All those who had the monster's tale backed quickly away,
with ruffians calling curses, and even the magician of hisindecipherable
bits of business. All save the child, who stepped forward asif he and
waked quietly forward to serve asthe cyclop's medl.



Chapter the Twenty-first,
in which Snbad must determine
who, exactly, givesafig.

The cyclops reached forward, scooped up the child, and the right head
swalowed him without even chewing.

"Y ou may haveto pardon me," the left head remarked. "I seem to have
aburp coming on." A moment later, both heads did precisdly that.
"Still, hewasn't much of amed, was he? Tomorrow night, | will haveto
egt someone more substantia.”

And with that, the cyclops alowed the cage to crash back down into
place. Heturned and again ambled out of view, Singing ancther song
whose chorus contained the words "I |eft my heart in Mesopotamia.”

Jafar'swail broke the silence that hung about those of uswho
remained. "Achmed isgone! And he was but a boy-atroublesome lad,
sometimes, but his cleverness more than made up for any of his
remarks, thet is, when his remarks were not in themselves causing
trouble. And there was aso that perpetud, annoying smile-" The ederly
servant wailed again, perhaps to bring himself back to the purity of
graightforward grieving without dl those outsde qudifications. "Still, he
wastoo young to end like thigl"

"Y our concern for meis quite touching,” Achmed replied as he stepped
from the middle of the crowd, hisamile, asusud, firmly in place. "I will
have to remember it next time the servants are due for araise.”

"Achmed?' Sinbad the merchant cried in avoice rich with wonder. "But
how have you been saved?’

"Thereisno need to thank me," Malabala broke into the conversation.
"For | am sure you will wish to do so shortly, if you have not aready,
when you discover the true fate of the boy." Thewizard'ssigh was
heavy with vexation. "This cursed conversation Spell has me guessing



now what you will say next; it istruly adiabolicd thing! But onething |
had no need to guess at wasthe

Cyclopssnext action, so | devised aquick spell to make him believe
he had eaten one of our number when he had in actudity swallowed
only air!”

"So you havetotaly fooled the cyclops!” the elder Sinbad exclaimed.

"Weareno longer in any danger of being eaten?' Jafar inquired, the
quaver in hisvoice going from anote of despair to atone of hope.

"What and who are demons?' the Scar asked no onein particular.

"Quite," Mdabaareplied to one of the many questionsthat had been
addressed to him. "l fdlt that, should we be able to deceive the cyclops
for asufficient amount of time, we should then be able to deviseaplan
by which dl of usmay escape unharmed.”

"Brilliant!" the merchant called to the magician. "Y our Sratagem should
ingoireusdl!”

"| fed inspired to cut somerope,” Dirk remarked with agreat dedl
more ease than that with which he had addressed the cyclops but a
moment before. "What say you, Scar?'

"But witch still back in her cave." The other villain shook hishead to rid
it of errant thoughts, indeed, perhaps of any thoughts. " Scar cutdl” he
sad next, hisvoice now also more decisve.

"Ah, and speaking of cutting,” Dirk politely segued, "thereisasmal bit
of business| must attend to before | apply knife to rope once more.” |
noticed, however, that though he professed he would not yet use his
blade upon the hemp, he had dready drawn hisknife. | further noticed
that he was walking directly toward me.



He smiled as he approached, an expression that somehow made me
more trepidatious than might alook of anger, asif the villain would not
cut out my heart because he was enraged, but because he quite smply
enjoyed doing that sort of thing.

He stopped but inches away from me, so closethat | could count the
hairs growing out of the lower portion of histattoo.

"My dear porter,” he addressed me, "you wereinvolved in asmdl
impropriety while we were confronted by the cyclops. Now, | redlize
that, when aman imagines he may soon die, he might be driven to
certain extremes that he might later regret.”

Then, | perceived, there was apossibility that this man was not going to
kill me? | debated whether or not it would be safe for meto begin
bresthing again.

"l dso beieveit would be unwiseto kill you, at least at the present
moment,” Dirk further remarked. | actudly took abreath. "I think it
would be unwiseto kill any of you," Dirk continued, "until after we have
escaped from this unfortunate Stuation.” He lifted hisleft hand closeto
my eyes, and, with infinite downess, allowed the sharpened edge of his
knifeto caress the back of hishand. It drew the dightest bit of blood.

"And afterward?' he remarked casudly, asif the blood welling upon
the back of his hand were an everyday occurrence. "Well, | might not
kill you 4ill, for I may have further usefor you. But that might not
prevent me from cutting you'-Dirk made ashort, dashing motion in my
direction with hisblade-"in interesting places.

| could not help mysdf from repesting that word. "Interesting?”’ | asked.
That only caused the ruffian's grin to widen. "Interesting to me. It will be

quite adifferent experience for you. The placesthat | refer to are most
likely certain areas that you would, shall | say, rather not think about?”



| found mysdlf thinking about those very areas, and what their loss
might do to me. It did no good to redlize that this reaction on my part
had been Dirk'sintent, and his speech and actions had been designed
to do nothing but intimidate me. It took whatever | had left of my
willpower not to cover any of those suggested body parts with my
open hands.

"But | must get back to work," Dirk concluded as he turned away from
me. "l must keep rny knife hand active, and my muscles properly
toned." The blade twitched in hishand. "Wewouldn't want the knife to
dip, would we?'

Heturned before | could vehemently shake my head, but | shook my
head nonetheless. Dirk had made my choices clear: | either stayed
away from the palanquin or experienced the knife. It appeared that the
beautiful Fatimawas [ost to me oneway or the other.

All hopein me should have died a that instant. Instead, | promised
myself that, next time | approached her, | would address Fatimawith
somewhat more discretion, or a least in some manner that would not
cause her to scream. Do not ask me how | knew this opportunity
would occur. Perhaps| wasfindly beginning to believeinthe
merchant'sideaof Degtiny.

"But we must get out of here as soon as possible,” Dirk called to the
others as he had once again applied hisknife to the rope.

"These recent events have done nothing but strengthen my resolve.”

From the grunts of assent among the others, it appeared that, upon this
point at the least, we werein full agreement.

"So, merchant, continue with your tale, and makeit lively now." He
pointed with thetip of hisknife at the sky, which grew dark with
evening. "For | fear if any of usfall adeep before we escape, we may
wake up in amongter's somach!”



"Oh, very well," the merchant remarked, surprised, it appeared, to be
thrugt again into thelimelight. "Now, wherewas 1?7

"You had eaten afig,” Jefar interjected helpfully yet aoruptly. "Actudly,
you had esten saven figs.”

"Ah, yes" Sinbad the storyteller resumed. "And the most succulent of
fruitsthey were. But even the smdlest of actions may have great
consequences. So it wasthat eating seven of those fine fruits after
alowing mysdlf no true substance for days, | felt the dightest queasiness
of the somach, and then somewhat more than the dightest queasiness,
so that | percelved that the figs would not spend along time within my
belly, but would instead be merely passing through before they were
returned once again to the soil."

The murmur of assent that came from the crowd around the merchant
indicated that, indeed, we had al found our own ssomachsin Smilar
circumstances a sometimein our lives.

"Soitwas," the elder Sinbad continued, "that | decided | would need to
answer natures call, and | must further confessto a certain modesty,
for, dthough | was surrounded by nothing but figs, till werethey
intelligent figs, and | found a certain hesitancy about reveaing my most
intimate functions before even crestures as Strange asthese.”

Again, the merchant was greeted by a murmur of assent. At this
moment | had to admit that my rotund benefactor wasindeed a master
storyteler, to keep his audience captivated with even such a subject
matter asthig!

"Thusit happened,” the merchant persevered,” that | found aplace
between the rows of trees, amound of sorts that seemed to be
composed of bits of rotting fruit and leaves, and, perhaps from the
telltale odor that | detected, the occasiond leavings of some forest
animd. It seemed the most naturd place to leave some offering of my



own, and so it wasthat | set about my business.”

The merchant paused again for ever so dight amoment, in that way
which | now redlized meant that the next part of his story would contain
amgor revelation. "However," he continued once the dramatic Sllence
had properly passed, "I had not yet truly begun before anew voice
caled out to me from somewhere nearby.

"'l would appreciateit greetly,’ this new voice spoke, 'if you might find
some other place to perform your natura functions.'"

The merchant raised both of hishandsin theair, asif hewereas
surprised at this moment as he was when hefirst heard this phantom
speaker. "It wasthen,” he recommenced, "that | realized that this new
voice came not from anywhere around me, nor indeed from the fig
trees or anywhere else above me, but from immediately below my
form, in that very spot where | had intended to deposit my offering to
the soil.

"Y ou can truly imagine my astonishment at this new discovery. So great
was my surprise, infact, that | completely forgot the disquiet in my
stomach. And my amazement increased tenfold when | took astep
away from that pile, and looked back to see apair of deep brown eyes
gazing upon me amidst theleaves and offd.”

At thisrevelation, the Scar completely stopped in hissawing to sare at
the merchant, and was only encouraged to recommence with repested
kicksfrom hisknife-widding partner.

"Pray continue," Dirk said to the merchant tale spinner, "for you now
have us more than awake."

Sinbad nodded happily, so enmeshed was he in his own story that he
could perceive of no other course of events but to seethistaetoits
concluson. "'l immediately hailed this unfortunate creature, and asked
him if he had somehow become buried benegath the compost.



" 'Alas, if only that were so!" amouth opened beneath the eyesto
announce. 'l fear that thereis none of meto be buried, for | have mysdlf
become the compost!"

" 'What sort of magica creature have | ssumbled upon? | cried in reply.

"' have no magic except for that magic which | havefoundin this
accursed valley,' the mound replied. 'For | was once as human asyou,
before | began to edt thefigs.'"

The adventurous Sinbad hesitated an ingtant to hold his ssomach before
he continued.

" "Thefigs? | replied asthat queasy feding in my somach wasagain
renewed.

"'Yes,' sad thevoice asit proceeded to confirm my greatest fears,
'many, many figs, for once you have esten one, you fed you must egt
them dl." And with that, the lowly voice rose in despair. ‘Indeed, you
now see where my consumption hasled!"

" 'Y ou ate agreat number of figs? | asked, hoping in my heart that a
‘grest number' would not be defined as the number seven.

" 'Indeed, the voice within the pile ansvered me, ‘at first | ate only a
few. But thereis naught eseto eat in this baneful place.’ The
unfortunate creature paused an ingtant to moan softly. ‘And das, it was
aso my great misfortune to discover that adiet of nothing but figs
causesthe digestion to react at an invigorated pace.’

"l nodded my head at the cresture's observation, for | could fed that
pace quickening within me aswell.

" 'And soon," the voice proceeded, 'l found myself eating more and
more to replace that which had been logt, and that lost ever faster, and



then faster till, so that the figs sped through my form faster than | might
eat them. And, a the sametime, | detected a certain softening of my
form, and alasstude within my muscles. And the more| ate, the softer
| became!" Words failed the voice at that point as it was overcome by
great, racking sobs. At lagt, it took aragged breath and was able to
continue: 'l redlized then, when it was aready too late, that | was being
transformed by that steady diet of figs, until | would become nothing
more than the products of my own digestion.’

"'ltistruly aterriblefate,' | said in atrue spirit of commiseration.

" 'Once | was a proud warrior, the mournful voice agreed all too
reedily. 'Now | am little more than an odiferous mound.™

And with thisthe merchant Sinbad stopped again, and | could tell that,
with this occurrence, the pause was not for adramatic effect, but
because he was reliving the sheer horror of this other man'sfate.

"It would truly be aterribleway to die," | mused in order to bresk the
slence

"But very regular,” Achmed added helpfully.

Our urgings seemed to bring the elder back to his story, for he coughed
and again began to talk. "Here, too, was my futureif | remained in this
vdley. It wasonly now that | redized the ramifications of my own
actions. For it was through this discuss on with this mound that had
been aman that | discovered that these figs spoke not so much that
they might themsalves be destroyed, but so that they might perpetuate
their own kind. For thisthing that was once human had esten profusdly
of thefigs, and had in turn been tranformed into arich and fertile
mound which the fig trees might feed upon in turn.”

"Mysterious are the ways of Destiny,” Jafar interjected.

"Yes" hismaster agreed, "but it was adestiny | quickly decided would



not be my own. So did | ask the mound before meif there was
anything it might desire before | quickly left this place.

" 'Y ou know," the mound replied after amoment of thought, 'l wouldn't
mind another fig or two. They redly are quitetasty.’

"Soit wasthat | quickly picked what figs | could manage, doing my
best to shut my earsto thefruits continuousimplorations. Thusdid |
leave ahdf dozen figstouching upon the lips of the mound, and quickly
bade him goodbye."

Sinbad shuddered as he continued. "But the figswould not let me leave
s0 eadly. 'Figs are the perfect energy food!' they cadled. And 'Figsare
so portable! Easily carried in turban, robe, or pouch!" And even 'Have
you had your figstoday? And dl | could think of wastheir juicy
sweetness, and how satisfying the pulp felt asit traveled from my mouth
to my stomach.” Even now, as hetold the tae, the merchant swallowed
in remembrance.

"It was indeed fortunate that | had trained mysdlf to deny the cravings
of my stomach in my time among the cannibds, and that lesson was dll
that bolstered my resolve at thistime so that | might escape. But still did
my mouth water profusdy as| ran."

And with that did the merchant seek out one of our water sacks, and
then pauseto drink profusely.

"That istruly an amazing gory," | commented enthusadticdly, "as
marvelous as anything you havetold before.”

"Ah," my elder namesake replied at a pause between swdlows, "but it
isnot yet done.”

"And what happens next," Achmed confided, "'is even more horrible
than what has gone before.”



At this point, both Dirk and the Scar paused to stare.

"Now, that is something,” the more talketive of the two sad, "that even
| find hard to believe.”

Jafar cleared histhroat. "I fed that what happensimmediately thereafter
isnot of the utmost importance.”

"What?' Sinbad remarked with indignity. "But what happens next-"

" Shows how you once again went from being penniless to becoming
even richer than you were before," Jafar interjected without much
enthusiasm. "l fear that no parts of your talesthat work to your
advantage will figure into the plans of whoever it isthat is causing these
adventuresto repeat. So we can skim over the bits about you
introducing the saddle to akingdom in which &l men had ridden
bareback, and that had made you famous and a great favorite with the
king, so that he arranged amarriage for you with abeautiful bride, and
that woman and you lived harmonioudy for some months.”

"But | love rdating that to my honored guests” Sinbad protested. " That
isone of my favorite parts of thetale”

"Indeed itis" Jafar bluntly acknowledged. "It isaso the portion that
your honored guests usualy deep through. Now get on to thetrue
conflict.”

"Very well," the merchant replied with asigh.

But another voice interrupted before the merchant could begin.
"Thetrue conflict isherel" the deep voice said. But the night was
without amoon, and the sky had become so dark beyond the confines

of our prison that we could not see who owned that voice.

The Scar rushed over to the cooking fire, and grabbed alog that was



burning on one end. He returned to the edge of the cage and pushed
the burning wood through the bars. Thefireilluminated the space
immediately beyond our prison, and showed the cyclops standing but a
few feet away, with both heads smiling.

But it was too soon for the monster's return! He should have been
adeep. We had not yet findized our plang!

"I find mysdf rather hungrier than I might have imagined,” theleft heed
sad pleasantly.

"Yes," theright head rgjoined. "But it isjust thetimefor alate-night
sneck.”

"Firgt, of course," the left head added, "you will be entertained.”



Chapter the Twenty-second,
in which we face terror, step by step.

We were about to be entertained, and | saw no sign of the magician. |
could hear Achmed's urgent voice behind us. "Wake up! Oh, please,
wake up!"

"What?' camethe wizard's durred tones. "Oh, pardon of pardons, but
| seem to have dozed off for amoment. Thelast | remembered, they
had reached a part of the story in which the elder Sinbad was showing
bareback people how to make saddles-"

"It sdddom fails" Jafar interjected. "But we require your attention. The
cyclopsisabout to eat another one of us a any moment!"”

| glanced about to see Achmed helping the wizard to hisfeet. "I'm
waking up asfast as| can. An old man needs hisrest, you know."

Either Dirk or the Scar screamed asthe cyclops lifted up one end of
the cage.

"The cyclops, did you say?' asked Maabaa, suddenly dert. "Why
didn't someonetdl me about this?'

"Come, now, little men," theleft head chided as dl the othersjoined
Malabalaand Achmed at the very rear of the cage. "Who among you
wantsto spend the last few moments of his pitiful life being entertained?!

None stepped forward to volunteer, but Malabala shouted out a quick
spdl.

"My, one of you isquite noisy, isn't he?" the cyclops murmured ashe
quickly reached forward and plucked the magician from our midst.

Wi, | reflected with a certain degree of controlled terror, at least the
monster had taken the one among us best able to defend himsdlf. That



is, if the cyclops didn't immediatdly swalow Maabadawhole, asit had
with what we had thought was Achmed.

"Perfect,” the wizard said from where he till stood by our side. |
looked again at the magician that the cyclops held, and redlized that
other Malabaamust be another one of the mage's sorcerous constructs.

"Thisgivesussometimeto plan,” the red magician explained quietly to
therest of us. "Would that | had enough strength in me to make
smulacraof usdl, so that we would be able to escape at our leisure
while the mongter played with our likenesses™

The cyclops smiled a the thing that looked like Mdabada "But | havea
story to tell you, and another question to ask." He placed the magical
construct on top of alarge rock before him. " Of course, | urge you-any
of you-not to try to escape, for then | will haveto eat you immediately.
But onwith my tae”

"The mongter takes unfair advantage of hisaudience,” Sinbad remarked
orimly.

"Plying his spectators with terror, rather than with food?' Achmed
queried.

But I motioned both of them to sillence. | determined that we should
ligen to at least the very beginning of the Cyclopsstae, to seeif there
might be anything therein that would aid usin our escape. Beyond that,
| felt that Malabala should take the lead, which he seemed to do much
more efficiently when he didn't have the distraction of sorceroudly
delayed conversation holding him back.

"Now shall | tell you the story of how | was so cruelly abused by what
you cal-civilization! For once | had alove, afemae of my kind. But
sheleft me for another, amorta man who came from"-he heditated, as
if the next word were very hard to say-"Baghdad!”



The creature took aragged breath before it could continue. "Even now,
the name of that city makes my blood boail. Yet | could not convince my
bel oved that she was making amistake, and that | would be lost
without her. But | knew | must stop him! And so, on that day that they
wereto set out for that city whose very name sends meinto afury, |
determined that | must act. But where did this man come from?"

He had asked the construct. But it appeared that the one shortcoming
of these magica gpparitions was that they could not spesk on their
own. Therefore, to see where the story was going, | shouted from
amidst the crowd:

"Baghdad?"

"Exactly!" the cyclops cried with ashudder. "That most cursed of citied
But I could not let him leave! So dowly | turned, and approached him
ever S0 carefully”-the mongter lurched forward toward the false
Madabda"step by step, inch by inch, until my hands could reach
around his scrawny human neck!”

The Cyclopss hands reached around the congtruct's neck in
demondration. "'l could fed hiswarm flesh collgpse benesth my
fingers'-the false Ma abala's tongue protruded asits neck collapsed
beneath the strong hands of the monster-"and | squeezed and |
sgueezed and | squeezed''-the fal se head bobbed about in such away
that it looked asif it might fal off-"and | shook and | shook and |
shook-the mongter did just that, and the false Malabalas limbs
bobbed up and down like a puppet's, a puppet with nolifeleftinit at
al-"and my mouth opened wider and wider and wider"-the right head
did precisgly that asthe left head continued the tale-"and | devoured
him without another moment's thought!" And as he spoke, he stuffed
the thing into hismouth, chewing noisily before he swallowed.

The cyclops paused and frowned. "My stomach feds dmost as empty
asit did before. Somehow, none of you seem to provide the
sustenance | require.” He surveyed the huddled crowd at the back of



the cage. "Perhaps we shall have to proceed further with the
entertainment.”

Malabala quickly shouted another spell asthe cyclops appeared to
pluck Jafar from our midst.

"Quickly, now," the wizard addressed the rest of us, the actud Jafar
included, in quiet tones, "we must coordinate our actions, if we areto
survive. Perhgps| can conjure some distraction of sufficient szeto
capture the mongter's attention long enough for the real party to escape.
But escape to where? And how do we prevent the cyclopsfrom
following us?"

"Why don'tsyakill 'im?" the Scar demanded.

"The cyclops does go on about his entertainment,” Malabalareplied
with awry grin. It wastrue that the magician had raised many vaid
points, and even more dangerous reservations. But how, | wondered,
could we coordinate our actions when we couldn't even coordinate this
conversaion?

"How was| to ded with my grief?" the cyclopswailed
melodramatically. He appeared to be enjoying himsdf immensdly. "But
then another human chanced upon mein my distraught stete.”

"What?' Malabadaanswered in genuine shock. "Oh, no, I'm not the sort
of magician that killsanything outright. Itistotaly against my code.
Now, of coursg, if we could urge the Cyclopsto, say, fal to hisdeath
through the use of his own actions, that would be totaly acceptable.”

So, in other words, there was no smple way out of thismess. | asked a
question of my own. "Isthere someplace upon thisidand that the
cyclops cannot reach us? Some cave, perhaps, that heistoo largeto
fallow uswithin?'

Meanwhile, beyond the confines of the cage, the cyclops continued his



tde

" 'Oh, what ailsyou? the human called to me in commendable concern.
So it wasthat | told how offended | had become with one of hisown
kind. Still did the human commiserate with me, and wonder how even
another human could be so crud. Then did | tell this new man that the
human | killed had told me that he came from the greatest city upon the
face of the earth, and surdly that iswhere he got his crudty. 'But | came
from that grest city, too!" the new man cried in surprise. And what city
could that have been?"

"Thereisnothing that | saw upon my earlier vist to thisidand," Sinbad
the merchant replied with atone of great misery. "Not asingle place
that is safe from the cyclops.”

"But might there be?" Dirk ingsted as he continued to watch the drama
between the cyclops and the false Jafar.

The merchant grudgingly agreed that there might be some place that
they had missed.

"What if we could distract the monster for enough time to send the boy
out to look for hiding places?' Dirk asked urgently.

"And whereisthat great city?" The cyclopsturned away in frustration
from thefase Jefar. "Will no one answer me?"

"We must send Achmed,” the redl Jafar whispered. "That isthe only
way we will get back to Baghdad.”

"Baghdad!" the cyclops screamed. "Slowly | turned, and crept over so
carefully toward the vile human being, step by step, inch by inch-" The
rest of the monster's speech, and his accompanying actions, were all
too predictable, as he picked up the thing that looked like Jafar and
proceeded to strangleit and shakeit into total submission before he
again suffed the congtruct into his rightmost mouth.



"So you wish to send Achmed?' Mdabaareplied with afrown. "Let
me see what spellswill be required-"

"l am il hungry!™ the monster screamed, hisvoice amix of rageand
frugtration. And, with aquickness amazing in one so

large, he plucked me from the crowd before Ma abala even realized
there was a need to utter another spell!

| could fedl the monster's hot breath as he pulled me close to his dud
mouths. "Where did the man that caused me grief come from?* he
demanded. Apparently, his hunger was now so great that the cyclops
was dispengng with any further bits of the story.

What could | say? Visions of strangled and shaken corpses danced in
my head.

"Answer," the mongter demanded, "or | will eat you now!"

Answer?| knew what would happen next if | told him the word he
wished to hear. But my mind was numb with fright. What safe answver
could there be?

The cyclops pulled me toward his open mouth.

"Anyplace but Baghdad!" | screamed.

"Very good,” the cyclops remarked camly as he placed me down upon
that same rock where had stood the magical likenesses of Achmed and
Jafar. Perhaps, | thought, | had given the correct answer. The cyclops
took adeep breath.

"Baghdad!" the mongter yelled with both hisvoices. "Sowly | turned-"

| knew then that | was surely doomed.



Chapter the Twenty-third,
in which we discover that the seriousness of a
problem does not necessarily depend upon its size.

"Step by step,” the cyclopsintoned.

| looked wildly about for aplaceto hide, but saw nothing save the child
Achmed, steding away from camp.

"Inch by inch," the monster remarked as he extended his handsto grab
me

| found Maabaaamong the others, but he appeared to be his usua
sdf, distracted and confused. How long, | wondered, would it be
before he redlized that the cyclops had taken me and not another one
of the beings created by his spells? And would | ill be dive when that
redlization occurred?

For want of something better to do, | screamed.
"Sinbad," avoiceintoned.
"That ismy name!" came unbiddento my lips.

The cyclops paused mid-grab. "Who daresto bother me in the middle
of dinner?’

"My nameisOzzie," the other voice remarked. "And those | seek
rarely cal me abother-at least to my face.”

"Ozzie?" both of the Cyclopss voices said together asthey looked
aoft to seeaglowing green head hanging inthe air. "What'san Ozzie?"

"Y ou would be better off not knowing,” the djinni replied with his best
glower. "Those who become too curious are not among the most
fortunate of beings.”



The cyclops paused and frowned.

"Where do you hail from, O glowing head in the Sky?" he asked with
remarkable politeness. If he was not cowed by the djinni'sthreet, as

least the cyclops had decided to gpproach the situation with acertain
caution.

Ozzie smiled at that. He obvioudy savored getting this very sort of
question. "Indeed, where do djinn originate? From everywhere, and
nowhere. From the brightest heart of the sun and the darkest cloud on
amoonless night. From within your degpest dream and beyond your
wildest imagination. From-"

"Soyou areadjinni?" interrupted the cyclops, perhaps not quite as
cowed as| had first imagined. Perchance the cyclops, due to his habit
of edting travelers who had washed up upon hisidand from every
corner of the world, had become more worldly than the rest of us.

But the djinni Smply nodded. "1've been looking for my naughty
Sinbads”

"That ismy namel" both the merchant and | cried at the top of our
VOICes.

"Sinbad?" the cyclopsroared, asif the name enraged him amost as
much as the mention of Baghdad. "That was the name of the merchant
who sold me this suit of clothes, so many years ago!™

Both heads glanced over mein curt dismissal before seeking out the
othersin the cage. "But the young one istoo skinny," the cyclops
mused, his anger tempered by a certain confusion, "and thefat oneis
too old. Unless" Two very, very widely set eyes squinted
smultaneoudy at the merchant and mysdf. "Cyclops do not agein
human terms, you know. Could this old scalawag be the same thief
who tricked medl thistime ago?'



Both heads turned to the merchant, who was pressing himsdf against
the furthest corner of the cagein apatently futile attempt to make
himself somehow less naticeable.

"That suit?' the merchant managed after it became gpparent the cyclops
would not look away. "Well, my, | could have sold it to you. There
have been so many transactions, don't you know? It isdifficult to recall
exactly-"

The cyclopsturned away from me and took a step toward my
namesake.

"Of course, everything | sll comeswith afull guarantee,”" the merchant
added quickly.

The cyclopstook another step.

Sinbad's speed of gpeech seemed to increase with the monster's
proximity. "And if you tell methat | sold you theserags, whoam | to
doubt acyclops of your integrity? So let metdl you that | am hereby
authorized to replace your garmentsin full, without any further cost to
you"

"No cost?" The cyclops hesitated as Sinbad quickly concluded:

"-except, of course, for some very modest shipping and handing
charges, which wewill gladly deduct from your hoard of gold and
jewds."

"All mongtersinevitably have ahidden hoard of gold and jewes" |
heard Achmed's hushed tone from somewhere in the nearby bushes.

The cyclops only muttered something about salesmen, and took
another step forward. Those huddled in the back of the cage shrieked
with somedarm.



"Marve of marves" Ozzieinterjected. But when | looked up & the
glowing green head, the djinni was staring past the cyclops at the mass
of humans gtill huddled in the cage. "I you fellows weren't dways no
noisy," Ozzie chided thelot of us, "I never would have found you. I've
been looking everywhere!™

"Ozzie" Mdabadacalled from hisside of the cage. He stood astdll as
his aging body alowed; his demeanor one of brittle command. Asa
younger wizard, he must have been truly formidable. "It istime we had
our moment of reckoning!”

The djinni appeared to take no notice of the magician'swords. "l have
good newsfor both of the Sinbads,” he said instead. The merchant and
myself made the usud reply. "Well, it'sgood newsfor me, evenifitis
certain doom for them. There will be no more debate who isthe
genuineitem here" The gpparition'sevil amilereturned indl its
maevolent force. "My employer, whose true nature | am ill not at
liberty to divulge, has authorized meto seize both of the
Sinbads-indeed, anyone named Sinbad ismine!™

Dirk and the Scar seemed to be having ahurried discussion by the side
of the palanquin. They flung the compartment's door open. Both
jumped within, and the palanquin door dammed shuit.

| once again found it disquieting that, at thefirst Sgn of danger, these
strong and vicious-looking individuals did their best to disappear. And
what exactly, | could not help but wonder, werethey planningto doin
such an enclosed space, especidly since that space aso contained my
beautiful Fatima?

"Ozzie" Mdabdaydled. "Prepare to meet the full fury of amagician's
outrage!”

Thedjinni chuckled in hisusud bullying manner. "Still, though | ana
cresture of virtualy unmitigated evil, | am not without compassion.



Therefore, | will dlow amoment for both Sinbads’-we gave the usud
response-"to bid afarewd | to their fellows before they go to face their
eternd damnation.”

It soon became apparent to me that | might find another fact even more
upsetting than the manner in which thetwo villains had chosen to hide;
more specificaly that, even after afull minute with the three of themin
such a confined space as the palanquin, there had not been asingle
scream or other sound emanating from within.

| could do nothing but face the unpleasant truth. Might the beautiful
Fatima possibly prefer the company of flashy ruffiansto that of apoor
but honest porter?

"I no longer desire anew set of garments!” the cyclops announced as
he approached Jafar, Malabala, and Sinbad. "I desire astomach full of
raw, human megt!"

"You can desiredl you want," the djinni once again addressed the
cyclops, "but these humans belong to me.”

With that, the monster turned to stare up at the glowing head. "1 beg to
differ," the cyclops replied with a certain degree of menace, "but
anything that lands upon thisidand belongsin my somachs.”

"Ozzie" Mdabdacdledin afutile attempt to draw the djinni's
attention. "Prepare for the consummate dud of your unnatura lifel”

"Ahal" ydlled avoice from among my fellows at the back of the cage. |
redlized, from the direction in which al the others had turned, that the
cry had originated from within the palanquin.

"Very well, Sinbads," Ozzie began. We both cdled back, to the djinni's
eternd amusement. "Thetime has comefor usto go!"

"I beg to differ!" Dirk shouted as he legpt from the palanquin, agolden



bottlein hishand. "The only certainty hereisthat it istimefor the djinni
to disappear-he waved the bottle meaningfully-" one way or another!"

Ozzie sguinted at the bottle, which seemed to glow evenin this
darkness. "What isthat you're waving about in your hand?'Y ou humans
are 0 pitifully smal!" He paused, hisilluminated eyebrowsraised in
surprise. But when the djinni spoke again, his tone of contempt had
changed to one of respect, and perhaps even fear.

"Thatisntwhat | think itis?"

"Y our employer hasforced our hand,” was Dirk's reply. ™Y ou cannot
have the Sinbads, for they are destined for that place which employs
thetwo of ugl"

"l had been warned about this very sort of thing," the djinni replied with
acertain resgnation. "Y ou remember how | avoided you before?' The
great head sghed with the force of awind before an approaching
gorm. "But now | grew careless, with victory so closeto my grasp.”
Hisvoice rosein exagperation. "Oh, causing murder, plague,
disaster-give me the smple pleasures. Abduction can be so
complicated™

The Scar roared at that response. "Gives 'im the bottle!”

"Youwouldn't really usethat?' the djinni asked softly.

"Well, perhaps there will be no need,” Dirk considered as he continued
to hold the bottle up for dl to see, "if you were to use your magic to

send usdirectly where werequire.”

"Send you?' Ozzieturned amuch paer shade of green. "But what
would my master-"

"Youareadjinni," Dirk replied smoothly. "What need have you to
fear?'



"Ozziel" Mdabaascreamed. When he again received no reply, he
began in earnest to chant mystic words and perform complicated
gediures.

"But my master-" Ozzie muttered.

"I've had enough of thigl" the cyclops declared. "I'm going to est dl of
you!"

Dirk moved hisfree hand to the top of the bottle. "Y ou leave me no
choice but to pull the cork."

"Not the cor!\" Ozziewailed. "Anything but the cork!"

"1 wonder how djinni head will taste?' the cyclops mused. "It certainly
sounds appetizing.”

The magician continued to chant and gesture, his actions and words
becoming faster and wilder.

"Fulfill our wishes," Dirk demanded, "or it's the cork for sure!"

"But if He-Who-Mugt-" the djinni sputtered. "No! Even | do not dare
gpeek hisname!”

"But firgt," the cyclopsdeclared, "I think | will swallow arather portly
and annoying merchant!”

The mongter reached for my namesake, but, before he could grab the
older man, the merchant displayed aremarkable burst of speed for one
of hisage and condition, running into the midst of the crowd.

"The bottlel" Dirk demanded as he pulled the cork.

"But the vengeance of He-" Ozzie ill resisted.



"Shamaba Noofabal" Mdabaadeclamed.

"Areyou sureyou still wouldn't like abrand-new set of garments?”
Sinbad offered on the run.

"Stand il and get eaten like aman!™ the cyclopsinssted.
And then the cork was free. A great wind sprang up, rushing
toward the bottle€'s open mouth, asif the space within the bottle were

much larger than the space without, and the emptiness within needed to
befilled with air.

But whatever force might control the bottle appeared to desire more
than air, for | could see the great head of the djinni being drawn
inexorably toward the bottle's dark entryway.

"No! No!" Ozzie screamed as he was dragged through the air. "Help
me! Hepme”

"Send us where we need to go!" Dirk demanded.

Sinbad the merchant continued to run, darting to one side so that Dirk
and the Scar were between him and the cyclops.

"We have recently introduced awhole new line of designer colord" he
cdled back helpfully.

"Eat!" the cyclopsreplied in exasperation. "Now!"

"'Zooboobal" the magician exclamed in triumph asagreat bdl of blue
light grew around his hands.

"Decide!" Dirk demanded as he held the cork just beyond the opening
of the bottle.



"Help me!" screamed Ozzie. Hiswhole glowing head seemed both
longer and somehow less substantia than it had before, asif his essence
wereindeed being sucked into the flask in Dirk's hand. "Help me! I'm
mdting!"

"Last chancel" Dirk declared, moving neither bottle nor cork.

"Very wdl!" thergpidly discorporating djinni agreed. "Forgive me,
measter, but | must givethem atravel spdl!™

The Scar laughed again and dapped his partner on the back. "We
wind"

But Dirk looked at his now empty hand in horror. " ou fool! You've
made me drop the cork!"

"Noopoobah!" Maabalaannounced asthe blue light rushed from his
hands and into the sky.

Dirk fell to his hands and knees, searching the ground for that thing
which would stop the tremendous wind. The great Ozzi€'s head was
aso drawn earthward as the supernatura wind grew in force. The blue
light legpt forward, barely missing the scurrying merchant asit raced for
thedjinni.

It was then that the light met the wind.

Therewas a blinding flash that caused meto fal to my kneesand raise
both my arms before my eyes. Then dl was quiet.

After amoment, | lowered my arms. Not only was the wind gone, but
thebluelight aswell.

That was asclose as | ever want to get to the bottle again,” the great
voice of Ozzie boomed behind me.



As| looked about the clearing, | saw that the wooden poles of the
cage had been torn gpart, the sawed and weakened rope no match for
the supernatural forcesthat had swept through the clearing. The others
sat or lay about the open space; Jafar, Dirk, and the Scar al huddled
bes de the paanquin, which had fallen over onits sde but appeared
otherwise intact. Even the cyclops was downed. And Maabaa
appeared to have logt consciousness entirdly, the serenity of his
progtrate form only disturbed by adow and gentle breathing.

"But | an dill here" Ozzie continued. "Excuse mewhile| rescind my
travel spell. | have apair of Sinbadsto abduct.”

"Dadjinni isstill widdout!" the Scar remarked in despair.
"With no help from you," Dirk complained. The Scar scowled at him.
"Wait amoment!" Dirk stared at the bottle, which sat upon the ground

next to him. The bottle jerked and jumped. "Even though the djinni has
escaped our trap, the bottle seems to have caught someone else!™

"Someone ese?" | turned to see the great head of Ozzie resting, chin
upon the ground. And that great head was frowning. "But who could
that ingidious bottle have captured?”

| turned to look quickly about therest of the clearing. It was only then
that | redized that Sinbad the merchant was nowhere to be seen.

And then there was another wind, and another blaze of pure, white light.
"Oh, no!l" Ozziewailed. "It isthetravel spdl!”

"Then, djinni," Dirk caled back in triumph, "Y ou have kept your part of
the bargain.”

"Perhaps s0!" wasthe djinni'sreply. "But | have noideawherel am
sending you."



Chapter the Twenty-fourth,
in which we learn that both travel and storytelling
may sometimes leave you in the dark.

"l want Sinbad!" the djinni exclaimed.

"That ismy name!" | called. Could there have been asecond, smaller
voice that said the same thing from within the confines of that enchanted
bottle?

Apparently, Ozzie could detect soundsin away that amere human
could not, for his great head began to roll toward the bottle.

"I will have Sinbad!" the djinni declared.

"That ismy name!" | called again, and |, too, sensed, rather than heard,
the response of that second voice.

"No, you will not!" camethe high child cry of Achmed asthe boy
rushed from the bushes and lifted the golden bottle in his hands.

The head continued to roll, even faster, now chasing the fleeing
Achmed.

Thedjinni called: "1 will destroy anything that getsin theway of Sinbad!"
"That ismy name!" | again parroted helplesdy.

"And | think the Sinbads should be together!" Achmed cried over the
ever-growing wind and the greet, deep roll of the pursuing head.
"Cach!"

With that, the boy tossed the bottle into the air, so that it was pushed

upward by the next great wind gust, and flew in agreet arc abovethe
djinni's head to land within my waiting hands.



| closed my fingers over the bottle, which was pleasantly warm to the
touch. Thewind screamed in my ears. It seemed to have doubled in
intengity the minute | grasped the bottle, and now swirled all about us,
asthough we were at the center of some great dust devil.

There was a second flash of light so bright we might have stepped
inddethe sun.

With that, the wind was gone, and al was darkness.

Only Allah knows how long | lay therein that degpest of nights,
obliviousto al theworld. But | waswoken at last by afaint, yet familiar
voice.

"|sanyone there?'

"Sinbad?' | asked as| redized | yet held the till-warm bottle in my
hand.

"That isindeed my name," the voice replied. "Who am | speaking to?"
Could he not aso recognize the sound of my voice? Still, perhaps being
trapped in a bottle might ater one's perceptions. "'l am the other
Sinbad,” | answered patiently.

Therewas no immediate reply.

"Sinbad the Porter," | further clarified.

"My good friend!" The merchant's voice now responded with
enthusiasm. "Y ou will haveto forgive my momentary lapse. | have such
trouble with names and faces. Not that | can seeyour face. Itis
exceedingly dark, wherever | am.”

Dark? From the size and direction of hisvoice, | knew that Sinbad
must till residein the bottle, which | yet cradled in my hand. But | had



to admit that it was exceedingly dark whether one wasin the bottle or
without.

"O great merchant and famed adventurer,” | answered gently. "There
seemsto benolight a dl inthisworld, asif we were depositedina
land of endless night, with cloudsthat covered the moon and stars.”

" Tisaworthy explanation,” the merchant'stiny voicereplied, "save that
it does nothing to explain the closeness | fed a the moment. | sweer,
good porter, that | can scarcely move!™

It only occurred to me then to imagine how Sinbad the merchant would
have fit into this enchanted bottle. No doubt that widest part of him, his
stomach, had become lodged in that narrowest portion of the bottle's
neck. | could think of no better explanation than that sort of blockage
for the cessation of the supernatural wind. In hisway, then, Sinbad had
become a human cork. Truly, theworld wasfull of marvels

But what might happen now? | remembered, al too well, Jafar's
caution concerning the legacy of Sinbad's voyages, and how they had
returned to haunt us. What if we were not merely beneath acloudless
sky, but in some other horrible place that the merchant had visited in
one of hislater adventures? For that reason aone, my quest for
knowledge was again an utmost necessity. |

quickly asked the merchant if he had ever had occasion to spend time
on hisvoyagesin places of exceptiona darkness.

"Well," Sinbad in the bottle admitted, "there is one possibility. It would
take too long to explain, but you could kick about with your feet alittle
bit and seeiif there are any corpses.”

Corpses? My quest for knowledge might aso become extremely
unpleasant. No matter how long it took, | felt it most prudent to
familiarize mysdlf with the remaining voyages. "Tdl metherest of your
talesnow, O merchant,” | said with aforce prompted by fear. "As Jafar
sad, the knowledge we gain from these events might save our lives."



My thoughts of the elder servant led meto add afind condition: "And
please make them as brief as possble.”

"Yes," Sinbad replied with more enthusiasm than regret. "'l supposeyou
are correct. Poor Jafar. | wonder where the cursed djinni's spell
deposited him? But wherewas | last within my tale?!

"Y ou had been making saddles,” | prompted, feding my eyes grow
heavy at the very thought.

"Ah, yes, the corpses cameimmediately thereafter.”

Thisdid nothing to calm my nerves. If the voyages were indeed
following each other in some sort of order-

| forced the thought from my heed, and, to reassure mysdlf, | gently
pushed my foot out before me. | felt something with my toes. Truly,
though, it would prove to be nothing more than an exposed root.

Unlessit was someone's keletd remains.

| quickly withdrew my foot, deeming it more expedient, & this precise
moment, to listen to the merchant's chronicle.

"Well, asyou no doubt recall,” the merchant began, comfortably
resuming histae, "1 had gained great fortunein this new kingdom by
introducing such unknown inventions as the saddle for ahorse, and so
was well regarded, and given afine house and married to one of the
mogt beautiful women in therealm.

"This, | thought, was true happiness, dmost the equa of the best of
timesin my beloved Baghdad. But my joy was short-lived, for one day
tragedy struck my neighbor-atragedy that revealed the horrible truth
about thisland | now called home."

The merchant paused. "Excuse me. | have abit of acramp.” He



grunted subgtantidly. "Ah. Much better.”

| blinked. For an ingtant, | could have sworn | saw the bottle this cave.
Indeed, there were other unfortunate victims of this custom, who had
survived by killing unsuspecting newcomers and devouring their
foodstuffs, and, when that failed them, dining upon human flesh.”

This darkness Sinbad described seemed to grow more unpleasant with
every passing word. It was so unpleasant, in point of fact, that | felt it
prudent to further explore our surroundings.

"Pardon mefor interrupting,” | suggested, "but are you quite
comfortable?

"Now that you mention it, | am not." The merchant grunted and the
bottle glowed.

| thrust it forward again, and discovered the object of my fear was
nothing more than agnarled root. So we were not in that fearful cavern.
But where, then, had the djinni transported us? Rather than reassuring
me, | redlized that | dmost might have rather discovered that cavern
around me, for then at least | would know my danger. But now we
were in some new place, perhaps awaiting some awesome peril asyet
undescribed by the merchant. | decided to again hurry the merchant's
tde.

"But you overcame these flesh eaters?’ | asked.

"Why, yes," the merchant replied, "for | managed to grab a sturdy
thighbone and fight-"

"And then you escaped from the cave?’

"Indeed," Sinbad hurriedly responded, "by following awild beast who
had entered the cave to feed-"



But | wasrelentlessin my interruptions, "And no doubt you somehow
amassed agrest fortune?”

"Oh," theincreasingly flustered merchant added, "of course, for there
were agreat many jewels and other valuables among the funerd
offeringsof-"

"And thus you returned to Baghdad, even richer than before?' | finished
for him.

"Y ou areinterrupting the best parts of my story!" the merchant
answered petulantly. "How am | supposed to enjoy my talk when | am
being congtantly interrupted?’

Alas, my terror of imagined death had perhaps temporarily overcome
my sense of place. "Forgive me, O wise merchant, if | try to speed the
information,” | said in tones more suited to my station, "but | fear that
some other man or creature from your tales will appear and interrupt us
forever."

"| gppreciate your concern,” amuch subdued Sinbad replied after a
moment's thought. "Which story may | tell you now?"

What could | tell him? Only that |, myself, aready knew of our
surroundings. Do you have any storiesthat prominently feature

exposed roots?"

"Mogt of my gtoriestake place upon the wild, uncharted idands at the
very edge of the known world," was the merchant's reply. "Exposed
roots are everywhere."

| therefore told him to proceed with his next story.

"Very well-" he began.

"But omit al those parts about leaving Baghdad,” | added.



"Perhapsthat isbest," he agreed. " So we were many days at seex."

"Intheinterests of time," | further amended, "it would probably aso be
wiseto omit any lengthy mention of this particular shipwreck.”

"Then | amto go immediately to the good parts?' Sinbad asked in none
too happy atone.

"For the sake of our lives" | urged.

"Thank Allah the audiencesin Baghdad are not so demanding! But you
are correct. Let me proceed immediately to the first danger, which
again was a Rukh. No, not one Rukh, but two."

"This was the place where you partook of the Rukh'segg?" | asked.

"To my current sorrow," Sinbad admitted. "For the Rukhs destroyed
our ship, and were only scared away by agreat beast that even the
Rukh fears-"

"Would this beast attack humans?' | asked.

"Heis so great he makes the Rukh appear to be no larger than a
sparrow. Man is so smdll asto be beneath his notice, no more bother
than aflea upon the hide of the dephant." Somehow, even the
merchant's smplest answers had atendency to turn back into his story.

"Very wdl," | sad, increasingly anxiousto propel thetde onward. "We
may come back to that part of the story when thereistime. What
happened when you reached the idand?!

"Ah, it was aplace that looked at firgt, with its profusion of fruit trees
and game animds, like Paradise upon this earth.”

"But it wasn't."



A deep sigh came from within the bottle. "No, for | soon spied an
elderly man, whom | took to be another shipwrecked sailor. At first
glance, hislegs appeared to be gnarled and feeble, and he asked me
ever S0 pleasantly to place him upon my shoulders so that we might
ford anearby stream and reach some fruit trees upon the other side.

"Here was my chance to do agood deed, so | took this stranger upon
my shoulders and crossed the stream. But when | bade him to dismount
upon the other side, he instead increased his grip upon my shoulders
and neck. | looked more closdly at hislegs, and redlized they were
covered with dark fur, and this creature was not human, but some kind
of demon. Hisgrip upon my shoulderswas so firmthat | could not
didodge him, and, should | try for any length of timeto disobey him, he
would squeeze my neck with such force that | would passfrom
consciousness. Thus | became this demon's beast of burden.”

"And how did you escape?’ | asked, drawn into the story despite
mysdf.

"By producing wine, and making the cregture inebriated,” the merchant
admitted. "Y ou see, if you squeeze grapes and leave thejuicein an
enclosed gourd in the sun-"

"No doubt,” I quickly interrupted as soon as my curiosity was satisfied.
"And then you once again reached civilization. How did you make your
fortunethistime?'

"Through the collection of coconuts and pearl fishing. But thetrue
interest restsin how | accomplished these-"

"l have no uncertainty on that account,” | agreed. "Then you returned to
Baghdad, richer than ever before?!

"It isthe best way to end astory,” Sinbad admitted. "Shall | goonto
the next tle?'



"Wait amoment,” | ingructed as| saw the sky dowly shift above me
from black to gray with thefirst light of dawn. "1 think it will soon be
morning, and we will be able to determine our whereabouts.”

"Itis? Thenwhy can | not see anything?'

Apparently, Sinbad had been sucked into the bottle headfirst. Perhaps
it wastimeto take pity on the merchant and tell him of his predicament.

But then the gray light turned to gold upon the horizon, and | saw that
wewere on thelip of agreat valey, and that the valley beneath uswas
filled with fruit-bearing trees.

"Hey there," | heard avoice from the tree nearest to where | stood.
"Want afig?"



Chapter the Twenty-fifth,
in which we discover that all things come
to himwho travels, but some of those things don't stay very

"I didn't hear that!" the Sinbad within the bottle wailed.

But | could not lieto my elder about something as serious asthis. "Alas,
itisal too true. There arefig trees everywhere."

"Not thefigd" the smdler Sinbad cried. "Anything but thefigd™
"Do we hear someone admiring the figs?' anearby fruit inquired.

"No doubt," a second vegetative voice chimed in. "For we are the most
admirablefruitsimagineble™

"Atleast | can't seethem,” the merchant added with ashudder. "But
why can't | seethem?’

Perhaps, | thought, it wastimeto tell my elder namesake about his
bottle prison.

"We are plump and succulent,” afig added near my ear, "and ready for
the plucking."

"Imagine your teeth breaking our delicate skin," a second fig added,
"the sweetest of pulpsrolling across your tongue, the ambrosiaof our
juices dribbling languidly down your chin.”

To my horror, | discovered that my mouth was watering.

"I have gone blind!" the dder Sinbad moaned. "I will beforced to
spend my few remaining hours sSghtless, eating nothing but enchanted
figd"

"And we are enchanted!" another fig agreed merrily. "Not only arewe



tasty, we are entertaining!”

"No, you are not blind, O merchant!" | called reassuringly to my elder.
"To the best of my knowledge, the manner in which to describe your
condition most appropriately is stuck.”

"Y ou're never stuck when there arefigsaround,” yet another fruit
added. "Figs make things move!"

"Brothersand ssterd" the enchanted fig caled to its brethren. "Let us
bring peace to these travelers with one of our songs!”

And with that, the whole orchard seemed to join in agreat chorus.

"Oh, | heard it through the fig vine,
Not much longer would you be mine-"

| stared at them, rows on rows of perfectly formed oblong globes, all
swaying gently together, back and forth, back and forth. They looked
50 round in the golden morning light, so juicy benegth their
brownish-green skin, so-so-edible.

"So I'm stuck with them singing?' the Sinbad in the bottle remarked in
an even-more-disma tone than before.

| blinked, and ignored my heartily growling ssomach. Thosefigs had
amog lured meinto ther trap. If not for thewhining of the merchant in
the bottle, 1 would have plucked one of those figs, and placed it in my
mouth, and bit through the skin with my teeth, and closed my eyesas
the first sweet tastes hit against my tongue, and-

"I am indeed fortunate’-the merchant's voice once again broke the
spell-"that | cannot see these figs aswell as hear them, for | am certain
that the combination would be more than aman could bare. But, pray
tell, even more succinctly than your last explanation, why am | so
fortunate?"



| swallowed. Never in my life had my mouth produced so much sdiva
But | had to protect mysdlf from the fruit's seductive spdll. | bit my lips
and thought of rotting produce, crawling with maggots; fliesrisng en
masse from fetid swamps, anything to turn my stomach against the song
of thefigd

"You aretrapped,” | managed to tell the small Sinbad from between
clenched teeth.

"All men are trapped when they enter the valley of thefigs,” the
merchant replied with a certain resignation.

"No, no," | further explained, and found there were many words that
were difficult to say when your teeth were unmoving, "you are trapped
inthemagic bottle.

"Bottle?" the merchant replied inincomprehengion. "I know of no bottle
large enough to contain-"

"Indeed there is not, were you to have maintained your origina
magnificent size," | continued my clarification as gently as possible. "But
you have not. Y ou have changed, much asthe djinni Ozzie must shrink
to fit within that very same enchanted vessd."

"I am trapped in Ozzie's bottle?' the elder Sinbad cried out in disbelief.
"l have shrunk so far?"

"It isthetruth,” was my most sympathetic reply. "Only perhaps not far
enough.”

"Itis alittletight around my stomach," Sinbad admitted.

"Figs are the perfect solution for those who want to trim those
waistlines™" anearby fruit suggested in the most helpful of tones.



"Never!" the merchant caled in desperation. His shout seemed to echo
dightly in the confines of the bottle. "I would rather be stuck for al
eternity!”

"Figsoffer an eternity of pleasure!” rhgpsodized another limb-hanger.

"If eating these figs doesn't kill us," ayoung voice piped up from
between the trees, "their chatter certainly will."

"Who'sthat?' the merchant in the bottle demanded.

"Could it be?' | asked aloud. And indeed it was, for asthe sun rose
fully over the vdley's edge to bathe the treesin its golden light, Achmed
stepped into view.

" trust that my entranceis properly dramétic,”" he commented lightly.

"ItisAchmed,” | cried with delight. "Thetravel spell must have caught
more than the two Sinbadg!”

"Achmed?' the merchant called in some confusion.

"Y our young servant, whom you have brought aong upon this
peril-fraught voyage," Achmed explained with practiced ease.

"Ah!" the merchant's voice echoed enthusiasticdly. " That Achmed! It
issuch acommon name, you know."

"Figsare anything but common,” said one of the nearby fruits.
"There are so many of us," commented another, "but each of usis
unique.” Apparently, thislatest dramahad | eft the figsfeding

overlooked.

"Try afew," athirdfig joined in. "Every fig isataste sensation!™



"It ismy misfortune, but they aredl too correct!" came the mournful
sound of the bottled voice. "I can remember their succulence even
now!"

Here was a man who could not retain the names of histraveling
companions, yet he seemed to recdl every nuance of thesefigs. The
mystic power of thisfruit must be truly awesome. | remarked upon this
wonder to Achmed.

"Alas" wasthe boy'sreply, "you forget that the memory of my master's
stomach isfar more generous than that of hishead.”

But thefigswere calling out at thisvery moment, esewherein the
grove. And yet another voice was calling back.

"Weare o close!" the many voices called. And "We are so available!l”
And further, "Reach out for afig today!"

"l cannot!" cracked an aged voice, heavy with concern. "'l must not,
even though, for one of my advanced age, the action of the fruit might
prove beneficid!™

| would recogni ze that quavering voice anywhere.

"Jefar!" | caled.

"Y our ederly mgordomo, whom you have also brought dong on this
peril-filled journey," Achmed explained before his master even had a

chanceto ask.

"Mogt certainly-Jafar!” the merchant roared. "Excdlent. We are
reunited by the djinni's spdll.”

"Certainly this seems most fortuitous-" | began.

"Figsarethe most fortuitous of fruitd" caled avoice from the trees.



Apparently, the fruit grew increasingly tired of being ignored.
"Figsarethemost serendipitous of snackd™ other fruit in the vicinity
took up the chant. "Figs are the most enchanting of edibles!" and "the
most ddlirious of dietd" and even "the most vivacious of victuas" On
and on, the many fruits proclaimed their good fortune.

"What can one hurt?' agruff voice broke through the vegetative
chorus. It gppeared to come from the grove behind me.

"Onewill never hurt!" thelocd figs agreed enthusiagtically. "And a
dozen will hurt even les3™

"Quiet!" another voice demanded. "1 thought | heard humans spesking
up ahead.”

"Who needs human voices,” the fruit interjected sweetly, "when you can
ligten to the music of thefigs?'

And with that, the figs behind us began to hum.

There came agreet crashing sound, as though vast quantities of
branches and leaves were being ripped asunder.

"Back! Back!" the second voice yelled with more than atrace of panic.
"Dirk will never be defeated by abunch of fruit!"

Asif in answer, thefruit began to Sing:
"Thereisnothing like afig, nothing in the world-"
"Scar eats soon!" thefirst gruff voice interjected. " Scar needs strength!”

But the fruit were rdlentless. "Thereis nothing you can dig,” they sang,
"thet isanything likea"



"Therethey are!” Dirk shrieked with atone of total desperation.
"Forget thefigs! We have found the Sinbadds!"

| spun about to see the two muscled ruffians burst forth from that side
of the grove, the conveyance that they still carried now rather scarred
from recent abuse. Apparently, from the evidence of the dentsand
scrapes in that once-glorious box, they had traversed the densely
forested hillsde by brute force, pulling their palanquin through no matter
what trees or other obstacles stood in their way.

"But we needs to keep our strength!™ the Scar argued loudly. "We
needs to get the Sinbads back to-"

"Figswill not solve our problem!™ Dirk replied urgently. "Don't you
remember the merchant's story?"

But the gruffer muscleman seemed to only have eyesfor the fruit. " Scar
isstronger dan any fig!" heingsted.

"Figsarethe perfect energy food!" the surrounding fruit urged now that
their song was done.

"Feding lethargic?' onefruit asked.
"Run-down?" the next added.
"Y our pep al pooped?’ came from the next.

"It'stimefor figs" dl three said in chorus. "The better way to a cleaner,
hedthier you."

"If you don't stop your chatter,” anew voice cried in exasperation, "'l
shdl causedl of you to immediately rot upon your branched™

Thefruit ppeared momentarily stunned into Sllence as Maabada
stumbled againgt me, dmost knocking the bottle from my hand.



"Forgiveme," said thewizard. "This cacophony of figshasme
temporarily undone." Hetook adeep bresth, then whistled softly. "l am
continualy impressed by the subtlety of the djinni's Spell. To cause even
the speech of the figsto speed ahead-such magica thoroughnessis
uncanny!*

"Who are dl these people?" the voice cried from the bottle. "And why
did the earth shift s0?"

"Wehavedl returned,” | explained briefly. "All of ustogether upon that
idand. Apparently, the djinni cast his spell upon the entire group of us.
And asto that shift, | am afraid it was not the earth, but only the bottle
around you which moved.”

"The earth has shifted?' Mdabaa asked doubtfully. "Will this spell
prevent me from experiencing the world around me aswell?"

"Thedjinni hastaken usdl?' Jafar wailed as he redlized thefull
implication of my statement. "'But that would mean-"

"Thereyou arel" the Cyclops bellowed. | saw him wave to usfrom
where he towered above the figs trees. "Have you tried these figs?
They're absolutdly ddlicious.” He smacked hislips asheambled
forward. "I tel you, acongtant diet of human flesh leaves something to
be desired. After | ate that stew, | realized that | needed a serious
changein my choice of cuisne. And then | got no enjoyment at al out
of eating your fellows. | redlized | could no longer savor the experience.
It wasdmogt asif, in gobbling those insggnificant humans down, | was
egting nothing at al!"

The appearance of this cyclops seemed to dampen what was aready
an uncertain mood among my fellows. In point of fact, besides
Maabda, who was muttering something about "Bottle? What bottle?" |
noticed many of my companions adready beginning to cringeand
whimper. I, however, fdt that perhaps there might be some smple way



to diminate this complication.
| therefore asked: "Then the figs satisfy your need for variety?'
"Indeed they do," the cyclops agreed affably.

"Well, then," | quickly added, "it has been very nice making your
acquaintance, and we trust we will see each other again, perhapsin the
extremdy digtant future. Gentlemen,” | said to the others about me, "
believeit istime we were moving on?'

But the cyclops stepped forward to block our collective retreat. "The
figs supply my immediate dietary needs, that istrue." He paused to
alow hismouth to twist upward into an dl-too-familiar grin. "But | il
need you humansto provide that which is even more important-the
entertainment.”

And yet with that, histriumphant grin fell asquickly asit had arrived.
"Oh. dear." he added in a somewhat more uncertain tone. "Excuse me.
| haveto answer natures cdl.”

Thefigs, then, had aready begun their hellish work! 1t occurred to me
that, if the cyclops continued his current dietary course, we would have
to do nothing but wait and he would diminate himsdlf. That is, of
course, if he did not decide to add the occasiona human to hisdiet for
that much-needed variety.

"Shouldn't we escape somewhere?' Jafar mentioned with acertain
urgency. "While he's momentarily preoccupied?'

"But we bardly even know wherewe are," Achmed reasoned, "and that
knowledge has come from Sinbad's story. We need the merchant to
show ustheway."

"Exactly,” Jafar said with more enthusiasm, confident that they had
found a solution to our current dilemma. " And then we will escape with



dacrity. Where precisdy is our master?”
| held up the bottle. "Heresides herein.”

"Heistrapped in abottle?" Jafar asked with dl enthusiasm fled. "How
can hedirect uswhen heis so imprisoned? Soon, al of uswill end up
asthe cyclops, victims of thefigs"

But I would not listen to the mgjordomo's defeatism. It wastime,
rather, to once again exercise my porter-trained wiles.

"Isthis place not caled the valey of thefigs?' | therefore asked.

"It most certainly is" Achmed replied after it appeared that Jafar had
become too busy being fretful and miserable.

"And none of you have ever heard of the hilltops of thefigs?' | further
inquired.

Thislatest query caused even Jafar to ook up from where he was
attempting to Sare through his outer garments at hisumbilicus.

"No, | havenat," he said with the dightest bit of surprise.
"l suggest, then, that we climb,” was my answer.

"Oh, thenitisnot | whoistrapped in abottle," Maabaaremarked
with acertain brightening of tone. "I was beginning to doubt myself.
One must be careful. When awizard loses confidence, the results can
be disastrous. | must ponder thislatest course of eventsas| follow
you-wherever it isyou are bound."

"And where do you think you are going?" asked the cyclops, who had
regppeared in our midst with the greatest suddenness. He paused to
pick ahandful of figs. Thefruit obligingly giggled in ddight as he opened
his mouth and gulped them down.



"Scar want food!" the disfigured muscleman shouted at the sight of
another egting. " Scar needsfigdl”

"And thefigs need you aswell," the fruit of anearby tree said
soothingly. "What would it hurt you to pick but asingle one of our
number?'

"Thefirg oneisfree" afdlow fruit cgoled.
"Infact,” athird added brightly, "dl thefigsare free."

Every fruit upon the tree laughed at that. | was afraid | would never be
dispassionate enough to comprehend fig humor.

"Not that | need you anymore," the cyclops continued jovidly, "for,
while | was momentarily occupied, | passed the timetalking to the
trees. Soit wasthat | found mysdf ingtructing thefigsin my
entertainment needs. Tdl me, figs. Where do you come from?'

"Baghdad!" thetreeful of figsexclamed obligingly.

"Sowly | turned,” the cyclopsintoned glesfully. "And step by step, inch
by inch-" He jumped upon the tree and began to inget figs
indiscriminately.

"He has found the perfect entertainment,” Achmed remarked in an
uncharacteristicaly sober tone. "All of hislifeisnow containedina
sngular bodily process.”

"Oh, dear," the cyclops said as he stopped suddenly. "WEell haveto
continue thisinamoment.”" All of us shuddered as the monster once
again excused himsdf to answer nature€s cal. So dramatic wasthis
behavior that it appeared to convince even the doubter among us.

"That come from eating figs?' said asomewhat abashed and very



flawed ruffian. "Maybe Scar waitsfor dinner, after al.”

"Weclimb," | instructed the others, and turned to proceed back up the
hill that | had previoudy descended when | first entered into this cursed
place.

"Wewak?' Mdabaamused, seeing our movement before he could
hear any ingtruction. "l suppose | can ponder the Situation every hit as
well whilewalking. But | must be careful to ponder, and not to doubt.”

But we had not proceeded a dozen paces upon the path between the
trees when | spotted a diminutive man of such great age that he made
even Jafar appear to be ayoungster.

"If I may beg your pardon?’ the elderly gentleman remarked aswe
approached.

And indeed, there was no way he could not beg my pardon, since he
sat squardly blocking our path of escape.

"I am an elderly fellow,” the wrinkled man spoke as helooked up into
my face, "and | do not move with the same agility | once had when |
was younger. | waswondering if you might do measmdl favor.”

| stated that we werein ahurry to be elsawhere, but, asfate may smile
upon the generous, asmal favor might be possible.

"Ah," he responded gracioudy, "if you could then carry me over to that
copse of nearby trees? The figs appear so full and juicy over there"

Wéll, that did not seem to be an unduly arduous request, except, of
course, that it might be my duty to first describe the awvesome power of
these enchanted figs that the elder choseto sample. Soit wasthet |
began: "I would be honored to perform such aservice, O venerable
elder, if you Hill desreit after | inform you-"



"I do not need to beinformed!” the elder yelped. "Oh, forgive me. |
sometimes become the dightest bit sngppish when | am hungry. Itisa
problem of my aged but infirm form. But it isa problem quickly Solved
if I might be carried quickly to that tantalizing fruit!"

| had been told, in no uncertain terms, then, that thiselder did not wish
my counsdl. And indeed, with someone in such a state of aged
disrepair, afina meeting with the figs might be percaived in some
circlesasan act of kindness.

But there was a peculiar note to this old man's complaints. If hewas so
famished, why did he not smply reach up and pluck one of the nearer
figsthat appeared to grow upon every sun-drenched inch of this
peculiar valley. Now that | had paused to think upon it, | redlized there
was something disturbingly familiar about thiswhole scenario. Where
had | heard in the not-too-distant past of an elderly man needing to be
carried to hisgod?

"Who's that, now?"' Sinbad demanded from within his bottle.

"It isan ederly man who bears aremarkable resemblance to ademonic
character from one of your later voyages,” was Achmed's quick

response.

Thiswas the demon, then, that attached himsdlf to the merchant's
shoulders? But, from my understanding, he was not supposed to
appear until alater voyage. Shouldn't he therefore reside upon an
entirdy different idand?

"l am oftentold | look like others" the man who might have been a
demon continued. "But if | am to be carried to those other figs, | shdl
show you agratitude unlike any you have ever known."

"Dont ligento him!" came the urgent cry from within the bottle. "Kick
him out of theway!"



"Don't do anything of the sort!" announced the thing that held the guise
of an ederly man. "l suppose even someone as decrepit as mysdf may
be ableto bring himsdlf to movealittle”

S0 saying, he rose from his squat to reved that hislegswere indeed
rather long, so long that they appeared more suited to the proportions
of awild hare than aman. The legs dso showed none of the age that
appeared on hisface, but were instead at the very least aswell muscled
asthearmsof Dirk and the Scar, and were further covered with the
coarsest of degp brown hair. He hopped, the dightest of movement for
the muscles above hisfeet, which, when you looked at them carefully,
bore more than a passing resemblanceto apair of cloven hooves. But
when helanded again, it was at the distance of some twenty feet.

"l do not likewhat this suggests,” Jafar said in hisusua dour manner.

"And what isthat?" Achmed asked for aclarification. "Y ou do not
appreciate creatures who appear to be old and infirm but actualy can
jump unusud distances?’

"Our master met this creature upon alater voyage than the adventure
that included thetaking figs" Jafar replied even more soberly than
before. " fear that, thanks perhapsto the djinni's spell, we are no
longer precisely following the dangerous route that our master took in
hisyounger years."

"But isthat not good news?' Dirk asked.

"It would be," Jafar agreed, "save for the manner in which | suspect that
the pell has been turned about. From this most recent evidence'-he
nodded at the hopping creature, who had once again folded hislegs
beneath him so that he might resume looking aged and pitiful-"1 suspect
that, rather than being fated to retrace the dangers of Sinbad's earlier
voyages, we will now be fated to have those dangersvist us.”

"Asmuch as| didiketo confirm your suspicions,” Achmed said ashe



pointed into the distance, "that isaterribly familiar speck flying toward
usfrom the horizon."

"If what you say istrue,” Maabala piped up as hefinaly heard Jafar's
conjecture, "that isatruly diabolica spell. But, from my persond
experience with the dread Ozzie, | know heisfar more magicaly adept
than onesfirgt impressons might indicate. Still |, asawizard, must not
begin to doubt mysdlf, must 17?*

| stared at the indicated horizon, and thought that perhaps | could see
that speck Achmed had mentioned.

"My pardon,” Achmed amended. "There are two specks.”
"Itisthe sixth voyage!" Jafar gasped. "And it is approaching us directly!”

What might be the true meaning of Jafar's newest panic?| redized |
had never heard the details of the sixth voyage. And it seemed that the
merchant did not wish to even begin to talk about the true nature of the
seventh voyage.

"Baghdad!" the figs again shouted behind us.

"Sowly I-oh, dear, you'll have to excuse me again,” wasthe Cyclopss
response.

| decided then that, no matter what dangers awaited us, it would do us
no harm to put some distance between oursalves and this accursed
vdley.

No matter what unknowns gtill awaited me within the retelling of the
merchant's last two voyages, | could not see how our present situation
could become any the worse.

Never, of course, have | been moreincorrect.



Chapter the Twenty-sixth,
in which our heroes must face some truly
grave concerns.

"Itis, of course, the Rukh," said Jafar with hisfamiliar fataism aswe
resumed our climb.

"But Achmed said there were two specks up there," | said, for, inall
frankness, | wastired of being ill informed. "Are they two Rukhs?'

"Would that werethe case" Jafar replied with an eaborate shiver.

| pointed up at the second speck. "Then what isthat?' | queried, fedling
afurther need to speed communication.

"Exactly," Jafar agreed miserably.

"Pardon?’ | further questioned.

"They isthat," Achmed agreed smugly. Or &t least that waswhat he
seemed to say. | had a sudden feeling of degjavu, asif | were once
again trgpped in one of the Cyclopss entertainments.

"Oh, dear," Sinbad the merchant's voice moaned from the bottle. "Y es,
yes, it occurred well into the sixth voyage. | had meant to tell you about
that peril aswell. Where does thetimego?"

"The cresture that even the Rukh fears" Achmed further explained.

"Oh," | repeated, trying to make some sense out of al this.
"They-istha."

Jafar nodded impatiently. "The | zzat."

"The creature that even the Rukh fears,”" | added, comprehending at
last. "But when | said 'What isthat?-"



"No need to explain further,” the mgordomo interrupted with authority.
"The confusonisnaturd, for that iswhere the phrase originated.”

"Oh," | replied. And amoment later, | added, "Pardon?”

"The | zzat is such amassive creature that it makes the Rukh appear to
be as smdl asahatchling chick in comparison,” Jafar explained without
discernible enthusiasm. "But you asked about the origin of the phrase.”

| had? Wdll, perhaps | had, although | had thought we were escaping
from thevalley of thefigs. | knew that, unlesswe might find acave or
other likely placeto hide, there was no escaping from the Rukh. And
this other thing-the creature that even the Rukh feared-was, from
Jafar's description, ahundred times larger? Why did we bother to
attempt escape at al?

"Thelzzat?' Mdabdamuttered, haf to himsdf, and it was an uncertain
mutter at best. "Even awizard who had no doubts about himsalf might
have trouble with such abeing.”

"Now, asto the nature of the I1zzat," Jafar continued asif escape were
the furthest thing from his mind, "the great bird's discovery goes back to
ancient history; to that time before time, when men were first upon the
earth and were but newly come to the naming of things. 'Thislookslike
arock!' they caled out at around thing near them upon the earth. And
'Look overhead! That certainly must bethe sky.'"

"Thelzzat?" another voice cdled from up ahead. | looked, and saw
that the same demon, in the guise of an aged man, had somehow gotten
before us again. "Oh, surdly, | will need some ass stance to escape such
afearsomething asthat.”

"Soitwas," Jafar continued in the best ignore-al-outsde-digtractions
manner of hismagter, "that in the naming of things, they spied this
largest of large creatures, for it redly is so huge that you cannot help



but noticeit.

"They wanted a name that said the creature was massive beyond
imagining, and swifter than human thought. And the name our wise
forefathers chosewas | zzat."

"To hear the name makes my aged bones shiver!" the demon cried in
the most pitifully palsied of tones. "I must be carried away from such a

danger!”

"Yes," Achmed added to help the human elder dong, "and because the
creature was S0 large, everyone was congtantly noticing it, and so they
had the opportunity to use the phrase repeatedly.”

Jafar nodded asif such a conclusion were obvious. "Everyone asked
'What |zzat?," so often that the phrase became part of the common

tongue

"Perhaps| do not need to be carried!" the demon called to me as|
started down a side path that would circle around him. "I'm sure | could
make my way if you Smply reached out and took my hand."

| continued up the dternate path.

"But-" | thought to object to Jafar's line of reasoning.

"Every phrase must originate somewhere,” the human elder lectured. "
'What | zzat' has, of course, become debased in common usage, and
now is used to describe amost any old thing. But once-"

"Rawn," the Rukh called to interrupt Jafar's phil osophic discourse.

"All right," the aged demon caled quickly as| began to passhim by.
"Let usnot be hasty here. Although my bonesare aged, | imaginel am
not so infirm that | need to be constantly led. But | could till use some
assstance. What if you wereto give me a hearty push?'



"Rawn," the smdler of the gigantic birds called again, and | used the
occasion to look up into the sky. There indeed was the Rukh, still so
distant that it ppeared only so large as one of Fatima's dainty
fingernails. And traveling behind that bird was another flying thing, far
more distant still, which thus appeared only so large as Fatimal's

paanquin.

"Thelzzat," | said in wonder.

"The creature that even the Rukh fears" the demon of elderly
appearance agreed. " So a hearty push is out of the question aswell?"
His voice seemed to grow more frantic as the last of the party passed
him by. "What if | wereto smply ask for directions?’

"Isthat aRukh I hear?' Mdabaademanded as he wrinkled his nose.
"Disgudting cregtures. | think that even awizard with salf-doubts could
handlea Rukh."

"Before you disgppear forever," the demon cdled after us, "the least
you can do isgive me afarewe| handshake!"

"Rawn," the Rukh caled. "Rawn rawn rawvn. Squawk!"

| looked again to the sky, and saw but one very, very large bird, who
had now grown to the Size of asmall paace.

"The creature that even the Rukh fears,” Achmed said to confirm my
suspicions.

"So the Rukhisno more" said |. "But what of the |zzat?"

"We should have nothing to fear from the 1zzat," Jafar replied in the
dourest of tones.

| could not comprehend the magordomo's lack of concern.



"Congdering the differencein size, shouldn't we fear the 1zzat one
hundred times as much?'

"No," the elder reasoned, "for we are so inggnificant to such agigantic
thing that we are totally benegth its notice.”

"Unlessit decidesto land,” Achmed added helpfully, "at which point it
will surely crush usdl, and whatever landmass we happen to be
occupying a thetime."

| looked again to the sky. Contrary to Jafar's reassurances, the
extremely large bird-thing appeared to be headed directly toward the
path upon which we stood.

"How bigsisthat?" the Scar asked from his position &t the rear of the
paanquin.

"'Some philosophers have hypothesized," Jafar answered, "that the earth
isnot really asolid massat all, but is but an egg, and when that egg
hatches, it will produce an | zzat."

The Scar used some ingppropriate language to convey his astonishment.

"Of course," Achmed amended, "the egg would hatch naught but an
infant 1zzat. 1t isafull-grown bird that gpproaches us now."

"Theimpossible has occurred,” Jafar said with amix of wonder and
anguish. "Thelzzat has noticed us, and isindeed approaching. Perhaps
now isthe best timeto give way to total despair.”

"No!" Dirk cdled from where heled the paanquin. "We have had
enough of al this. In the brief time we have traveled with you, we have
learned that the legends are true. The name of Sinbad seemsto bring
with it constant danger, but it isaso adanger dwaysavoided.” He
pointed past me up the hill. "We are nearing my homeland now. If you



recal your master's stories, you know what kingdom bordersthe valley
of thetalking figs"

"Oh, no!" the merchant called from within histiny prison. "Not that
agan!"

Not which again? Too many things had happened upon too many
voyages for meto ingtantaneoudy remember which of the merchant's
many adventures the ruffian could be referring to. Perhaps, | thought,
someone should write down al these voyages somewhere, so that one
might refer to them in this sort of confusing Stugtion.

"It istime we finished that which we were sent do to," Dirk concluded.
"Y ou are coming with us." | noticed that both he and the Scar had
drawn knivesto help make their point. "We must ins st that you return
with us'-heflicked hisknife toward the top of the hill-"to your grave.

Oh, of course, it was that adventure. All a once, many of these
miscreants actions appeared to make arenewed sense. | therefore
asked: "So you seek to return the merchant to that burial cave from

which he escaped?’

"Itisbut thefirst of our duties,”" Dirk clarified as he jumped forward.
"The holy graves were blasphemed, so aprice must be paid.”

Somehow, athough he and the Scar il carried the palanquin between
them, Dirk's blade was pressed against the fabric that covered my
chest. "To gppease our loca customs, we must bury al the rest of you
aswdl."

From the sudden closeness of thevillain'sknife, | redized that the
promised buria did not necessarily need to be made while | was il

among theliving.



Chapter the Twenty-seventh,
in which the past and the present appear to become
one, and the future does not portend to be all that promising,
either.

"The Rukhisgone?' Malabaaasked rather after the fact.
"Thelzzat," Jafar explained briefly.

"And something e sefliestoward usthrough the sky,” Mdabaafurther
remarked with that same tone of wonder and terror that occurred to all
who set eyes upon the more gigantic than gigantic bird.

"Surely agreat magician such asyoursdf,” Jafar asked with apitiful
ghred of hope, "would have aspdll to stop such athing?”

"The creature that even the Rukh fears," Maabdaagreed.

"But you are amage who can change the very weather!" Jafar blurted,
in either panic or frustration that it took the wizard so long to respond.

"A magician who did not doubt himself perhaps could manage
something," Ma abaaagreed. "But one who was confronted by a
djinni's spall of such subtlety that he found himsdlf hopeledy logt in
endless salf-examination-the wizard paused to sgh-"well, hewould be
lucky to conjure something that might even ruffle the 1 zzat's feethers.™

"The |zzat hasfeathers?' | found mysdf asking. Somehow, the very
notion of afeather seemed far too delicate for abeing so large.

"Once," Jafar dl too readily related, "the story goes, the greet bird shed
but asinglefeather. It fell upon acity fully haf the Sze of Baghdad, yet
that one feather totally crushed the city walls and suffocated every
person therein.”

"And dat ding's coming for us?' the Scar asked with more respect in his



voicethan | had ever previoudy heard.

"Who can fathom the thoughts of abeing so large and strange?’ Jafar
mused hopelesdy. "Unfortunately,” he added a second later, "that
appears to be the case.”

"Surely we are dl doomed,” another voice caled from dightly up
ahead. "What doesit matter if you wereto carry an elderly creature
like mefor the last few moments of your miserable existence?' The
gpparently elderly demon had once again gotten in front of us, and now
sat upon the very top of the hill.

"Eh, what'sthat?" he added a moment later, even though no onein my
party had replied to him in any way. He frowned and looked behind
him. "Oh, dear. Y ou'll haveto excuse me. | smply don't carefor
crowds."

And with that, he legpt straight up into the air, higher and then higher
gtill, until he was nothing but aspeck in the great blue sky, and then was
lost behind the clouds.

"What could cause ademon to act in that way?' Achmed wondered in
avoice decidedly less cheerful than was hisusudl.

"It makes no difference,” | replied with conviction, and the sure
knowledge that Dirk's knife was very close indeed. "For, no matter
what liesbefore us, it hasto be better than arapid degth in the valley of
thefigs"

"That isthe correct answer," Dirk said with the most unpleasant of
smiles. "Now let ustravel before that huge creature above grows any
closer." And with that, he let me take the lead up the hill. He, of course,
followed directly, his drawn knife mere inches from my back.

"There must be something | could do about thet very large bird,”
Ma abalamused somewhereat my rear. "If only | could follow this



conversation more precisdly.”

"It isashamethat you haveto be buried dive so soon,” Dirk
considered aswe climbed. "The habit the Sinbads have, wherein they
find themsalvesin dire danger and then somehow survive despite
overwhelming odds, isquite diverting. The Scar and | will genuinely
miss these adventures." He patted mein acomradely fashion upon my
back with ablunt instrument that | imagined wasthe hilt of the knife.
"Wereyour lifeto continue, I'm sure it would be most interesting. Itis
unfortunate, in itsway, that my partner and | arebeing paid such an
enormous fortune to ensure your demise.”

Knife or no, | stopped abruptly when | saw what rushed toward us
over the hilltop.

"Ook!" the leader of theinvading force claimed. "Ook ook ook!"
And then the apes descended upon us, ahundred strong.
"Itisdl coming back a once!" Jafar bemoaned. "All to haunt ugl”

"What's going on now?"' the merchant demanded from his bottle prison.
"Isthat apesthat | hear?'

It was gpesindeed, and not smply any band of wildly marauding
beasts, for these apes were dressed as sailors, and were no doubt the
same cregture crew we had met upon the ship before. But if the crew
rushed toward us now, could their queen be far behind?

"Ah," adeep voice cried down from the heavens. "There you arel”

| quickly looked a oft, wondering if the |zzat could spesk aswell. But
the great bird, who now took up fully half the sky, was till some
distance away. The enchanted voice belonged to the great green head
of Ozzie.



"I knew | had to find you before you got away!" the djinni cried
triumphantly. "And thistime there will be no escaping. | have brought
reinforcementd”

But | had no true interest in the djinni's words at that moment, for who
should arrive, carried doft by four of her kind, but the queen, till
wearing her full bridd regdia

She spotted me before | could do any more than think of hiding.
"Scree!" she announced. " Scree scree ook scree!”
Even though | could not catch her meaning, it did not sound good.

"Quiver infear, O pitiful mortas," Ozzie chortled above us, "for | have
brought the enchanted saxophones” He yelped suddenly. "What was
thet?"

The elder demon had once again dropped into our midst. "My, my
fellows. The sky up thereis becoming so crowded, there's nowhere for

a sdf-respecting demon to escape!”

| looked beyond the djinni, and saw the truth in the demon's words.
Almost everywhere | looked, where once there was sky, therewas
now |zzet.

The thing was dark, darker than the degpest storm cloud. Its
never-ending bulk blotted out the light of the sun above, so that we
upon the hill were plunged into the deepest twilight, where all around
was drained of color and became indistinct shapes of gray. It was asif
the sky above and the world bel ow were being consumed by a shadow
that went on for al eternity.

"Something isfdling!" Maabadacdledto dl those around. Apparently,
his mystic senses could detect things that the rest of us could not,
especidly things dropped from an eterndly dark |zzat. | had animage



of the world's most monstrous festher.

There came a sharp banging upon the rocks above us, asif wewerein
the midst of ahalstorm.

"Jaweld" Achmed cdled to the rest of us. "The monster isdropping
jewed"

"So even Sinbad's fortune follows him," Jafar marveled.

"Jewels?' Dirk wondered. "Perhaps we could rethink our position
concerning burid.”

"Beware!" Maabaacalled out again. "The creature has dropped some
morel"

| looked doft, and swore, in that weird haf-light, that | could seea
weirdly glittering mass directly above us, growing at tremendous speed.
The jewels had been dropped directly upon us! There must be perhaps
athousand gems above us, harder than hard, plummeting in such away
that they would cover our entire party.

"It will be amost expensive death,” Jafar said in aresigned tone.

| closed my eyes and waited for the end. But instead of acrushing
weight upon my head, | felt my feet leavethe earth.

Onceagain, | wasflying.



Chapter the Twenty-eighth,
in which we discover that,
while birds might always return to the nest,
a human'sinstincts will generally fall elsewhere.

"Y ou may thank me now," avoice spokein my ear, "or you may thank
melater."

| knew, without looking behind or above mewhere | was held, that |
was once again within the care of the bird woman. | also redized that |
no longer held the bottle. | must have dropped it in my surprise, and
thus had left Sinbad to face the cascading jewels. Perhaps the magic
bottle would protect him. It was unfortunate there was no larger bottle
for the rest of my companions.

But | had not seen them die. Perhaps the good luck of the Sinbads
would burnish their destiniesaswell, and they would survive. And |
wasflying.

"Then| am destined to live?' | asked in amixture of wonder and
amazement, for | could not believe my good fortune. If it indeed was
good fortune that smiled upon me now, for | had no knowledge of the
true purpose of the bird woman's actions. Nor could | truly bring
myself to ask about the fate of those my savior had left behind, even
though they were dtill truly on my mind. At any moment, | fully
expected to hear their final cries of anguish asthey were buried benesath
that priceless avalanche of gems.

Instead, dl | heard was the passing wind and the warbling voice of my
feathered guardian.

"Y ou are destined to do far more than that," she said to me, "for | am
going to take you to my home."

"Home?" | asked, and redlized | had even less control over my destiny
than | had before. Apparently, | would never see my companions



agan, even if they were not smashed horribly beyond recognition.

For thefirst time since perhaps | had entered the valey of thefigs, |
thought wistfully about my Fatima. If only she hadn't screamed when |
at last thought to approach her. That sort of thing was certainly an
aspect of our relationship which we would have to work upon.

Or would have worked upon, if this hadn't happened. But Fatima, and
most likely every other gtrictly human woman, was beyond me now,
and might be beyond meforever.

What precisely did this beautiful creature, who now carried mein her
claws, intend to do with me? | found mysdlf reticent to inquire as|
remembered the way her hard beak had glinted in the sun. Instead, |
asked about her home.

"Isitfar?"

This caused thewoman to laugh, asound like anightingaléscal ona
warm summer evening. "If it were any closer, | never would have been
ableto leave. Wefly directly beneath it at this very moment.”

Beneath it?| stared up at that moving shadow that seemed to swallow
al the sky. Did she mean that she made her home upon the | zzat? |
considered to ask her to further explain herself, but was silenced by the
immense darkness that we now rose toward; so immense, and o
omnipresent, that any speech, indeed, anything that the human mind
might conceive, was dwarfed into inggnificance.

So weflew, ever upward, angling toward the great thing until | saw a
long line of blue beyond it that showed the space between the 1zzat and
the earth. And the band of sky grew larger aswe flew.

"My people live upon theleft wing," my savior explained aswe were
propelled at last beyond the great shadow of this thing that appeared as
large asthe moon itself. The sky that now surrounded us was such a



sudden, brilliant bluethat it hurt my eyes, and | had to blink repeatedly
to adjust my vision to the light. We flew upward as another great dark
shape dashed down tofill haf the sky. In the sunlight, | could see that
this new thing was covered with dark feathers, not black, but rather a
midnight blue, so that they shone faintly with aviolet radiance, the color
of the evening sky a the moment when dusk fleesthe horizon. This
great moving thing, | redized, must bethe | zzat'swing.

We spirded down to join it as the wing reached the lowest part of its
great arc. We seemed for an ingtant then to hang motionlessintheair,
and then thewing, so large that it looked like agreat idand unto itself,
rushed up to meet us.

We were s0 close now that | could not see the entirety of a singe
feather, and instead became fascinated by the intricacy of those parts of
which the feather was composed, like a greeat pattern emanating from
ether sde of a shaft wider than even theriver below Basrah at that
point where it meetsthe sea. From this great, central rod there spread
lesser, pointed poles, and from those pol es there emanated even finer
shafts, and from those there grew even more delicate wands, from
which there emerged till thinner filaments, and so on and on, athough
none of the grest parts appeared in the least frail, for thewhole of a
single feather would indeed compare to the Size of acity.

Still did we plunge downward, or perhaps did the wing rush upward,
and | saw that even the finest of the parts of the wing were so widely
separated that we could easily pass between those filaments without
harm, and so we did, weaving between the parts of that feather and
those feathersthat grew benesth it until we reached what must have
been the skin of this creature so gresat that | would never be able to get
atrue picture of itswhole.

Oddly enough, though, as we flew degper and deeper within the
feathered coat of this greater than great thing, my fear again left me, and
| found out | was once more concerned with establishing my own
sgnificance. We are dl assgned our tasks upon this earth, and mine



was, initsway, every bit as unique asthat of the lzzat. Or, toput it in
sampler language: We might be about to land upon the most tremendous
creaturein al of creation, but | had no doubt that, if it were to attempt
to be a porter, the 1zzat would show it was little more than abig bird.

Soitwasthat | truly found my voice again.
"What happensto me now?' | asked the bird woman as we aighted.
"Now," shereplied, "I take you to meet my family."

With that, she used her feathered wings to shoo me forward, through a
place that looked like a great jungle of dark ferns, the feathers above
filtering the sunlight so that it might never get brighter here than dusk.

| walked between the great shafts, and saw a structure loom before us,
atwo-storied affair, composed of branches and bits of straw, that
somehow seemed to suggest both an eaborate grass hut and an avian
nes.

"Mother! Father!" the bird woman caled out as we approached. "I've
brought that young man whom | told you so much about.”

| heard apair of warbled greetings as two more bird people strode
forward upon their webbed feet from the darkened recesses of their
home. Both were squatter and more stolid than the woman behind me,
but they shared the hard, beak-dominated faces and brilliant feathered
coats of their daughter.

"Yes, dear,” chirped the high voice of one of the pair. Could this, |
surmised, be the mother? " And he does seem very niceindeed, for a
human." From the tone of her speech, | gathered that, in their society,
the race of men was dightly better regarded, but only dightly, than such
things asworms and mealybugs.

"Soyou are called Sinbad?' the other, deeper voice caled with al the



menace of acrow.

| thought it only polite to nod, asthe father bird continued curtly: "And
how, exactly, do you plan to provide for our daughter in the future?"

"Oh, Daddy!" The bird woman behind me spoke asif that were the
most foolish question in the world. "He can't help but provide! Don't
you know that he's fated!”

"Now, dear," the mother bird replied consolingly. "Don't raise your
voice so to your father. It's decidedly unladylike. Besides, that talk of
fateisbut arumor-"

Their daughter snorted, a sound that seemed not only unladylike but
unbirdlike aswdll. "Some rumor! He's obvioudy been chosen asthe
toy of Degtiny. Why, he's smply been faced by djinn and Rukhsand
demons and mongters every single minute sincel first heard about him!*™

"Well, perhaps, dear," her mother replied in an al-too-reasonable tone.
"But isthat truly Destiny, or ishe smply having abad day?*

It was frankly, aquestion | had pondered mysdif.

"And would Degtiny even bother with somebody likethat?' the father
remarked with adismissive shake of hisfeathered head. "He looks a
little puny, even for ahuman.”

The young bird woman covered my shoulder with a protective wing.
"Y ou can argue dl you want, but you can't dispute the facts. Have you
not noticed the recent changesin climate of our home? The | zzat has
gonefar out of itsway in order to kill him!"

"Redlly?' her mother said as she cocked her head to one side. "Yes,
now that you mention it, I had noticed a certain increased warmth
beneath the feathers." For achange, she chirped pleasantly in my
direction. "Thelzzat generdly dwdlsin those



cold and forbidden places far beyond civilization, don't you know?"

| smiled at the older bird woman. If | was going to spend time among
these creatures, | might aswell make it as pleasant as possible. Still, her
mate did nothing but scowl.

After amoment, though, even he added, in the most grudging of tones,
"That isimpressve. Our homeis attempting to destroy thisinggnificant
mortd ?'

"The |zzat doesn't do that for amply anybody,” their daughter inssted.

"Infact,”" her mother mentioned, "I never remember the Izzat doing
anything like that for anybody, &t least, not since that other human
named Sinbad.”

"Can't you see?" their daughter chirped, her voice even higher and
more excited than before. "That'swhat I'm talking about! No matter
what terrible danger threatened, the other Sinbad walked through it as
you or | might stroll on aday in pringtime. And thisboy is named
Sinbad, too! And heisobvioudy fated to carry on that charmed life.”

"Heis?' Thefather bird emitted alow whistle, then paused aminute to
dareat meagain. "Theways of Destiny are very strange indeed.”

"And our little girl picked him out from dl those humans?' the mother
bird interjected, her feathered breast swelling with pride. "Perhaps she
holds talents that we do not redize.”

"Then| can kegp him?" asked the younger bird woman.

Keep him?| was taken aback by that precise use of language. | knew,
when the bird woman took me, that | might be carried far from my
kind, but those two words made this sound so permanent. Was| now
to have no further say in my future-ever?



"I'm not sure,” her father replied doubtfully. "Humans can be such a
problem around the nest."

But their daughter would not be denied. "I could dways peck him a
little bit to keep himin his placel™

Her mother glanced briefly at her mate. "Y es, malesdo seem to
respond well to that sort of thing."

Her father shifted from foot to foot, but then admitted, " Perhapsiit will
teach her the meaning of respongility.”

"The heavens know we haven't been able to,” her mother agreed. She
turned back to the younger woman. "Oh, very well, if you promiseto
keep him cleaned and groomed.”

"I knew you'd let mel" Their daughter flapped her wingswith glee. " So,
welcome, Sinbad, to your new home.”

| wasto be kept, then. Apparently, | would never haveasay in
anything again.
"Where are your manners” her mother chided. " Perhaps you should

offer your guest some refreshment. Tell me-Sinbad, that isyour
name-would you care for some grubs? | assure you, they're very fresh.”

| attempted to look upon the bright side. Perhaps | would starve here,
and my stay would not be very long at dl.

"Heisn't very communicative," her father said doubtfully. "Areyou
abolutdy sure heisfated?!

"Oh, Daddy," the daughter answered dismissively, "agirl just knows
that sort of thing! Besides, Wishawanted him!"

"Oh!" her father replied asif somehow thisfact explained everything



that had happened. "So it'syour cousin's doing!"

"We should have known, Father," his mate added in the same knowing
tone. "Those sea harpies can be so precocious!”

"Aha," thefather agreed with awry chuckle. ™Y ou know how itiswith
young harpies. When one decides she wants a human mae, the others
just can't keep their hands off him.”

They both had agood laugh over that one.

"Mommy? Daddy?"' their daughter chirped in disbelief. "What are you
talking about? Parents never understand anything!" Feathersruffled,
she stormed inside the huit.

"Well, that's your daughter for you," the male bird remarked as he
puffed out the plumes upon his chest.

"My daughter?" the female screeched. "When she actslike this, why is
she dways my daughter?'

The two of them seemed to have forgotten about me for the moment.
Now that the bird woman was gone, what was to happen to me?
Perhaps, while these two were otherwise involved, | should try to
disappear among thisforest of giant feathers.

"And where are you going?' the male demanded as| took my first quiet
sepsaway. "Our darling Kawdawould never forgive usif welost you."

"That is," the femae added reasonably, "if we decideto keep himat dl.”

"What should we do with him, then?" Father asked. "Maybe it would
be better to dispose of him right now."

Mother took amoment to shake out her wings before replying:



"It would certainly be easer for Kawdato forget him if shedidn't have
achance to become attached."

The male turned his head to one side to regard me more closely. "He is
sort of soft and pudgy. Reminds me alittle bit of aworm in that way,
doesn't he?' He glanced speculatively at hismate. "'l suppose we could
et him."

| despaired. Did everything in the world want to eat me?

But, fortunately for my continued existence, the femae disagreed.
"More problem than it'sworth," she cawed. "That sort of meat never
keeps. Besides, look at him. Therée's nothing on those bones but gristle.
And then there's our daughter. Y ou know that Kawda might object.”

Father bobbed his head. "Y oungsters can be so sentimenta about the
drangest things.”

"Give meabig batch of grubsany day," the female enthused.

"My, dear, you certainly know the way to abird's heart," Father agreed
heartily. Helooked a me again. "So, shdl | remove him from the nest?

"| think that would be best,” the mother said as she turned away to
reenter her nest, no doubt to tend to her daughter.

"Very wel, off we go." He flapped hiswings and took flight, swooping
among the giant feathers until hewas behind me. | felt apair of large
clawsdig into my shoulders, nowhere near as gently as had the claws
of thisbird man's daughter.

But | was once again aoft, and it appeared that this bird would remove
me from the | zzat, so that | might once again have a chance to walk
through the world of men and attempt to lead anormd life. As strange
as my recent experiences had been, perhaps what happened now
actualy would be for the best.



Thefather bird soared, his strong wings carrying me even more swiftly
than the earlier trip | had taken with his daughter, and we were soon
flying high above the surface of the grest | zzat.

"l am taking you to the edge,” the father informed me. And indeed, |
could see the blue sky beyond the tremendous bird'swing.

"After that," he continued, "you will haveto fend for yoursdf." He
paused for an instant to consder something. "Oh, that's correct, you
can't fly, can you? Humans do seem so limited, don't they? Well, I'm
dropping you off up ahead, one way or another, and, after that, I'm
washing my wingsof you."

We had at last reached the edge of the 1zzat, and | could see the clouds
gpread out far benesth us.

"If you arefated,” the bird said most conversationaly, "as my dear
daughter believes, you will certainly survive. And if you don't, it will
serveyou right for lying to our sweet child. Happy landings.”

And with that, he dropped me.



Chapter the Twenty-ninth,
in which our hero discovers that sometimes
even water will not put out thefire.

| fell.

| looked down and saw the ocean. | redlized then that the |zzat was so
large, he must have covered the entire landmass where my companions
and | had been stranded. Therefore, when | was dropped from the
wing, | was dready far out at sea. And | further discerned that my
surmise could only be correct if the 1zzat till somehow flew over that
same landmass. Which, considering the size of the | zzat, and the speed
with which the |zzat flew, was doubtful in the extreme. But then |
imagined that al these things were possible, Snce everything about the
|zzat appeared doubtful in the extreme.

| had time for al these thoughts and more, sofar did | havetofdl. The
father bird had wondered if | wasfated. | only knew, in those
dtill-too-brief moments, that | was fated to be dead, for | wasfaling
with such force from the heavens that even a giving substance such as
water would cause my every boneto break.

Stll, inthisbrief time | had spent with Sinbad the Sailor-it had yet to be
three full days!-1 had faced adventures and visited relms that most
men would not dream of in adozen existences. My body had spent
long yearsworking as a porter, but my mind had spent these last few
hours communing with the spirits and wonders of this great world.

| thought of that song | had sung, at the gate of Sinbad's estate, and
how those smple rhymes had gained me entrance to thisworld of
marves, the sameworld which issurdly around al of usevery day, if
only we might ook beyond the burdens that we carry upon our heads.
| was ingpired then to compose another song, so that | might leave this
new life in much the sameway | had been ushered into it; a song that
would praisethe greet diversity of thisworld, and how dl men must
redizewhat aprivilegeitisto dwell therein.



| thought then about how | might begin. Perhaps arhyme that spoke of
adventure, "dare" being coupled with "falling from up there" Or, asmy
romantic nature might dictate, "love" being coupled with "faling from up
above."

My conjectures were abruptly forced to ride the back hump of the
camel as| saw the ocean rushing toward me. | had taken too long on
my rhymes. If there wasto be afind song, it would haveto be sungin
thenext life.

And yet, before | could close my eyesto prepare mysdf for my
imminent demise, | witnessed yet another wonder, no less magnificent
than al that had gone before. The ocean was no longer aflat surface
beneath me, but had parted to accept me, asthough it were my lover
and waited for me with open arms.

Stll | fdl, but no longer through the open air, for | was now surrounded
by agreat circular wall of water. And there was water more directly
around me aswdll, a first only afine mist caressng my skin, but
growing in dengity as| dropped into it, so that it soon felt asthough a
rain shower were faling somehow upon me from down below. This
magic shower grew in intendty aswell, first to asteady storm and then
on to a hurricane, and the water walls about me grew closer, so that |
saw | was not in a passageway so much asafunnel that came together
beneath me. | further realized that, asthe force of the water increased,
so did the speed of my descent decrease, so that, an instant later when
| found my body passing through those water walls, | discovered
myself placed benesth the water with the same gentleness that a mother
might place an infant to wash him in astream.

It surprised me not in the least that | could bresthe even though the
waters had closed above me, for | had been to this place before.
Neither did it startle mein the dightest that, as my eyes grew used to
the dimmer light below the ocean's surface, | saw anaked green
maiden swimming toward me through the deep.



"So you have come back to me at last?' she said as she approached.
She stopped, and the whole ocean about her waslit by her smile. She
was atruly beautiful creature, and her nakedness and perfection of
form enticed mein such away that | could fed the whole of my
physica formfill with desire.

But | was made of more than smply the physical. The events of the
past few days had opened my eyesto dl the glories given us by Allah,
and my fdl from the sky, when | was surethat | was closeto death,
had opened my mind to me aswell. | had discovered new parts of me,
new attitudes and new strengths, and | redized they were al parts of
thisvoyagethat | now traveled.

| knew now that this was the same voyage that my namesake had spent
his entirelife pursuing, and, even though he had broken that expedition
down into seven different adventures, it wasredly but onelong
journey, asdl of ustrave from the day of our birth until that day we
die. Snbad the Sailor was gifted with the ability to witnessthe fantadtic,
and yet return home safe and whole. And it was a gift that he cherished,
no matter what he might say. It occurred to me that he might even plan
in some way (perhaps not even with hiswaking mind!) to bankrupt
himsdf over and over again, so he would have an excuse to resume that
voyage and experience that gift again.

It was agift that | would cherish aswell. And one that had brought me
into the arms of the sea maiden.

"Y ou have returned to me for athird time," she said as she swam closer
dill. "That meansthat you may stay forever."

And end my voyage, | thought. Asmuch as| desired thiswoman of the
seq, | wanted the voyage more.

"Y ou bresthe the water through my magic, but you are not yet truly a
part of the sea. Come." She leaned forward then, asif she might kiss



my face. "Open your mouth,” she said instead, "and let the ocean in.”
She touched me then upon the cheek, and her fingersfet as cold asthe
ocean's depths.

| did my best not to shiver. Thiswoman was now asking me to drown.
Y et what else could | do, for | was as much a prisoner here under the

seaas | was upon the wing of the 1 zzat, with no way to ever join the
rest of humankind. It was adecision | was not prepared to make.

"Areyou known asWisha?' | asked instead.

Shelaughed, sending addightful cluster of bubbles soaring toward the
surfacefar above. | again found my loinslonging for her. If only she
would not force me to make such achoice!

"How did you know this?" she asked.

"I have spoken to your cousin,” | began. | explained then to her about
my rescue from the rain of gems by Kawda, and the unfortunate

conversation we had had with Kawdal's parents.

"Kawdaissuch achild," she said as she laughed again. "My parents
will never know anything of you. Our love will be our eternd secret.”

| did not carefor that word, eternal. Better, | decided, ashort life of
roving adventure then forever spent drowned in the deep.

Still was this sea cresture o close to me, her firm, round, and scaled
breasts so inviting in the haf-light of the ocean floor. If only | could
sample the wonders of thiswoman before | fled back to the surface.
Perhapsthat iswhy | asked the next question.

"Why did you choose mein thefirg place?"

She again stroked my cheek, and thistime her touch did not fed so



cold as before. "Because you smdl of the world above, of sunlight and
dirt. And because your nameis Sinbad.”

"Then it was my name that drew ustogether?" | asked.
"And your fate," Wishaadmitted.

"Then | amto survive dl the dangersthat | face, ashasmy elder
namesake?'

"All," she agreed, "save perhapsone.”

"And what isthat?' | asked, fully expecting her to answer that it was
my present Stuation.

"Itisbest that | do not explain," she said instead, "or | might bring that
doom down upon you from which you have been rescued.”

"Rescued?’ | asked inincomprehension.

"I do not think you will be followed to the ocean deep,” she explained,
"athough, in dedling with one of such power, one can never be sure.”

"One of such power?" | further asked.

"Y ou do not know?' Wishaasked in astonishment. "Y our merchant has
not told you of his seventh voyage?'

"No," | admitted, "I have only barely learned of the Izzat upon hissixth
adventure.”

"l am not surprised. It is dangerousto even dludeto thisbeing in too
frequent afashion. Perhapsit isfor the best that you never know.”

Now that | thought uponit, | recalled on more than one occasion that
the merchant had seemed overwhelmingly afraid of something that had



happened upon his seventh journey. Wasthis the same danger that the
sea woman would not speak about? And what could be that much
worse than the horrible dangers Sinbad had already discussed, or that
we had dl braved upon our current voyage?

| felt, more than ever before, asthough | were some character ina
soryteler's fantastic tale, and further, that | was not only unaware of
the tales ending, but the teller had neglected to relate the beginning as
well.

"Y ou should be especidly thankful to me, then,” the maiden said
coquettishly. She now swam o close that her scales rubbed against my
water-soaked robe. "By taking you now, | have surely saved you from
ahorriblefate.

But her newest story had strengthened my resolve in amanner which
the seamaiden did not anticipate. | shook my head firmly. "I cannot
stay here with you. From what you tell me, my companionsarein
deadly peril. If the merchant and the others must face danger, | must be
therewith them.”

The seamaiden looked at me sadly then. "I am sorry, my Sinbad, to
deny you thisthing. Y ou may have the desireto join your friends, but
you do not have the means." She attempted a smile, and tossed her
head gaily, so that her seahair spread outward upon the gentle
currents. "But, come! Thisworld isnot so bad asit may seem. We will
take two sea horses and explore the ocean floor. And wewill find quiet
places among the weeds, where we might daly for hours. Y ou must
day withme"

| found mysalf becoming angry at the way this woman sought to control
me. "So | must stay, even though, if | do asyou bid and let water into
my lungs, | will surdly drown!”

"That isoneway you may think of it," she said more soberly, to my
surprise agreeing rather than arguing. "And if you do not do as|



request, | will withdraw my magic. Y ou will not only drown, but you
will die”

| had no answer of my own but my anger. If that wasthe only choice
offered to me, then | would never breathe again.

But the sea woman had other weapons than her words. Her hands had
somehow made it through the folds of my robes, and she touched my
naked flesh beneeth.

All my bresth left mein arush, and | felt water run into my mouth and
lungs

"l am sorry it hasto belikethis,” she said with amixture of sadnessand
anticipation, "but | promiseit will not be unpleasant.” Sheleaned
forward, and gently nibbled my ear asafish might chew at abit of
seaweed. "Soon," she whispered, "you may learnto loveit.”

It appeared that | had no choice. There was no breath left in me, and
no way to gain anything in my lungs save water. Thiswasthe end, then,
of my lifeasamorta man. | expected to be consumed by total
darkness.

Instead, | heard agrest blare of noise, and my world wasfilled with
blindinglight.



Chapter the Thirtieth,

in which we truly learn why ignorance is bliss.

| coughed water and bresthed air, and realized that the bright light |
saw was nothing beyond the bold brilliance of the noonday sun. And,
asmy earscleared, | heard the strangest music, bright and bouncy and
oddly propulsive.

"Y ou did not think you could get away from usthat easly, did you?' |
heard the extremely annoying voice of Ozzie purr asthe music faded.

"But | was about to die by drowning-" | attempted to explain as|
looked aoft.

"No one dieswithout my permisson,” Ozziereplied smugly. "Dont
worry. | intend to give my permission very shortly.” He chuckled, a
sound like rocks tumbling down adesert mountainside. "I can do
whatever | want, now that | have brought my brethren.”

And indeed, | saw that the head of Ozzie was not alone in the sky, but
was flanked by half adozen other djinn, except that these further
creatures sported torsos and arms, and in their arms they carried
strangely shaped instruments of beaten gold.

"Yes, lady and gentlemen,” said Ozzie, hisvoice welling with pride, "let
meintroduce you to Sam Ifrit and his All-Genie Band!"

Asif in greeting, the other djinn raised their instrumentsto therr lipsand
blared forth asingle, raucous note.

"No one can withstand the music of the enchanted saxophonel™ Ozzie
was dearly enjoying himsdlf. "I redlized, with that certain, indefinable
power that was Sinbad's-"

"That ismy name!" | shouted. And it wasto my greet rdlief thet | heard
asmdler voice call out aswell from abottle nearby. So | had dropped



the bottle, as| suspected, and it had been rescued by another in our
party. | risked aquick glance away from the enchanted creaturesin the

y.

There were piles of gems everywhere. But dl of thosewhom | hed Ieft
upon the hill seemed none the worse for wear; even Fatima's palanquin
looked no more scratched and battered than before. Achmed held the
magic bottle. No doubt he had caught it in hisquick handsas | had
been hauled doft.

"Mdabaas magic saved us" the lad explained a my questioning
glance. "It gppearsthat heisan excellent magician, so long as he does
not have to rely upon the spoken word."

| recalled now how the wizard had also stopped the great storm. But
my conjecture was halted when | glanced up to the top of the hill, and
there saw perhaps a hundred apes, and before them all, their queen!

"As| was saying," Ozzie continued loudly, "I had to reckon with the
peculiar luck of Sinbad-"

"That ismy name!" tore again from my throat.

"Much better," Ozzie quickly added, alowing for no further
interruptions. "And when | saw that luck carried not only for the
merchant but for thisyoung porter aswell, | knew that even one as
powerful as mysdlf might experience some difficulty. And then|
encountered al those other individuas, human and otherwise, whom
the two Sinbads'-he waited until we had shouted again- "had
discovered intheir travels"" He waved at the All-Genie Band to either
sdeof him. "It was obviousthat adjinni, even one of my immense gifts,
might need some outside help. And what ahelp they are! For our first
number, they brought the porter back from wherever he had gotten to,
proving thereistruly no escgpe from Ozzi€swrath! Now, if you will
excuse mefor asecond, it istimeto plan your find fate.



He turned to the other djinn, and became temporarily lost in
conversaion.

The Scar nodded pleasantly in my direction. "He'sfullahot air. Two ta
onehecantspull it off."

It was true that, the more | came to know Ozzie, the more the word
"inept" sprang to mind. Still, he had brought an additional, unknown
force with him. Perhapsthey would actualy cause him to succeed.

"Well," Dirk said casudly, "1 hope he again fails miserably as soon as
possible, so that we may get on with business of our own."

It appeared to me that these two were still being unnecessarily
obfuscatbry about their plansfor the rest of us; an occupational hazard,
| imagined, of being aruffian. Sill, I could not help but glance about at
the piles of glittering wedth and wonder what they could possibly want
with us now.

And yet, there had been far too many uncertaintiesin my life of late.
Ruffiansor no, | decided it wastimeto bring this problem to aquick
and satisfying concluson.

"But what of us?' | therefore asked. "Y ou have more jewd s hereabout
than you can ever use. Obvioudy, we should be freeto leave.”

"We have thought about your stuation,” Dirk replied with hisusua
gracious but evil smile, "and have devised atwo-tiered plan. First, we
will load the pal anquin with as many jewels aswe can carry, and will
livetherest of our lives asrich as sultans. But for the second part-"

Hewaved to his partner, who gleefully continued:

"We's gonnagive you to our sultan, anyway! He pays us even more!
We lives even better than sultans!”



"The Scar devised that plan dl by himsdlf,” Dirk mentioned proudly.
"And it isavery thoughtful solution. Our sultan does not liketo be
fooled. That iswhy he origindly hired usto hunt down Sinbed, and if
we deserted him, he would only hire moreto find us." He paused to
gesture grandly at the palanquin. "Besides, we must ddliver Fatima, for
sheisagift from the Caliph of Baghdad, and destined to be the latest of
our ruler's hundred wives."

So that wastheir snister purpose al dong! But that meant, once she
was delivered to her new husband, that Fatimawould come under the
sway of that barbaric custom whereby my elder namesake had been
buried alivel | could not lose that delicate hand, or that beautiful laugh,
to such cruelty. | knew then that I must renew my resolve to rescue her,
even though she might scream a me athousand times.

But then it occurred to me that perhaps the custom was not the same
for the sultan asit wasfor othersin that city.

"Y our sultan has ahundred wives," | therefore asked, "and every one
of themishedthy?"

"Well," Dirk replied most reasonably, "from what we understand, not
al of them are currently in the harem. There may be asmany asa
couple dozen who are off vigting their mothers and suchlike.”

"'Somes has been vigting dere mudders for years," the Scar added
conspiratorialy.

"Itissomerdief,” Achmed commented softly, "to know that paliticians
arethe samethe world over."

So the sultan was not only a barbarian but without honor besides! And
it did not matter to these vile charactersthat Fatimawould be used so
horribly. Shewasindeed lucky that | was hereto save her from such a
fatel



"And you expect Ozzieto smply let you do thisthing?' Achmed asked
bluntly.

"So perhaps we will have to defeat the djinni before we can take you to
our city," Dirk admitted. "And it istrue that we have temporarily lost
our foremost weapon.”

"Y ou mean the bottle that contains the merchant?' | asked.

"Most perceptive," Dirk agreed. "We need to get Sinbad out of the
bottle so that we can get the djinni in."

"I says shakes'im out!" the Scar demanded.

"Crude," Dirk replied, "and perhaps not effective. We must ddliver the
merchant in one piece to our sultan so that he can once again be buried
dive" Hesmiled totherest of us. "And you, of course, will be buried
alongside him. We would not be so crudl asto break up aset."

The Scar, whose face had falen at his partner's reproach, once again
brightened. "I sayswakesup Maabda™"

At that, Jafar spoke for the firgt time since we had returned. "The
wizard needs hisrest.”

So Mdabadawas adeegp? | |ooked about, and redized he must be that
pile of robes| saw gathered against one of the mounds of gems. |
recdled now how he had dept, for quite some period of time, after he
turned back the storm.

"Itistrug" Dirk remarked in afar more sober tone of voice.
"Remember theinsects"

The Scar buzzed deep in histhroat, deeply troubled.

"Still, we must revive the magician, if we areto have any hope of



success.” Dirk looked to his partner. "Wewill do it together. Gently."
So it wasthat the ruffians moved quickly to the desping mage, and |
was | eft done with Achmed, Jafar, and the bottle containing the
merchant.

"We haveto prepare him somewhat,”" Jafar shouted urgently into the
bottle. "It would be too crud otherwise.”

"What?' the bottle asked back. " Prepare who?'
"The other Sinbad,” Jafar explained.
"The other who?" the bottle asked.

"The porter,” Achmed quickly explained, "who, after arriving at our
gate and singing asong-"

"Oh, that Sinbad!" thevoicein the bottle exclaimed. "It isdso a
common name, after dl. | can think of at least two of them.”

"But we mugt prepare him," Jafar continued to ingst in alow but urgent
tone.

"Prepare him for what?' was the bottles reply.
"The seventh voyage!" Jafar exclamed.

"Oh, yes, we never did get around to that, did we?' The merchant
cleared histhroat. "So it wasthat | again found myself in Baghdad.”

"Wehave notimefor that!" Jafar ingsted. "Begin with the actua
voyage!”

"l haveto leave out dl the information about being amessenger for the
caiph?' the merchant asked, disappointment obviousin hisvoice. "And



dl thefantadtic giftsthat | had to take with me upon my-"
"Get tothecity!" Jafar demanded with growing impeatience.

"Sothat | cannot talk about the sea monsters, and how our ship was
destroyed-" the merchant despaired.

"I would go beyond the city," Achmed urged, "and proceed directly to
the discovery of the men with wings.”

"| therefore have to pass over that informative part where | received
good counsel from another merchant and was able to again increase my
fortune tenfold-" the elder Sinbad protested.

"Forget dl that folderol!" Jafar demanded. "Tdl him about whet is
important!"

"What?' the merchant replied in the most confused of tones. "What is
important, after dl?'

"Y ou know," Achmed said, and hisvoice again fdl to awhisper. "What
happened at the end.”

"Theend of what?"

"Who you met!" Jefar ingsted.

"Who?' the merchant replied again.

"Itisimpossblel” even the formerly patient Achmed replied.

Jafar took a deep breath. "Oh, very well. It must be up to me to speak
the dreaded name. But listen carefully, for it is of the utmost importance

that | only say it once."

He paused and | nodded.



"He-Who-Must-Be-Ignored,” were the next words from his mouth.
"He-Who-Must-" | began.

"Do not repest it!" Jafar cried urgently. "For, should his name be
repested three times by three different voices, this primal force will
appear in our midst, and we will be surely doomed.”

"What part of the story do you wish meto tell?' camethe merchant's
peeved tones from within the bottle.

But Jafar ignored his master and continued the tae himself. "On the
seventh voyage, my master cameto acity where al men could fly, but
they worshipped afase deity. Perhapsthis creature was a great
demon, or perhaps he was agod of the ancients. It did not do to look
too closaly, for the peril of the creature wastruly revealed by its name,
which | shdl not speak again, for, if you do not ignorethisbeing
entirely, you will be forever under his spell.”

| gasped. Thislatest being sounded a hundred times as dangerous as
the pleading demon. No wonder Sinbad and his servants dl hesitated

to speak of it.

"Now who are you talking about?' came the voice from the bottle.

It was Achmed'sturn to relate thetae. "Thisbeing, it seems, gainsits
control from the total mastery of his subject's emotion and thought;
indeed, he commandstheir very complete and thorough
attention-forever. My master, with his short attention span and inability
to retain names, could not remember him, and so broke the spell.”

"Oh!" the Sinbad within the bottle called out. " Of course! | remember
now! He-Who-Must-Be-Ignored!™

And with that the djinni laughed, loud and long.



"I knew, if | but waited a sufficient time, that you would speak my
master's name. Once it came from the lips of the elder servant, and
again from the merchant within the bottle. Now | shall speak it athird
time, and my master will arrive, and wreak the vengeance upon you
that you so richly deservel”

"Who?' the elder Sinbad asked. "What? Did | say something wrong?"'
"Sam?' Ozzie asked. "'If you would play something bright and bouncy?"
The other djinn complied, dl wailing upon their magic saxophones.

"Lady and gentlemen,” Ozzieintoned, "I present, for your ultimate
subjugation, He-Who-Must-Be-Ignored!”

"Would someone please tell mewhat isgoing on?' the merchant in the
bottle demanded.

| decided that he was better off not knowing.



Chapter the Thirty-first,
which isfar too confusing to summarize
at the present time.

"What's going on here?"

| looked about to see an impatient Maabala. Dirk and the Scar stood
behind him. Apparently, they had been able to successfully wake him
without being turned into insects. But how could | quickly explain,
especidly to the wizard, what now transpired?

"Excuse me, O wise and powerful mage,” | began cautioudy.
"Yes, yes," Mdabadareplied impatiently. "Do get on withit!"

"What isthis?" | cried in astonishment. "Y ou no longer suffer the speech
delay-"

Maabaanodded abruptly. "Y ou mean that the djinni's spdl isnot
causing meto hear people before they speak, but never mind. | have
once again been freed of the magic in Ozzie's presence. The djinni
becomestoo sure of himself. What now transpires?’

"We are about to be visited by an awvesome deity,” Achmed explained,
"one who must be-um-excluded.”

"Oh!" the wizard said in sudden comprehension. "Y ou mean
He-Who-Must-" He stopped himself. "No. | will not say hisname
entirely. It does no good to encourage that sort of thing. Oh, dear. This
comes as quite achalenge for one who has doubted hismagic.”

"But you saved my companions from that deadly downpour!” |
objected. "Surdy you must dill have that magic within you."

The mage conddered thisfor amoment as the saxophone music built
behind us. "It did fed bracing to deflect that rain of gems. Perhaps



thereis gill some substantia wizardry left within me. But to takeon an
ancient deity; | amnot at dl certain.”

"What is happening?' Sinbad caled from his bottle home.

"A changeisintheair!" Dirk caled as he looked about. The very
atmosphere appeared to vibrate, pulsing with the enchanted music. And
indeed, when | looked aloft, | saw that the sky above us had turned
from blue to shimmering gold.

"Excuse me, fdlows," the demon cdled from within our midst. "I seem
to recal an appointment upon an entirdly different idand. You can al
do methat favor some other time." And with that, he jumpedin alow

arc out over the nearby hill, and soon disappeared as he met the
horizon.

| believewe dl redlized how truly minor that jumping demon wasin the
scheme of Destiny by what next occurred.

Dirk and the Scar cried out. Jafar and Achmed opened their mouthsin
astonishment. Even the apes appeared upset.

"Ook scree ook!™ the queen caled down from the hill.
"What does she say?' | asked the mage.
"Thereisdanger nearby," thewizard replied curtly.
"Scree ook scree!" she added insstently.

"She dso wants you to know she's happy her bananaboy is back,"
Malabala continued.

Bananaboy? This, | thought, was perhaps even too much for meto
copewith. Perhaps | should rather fal immediately under the spell of
this ancient deity-who seemed to be taking agreet ded of timein



arriving-and forget dl about my worldly cares.
And then | heard even Fatimas voice call out from the palanquin!

"Dirk?" she asked inamusicd tonethat put even the enchanted
saxophonesto shame. "Scar? Ian't it time we left?”

Wheat a beautiful voice. What perfect tones! And she had spoken &t the
perfect time, asif she knew that | needed asign to pull me back from
the black abyss of doubt. But | had heard her voice, and my lifewas
changed again. | had to survivethislatest threet, if only for my Fatima!

But | had no further timefor thought, for the music swelled to an
ear-shattering intengity. And there, upon the golden horizon, there
shimmered adarker shape, at firgt only the consistency of migt, then on
to the dendity of morning fog and thence to the thickness of agrest
storm cloud. But this storm cloud had the shape of aman, savethat the
man was a hundred feet tall.

The cloud grew darker till, so that it took on the color of granite, and
the man shape became even more defined, so that | could see he was
not only toweringly tal but rather overweight aswdll, asif hisvery
essence sought to consume al. And upon the rounded top of that
shape, there grew features nearly lost in greet folds of fat, and
enormous jowls that made those upon the merchant Sinbad appear to
be but the wrinkles of aman cursed with anemia

"Undoubtedly,” Achmed murmured in my ear, “thisisthe sort of deity
who prefers adramatic entrance.”

"Do anything but pay attention to him!" Jafar cried as the being opened
his mouth. | followed the elder's example and quickly looked away.

"I AM HE!" the giant creature bellowed.

"Can you believe thisweather?' Jafar mentioned dl too casudly to the



rest of us.

"Nice day if wedon't have adust storm,” | agreed as| saw the
majordomo's purpose.

At that moment, Achmed began to casudly whistle with a vengeance.

"I WILL SHOW YOU, SINBAD, WHAT HAPPENS TO THOSE
WHO TURN UPON ME." The saxophones honked ominoudy. "OF
COURSE, ONE GOOD TURN DESERVES ANOTHER.
HAHAHA." The saxophones blared for emphass.

"Y ou won'ts take dis guy anywheres!" the Scar announced. "We takes
'im back to our city and buries'im!"

"YOUREA PRETTY GRAVE FELLOW. HAHAHA." The
saxophones whooped again. "BUT | CAN DIG THAT. WHAT'SA
SIX-FOOT HOLE IN THE GROUND BETWEEN FRIENDS?
HAHAHA!" The enchanted instruments were going positively wild.

"He?" the Scar muttered. And then there occurred something even
stranger than the speech patterns with accompanying saxophones of
He-Who-Must-Be-Ignored, for, on every occasion that the large and
exceedingly gross deity began to laugh, the Scar began to laugh aswell.

"It would be an especidly nice day to take avoyage," Jafar mentioned
between gritted teeth.

Achmed began to purposefully whistle sea songs.

"It wouldn't be abad day at dl to Sart back to Baghdad,”" | agreed as
eadly as possible while having to listen to that huge thing's never-ending
préttle.

"Baghdad!" afamiliar voice cried from somewhere down the hill
beneath us. "Sowly | turn-"



| looked down to where | heard the sound, but at first thought that |
could see no manifestation of the cyclops. However, | then noted a
dight rise hdfway up the path, arise that was visited often by fliesand
other insects, asif the way were just there blocked by amound of
odiferous feculence. Had our two-headed adversary, then, cometo
this?

"BUT | HEAR ANOTHER FUNNY MAN OUT THERE IN THE
AUDIENCE. WANT TO JOIN ME HERE ON STAGE? OF
COURSE, | DON'T WANT TO MAKE A PRODUCTION OF IT.
HAHAHA."

There came but asingle word from the brown pile upon the hill: "He."
And now there were two laughing a He, the Scar and the formerly
monstrous mound of dung.

"Scarl" Dirk cdled. "Where areyou going?'

"HE'SJOINING ME. WE'RE ALL ONE BIG HAPPY FAMILY.
AND ANY FAMILY WITH MEIN IT WOULD HAVETO BE
BIG. HAHAHA!"

"No!" Dirk announced. "Not with-He." And then the second ruffian
wasdlent aswdl.

"SO| GOTTA TELL YA. I WASSITTING AROUND WITH THIS
SULTAN THE OTHER DAY, AND | BURPED. HESAYSTO ME,
ISTHAT HOW YOU TREAT ROYALTY? SO | CROWNED
HIM! HAHAHA!"

And now | heard three laughs besides the chuckle of the obnoxious
deity.

But thiswasterrible. He-Who-Must-Be-Ignored was capturing us, one
by one. | looked down the hill, and saw that the fly-covered mound



seemed to be flowing upward. | imagined, if | dared to risk alook, |
would see both Dirk and the Scar walking aswell.

"BUT | SEEWE HAVE SOME APESIN OUR AUDIENCE. AND
THERE'STHE GORILLA MY DREAMS. OOK OOK SCREE
GROWL OOK! HAHAHA!"

Fully haf the company of apes muttered, "Ook!" together, and began
to laugh. And then they, too, began to march toward the towering He,
urged on by the bouncy saxophones.

"BUT | GOTTA TELL YOU-I SEE SOME OLDSTERSIN OUR
AUDIENCE. HEY, IT MAKESNO DIFFERENCE TO ME."

"Heard any good stories" Jafar began. But then hismouth fell open
upon He's next utterance.

"YOUNG, OLD, I'M AN EQUAL OPPORTUNITY ENTITY.
HAHAHA!"

"He," Jafar whispered, his eyes suddenly losing dl focus. He sumbled
forward, toward the corpulent demonic presence.

"I must act now, or it will betoo late!" Maabaa screamed, rapidly
beginning acomplicated conjure.

"AND A WIZARD, TOO? COME UPHERE AND SIT A SPELL!
TAKEMY ENCHANTMENTS-PLEASE! HA-HAHA."

But ingtead of the usud string of arcane and impossible wordsissuing
forth from the magician's mouth, there came but asingle syllable.

"He,"

And then the mage, too, began hiswak forward, laughing al the way.
So even Maabalawas not immuneto that awful power. But if awizard



could not stand against such as He, what hope was there for a poor
porter?

There had to be some method of hating this demon's spdll, for the
merchant was till among us. | turned to Achmed. "We are surely
doomed unless we do something quickly. How did Sinbad defest this
cresture before?!

Achmed nodded and lifted the enchanted bottle before him. " Only our
master could stand againgt him, because he could not-"

But even Achmed paused when he heard the next line from the
immense jokester.

"BUT | SEE THERE'SA CHILD IN THE AUDIENCE. YOU
KNOW, | ALWAY SWASA GREAT KIDDER. HAHAHA!"

"He," the lad muttered, and, dthough hisface was graced with an
expression of great pain, Achmed laughed aswdll. | snatched the bottle
from his hand before he had a chance to move away. But what had
Achmed been atempting to tell me?

"SINBAD," He-Who-Must-Be-Ignored intoned. He had apparently
saved usfor last. "WELL, HELLO, SAILOR!"

"Who'sthat?' the dder Sinbad demanded.

"AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE, WHO'SLONGING TO BECOME
MUCH CLOSER," remarked the demon with evil intent.

"Could you make yoursdlf alittle clearer?" the merchant in the bottle
asked in not the most patient of tones.

"I AM HE."

"Isthat supposed to mean something to me?* the merchant demanded.



"I'm abusy man. | know alot of he's. Known a couple of she'sin my
day aswdl."

There was a change then in the demon'svoice. "THIS CANNOT BE
HAPPENING AGAIN!"

Of course! Thiswas how my eder namesake had survived before.
He-Who-Must-Be-Ignored thrived on recognition. But Sinbad the
merchant couldn't remember anybody!

Even the saxophone music seemed to be fatering.
"I WILL NOT BE DEFEATED. I'VE GOT A MILLION OF THEM!"

"Whoever you are," Sinbad muttered, "you certainly are annoying.” |
amogt laughed for acompletdly different reason. With the merchant's
obfuscatory powers, even ademon wastruly doomed. It was agreat
good fortune that | rescued the bottle from the hand of Achmed.
Perhaps what everyone conjectured was true, and Destiny was indeed
on the side of the Sinbads.

"Uh, boss?" another voice interjected. Even without looking, | could
recogni ze the overweening tones of Ozzie.

"WHAT ISIT? CAN'T YOU SEE I'M DYING OUT HERE?"
"Thereismore than one Sinbad,” the djinni mentioned.

What, | wondered, could he mean by that?

"Thereis?' the Sinbad in the bottle retorted. "Oh, yes, thereis. But that
dill doesn't tll mewho he is" Whatever Ozzies dire plan, the

merchant appeared to till beimmune.

"OF COURSE!" resumed the demonic deity'svoice, once again
brimming with confidence. "I'VE BEEN NEGLECTING THE



PORTERSIN OUR AUDIENCE. BUT | GOT TO TELL YOU,
WHY DON'T YOU JUST CARRY ON?| GUESS YOU'VE GOT
A HEAD FOR PACKAGES. IF YOU GO THE OTHER WAY, DO
YOU BECOME A STARBOARDER?WHATEVER HAPPENS,
I'M SURE Y OU'RE SHIPSHAPE."

With that, | heard this elder deity with asurprising clarity. And, now
that | paid attention, | admired how he could take the oldest jokesin all
the world and make them new again.

"He" | said in admiration. But why was | standing so far away? | had
to get closer to thiswondrous event, and closer to He.

"Who?" the Sinbad in the bottle called again. Poor merchant, who
couldn't relate to the simple but hilarious mirth that this great demonic
presence was dispensing. Then again, | wasn't supposed to be listening,
either, was 1?1 looked forward at the fascinating fellow, and saw a
wholeline of humans and gpes marching before me. The Scar wasfirg,
and reached out to touch the great He's foot.

But in that ingtant the Scar made actud contact, the ruffian changed, his
skin shifting from arobust tan to the same ashen gray asthe gigantic
demon. Then did the man'svery form seem to dter aswell, for hisskin
sagged and collgpsed asif he were awater bag from which dl thefluid
was poured; and then the shell of what was once the Scar fell down
from before the great being and blew away like so much paper. But the
rest of the Scar now seemed to resde within the demon's skin, and
crawled up within the leg to join the great mounds of fat above.

Why was| walking toward thisthing? Thiswas horrifying.

"AH, A TASTY MORSEL. BUT DON'T ANY OF YOU WORRY..
| NEVER EAT AND RUN. WHEN YOU'RE MY SIZE, YOU
NEVER RUN ANYWHERE. HAH AHA."

Y es, hewas horribly funny. | was having thetime of my life.



"What isgoing on here?' my namesake in the bottle demanded. "Who
iscarrying me, anyway?"

The merchant's voice brought me again to my senses. "Itis|, Sinbad.”
And, as| looked forward, | saw Dirk touch the leg of the creature,
and, an ingant later, there was naught left of the second ruffian but skin,
and his essence flowed also upward within the grest mass of the
demon. Thiswasthe less-than-pleasant fellow that | waswalking
toward. And, even worse, this was the doom toward which | carried
our only hope of salvation. | had to drop the bottle this very instant,
before the creature joked again.

Thegreat being winked in my direction. "LET ME SAY THAT THIS
HASBEEN A REALLY MOVING EXPERIENCE. OH, BUT CAN
| BEAR TO GO ON! HAHAHA!"

| had to admit it. The jokes were even funnier when they concerned
porters.

"There's something wrong here," came the voice from the bottle. "I
recognize that kind of speech. | believeit occurred on one of my

voyages."

What was the merchant talking about, anyway? | decided that he could
probably only appreciate the demon's humor when we got very close.
Then hewould be ableto hear everything clearly, even if hewasin that
foolish bottle.

Thefirgt of the apes reached the demon. A moment later, there was
nothing but an gpeskin rug. It wasredly quite fascinating. | couldntt
wait to move closer for a better view.

Thejolly demon laughed. "NOW | HAVE YOU ALL! | THINK I'M
GOING TO GAIN A FEW POUNDS. YOU KNOW WHAT?|
CANT WEIGHT!"



| saw the disembodied head of Ozzielean close to the comic genius.
"Uh, boss? Theré'sone more." A hand materialized and pointed over
my shoulder.

"IN THE PALANQUIN? OF COURSE!"
He wastalking about Fatimal

The next burst of laughter calmed my breathing. Odd that | should fed
amoment of panic. | was sure Fatimawould find this thoroughly
amusing. And, after al that she meant to me, | wouldn't want to
experience this-or anything ese!-without her. | clutched the bottle
tighter in my hand. It wouldn't do to misplaceit now. | was surethis
demon wasworking hisway to an hilarious conclusion.

"OH, YOU IN THE PALANQUIN!" the demon called. "COME
OuUT, COME OUT, WHEREVER YOU ARE!"

"Areyou talking to me?" Fatima demanded.
"NOW, DON'T GET CARRIED AWAY! HAHAHA!"

"That's the whole problem,” Fatimaadmitted. "I'm not getting carried
aywhere."

"WHAT'STHE MATTER?HAHAHA. LEAVE YOUR SENSE OF
HUMOR IN YOUR OTHER PALANQUIN?'

But Fatimawasn't to be mocked. "Y ou'd be in abad mood, too, if you
had to spend your entire lifein apaanquin, let metel you!"

Oddly enough, now that she mentioned it, | didn't find the demon all
that funny anymore, ether.

"OZZIE!" the demon called in a panicked tone. "SHE'S



DESTROYING MY ACT!"
"Isthat what you call it?" Fatimaasked ungracioudy.

He-Who-Must-Be-Ignored began to quake, an avesome sight with all
that fat. | decided that, for the moment, | didn't want to get any closer.

"PLEASE!" thedemon moaned. "l AM A TALENTED
PERFORMER!"

"Fromwherel gt," was Fatimasreply, "it lookslike the only
performing you ever do isat the dinner table!”

"AUUUUGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHH!" the demon screamed.

Enchanted saxophones blared as the world exploded around us.



Chapter the Last,
where all is set right again,
more or less.

The sky wasblue again.

| saw it immediately, because | was lying upon my back on the hillside.
Asl lifted my head to look around, | thereupon saw Achmed, Jafar,
Malabala, a number of apes, and-surprise of surprises-Sinbad the
merchant, restored to hisfull, magnificent Sze! Asthe gpes awoke, they
cried in fear and scattered. The explosion had been too grest for them,
and many of them had dready disappeared, including, to my great
relief, their queen. It appeared that the apes would trouble us no more.

Then, to my further astonishment, the bottle | till held in my hand
spoke to me!

"Let meout,” thevoice said, "and | will show you the most amazing
trick.” Smdll asit was, | recognized that voice. Ozzie had returned to
his bottle home.

"Sorry," | replied. "But | believe the djinni isback where he belongs.”

"Have mercy!" thedjinni cried. "It isfar too crowded in herewith all
these saxophones!”

"And loud aswdl, | would imagine?' Achmed remarked as heroseto
joinme.

"But what of"-1 hesitated, careful not to speak his name- "the other
bang?'

It was Jafar's turn to respond, as he sat up and dusted off hisfrail form.
"He has, no doubt, returned to whatever hellish realm he came from, to
sulk. | understand that is what comes to pass whenever one of his
performances goeswrong.”



"Who wasthat?' Sinbad the merchant asked. "Wheream 17"
Apparently, the elder had returned not only to hisnormal size but aso
to hisusua levd of concentration.

"l am till hearing you asyou spesk!" Maabaacaled with grest
excitement. "The clever spdll has been lifted from every one of you!"

"Apparently, the demon's anguish has greetly adjusted the magics
hereabouts," Jafar commented.

"And it wasal Fatimasdoing!" | cdled. "The demon could not fathom
the woman's sense of humor!" But | would, | swore, as soon aswe
became properly acquainted. And speaking of my beloved, what had
happened to her? | turned and saw the palanquin, resting upon its side
at the bottom of the hill. | hoped that the woman of my dreams had not
been injured!

"l will goto thetop of the hill and determine our wheregbouts,"
Achmed announced as he sprinted away.

"And | will quickly conjure some assstance,” Maabalaadded. "How
wonderful and new the world seems, now that the curse has I eft all of
you."

"Dirk and the Scar have been consumed by the demon,” Jafar
recounted, "and so are no more." Hefrowned. "Thereis sill onebeing
unaccounted for. What of the odiferous mound?’

| paused to smell my clothing, and it was my turn to frown. Apparently,
the mound could not maintain its shape during the cataclysm, and with
the explosion flew into the air to disspate upon usdl. | sghed. 1t would
soon be time to take another bath. | hesitated. Perhaps | should wait to
make a better impression upon my beloved.

"Look at al thesejewed" the merchant called out in delight.



"Yes" | replied, "there must be five hundred on this hill around us,
another two hundred on that hill over there, and perhapstwelve
hundred and fifty in the valey below."

"It sounds like amore-than-fair estimation,” the eder Sinbad remarked
with respect. "How do you come by such agift?'

"l am very good with valuables," | responded. "It comesfrom having so
few of them." | reminded him then of how | had found gold in atreasury
that they were sure had been bare.

"Ah, yes, when we could not find the hundred dinars." He waved at the
jewd-gtrewn hillsde. "I think everyone here shdl be ableto tekea
hundred times a hundred dinars. And perhaps, after we return to
Baghdad, my namesake can keep the treasury, so that Jafar will never
have to worry about such thingsagain.”

| could not believe my poor ears. The great Sinbad the Sailor was
offering me a position. My future would be secure, and | would never
have to port again.

"Perhaps he can even dabble in that new scheme of numbers," Sinbad
cdledjovidly. "What isit called? Accountancy!"

"Pfaw!" Jafar remarked dismissively. "Some even cdl it atrue science,
like astrology." The old man guffawed &t the very comparison.

But | smiled for other reasons. After what had happened to mein these
last few days, accountancy sounded like al the adventure | would ever
need. And this news was truly more wonderful than everything that had
gone before. Manure or no, | had to share my good fortune with the
woman of my dreams.

"l am sending for help,” the wizard announced as he began to conjure.



"The ocean isbeyond this hill!" Achmed caled when he had reached
the summit. "And thereisaship!”

Malabaalooked at hishandsin his astonishment. "Even | did not know
| wasthat fast. Why did | ever doubt mysdalf?!

"Remarkably," Achmed further remarked, "it appearsto be the same
ship from which we were captured by the apes. Although, after you
have worked for my master aslong as| have, you redizethereis
nothing at dl remarkable about it."

The good news was everywhere. My spirits rose with every step |
took. My Fatimal | would go and embrace her at last.

Something thumped within the paanquin, asif agreat weight were
shifting therein. Fatima could not be too badly injured, then. My hopes
soared further ill. | noticed, as| neared, that abit of her dress hung
out beyond the closed door of the conveyance. It was afine piece of
cloth, the sort only used in wedding gowns. So she, too, was dressed
to be wed. How thoughtful; for, as soon as| had convinced her of my
virtue, we would be married at once.

But | could delay thismoment no longer. | reached forward and firmly
grasped the handle. On this occasion, | would make certain that my
bel oved Fatimadid not cry out. | pulled open the door with the
manliest effort | could muster.

"Fatimal" | cdled.

"Ook, ook," came the sound from within.

| only had timefor asingle scream before ahairy arm dragged me
within.



But that is enough story for one day. Do you wish more?
Thenwitness
A Bad Day for Ali Baba,

afurther Arabian night,
forthcoming presently.



