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I n which

Abdul | ah buys
a car pet

Far to the south of the land of Ingary, in the Sultanates of Rashpuht, a
young carpet nerchant called Abdullah lived in the city of Zanzib. As
nmerchants go, he was not rich. His father had been di sappointed in him
and when he died, he had only |left Abdullah just enough nmoney to buy and
stock a nodest booth in the northwest corner of the Bazaar. The rest of
his father's noney, and the |arge carpet enporiumin the center of the
Bazaar, had all gone to the relatives of his father's first wife

Abdul | ah had never been told why his father was disappointed in him A



prophecy made at Abdullah's birth had sonething to do with it. But
Abdul | ah had never bothered to find out nore. Instead, froma very early
age, he had sinply nmade up daydreans about it. In his daydreans, he was
really the I ong-lost son of a great prince, which neant, of course, that
his father was not really his father. It was a conplete castle in the
air, and Abdullah knew it was. Everyone told himhe inherited his
father's | ooks. When he looked in a nmirror, he saw a deci dedly handsone
young man, in a thin, hawk- faced way, and knew he | ooked very like the
portrait of his father as a young nman, always allow ng for the fact that
his father wore a
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flourishing nustache, whereas Abdullah was still scraping together the
six hairs on his upper Iip and hoping they would multiply soon

Unfortunately, as everyone al so agreed, Abdullah had inherited his
character fromhis nother-his father's second w fe-who had been a dreany
and tinmorous wonan and a great di sappointment to everyone. This did not
bot her Abdul | ah particularly. The life of a carpet nerchant holds few
opportunities for bravery, and he was, on the whole, content with it.
The booth he had bought, though small, turned out to be rather well

pl aced. It was not far fromthe West Quarter, where the rich people
lived in their big houses surrounded by beautiful gardens. Better still,
it was the first part of the Bazaar the carpet makers cane to when they
cane into Zanzib fromthe desert to the north. Both the rich people and
t he carpet makers were usually seeking the bigger shops in the center of
t he Bazaar, but a surprisingly |arge nunber of them were ready to pause
at the booth of a young carpet nerchant when that young merchant rushed
out into their paths and offered them bargai ns and di scounts w th nost
prof use politeness.

In this way, Abdullah was quite often able to buy best-quality carpets
bef ore anyone el se saw them and sell themat a profit, too. In between
buyi ng and selling he could sit in his booth and continue with his
daydream which suited himvery well. In fact, alnmost the only trouble
in his life came fromhis father's first wife's relations, who would
keep visiting himonce a nmonth in order to point out his failings.

"But you're not saving any of your profits!" cried Abdullah's father's
first wife's brother's son, Haki m (whom Abdul | ah detested), one fateful
day.

Abdul | ah expl ai ned that when he nade a profit, his customwas to use
that noney to buy a better carpet. Thus, although all his noney was
bound up in his stock, it was getting to be better and better stock. He
had enough to live on. And as he told his father's rel atives, he had no
need of nore since he was not narri ed.

"Well, you should be married!" cried Abdullah's father's first wife's
sister, Fatim (whom Abdul | ah detested even nore than Hakim. "I've said
it once, and I'lIl say it again-a young man |ike
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you should have at |east two wives by now" And not content with sinply
saying so, Fatima declared that this tinme she was going to | ook out for
sone wives for himan offer which nade Abdull ah shake in his shoes.

"And the nore val uabl e your stock gets, the nore likely you are to be



robbed, or the nore you'll lose if your booth catches fire. Have you
t hought of that?" nagged Abdullah's father's first wife's uncle's son
Assif (a man whom Abdul | ah hated nore than the first two put together).

He assured Assif that he always slept in the booth and was very careful
of the lanps. At that all three of his father's first wife's relatives
shook their heads, rut-tutted, and went away. This usually neant they
woul d | eave himin peace for another nonth. Abdullah sighed with relief
and plunged strai ght back into his daydream

The daydream was enornously detailed by now. In it, Abdullah was the son
of a mghty prince who lived so far to the east that his country was
unknown in Zanzib. But Abdul |l ah had been ki dnapped at the age of two by
a villainous bandit called Kabul Agba. Kabul Agba had a hooked nose |ike
t he beak of a vulture and wore a gold ring clipped into one of his
nostrils. He carried a pistol with a silver- nounted stock with which he
nmenaced Abdul | ah, and there was a bl oodstone in his turban which seened
to give himnore than human power. Abdullah was so frightened that he
ran away into the desert, where he was found by the man he called his
father now The daydreamtook no account of the fact that Abdullah's
father had never ventured into the desert in his life; indeed, he had
often said that anyone who ventured beyond Zanzi b nust be nad.
Nevert hel ess, Abdullah could picture every nightmare inch of the dry,
thirsty, footsore journey he had nade before the good carpet mnerchant
found him Likew se, he could picture in great detail the palace he had
been ki dnapped from with its pillared throne roomfloored in green
porphyry, its wonen's quarters, and its kitchens, all of the utnost

ri chness. There were seven dones on its roof, each one covered with

beat en gol d.

Lately, however, the daydream had been concentrating on the princess to
whom Abdul I ah had been betrothed at his birth. She

4

was as hi ghborn as Abdull ah and had grown up in his absence into a great
beauty with perfect features and huge mi sty dark eyes. She lived in a
pal ace as rich as Abdullah's own. You approached it al ong an avenue
lined with angelic statues and entered by way of seven marble courts,
each with a fountain in the mddle nore precious than the last, starting
wi th one made of chrysolite and ending with one of platinum studded w th
ener al ds.

But that day Abdullah found he was not quite satisfied with this
arrangenent. It was a feeling he often had after a visit fromhis
father's first wife's relations. It occurred to himthat a good pal ace
ought to have magnificent gardens. Abdullah |oved gardens, though he
knew very little about them Mst of his experience had cone fromthe
public parks of Zanzib-where the turf was somewhat tranpled and the
flowers fewin which he sonmetines spent his |unch hour when he could
afford to pay one-eyed Jamal to watch his booth. Jamal kept the fried
food stall next door and would, for a coin or so, tie his dog to the
front of Abdullah's booth. Abdullah was well aware that this did not
really qualify himto invent a proper garden, but since anything was
better than thinking of two wives chosen for himby Fatinma, he |ost

hi nsel f in waving fronds and scented wal kways in the gardens of his
princess.

O nearly. Before Abdullah was fairly started, he was interrupted by a
tall, dirty man with a di ngy-| ooking carpet in his arns.



"You buy carpets for selling, son of a great house?" this stranger
asked, bowi ng briefly.

For soneone trying to sell a carpet in Zanzib, where buyers and sellers
al ways spoke to one another in the nost formal and flowery way, this
man' s manner was shocki ngly abrupt. Abdullah was annoyed anyway because
his dream garden was falling to pieces at this interruption fromrea
life. He answered curtly. "That is so, O king of the desert. You wish to
trade with this mserable nmerchant?"

"Not trade-sell, O master of a stack of mats," the stranger corrected him
Mat s! t hought Abdull ah. This was an insult. One of the carpets on

display in front of Abdullah's booth was a rare floral tufted one from

I ngary-or Cchinstan, as that |land was called in Zanzi b-and
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there were at | east two inside, fromlnhico and Farqtan, which the

Sul tan hinmsel f would not have di sdai ned for one of the snaller roons of
hi s pal ace. But of course, Abdullah could not say this. The manners of
Zanzib did not let you praise yourself. Instead, he bowed a coldly

shal  ow bow. "It is possible that my | ow and squalid establishnment m ght
provi de that which you seek, O pearl of wanderers," he said, and cast
his eye critically over the stranger's dirty desert robe, the corroded
stud in the side of the man's nose, and his tattered headcloth as he
said it.

"It is worse than squalid, mghty seller of floor coverings," the
stranger agreed. He flapped one end of his dingy carpet toward Jamal,
who was frying squid just then in clouds of blue, fishy snoke. "Does not
t he honorabl e activity of your neighbor penetrate your wares," he asked,
"even to a lasting aroma of octopus?"

Abdul | ah seethed with such rage inside that he was forced to rub his

hands together slavishly to hide it. People were not supposed to nmention
this sort of thing. And a slight smell of squid mght even inprove that
thing the stranger wanted to sell, he thought, eyeing the drab and

t hreadbare rug in the man's arns. "Your hunble servant takes care to

fum gate the interior of his booth with |lavish perfunes, O prince of

wi sdom " he said. "Perhaps the heroic sensitivity of the prince's nose
will nevertheless allow himto show this beggarly trader his nmerchandi se?"
"OfF course, it does, Olily anbng nackerel, "
el se should | stand here?"

the stranger retorted. "Wy

Abdul | ah reluctantly parted the curtains and ushered the man inside his
booth. There he turned up the | anp which hung fromthe center pole but,
upon sniffing, decided that he was not going to waste incense on this
person. The interior snmelled quite strongly enough of yesterday's
scents. "Wat nmagnificence have you to unroll before my unworthy eyes?"
he asked dubi ously.

"This, buyer of bargains!" the nan said, and with a deft thrust of one
arm he caused the carpet to unroll across the floor

Abdul | ah could do this, too. A carpet nerchant |earned these things. He
was not inpressed. He stuck his hands in his sleeves in a primy servile
attitude and surveyed the nerchandi se. The car pet



6

was not large. Unrolled, it was even dingier than he had thought-
al t hough the pattern was unusual, or it would have been if nost of it
had not been worn away. What was left was dirty, and its edges were frayed.

"Alas, this poor salesman can only stretch to three copper coins for
this nost ornanental of rugs," he observed. "It is the limt of ny

sl ender purse. Tines are hard, O captain of nmany canels. |Is the price
acceptabl e in any way?"

"I"ll take FI'VE HUNDRED, " said the stranger
"What ?" said Abdul | ah.
"GOLD coins," added the stranger.

"The king of all desert bandits is surely pleased to jest?" said
Abdul | ah. "Or maybe, having found nmy small booth | acking in anything but
the snmell of frying squid, he wishes to |leave and try a richer nerchant?"

"Not particularly,"” said the stranger. "Although | will leave if you are
not interested, O neighbor of kippers. It is, of course, a nmagic carpet.”

Abdul | ah had heard that one before. He bowed over his tucked- up hands.
"Many and various are the virtues said to reside in carpets,” he agreed.
"Whi ch one does the poet of the sands claimfor this? Does it welcone a
man home to his tent? Does it bring peace to the hearth? O maybe," he
sai d, poking the frayed edge suggestively with one toe, "it is said
never to wear out?"

"It flies," said the stranger. "It flies wherever the owner commuands, O
smal | est of small minds."

Abdul | ah | ooked up into the man's sonber face, where the desert had
entrenched deep |lines down each cheek. A sneer nade those |ines deeper
still. Abdullah found he disliked this person al nost as nmuch as he
disliked his father's first wife's uncle's son. "You nust convince this
unbel i ever," he said. "If the carpet can be put through its paces, O
nmonar ch of mendacity, then sone bargain m ght be struck.”

"WIllingly," said the tall man, and stepped upon the carpet.

At this noment one of the regular upsets happened at the fried food
stall next door. Probably sone street boys had tried to stea
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some squid. At any rate, Jamal's dog burst out barking; various people,
Jamal included, began yelling, and both sounds were nearly drowned by
the clash of saucepans and the hissing of hot fat.

Cheating was a way of life in Zanzib. Abdullah did not allow his
attention to be distracted for one instant fromthe stranger and his
carpet. It was quite possible the nan had bribed Jamal to cause a

di straction. He had nentioned Janmal rather often, as if Jamal were on
his mnd. Abdullah kept his eyes sternly on the tall figure of the man
and particularly on the dirty feet planted on the carpet. But he spared
a corner of one eye for the man's face, and he saw the nman's |ips nove.



H s alert ears even caught the words too feet upward despite the din
from next door. And he | ooked even nore carefully when the carpet rose
snoothly fromthe floor and hovered about | evel with Abdullah's knees,
so that the stranger's tattered headgear was not quite brushing the roof
of the booth. Abdullah | ooked for rods underneath. He searched for wres
that m ght have been deftly hooked to the roof. He took hold of the Ianp
and tipped it about, so that its light played both over and under the
car pet .

The stranger stood with his arns fol ded and the sneer entrenched on his

face while Abdullah performed these tests. "See?" he said. "Is the nost
desperate of doubters now convinced? Am| standing in the air, or am!|
not?" He had to shout. The noise was still deafening fromnext door

Abdul | ah was forced to adnmt that the carpet did appear to be up in the
air without any means of support that he could find. "Very nearly," he
shout ed back. "The next part of the denonstration is for you to di snmount
and for me to ride that carpet."

The man frowned. "Wy so? Wat have your other senses to add to the
evi dence of your eyes, O dragon of dubiety?"

"It could be a one-man carpet,"” Abdullah baw ed, "as sone dogs are."
Jamal's dog was still bellowi ng away outside, so it was natural to think
of this. Jamal's dog bit anyone who touched it except Janal.

The stranger sighed. "Down," he said, and the carpet sank gently to the
floor. The stranger stepped off and bowed Abdullah toward it. "It is
yours to test, O sheikh of shrewdness."
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Wth considerabl e excitenment, Abdullah stepped onto the carpet. "Go up
two feet," he said to it-or, rather, yelled. It sounded as if the
constables of the City Watch had arrived at Jamal's stall now. They were
cl ashi ng weapons and bawling to be told what had happened.

And the carpet obeyed Abdullah. It rose two feet in a smooth surge which
| eft Abdullah's stomach behind it. He sat down rather hastily. The
carpet was perfectly confortable to sit on. It felt like a very tight
hamrock. "This woefully sluggish intellect is becom ng convinced," he
confessed to the stranger. "What was your price again, O paragon of
generosity? Two hundred silver?"

"Five hundred GOLD," said the stranger. "Tell the carpet to descend, and
we will discuss the matter."

Abdul l ah told the carpet, "Down, and land on the floor," and it did so,
thus removing a slight naggi ng doubt in Abdullah's mind that the
stranger had said sonething extra when Abdullah first stepped on it

whi ch had been drowned in the din fromnext door. He bounced to his
feet, and the bargai ni ng cormenced. "The utnmost of nmy purse is one
hundred and fifty gold," he explained, "and that is when | shake it out
and feel all around the seans."”

"Then you nust fetch out your other purse or even feel under your
mattress," the stranger rejoined. "For the Iimt of nmy generosity is
four hundred and ninety-five gold, and I would not sell at all but for
t he nost pressing need."



"I mght squeeze another forty-five gold fromthe sole of ny left shoe,"”

Abdul | ah replied. "That | keep for emergencies, and it is ny pitiful all."

"Exam ne your right shoe," the stranger answered. "Four- fifty."

And so it went on. An hour later the stranger departed fromthe booth
with 210 gol d pieces, |eaving Abdull ah the delighted owner of what
seened to be a genuine-if threadbare-magic carpet. He was stil
mstrustful. He did not believe that anyone, even a desert wanderer wth
few needs, would part with a real flying carpet-albeit nearly worn
out-for less than 400 gold pieces. It was too useful -
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better than a canel, because it did not need to eat-and a good canel
cost at |least 450 in gold.

There had to be a catch. And there was one trick Abdullah had heard of.
It was usually worked with horses or dogs. A man would conme and sell a
trusting farmer or hunter a truly superb animal for a surprisingly snall
price, saying that it was all that stood between hinself and starvation
The delighted farner (or hunter) would put the horse in a stall (or the
dog in a kennel) for the night. In the norning it would be gone, being
trained to slip its halter (or collar) and return to its owner in the
night. It seened to Abdullah that a suitably obedi ent carpet could be
trained to do the sane. So, before he left his booth, he very carefully
wr apped the magi c carpet around one of the poles that supported the roof
and bound it there, around and around, with a whole reel of tw ne, which
he then tied to one of the iron stakes at the base of the wall.

"I think you'll find it hard to escape fromthat," he told it, and went
out to di scover what had been going on at the food stall.

The stall was quiet now, and tidy. Jamal was sitting on its counter
mour nful 'y huggi ng hi s dog.

"What happened?" asked Abdul | ah.

"Some thieving boys spilled all my squid," Jamal said. "My whole day's
stock down in the dirt, |ost, gone!l"

Abdul | ah was so pleased with his bargain that he gave Jamal two silver
pi eces to buy nore squid. Jamal wept with gratitude and enbraced
Abdul | ah. Hi s dog not only failed to bite Abdullah; it Iicked his hand.
Abdul | ah smiled. Life was good. He went off whistling to find a good
supper while the dog guarded his boot h.

When the evening was staining the sky red behind the dones and ninarets
of Zanzi b, Abdullah came back, still whistling, full of plans to sel

the carpet to the Sultan hinself for a very large price indeed. He found
the carpet exactly where he had left it. O would it be better to
approach the Grand Vizier, he wondered whil e he was washi ng, and suggest
that the Vizier mght wish to nake the Sultan a present of it? That way
he coul d ask for even nore noney. At the thought of how val uabl e that
made the carpet, the story of

10

the horse trained to slip its halter began to nag at himagain. As he
got into his nightshirt, Abdullah began to visualize the carpet



wiggling free. It was old and pliable. It was probably very well
trained. It could certainly slither out frombehind the twine. Even if
it did not, he knew the idea would keep hi m awake all night.

In the end, he carefully cut the twine away and spread the carpet on top
of the pile of his nost val uable rugs, which he always used as a bed.
Then he put on his nightcap-which was necessary, because the cold w nds
bl ew off the desert and filled the booth with drafts-spread his bl anket
over him blew out his |anp, and slept.
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2

I n which
Abdul l ah is

m st aken for
a young | ady

He woke to find hinself lying on a bank, with the carpet stil
underneath him in a garden nore beautiful than any he had inmagi ned.

Abdul | ah was convinced that this was a dream Here was the garden he had
been trying to i magi ne when the stranger so rudely interrupted him Here
the nmoon was nearly full and riding high above, casting light as white
as paint on a hundred small fragrant flowers in the grass around him
Round yel l ow | anps hung in the trees, dispelling the dense bl ack shadows
fromthe noon. Abdullah thought this was a very pleasing idea. By the
two lights, white and yellow, he could see an arcade of creepers
supported on el egant pillars, beyond the | awmn where he lay, and from
somewher e behind that, hidden water was quietly trickling.

It was so cool and so heavenlike that Abdullah got up and went in search
of the hidden water, wandering down the arcade, where starry bl oons

brushed his face, all white and hushed in the moonlight, and bell-like
flowers breathed out the headi est and gentlest of scents. As one does in
dreans, Abdullah fingered a great waxy lily here and detoured

deliriously there into a dell of pale
12
roses. He had never before had a dreamthat was anything |like so beautiful

The water, when he found it beyond some big fernlike bushes dripping
dew, was a sinple marble fountain in another lawn, lit by strings of

| anps in the bushes, which nmade the rippling water into a marvel of gold
and silver crescents. Abdullah wandered toward it raptly.

There was only one thing needed to conplete his rapture, and as in al
the best dreans, it was there. An extrenely lovely girl came across the
lawn to neet him treading softly on the danp grass with bare feet. The
gauzy garnents floating around her showed her to be slender, but not
thin, just like the princess from Abdul | ah's daydream Wen she was near
Abdul | ah, he saw that her face was not quite a perfect oval as the face
of his dream princess shoul d have been, nor were her huge dark eyes at
all msty. In fact, they exam ned his face keenly, wth evident
interest. Abdullah hastily adjusted his dream for she was certainly



very beautiful. And when she spoke, her voice was all he could have
desired, being light and merry as the water in the fountain and the
voi ce of a very definite person, too

"Are you a new kind of servant?" she said.

Peopl e al ways did ask strange things in dreanms, Abdullah thought. "No,
mast er pi ece of ny imagination," he said. "Know that | amreally the
| ong-1 ost son of a distant prince."

"Ch," she said. "Then that may nake a difference. Does that nean you're
a different kind of worman from ne?"

Abdul | ah stared at the girl of his dreans in some perplexity. "lI'mnot a
woman! " he said.

"Are you sure?" she asked. "You are wearing a dress."

Abdul | ah | ooked down and di scovered that, in the way of dreams, he was
wearing his nightshirt. "This is just ny strange foreign garb,"” he said
hastily. "My true country is far fromhere. | assure you that I ama man."
"Ch, no," she said decidedly. "You can't be a man. You're quite the

wrong shape. Men are twice as thick as you all over, and their stomachs
cone out in a fat bit that's called a belly. And they have
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gray hair all over their faces and nothing but shiny skin on their
heads. You've got hair on your head |like me and al nost none on your
face." Then, as Abdullah put his hand rather indignantly to the six
hairs on his upper lip, she asked, "O have you got bare skin under your
hat ?"

"Certainly not," said Abdullah, who was proud of his thick, wavy hair.
He put his hand to his head and renoved what turned out to be his
ni ght cap. "Look," he said.

"Ah," she said. Her lovely face was puzzled. "You have hair that's
al nrost as nice as mne. | don't understand."

"I"'mnot sure | do, either," said Abdullah. "Could it be that you have
not seen very many nmen?"

"OfF course not," she said. "Don't be silly. I've only seen ny father
But |1've seen quite a lot of him so | do know. "

"But don't you ever go out at all?" Abdullah asked hel pl essly.

She | aughed. "Yes, |'mout now. This is my night garden. My father had
it made so that | wouldn't ruin ny | ooks going out in the sun."”

"I mean, out into the town, to see all the people," Abdullah expl ai ned.
"Well, no, not yet," she admitted. As if that bothered her a little, she
twirled away fromhimand went to sit on the edge of the fountain.
Turning to look up at him she said, "My father tells ne | might be able
to go out and see the town sonmetines after I'mmarried-if ny husband
allows ne to-but it won't be this town. My father's arranging for ne to
marry a prince from Cchinstan. Until then |I have to stay inside these



wal | s, of course."

Abdul | ah had heard that some of the very rich people in Zanzib kept

t heir daughters-and even their w ves, too-alnost |ike prisoners inside
their grand houses. He had many times wi shed soneone woul d keep his
father's first wife's sister, Fatima, that way. But now, in this dream
it seemed to himthat this customwas entirely unreasonabl e and not fair
to this lovely girl at all. Fancy not knowi ng what a normal young nan

| ooked Iike!

"Pardon my asking, but is the Prince from Cchinstan perhaps old and a
little ugly?" he said.
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"Well," she said, evidently not quite sure, "ny father says he's in his
prime, just as ny father is himself. But | believe the problemlies in
the brutal nature of men. If another man saw nme before the Prince did,
nmy father says he would instantly fall in love with me and carry me off,
which would ruin all ny father's plans, naturally. He says nost nmen are
great beasts. Are you a beast?"

"Not in the [east,"” said Abdullah
"I thought not," she said, and | ooked up at himw th great concern. "You
do not seemto ne to be a beast. This nmakes nme quite sure that you can't
really be a man." Evidently she was one of those people who like to
cling to a theory once they have made it. After considering a noment,
she asked, "Could your famly, perhaps, for reasons of their own, have
brought you up to believe a fal sehood?"

Abdul | ah woul d have liked to say that the boot was on the other foot,
but since that struck himas inmpolite, he sinmply shook his head and

t hought how generous of her it was to be so worried about himand how
the worry on her face only made it nore beautiful-not to speak of the
way her eyes shone conpassionately in the gold and silver I|ight
reflecting fromthe fountain.

"Perhaps it has sonething to do with the fact that you are froma
di stant country," she said, and patted the edge of the fountain beside
her. "Sit down and tell nme all about it."

"Tell me your name first," said Abdull ah

"It's rather a silly nane," she said nervously. "I'mcalled
Fl ower-in-the-Ni ght."

It was the perfect name for the girl of his dreams, Abdullah thought. He
gazed down at her admiringly. "My name is Abdullah," he said.

"They even gave you a man's nane!" Fl ower-in-the-N ght exclai ned
i ndignantly. "Do sit down and tell ne."

Abdul | ah sat on the marble curb beside her and thought that this was a
very real dream The stone was cold. Splashes fromthe fountain soaked
into his nightshirt, while the sweet smell of rose water from

Fl ower-in-the-Night mngled nmost realistically with scents fromthe
flowers in the garden. But since it was a dream it
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foll owed that his daydreans were true here, too. So Abdullah told her
all about the palace he had lived in as a prince and how he was

ki dnapped by Kabul Agba and escaped into the desert, where the carpet
nmer chant found him

Fl ower-in-the-Night |listened with conplete synmpathy. "How terrifying!
How exhausting!" she said. "Could it be that your foster father was in
| eague with the bandits to deceive you?"

Abdul | ah had a growing feeling, despite the fact that he was only

dream ng, that he was getting her synpathy on fal se pretenses. He agreed
that his father could have been in the pay of Kabul Agba and then
changed the subject. "Let us get back to your father and his plans," he
said. "It seens to ne a little awkward that you should marry this Prince
from Cchi nstan wi t hout having seen any other nmen to conpare himwth.
How are you going to know whet her you | ove himor not?"

"You have a point," she said. "This worries ne, too, sonetines.”

"Then | tell you what," Abdullah said. "Suppose | cone back tonorrow
ni ght and bring you pictures of as many nen as | can find? That shoul d
gi ve you sonme standard to conpare the Prince with." Dream or not,
Abdul | ah had absol utely no doubt that he would be back tomorrow. This
woul d gi ve hima proper excuse.

Fl ower-in-the-Ni ght considered this offer, swaying dubiously back and
forth with her hands cl asped around her knees. Abdullah could al nost see
rows of fat, bald nen with gray beards passing in front of her mnd s eye.

"I assure you," he said, "that nen conme in every sort of size and shape."
"Then that would be very instructive," she agreed. "At least it would
give me an excuse to see you again. You' re one of the nicest people |I've
ever net."

Thi s made Abdul | ah even nore determned to come back tonorrow. He told
hinself it would be unfair to | eave her in such a state of ignorance.
"And | think the same about you," he said shyly.

At this, to his disappointment, Flower-in-the-N ght got up to
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| eave. "I have to go indoors now," she said. "Afirst visit nmust |last no
| onger than half an hour, and |I'm al nost sure you' ve been here tw ce as
long as that. But now we know each other, you can stay at |east two
hours next tinme."

"Thank you. | shall," said Abdull ah

She smled and passed away |ike a dream beyond the fountain and behi nd
two frondy flowering shrubs.

After that the garden, the noonlight, and the scents seened rather tane.
Abdul | ah coul d think of nothing better to do than wander back the way he
had come. And there, on the nmoonlit bank, he found the carpet. He had
forgotten about it conpletely. But since it was there in the dream too,
he lay down on it and fell asleep



He woke up sonme hours later with blinding daylight streamng in through
the chinks in his booth. The snell of the day before yesterday's incense
hangi ng about in the air struck himas cheap and suffocating. In fact,

t he whol e booth was fusty and frowsty and cheap. And he had an earache
because his nightcap seened to have fallen off in the night. But at

| east, he found while he hunted for the nightcap, the carpet had not
made off in the night. It was still underneath him This was the one
good thing he could see in what suddenly struck himas a thoroughly dul
and depressing life.

Here Jamal, who was still grateful for the silver pieces, shouted

out side that he had breakfast ready for both of them Abdullah gladly
flung back the curtains of the booth. Cocks crowed in the distance. The
sky was gl owi ng blue, and shafts of strong sunlight sliced through the
bl ue dust and old incense inside the booth. Even in that strong |ight,
Abdul | ah failed to discover his nightcap. And he was nore depressed than
ever.

"Tell me, do you sonetines find yourself unaccountably sad on sone
days?" he asked Janmal as the two of them sat cross-legged in the sun
outside to eat.

Jamal tenderly fed a piece of sugar pastry to his dog. "I would have
been sad today," he said, "but for you. | think someone paid those
wr et ched boys to steal. They were so thorough. And on top of
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that, the Watch fined ne. Did | say? | think | have enemes, ny friend."

Though this confirmed Abdul |l ah's suspicions of the stranger who had sold
himthe carpet, it was not much hel p. "Maybe," he said, "you should be
nore careful about whomyou let your dog bite."

"Not I!" said Jamal. "I ama believer in free will. If ny dog chooses to
hate the whol e human race except myself, it nmust be free to do so."

After breakfast Abdullah | ooked for his nightcap again. It was sinply
not there. He tried thinking carefully back to the last tine he truly
renmenbered wearing it. That was when he had lain down to sleep the
previ ous ni ght, when he was thinking of taking the carpet to the G and
Vizier. After that canme the dream He had found he was wearing the

ni ghtcap then. He renmenbered taking it off to show Fl ower-in-the-N ght
(what a lovely nane!) that he was not bald. Fromthen on, as far as he
could recall, he had carried the nightcap in his hand until the nonent
when he had sat down beside her on the edge of the fountain. After that,
when he recounted the history of his kidnappi ng by Kabul Agba, he had a
clear menory of waving both hands freely as he tal ked, and he knew t hat
the nightcap had not been in either one. Things did di sappear |ike that
in dreans, he knew, but the evidence pointed, all the sane, to his
havi ng dropped it as he sat down. WAs it possible he had left it lying
on the grass beside the fountain? In which case-

Abdul | ah stood stock-still in the center of the booth, staring into the
rays of sunlight, which, oddly enough, no |onger seenmed full of squalid
not es of dust and old incense. Instead, they were pure gol den slices of
heaven itself.

"It was not a dreanV said Abdull ah



Sonehow hi s depression was cl ean gone. Even breathing was easier.
"It was reall" he said.
18

He went to stand thoughtfully | ooking down at the magic carpet. That had
been in the dream too. In which case-

"It follows that you transported me to some rich man's garden while
slept,” he said to it. "Perhaps | spoke and ordered you to do so in ny
sleep. Very likely. | was thinking of gardens. You are even nore

val uable than | realized!"
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I n which

FI ower -i n-t he- Ni ght
di scovers severa

i mportant facts

Abdul | ah carefully tied the carpet around the roof pole again and went
out into the Bazaar, where he sought out the booth of the nost skillful
of the various artists who traded there.

After the usual opening courtesies, in which Abdullah called the arti st
prince of the pencil and enchanter with chal ks and the artist retorted
by calling Abdullah cream of custoners and duke of di scernment, Abdullah
said, "I want drawi ngs of every size, shape, and kind of nman that you
have ever seen. Draw ne ki ngs and paupers, nerchants and wor knen, fat
and thin, young and ol d, handsone and ugly, and al so plain average. |If
some of these are kinds of nmen that you have never seen, | require you
to invent them O paragon of the paintbrush. And if your invention
fails, which | hardly think is likely, O aristocrat of artists, then al
you need do is turn your eyes outward, gaze, and copy!"

Abdul | ah flung out one armto point to the teem ng, rushing crowds
shopping in the Bazaar. He was noved al nbst to tears at the thought that
this everyday sight was somet hing Flower-in-the-N ght had never seen

The artist drew his hand dubiously down his straggly beard.
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"For sure, noble admirer of mankind," he said, "this | can do easily.
But could the jewel of judgnent perhaps informthis hunble draftsnman
what these many portraits of nmen are needed for?"

"Why should the crown and di adem of the draw ng board wi sh to know
thi s?" Abdul | ah asked, rather dismayed.

"Assuredly, the chieftain of custoners will understand that this crooked
wor m needs to know what nediumto use," the artist replied. In fact, he
was sinply curious about this npost unusual order. "VWether | paint in
oils on wood or canvas, in pen upon paper or vellum or even in fresco
upon a wall depends on what this pearl anbng patrons wi shes to do with
the portraits.™



"Ah, paper, please,"” Abdullah said hastily. He had no wish to nmake his
nmeeting with Flower-in-the-Nght public. It was clear to himthat her
father must be a very rich man who would certainly object to a young
carpet nerchant's showi ng her other nen besides this Prince of
Cchinstan. "The portraits are for an invalid who has never been able to
wal k abroad as other nmen do."

"Then you are a chanpion of charity,"” said the artist, and he agreed to
draw the pictures for a surprisingly small sum "No, no, child of
fortune, do not thank ne," he said when Abdullah tried to express his
gratitude. "My reasons are three. First, | have laid by me many
portraits which I do for nmy own pleasure, and to charge you for those is
not honest since | would have drawn them anyway. Second, the task you
set is ten times nore interesting than nmy usual work, which is to do
portraits of young wonen or their bridegroons, or of horses and canels,
all of whom| have to make handsone, regardless of reality; or else to
pai nt rows of sticky children whose parents wi sh themto seemlike
angel s-again regardl ess of reality. And nmy third reason is that | think
you are mad, ny nost noble of custoners, and to exploit you would be
unl ucky. "

It became known al nost inmmediately, all over the Bazaar, that young
Abdul | ah, the carpet nmerchant, had |ost his reason and woul d buy any
portraits that people had for sale.

This was a great nuisance to Abdullah. For the rest of that day he was
constantly being interrupted by persons arriving with long and fl owery
speeches about this portrait of their grandnother which
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only poverty would i nduce themto part with; or this portrait of the
Sultan's racing canel which happened to fall off the back of a cart; or
this |l ocket containing a picture of their sister. It took Abdullah much
time to get rid of these people-and on several occasions he did actually
buy a painting or drawing if the subject was a man. That, of course,

kept peopl e com ng

"Only today. My offer extends only until sunset today," he told the
gathering crowd at last. "Let all with a picture of a man for sale cone
to nme an hour before sunset and | will buy. But only then."

This left hima few hours of peace in which to experiment with the
carpet. He was wondering by now if he was right to think that his visit
to the garden had been any nore than a dream For the carpet would not
nmove. Abdul |l ah had naturally tested it after breakfast by asking it to
rise up two feet again, just to prove that it still would. And it sinply
lay on the floor. He tested it again when he canme back fromthe artist's
booth, and still it just lay there.

"Perhaps | have not treated you well," he said to it. "You have renai ned
with me faithfully, in spite of ny suspicions, and | have rewarded you
by tying you around a pole. Wuld you feel better if I let youlie free
on the floor, ny friend? Is that it?"

He left the carpet on the floor, but it still would not fly. It m ght
have been any ol d heart hrug.

Abdul | ah thought again, in between the tinmes when people were pestering



himto buy portraits. He went back to his suspicions of the stranger who
had sold himthis carpet and to the enornous noi se that just happened to
break out in Jamal's stall at the precise moment when the stranger
ordered the carpet to rise. He recalled that he had seen the man's |ips
nove both tines but had not heard all that was said.

"That is if!" he cried out, smashing his fist into his palm "A code
word needs to be spoken before it will nove, which for reasons of his
own- no doubt highly sinister-this man withheld fromnme. The villain! And
this word I nust have spoken in my sleep."

He rushed to the back of his booth and runmaged out the tattered
di ctionary he had once used at school. Then, standing on the carpet, he
cried out, "Aardvark! Fly, please!"
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Not hi ng happened, either then or for any word begi nning with A Doggedly
Abdul | ah went on to B, and when that did no good, he went on again,

t hrough the whol e dictionary. Wth the constant interruptions from
portrait sellers, this took himsome tinme. Neverthel ess, he reached
zymurgy in the early evening without the carpet's having so nuch as

twi tched.

"Then it has to be a made-up word or a foreign one!" he cried out
feverishly. It was that or believe that Flower-in-the-N ght was only a
dream after all. Even if she was real, his chances of getting the carpet
to take himto her seened slimer by the minute. He stood there uttering
every strange sound and every foreign word he could think of, and stil

t he carpet made no nove of any ki nd.

Abdul | ah was interrupted again an hour before sundown by a | arge crowd
gat hering outside, carrying bundles and big flat packages. The arti st
had to push his way through the crowd with his portfolio of draw ngs.
The foll owi ng hour was hectic in the extreme. Abdullah inspected

pai ntings, rejected portraits of aunts and nothers, and beat down huge
prices asked for bad drawi ngs of nephews. In the course of that hour he
acquired, beside the hundred excellent drawings fromthe artist,

ei ghty-nine further pictures, |ockets, drawi ngs, and even a piece of a
wall with a face daubed on it. He also parted with alnost all the noney
he had | eft over after buying the magic carpet-if it was magic. It was
dark by the time he finally convinced the man who clainmed that the oi
painting of his fourth wife's nmother was enough like a man to qualify
that this was not the case and pushed himout of the booth. He was by
then too tired and wought up to eat. He would have gone straight to bed
had not Janal -who had been doing a roaring trade selling snacks to the
waiting crowd-arrived with tender nmeat on a skewer.

"I don't know what has got into you," Jamal said. "I used to think you
were normal. But mad or not, you nust eat."

"There is no question of madness,” Abdullah said. "I have sinply decided
to go into a new line of business." But he ate the neat.

At last he was able to pile his 189 pictures onto the carpet and lie
down ampong them

"Now listen to this,” he told the carpet. "If by some |ucky
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chance | happen to say your command word in ny sleep, you nust instantly
fly with ne to the night garden of Flower-in-the-Ni ght." That seened the
best he could do. It took hima long time to get to sleep

He woke to the dreany fragrance of night flowers and a hand gently
proddi ng him Flower-in-the-N ght was | eaning over him Abdullah saw she
was far lovelier than he had been renenbering her

"You really did bring the pictures!" she said. "You are very kind."

| did it! Abdullah thought triunphantly. "Yes," he said. "I have one
hundred and ei ghty-ni ne kinds of nmen here. | think this ought to give
you at |east a general idea."

He hel ped her unhook a nunber of the golden | anps and put themin a ring
besi de the bank. Then Abdul | ah showed her the pictures, holding them
under a lanp first and then | eaning them up agai nst the bank. He began
to feel like a pavenent artist.

Fl ower-in-the-Night inspected each nan as Abdul | ah showed hi m
absolutely inpartially and with great concentrati on. Then she picked up
a lanp and inspected the artist's drawings all over again. This pleased
Abdul | ah. The artist was a true professional. He had drawn nen exactly
as Abdul | ah asked, froma heroic and kingly person evidently taken from
a statue, to the hunchback who cl eaned shoes in the Bazaar, and had even
i ncluded a self-portrait hal fway through

"Yes, | see," Flower-in-the-Night said at last. "Men do vary a lot, just
as you said. My father is not at all typical, and neither are you, of
course. "

"So you adnit | amnot a woman?" said Abdul | ah

"I amforced to do so," she said. "I apologize for nmy error." Then she
carried the |l anp along the bank, inspecting certain of the pictures a
third tinme.

Abdul | ah noticed, rather nervously, that the ones she had singl ed out
were the handsonmest. He watched her |eaning over themw th a small frown
on her forehead and a curly tendril of dark hair
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straying over the frown, |ooking thoroughly intent. He began to wonder
what he had started.

Fl ower-in-the-Night collected the pictures together and stacked them
neatly in a pile beside the bank. "It is just as | thought," she said.

"I prefer you to every single one of these. Some of these look far too
proud of thenselves, and sone | ook sel fish and cruel. You are unassum ng
and kind. | intend to ask ny father to marry me to you, instead of to
the Prince in Cchinstan. Wuld you mi nd?"

The garden seened to swirl around Abdullah in a blur of gold and silver
and dusky green. "I-I think that m ght not work," he nmanaged to say at
| ast.

"Why not?" she asked. "Are you married al ready?"



"No, no," he said. "It is not that. The law allows a man to have as many
wi ves as he can afford, but-"

The frown canme back to Flower-in-the-N ght's forehead. "How nany
husbands are wonen al | owed?" she asked.

"Only one!" Abdullah said, rather shocked.
"That is extrenmely unfair,"” Flower-in-the-N ght observed nusingly. She
sat on the bank and thought. "Wuld you say it is possible that the
Prince in Cchinstan has sonme w ves al ready?"

Abdul | ah wat ched the frown grow on her forehead and the slender fingers
of her right hand tapping alnost irritably on the turf. He knew he had

i ndeed started somnething. Flower-in-the-Ni ght was discovering that her
father had kept her ignorant of a nunber of inportant facts. "If he is a
prince," Abdullah said rather nervously, "I think it entirely possible
that he has quite a number of w ves. Yes."

"Then he is being greedy," Flower-in-the-Ni ght stated. "This takes a

wei ght of f ny nmind. Wiy did you say that ny marrying you nmight not work?
You nentioned yesterday that you are a prince as well."

Abdul | ah felt his face heating up, and he cursed hinself for babbling
out his daydreamto her. Though he told hinself that he had had every
reason to believe he was dream ng when he told her, this did not make
himfeel any better. "True. But | also told you |l was lost and far from
nmy kingdom" he said. "As you m ght con
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jecture, I amnow forced to make my living by hunble nmeans. | sel
carpets in the Bazaar of Zanzib. Your father is clearly a very rich man.
This will not strike himas a fitting alliance.”

Fl ower-in-the-Night's fingers drumred quite angrily. "You speak as if it
is my father who intends to marry you!" she said. "Wat is the matter?
| ove you. Do you not |ove ne?"

She | ooked into Abdullah's face as she said this. He | ooked back into
hers, into what seened an eternity of big dark eyes. He found hinself
saying, "Yes." Flower-in-the-N ght sniled. Abdullah smiled. Several nore
moonlit eternities went by.

"I shall come with you when you | eave here,"” Flower-in-the- N ght said.
"Since what you say about ny father's attitude to you could well be
true, we nust get married first and tell ny father afterward. Then there
is nothing he can say."

Abdul | ah, who had had sone experience of rich nen, wi shed he could be
sure of that. "It may not be quite that sinple,"” he said. "In fact, now
| think about it, | amcertain our only prudent course is to | eave
Zanzi b. This ought to be easy, because | do happen to own a nmagic
carpet. There it is, up on the bank. It brought me here. Unfortunately
it needs to be activated by a magic word which | seemonly able to say
in ny sleep.”

Fl ower-in-the-Night picked up a lanp and held it high so that she could
i nspect the carpet. Abdullah watched, adnmiring the grace with which she
bent toward it. "It seenms very old," she said. "I have read about such



carpets. The conmand word will probably be a fairly comon word
pronounced in an old way. My readi ng suggests these carpets were neant
to be used quickly in an emergency, so the word will not be anything too
out of the way. Wiy do you not tell ne carefully everything you know
about it? Between us we ought to be able to work it out."

Fromthis Abdullah realized that Flower-in-the-N ght-if you di scounted
the gaps in her know edge-was both intelligent and very well educated.
He admired her even nore. He told her, as far as he knew them every
fact about the carpet, including the uproar at Jamal's stall which had
prevented hi mhearing the comrand word.
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Fl ower-in-the-Night |istened and nodded at each new fact. "So," she
said, "let us | eave aside the reason why sonmeone should sell you a
proven magi ¢ carpet and yet make sure you could not use it. That is such
an odd thing to do that | feel sure we should think about it later. But
let us first think about what the carpet does. You say it came down when
you ordered it to. Did the stranger speak then?"

She had a shrewd and logical mnd. Truly he had found a pearl anong
worren, Abdul | ah thought. "I amquite sure he said nothing," he said.

"Then," said Flower-in-the-N ght, "the command word is onl yneeded to
start the carpet flying. After that | see two possibilities: first, that
the carpet will do as you say until it touches ground anywhere or
second, that it will in fact obey your command until it is back at the
pl ace where it first started-"

"That is easily proved," Abdullah said. He was dizzy with admration for
her logic. "I think the first possibility is the correct one." He junped
on the carpet and cried experinmentally, "Up, and back to ny booth!"

"No, no! Don't! Wait!" Flower-in-the-Night cried out at the sane instant.

But it was too late. The carpet whipped up into the air and then away
si deways wi th such speed and suddenness that Abdullah was first thrown
over on his back, with all the breath knocked out of him and then found
hi nsel f hanging half off over its frayed edge at what seened a
terrifying height in the air. The wind of its nmovenent took his breath
away as soon as he did nanage to breathe. Al he could do was to cl aw
frantically for a better grip on the fringe at one end. And before he
could work his way back on top of it, let al one speak, the carpet

pl unged downwar d-1 eavi ng Abdul |l ah's new y gai ned breath high in the air
above-barged its way through the curtains of the booth-half snothering
Abdul I ah in the process-and | anded snmoot hly-and very finally-on the

fl oor inside.

Abdul | ah lay on his face, gasping, with dizzy nenories of turrets
whirling past himagainst a starry sky. Everything had happened so
quickly that at first all he could think of was that the
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di stance between his booth and the night garden nust be quite
surprisingly short. Then, as his breath did at |ast cone back, he wanted
to kick himself. What a stupid thing to have done! He could at | east
have waited until Flower-in-the-Ni ght had had tine to step on the
carpet, too. Now Flower-in-the-Night's own logic told himthat there was



no way to get back to her but to fall asleep again and, once nore, hope
he chanced to say the conmand word in his sleep. But as he had al ready
done it twice, he was fairly sure that he woul d. He was even nore
certain that Flower-in-the-N ght would work this out for herself and
wait in the garden for him She was intelligence itself-a pearl anong
worren. She woul d expect him back in an hour or so.

After an hour of alternately blam ng hinmself and praising

Fl ower-in-the-Night, Abdullah did manage to fall asleep. But alas, when
he woke he was still facedown on the carpet in the mddle of his own
boot h. Jamal's dog was barki ng outside, which was what had woken hi m up

"Abdul | ah!" shouted the voice of his father's first wife's brother's
son. "Are you awake in there?"

Abdul | ah groaned. This was all he needed.
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Wi ch concerns

marri age and

pr ophecy

Abdul | ah coul d not think what Haki mwas doing there. His father's first
wife's relatives usually only cane near himonce a nonth, and they had
paid that visit to himtw days ago. "Wat do you want, Hakin?" he
shout ed wearily.

"To speak to you, of course!" Haki m shouted back. "Urgently!"
"Then part the curtains and conme in," said Abdul |l ah

Haki minserted his plunp body between the hangings. "I must say, if this
is your vaunted security, son of my aunt's husband," he said, "I don't
thi nk much of it. Anyone could cone in here and surprise you as you slept.'

"The dog outside warned me you were there," Abdullah said.

"What use is that?" asked Hakim "Wat would you propose to do if |
proved to be a thief? Strangle me with a carpet? No, | cannot approve
the safety of your arrangenents.”

"What do you wish to say to ne?" asked Abdullah. "Or did you only cone
here to find fault as usual ?"

Haki m seated hinsel f portentously on a pile of carpets. "You |lack your
normal scrupul ous politeness, cousin by narriage," he said. "If ny
father's uncle's son were to hear you, he would not be pl eased.”
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"I am not answerable to Assif for ny behavior or for anything el sel™
Abdul | ah snapped. He was thoroughly mserable. H's soul cried out for
Fl ower-in-the-Night, and he could not get to her. He had no patience
wi th anyt hing el se.

"Then | shall not trouble you with ny nmessage," Hakimsaid, getting up
haughtily.



"CGood!" said Abdullah. He went to the back of his booth to wash.

But it was clear that Haki mwas not going away w t hout delivering his
message. Wien Abdul | ah turned around from washi ng, Haki mwas stil
standing there. "You would do well to change clothes and visit a barber
cousin by marriage," he told Abdullah. "At present you do not |ook a
sui tabl e person to visit our enporium"”

"And why should | visit there?" Abdullah asked, sonewhat surprised. "You
all made it clear long ago that I am not wel come there."

"Because," said Hakim "the prophecy nmade at your birth has conme to
light in a box long thought to contain incense. If you care to present
yourself at the enporiumin proper apparel, this box will be handed over
to you."

Abdul | ah had not the slightest interest in this prophecy. Nor did he see
why he had to go hinself to collect it when Hakimcould just as easily
have brought it with him He was about to refuse when it occurred to him
that if he succeeded in uttering the correct word in his sleep tonight
(whi ch he was confident he woul d, having done it twi ce before), then he
and Fl ower-in-the-Night would in all probability be el oping together. A
man should go to his wedding correctly clothed and washed and shaved. So
since he woul d be going to baths and barber anyway, he m ght as well

drop in and collect the silly prophecy on his way back

"Very well," he said. "You may expect nme two hours before sunset."

Haki m f rowned. "Wy so | ate?"
"Because | have things to do, cousin by marriage," Abdullah expl ai ned.
The t hought of his com ng el openent so overjoyed him
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that he snmiled at Haki mand bowed with extrene politeness. "Though
lead a busy life that has little time left in it for obeying your
orders, | shall be there, never fear."

Haki m continued to frown and turned that frown on Abdul | ah back over his
shoul der as he left. He was obviously both displeased and suspi ci ous.
Abdul | ah coul d not have cared | ess. As soon as Haki mwas out of sight,
he joyfully gave Jamal half his remaining noney to guard his booth for
the day. In return, he was forced to accept fromthe increasingly
grateful Jamal a breakfast consisting of every delicacy on Jamal's
stall. Excitenment had taken away Abdull ah's appetite. There was so nmuch
food that in order not to hurt Janmal's feelings, Abdullah gave npbst of
it secretly to Jamal's dog; this he did warily, because the dog was a
snapper as well as a biter. The dog, however, seened to share its
master's gratitude. It thunped its tail politely, ate everything
Abdul I ah offered, and then tried to |lick Abdullah's face.

Abdul | ah dodged that piece of politeness. The dog's breath was | aden
with the scent of elderly squid. He patted it gingerly on its gnarled
head, thanked Janmal, and hurried off into the Bazaar. There he invested
his remaining cash in the hire of a handcart. This cart he | oaded
carefully with his best and nost unusual carpets-his floral OCchinstan,
the glowing mat from I nhico, the golden Farqtans, the glorious patterned
ones fromthe deep desert, and the matched pair from di stant Thayack-and



wheel ed them along to the big booths in the center of the Bazaar where
the richest nmerchants traded. For all his excitement, Abdullah was being
practical. Flower-in-the-Night's father was clearly very rich. None but
the weal thiest of men could afford the dowy for marrying a prince. It
was therefore clear to Abdull ah that he and Fl ower-in-the-N ght woul d
have to go very far away, or her father could make things very

unpl easant for them But it was also clear to Abdullah that

Fl ower-in-the-Ni ght was used to having the best of everything. She would
not be happy roughing it. So Abdullah had to have noney. He bowed before
the nmerchant in the richest of the rich booths and, having called him
treasure among traders and nost majestic of nerchants, offered himthe
floral Ochinstan carpet for a truly trenendous sum
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The nerchant had been a friend of Abdullah's father. "And why, son of
the Bazaar's nost illustrious," he asked, "should you wish to part with
what is surely, by its price, the gemof your collection?"

"I amdiversifying ny trade," Abdullah told him "As you may have heard,
| have been buying pictures and other forns of artwork. In order to nake
roomfor these, | amforced to dispose of the |east valuable of ny
carpets. And it occurred to ne that a seller of celestial weavings |like
yoursel f m ght consider hel ping the son of his old friend by taking off
nmy hands this mserable flowery thing, at a bargain price."

"The contents of your booth should in future be choice indeed," the
nmerchant said. "Let nme offer you half what you ask."

"Ah, shrewdest of shrewd nmen," Abdullah said. "Even a bargain costs
money. But for you | will reduce nmy price by two coppers.™

It was a long, hot day. But by the early evening Abdull ah had sold al
his best carpets for nearly twi ce as nuch as he had paid for them He
reckoned that he now had enough ready noney to keep Fl ower-in-the-N ght
in reasonabl e luxury for three nmonths or so. After that he hoped that

ei ther sonething else would turn up or that the sweetness of her nature
woul d reconcile her to poverty. He went to the baths. He went to the
barbeir. He called at the scent naker and had hinself perfuned with
oils. Then he went back to his booth and dressed in his best clothes.
These clothes, like the clothes of nost nmerchants, had various cunning
i nsets, pieces of enbroidery and ornanental twi sts of braid that were
not ornanents at all, but cleverly conceal ed purses for noney. Abdullah
distributed his newly earned gold anong these hiding places and was
ready at last. He went, not very willingly, along to his father's old
enporium He told hinself that it would pass the tinme between now and
hi s el openent.

It was a curious feeling to go up the shall ow cedar steps and enter the
pl ace where he had spent so rmuch of his childhood. The snell of it, the
cedarwood and the spices and the hairy, oily scent of carpets, was so
famliar that if he shut his eyes, he could inmgi ne he
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was ten years old again, playing behind a roll of carpet while his
father bargained with a customer. But with his eyes open, Abdullah had
no such illusion. Hs father's first wife's sister had a regrettable
fondness for bright purple. The walls, the trellis screens, the chairs
for custoners, the cashier's table, and even the cashbox had all been



painted Fatima's favorite color. Fatinma cane to neet himin a dress of
the sane col or.

"Wy, Abdul |l ah! How pronpt you are and how smart you | ook!" she said,
and her manner said she had expected himto arrive late and in rags.

"He | ooks alnost as if he were dressed for his wedding!" Assif said,
advancing, too, with a smle on his thin, bad-tenpered face.

It was so rare to see Assif smiling that Abdullah thought for a noment
that Assif had ricked his neck and was grimacing with pain. Then Haki m
sni ggered, which nade Abdull ah realize what Assif had just said. To his
annoyance, he found he was blushing furiously. He was forced to bow
politely in order to hide his face.

"There's no need to nake the boy blush!" Fatima cried. That, of course,
made Abdul | ah's bl ush worse. "Abdullah, what is this runor we hear that
you are suddenly planning to deal in pictures?”

"And selling the best of your stock to nake roomfor the pictures,”
added Haki m

Abdul | ah ceased to blush. He saw he had been sunmoned here to be
criticized. He was sure of it when Assif added reproachfully, "CQur
feelings are somewhat hurt, son of ny father's niece's husband, that you
did not seemto think we could oblige you by taking a few carpets off
your hands."

"Dear relatives," said Abdullah. "I could not, of course, sell you ny
carpets. My aimwas to nake a profit, and | could hardly mulct you, whom
my father |loved." He was so annoyed that he turned around to go away
again, only to find that Haki mhad quietly shut and barred the doors.

"No need to stay open," Hakimsaid. "Let us be just famly here."

"The poor boy!" said Fatim. "Never has he had nore need of a famly to
keep his mind in order!™
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"Yes, indeed," said Assif. "Abdullah, sone runbrs in the Bazaar state
that you have gone mad. W do not like this.”

"He's certainly been behaving oddly," Haki magreed. "W don't |ike such
talk connected to a respectable fanmly like ours."

This was worse than usual. Abdullah said, "There is nothing wong wth
my mind. | know just what | amdoing. And ny aimis to cease giving you
any chance to criticize me, probably by tonorrow. Meanwhile, Hakimtold
me to cone here because you have found the prophecy that was nade at ny
birth. Is this correct, or was it nerely an excuse?" He had never been
so rude to his father's first wife's relations before, but he was angry
enough to feel they deserved it.

Qddly enough, instead of being angry with Abdullah in return, all three
of his father's first wife's relations began hurrying excitedly around
t he emporium

"Now where z's that box?" said Fati ma.



"Find it, find it!" said Assif. "it is the very words of the
fortuneteller his poor father brought to the bedside of his second wife
an hour after Abdullah's birth. He nust see it!"

"Witten in your own father's hand," Hakimsaid to Abdullah. "The
greatest treasure for you."

"Here it is!" said Fatima, triunphantly pulling a carved wooden box off
a high shelf. She gave the box to Assif, who thrust it into Abdullah's
hands.

"Open it, open it!" they all three cried excitedly.

Abdul | ah put the box down on the purple cashier's table and sprang the
catch. The lid went back, bringing a nusty snmell frominside, which was
perfectly plain and enpty apart froma fol ded yel |l owi sh paper

"Cet it out! Read it!" said Fatima in even greater excitenent.

Abdul I ah coul d not see what the fuss was about, but he unfol ded the
paper. It had a fewlines of witing on it, brown and faded and
definitely his father's. He turned toward the hanging lanp with it. Now
t hat Haki m had shut the main doors, the general purpleness of the
enporium made it hard to see in there

"He can barely see!l" said Fatinma.
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Assif said, "No wonder. There's no light in here. Bring himinto the
room at the back. The overhead shutters are open there."

He and Haki mtook hold of Abdullah's shoul ders and pushed and hustl ed

hi mtoward the back of the shop. Abdullah was so busy trying to read the
pal e and scribbly witing of his father that he |l et them push himunti
he was positioned under the big overhead louvers in the living room
behi nd the enporium That was better. Now he knew why his father had
been so disappointed in him The witing said:

These are the words of the wise fortune teller

"This son of yours will not follow you in your trade.
Two years after your death, whiile he is still a very
young man, he will be raised above all others in this

land. As fate decrees it, so | have spoken

My son's fortune is a great disapppointnment to ne.

Let Fate send ne other sons to followin ny trade, or

| have wasted forty gold pieces on this prophecy.

"As you see, a great future awaits you, dear boy," said Assif.
Sonebody gi ggl ed.

Abdul | ah | ooked up fromthe paper, a little benused. There seened to be



a lot of scent in the air.
The giggle cane again, two of it, fromin front of him

Abdul | ah' s eyes snapped forward. He felt them bul ge. Two extrenely fat
young wonen stood in front of him They met his bul ging eyes and gi ggl ed
again, coyly. Both were dressed to kill in shiny satin and bal |l ooni ng
gauze-pink on the right, yellow on the |left one-and hung with nore

neckl aces and bracel ets than seened probable. In addition, the pink one,
who was fattest, had a pearl dangling on her forehead, just bel ow her
carefully frizzed hair. The yell ow one, who was only just not fattest,
wore a sort of anber tiara and had even frizzier hair. Both wore a very
| arge amobunt of makeup, which was, in both cases, a severe error

As soon as they were sure Abdullah's attention was on them

*kkhkkkk*k
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and it was; he was riveted with horror-each girl drew a veil from behind
her anpl e shoul ders-a pink veil on the left and a yellow on the
right-and draped it chastely across her head and face. "G eetings, dear
husband! " they chorused from beneath the veils.

"What!" excl ai med Abdul | ah.

"We veil ourselves," said the pink one.

"Because you should not | ook at our faces," said the yell ow one.

"Until we are married," finished the pink

"There nust be some m stake!" said Abdul |l ah

"Not in the least," said Fatima. "These are ny niece's two nieces who
are here to marry you. Didn't you hear ne say | was going to | ook out
for a couple of wves for you?"

The two nieces giggled again. "He's ever so handsone,"” said the yell ow one.
After a fairly long pause, in which he swallowed hard and did his best
to control his feelings, Abdullah said politely, "Tell nme, Orelatives
of my father's first wife, have you known of the prophecy which was made
at nmy birth for a long time?"

"Ages," said Hakim "Do you take us for fools?"

"Your dear father showed it to us,"
his will."

said Fatinman, "at the tine he nade

"And naturally we are not prepared to let your great good fortune take
you away fromthe famly," Assif explained. "W waited only for the
nmonent when you ceased to follow your good father's trade-this surely
being the signal for the Sultan to make you a vizier or invite you to
conmand his armies or maybe to el evate you in some other way. Then we
took steps to ensure that we shared in your good fortune. These two
brides of yours are closely related to all three of us. You wll
natural ly not neglect us as you rise. So, dear boy, it only remains for
me to introduce you to the magi strate, who, as you see, stands ready to



marry you."

Abdul | ah had, up to now, been unable to | ook away fromthe bill ow ng
figures of the two nieces. Now he raised his eyes and net the cynica
| ook of the Justice of the Bazaar, who was just stepping
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out frombehind a screen with his Register of Marriages in his hands.
Abdul | ah wondered how nuch he was bei ng paid.

Abdul | ah bowed politely to the Justice. "I amafraid this is not
possi bl e," he said.
"Ah, | knew he woul d be unkind and di sagreeabl e!" said Fati ma.

"Abdul I ah, think of the disgrace and di sappoi ntnent to these poor girls
if you refuse them now After they' ve cone all this way, expecting to be
married, and got all dressed up! How could you, nephew "

"Besides, |'ve locked all the doors," said Hakim "Don't think you can
get away."

"I amsorry to hurt the feelings of two such spectacul ar young | adi es
." Abdul I ah began.

The feelings of the two brides were hurt anyway. Each girl uttered a
wai | . Each put her veiled face in her hands and sobbed heavily.

"This is awful!" wept the pink one.
"I knew they should have asked himfirst!" cried the yell ow one.

Abdul | ah di scovered that the sight of females crying-particularly such

| arge ones, who wobbled with it everywhere-nmade himfeel terrible. He
knew he was an oaf and a beast. He was ashaned. The situation was not
the girls' fault. They had been used by Assif, Fatim, and Hakim just
as Abdul | ah had been. But the chief reason he felt so beastly-and it
made himtruly ashanmed-was that he just wanted themto stop, to shut up
and stop wobbling. Oherwi se he did not care two hoots for their
feelings. If he conmpared themwi th Flower-in-the-N ght, he knew t hey
revolted him The idea of marrying themstuck in his craw. He felt sick
But just because they were whinpering and sniffing and flubbering in
front of him he found hinself considering that three wi ves were perhaps
not so many, after all. The two of them would make conpani ons for

Fl ower-in-the-Ni ght when they were all far from Zanzib and honme. He
woul d have to explain the situation to themand | oad themonto the nagic
car pet -

That brought Abdullah back to reason. Wth a bunp. Wth the sort of bunp
a magi c carpet mght make if | oaded with two such
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wei ghty femal es-al ways supposing it could even get off the ground wth
themon it in the first place. They were so very fat. As for thinking

t hey woul d make conpani ons for Fl ower-in-theN ght-phooey! She was
intelligent, educated, and kind, as well as being beautiful (and thin).
These two had yet to show himthat they had a brain cell between them
They wanted to be married, and their crying was a way of bullying him
intoit. And they giggled. He had never heard Fl ower-in-the-N ght giggle.



Here Abdul | ah was somewhat amazed to discover that he, really and truly,
did love Flower-in-the-N ght just as ardently as he had been telling

hi nsel f he did-or nore, because he now saw he respected her. He knew he
woul d die without her. And if he agreed to marry these two fat nieces,
he woul d be without her. She would call himgreedy, like the Prince in
Cchi nst an.

"I amvery sorry," he said above the | oud sobbings. "You should really
have consulted nme first about this, Orelatives of ny father's first

wi fe, O nuch honored and nost honest Justice. It woul d have saved this
m sunder standing. | cannot marry yet. | have nade a vow. "

"What vow?" demanded everyone el se, the fat brides included, and the
Justice added, "Have you registered this vow? To be legal, all vows nust
be registered with a magi strate."

This was awkward. Abdul | ah thought rapidly. "lIndeed, it is registered, O
veritabl e weighing scale of judgnent," he said. "My father took ne to a
magi strate to register the vow when he ordered nme to make it. | was but
a small child at the tine. Though | did not understand then, | see now
it was because of the prophecy. My father, being a prudent nan, did not
wi sh to see his forty gold coins wasted. He made ne vow that | would
never marry until Fate had placed ne above all others in this land. So
you see"-Abdul l ah put his hands in the sleeves of his best suit and

bowed regretfully to the two fat brides-"I cannot yet marry you, twn
pl ums of candi ed sugar, but the time will cone."
Everyone said, "Ch, in that case!" in various tones of discontent, and

to Abdull ah's profound relief, nost of themturned away from hi m
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"I always thought your father was a rather grasping man," Fatinma added.

"Even from beyond the grave,
boy's el evation then."

Assif agreed. "We rmust wait for this dear

The Justice, however, stood his ground. "And which magistrate was it,
bef ore whom you nade this vow?" he asked.

"I do not know his nanme," Abdull ah invented, speaking with intense
regret. He was sweating. "I was a tiny child, and he appeared to nme an
old man with a long white beard." That, he thought, would serve as a
description of every magistrate there ever was, including the Justice
standi ng before him

"I shall have to check all records,” the Justice said irritably. He
turned to Assif, Hakim and Fatinma and-rather col dly-made his formal
goodbyes.

Abdul l ah left with him alnost clinging to the Justice's official sash
in his hurry to get away fromthe enporiumand the two fat brides.
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Which tells how

Fl ower-in-the-Ni ght's



father wi shed to
rai se Abdul | ah
above all others
in the |and

What a day!" Abdullah said to hinmself when he was

back inside his booth at last. "If ny luck goes on this way, | wll not
be surprised if | never get the carpet to nove again!" O, he thought as
he lay down on the carpet, still dressed in his best, he might get to

the night garden only to find that Flower-in-the-N ght was too annoyed
at his stupidity last night to |l ove himanynore. O she mght |ove him
still but have decided not to fly awmay with him O

It took hima while to get to sleep

But when he woke, everything was perfect. The carpet was just gliding to
a gentle landing on the nmoonlit bank. So Abdullah knew he had said the
command word after all, and it was such a short while since he had said
it that he alnpst had a nenory of what it was. But it went clean out of
hi s head when Fl ower-in-the-N ght came running eagerly toward him anong
the white scented flowers and the round yell ow | anps.

"You're here!l" she called as she ran. "I was quite worried!"

She was not angry. Abdullah's heart sang. "Are you ready to | eave?" he
call ed back. "Junp on beside ne."
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Fl ower-in-the-Ni ght | aughed delightedly-it was definitely no

;1 e-and came running on across the | awn. The noon seened just then to go
behi nd a cl oud because Abdull ah saw her it entirely by the lanmps for a
nmonent, gol den and eager, as she ran. He stood up and held out his hands
to her.

As he did so, the cloud came right down into the lanplight. And it was
not a cloud but great black |eathery wi ngs, silently beating. A pair of
equally leathery arnms, with hands that had long fingernails |ike claws,
reached fromthe shadow of those fanning wi ngs and wrapped thensel ves
around Fl ower-in-the-N ght. Abdullah saw her jerk as those arns stopped
her running. She | ooked around and up. \Whatever she saw nade her scream
one single wild, frantic scream which was cut off when one of the

| eat hery arms changed position to clap its huge tal oned hand over her
face. Flower-in-the- N ght beat at the armwith her fists, and kicked
and struggled, but all quite uselessly. She was lifted up, a small white
figure agai nst the huge bl ackness. The great wings silently beat again.
A gigantic foot, with talons like the hands, pressed the turf a yard or
so fromthe bank where Abdullah was still in the act of standing up, and
a leathery leg flexed mighty calf nuscles as the thing-whatever it
was-sprang upright. For the merest instant Abdullah found hinself
staring into a hideous |l eathery face with a ring through its hooked nose
and | ong, upslanting eyes, rempte and cruel. The thing was not | ooking
at him It was sinply concentrating on getting itself and its captive

ai r bor ne.



The next second it was aloft. Abdullah saw it overhead for a heartbeat
| onger, a mghty flying djinn dangling a tiny, pale human girl inits

arms. Then the night swallowed it up. It all had happened unbelievably
qui ckly.

"After it! Follow that djinn!" Abdullah ordered the carpet.

The carpet seened to obey. It bellied up fromthe bank. Then, al nost as
i f soneone had given it another command, it sank back and lay still.

"You not h-eaten doormat!" Abdull ah screaned at it.

There was a shout from farther down the garden. "This way, nen! That
scream cane fromup there!"
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Al ong the arcade Abdul I ah glinmpsed noonlight on metal hel nets and-worse
still-golden lanmplight on swords and crossbows. He did not wait to
explain to these people why he had screanmed. He flung hinmself flat on

t he carpet.

"Back to the booth!" he whispered to it. "Quickly! Please!"

This time the carpet obeyed, as quickly as it had the night before. It
was up off the bank in an eye blink and then hurtling sideways across a
forbiddingly high wall. Abdullah had just a glinpse of a |arge party of
northern mercenaries nilling around in the lanplit garden before he was
speedi ng above the sleeping roofs and nmoonlit towers of Zanzib. He had
barely time to reflect that Flower-in-the- Night's father nust be even
ri cher than he had t hought-few people could afford that nmany hired

sol diers, and nercenaries fromthe north were the nmpbst expensive

ki nd- bef ore the carpet planed downward and brought himsnoothly in
through the curtains to the m ddle of his booth.

There he gave hinmself up to despair.

A djinn had stolen Flower-in-the-N ght and the carpet had refused to
follow. He knew that was not surprising. A djinn, as everyone in Zanzib
knew, conmmanded enornmous powers in the air and the earth. No doubt the
djinn had, as a precaution, ordered everything in the garden to stay
where it was while he carried Flower-in-the-N ght away. It had probably
not even noticed the carpet, or Abdullah on it, but the carpet's |esser
magi ¢ had been forced to give way to the djinn's conmand. So the djinn
had stol en away Fl owerin-the-N ght, whom Abdul |l ah | oved nore than his
own soul, just at the nmoment when she was about to run into his arns,
and there seened nothing he could do.

He wept.

After that he vowed to throw away all the noney hidden in his clothes.
It was useless to himnow But before he did, he gave hinself over to
grief again, noisy msery at first, in which he |anented out |oud and
beat his breast in the manner of Zanzib; then, as cocks crowed and
peopl e began novi ng about, he fell into silent despair. There was no
poi nt even in nmoving. O her people might bustle about and whistle and
cl ank buckets, but Abdull ah was no | onger
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part of that life. He stayed crouching on the magic carpet, w shing he
wer e dead.

So miserable was he that it never occurred to himthat he night be in
any danger hinmself. He paid no attention when all the noises in the
Bazaar stopped, like birds when a hunter enters a wood. He did not
really notice the heavy marching of feet or the regul ar clankcl ankcl ank
of mercenary arnor that went with it. Wen soneone barked "Halt!"
outside his booth, he did not even turn his head. But he did turn around
when the curtains of the booth were torn down. He was sl uggishly
surprised. He blinked his swollen eyes agai nst the powerful sunlight and
wonder ed vaguely what a troop of northern soldiers was doing comng in
her e.

"That's him" said soneone in civilian clothes, who m ght have been
Haki m and then faded prudently away before Abdull ah's eyes could focus
on him

"You!" snapped the squad |leader. "Qut. Wth us."

"What ?" said Abdul | ah.

"Fetch him" said the | eader

Abdul | ah was bewi | dered. He protested feebly when they dragged himto
his feet and twisted his arnms to make hi mwal k. He went on protesting as

they marched himat the doubl e-cl ankcl ank, cl ank-cl ank-out of the Bazaar
and into the West Quarter. Before long he was protesting very strongly

i ndeed. "What is this?" he panted. "I demand ... as a citizen
where we are . . . going!"
"Shut up. You'll see," they answered. They were too fit to pant.

A short while after, they ran Abdullah in under a massive gate made of
bl ocks of stone that glared white in the sun, into a blazing courtyard,
where they spent five nminutes outside an ovenlike smthy | oading
Abdul l ah with chains. He protested even nore. "Wat is this for? \Were
is this? I demand to know "

"Shut up!" said the squad | eader. He renmarked to his second-in- conmand
in his barbarous northern accent, "They always w nge so, these
Zanzi bbeys. Got no notion of dignity."

Whil e the squad | eader was saying this, the smth-who was from Zanzi b,
too-murmured to Abdul |l ah, "The Sultan wants you
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I don't think nmuch of your chances, either. Last one | chained like this
got crucified."

"But | haven't done anyth-" protested Abdull ah

"SHUT UP!'" screamed the squad | eader. "Finished, snmth? Right. On the
doubl e!'" And they ran Abdull ah off again, across the glaring yard and
into the large building beyond.

Abdul | ah woul d have said it was imnpossible even to wal k in those chains.
They were so heavy. But it is wonderful what you can do if a party of
grimfaced soldiers is quite set on making you do it. He ran



cl ank- chankl e, cl ank-chankle, clash, until at last, with an exhausted
jingle, he arrived at the foot of a high raised seat nade of cool blue
and gold tiles and piled with cushions. There the soldiers all went down
on one knee, in a distant, decorous way, as northern soldiers did to the
person who was payi ng them

"Present prisoner Abdullah, mlord Sultan," the squad | eader said.

Abdul | ah did not kneel. He followed the custonms of Zanzib and fell on
his face. Besides, he was exhausted and it was easier to fall down with
a mghty clatter than do anything else. The tiled floor was bl essedly,
wonderful ly cool

"Mbke the son of a canel's excrenment kneel," said the Sultan. "Mke the
creature look us in the face." H's voice was low, but it trenbled with
anger.

A sol dier hauled on the chains, and two others pulled on Abdullah's arns
until they had got himsort of bent on his knees. They held himthat
way, and Abdul |l ah was gl ad. He woul d have crunpled up in horror

ot herwi se. The nman | ounging on the tiled throne was fat and bald and
wore a bushy gray beard. He was slapping at a cushion, in a way that

| ooked idle but was really bitterly angry, with a white cotton thing
that had a tassel on top. It was this tasseled thing that made Abdul | ah
see what trouble he was in. The thing was his own ni ghtcap

"Well, dog froma nuck heap," said the Sultan, "where is ny daughter?"

"I have no idea," Abdullah said mserably.
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"Do you deny," said the Sultan, dangling the nightcap as if it were a
severed head he was holding up by its hair, "do you deny that this is
your nightcap? Your nane is inside it, you nmiserable salesman! It was
found by ne-by us in person!-inside ny daughter's trinket box, along
with eighty-two portraits of common persons, which had been hi dden by ny
daughter in eighty-two cunning places. Do you deny that you crept into
nmy ni ght garden and presented my daughter with these portraits? Do you
deny that you then stole ny daughter away?"

"Yes, | do deny that!" said Abdullah. "I do not deny, O nobst exalted

def ender of the weak, the nightcap or the pictures-although |I rmnust point
out that your daughter is cleverer in hiding than you are in finding,
great wielder of wisdom for | gave her, in fact, one hundred and seven
nore pictures than you have di scovered-but | have nost certainly not
stol en Flower-in-the-N ght away. She was snatched from before ny very
eyes by a huge and hideous djinn. | have no nore idea than your npst
celestial self where she is now "

"Alikely story!" said the Sultan. "Djinn indeed! Liar! Wrm"

"I swear that it is true!" Abdullah cried out. He was in such despair by
now that he hardly cared what he said. "Get any holy object you Iike,
and | will swear to the djinn on it. Have ne enchanted to tell the
truth, and I will still say the same, O mighty crusher of crinminals. For
it is the truth. And since | am probably far nore desol ated t han
yoursel f by the | oss of your daughter, great Sultan, glory of our |and,

| inplore you to kill nme now and spare ne a life of msery!"



"I will willingly have you executed," said the Sultan. "But first tel
me where she is.”

"But | have told you, wonder of the world!" said Abdullah. "I do not
know where she is."

"Take himaway," the Sultan said with great cal mess to his kneeling

sol diers. They sprang up readily and pulled Abdullah to his feet.
"Torture the truth out of him" the Sultan added. "Wwen we find her, you

can kill him but have himlinger until then. |
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daresay the Prince of Cchinstan will accept her as a widow if | double
the dowy."

"You m stake, sovereign of sovereigns!" Abdullah gasped as the soldiers
clattered himacross the tiles. "I have no idea where the djinn went,
and ny great sorrowis that he took her before we had any chance to get
married."”

"What ?" shouted the Sultan. "Bring himback!" The soldiers at once

trailed Abdull ah and his chains back to the tiled seat, where the Sultan
was now | eaning forward and glaring. "Did ny clean ear becone soiled by
hearing you say you are not married to nmy daughter, filth?" he demanded.

"That is correct, mighty nmonarch,” said Abdullah. "The djinn cane before
we coul d el ope.”

The Sultan glared down at himin what seened to be horror. "This is the
trut h?"

"I swear," said Abdullah, "that | have not yet so nuch as kissed your
daughter. | had intended to seek out a nmagistrate as soon as we were far
from Zanzib. | know what is proper. But | also felt it proper to make
sure first that Flower-in-the-N ght indeed wished to marry me. Her
decision struck me as made in ignorance, despite the hundred and

ei ghty-nine pictures. If you will forgive ny saying so, protector of
patriots, your method of bringing up your daughter is decidedly unsound.
She took nme for a woman when she first saw ne."

"So," said the Sultan rmusingly, "when | set soldiers to catch and kil
the intruder in the garden last night, it could have been disastrous.
You fool," he said to Abdullah, "slave and nongrel who dares to
criticizel O course | had to bring ny daughter up as | did. The
prophecy made at her birth was that she would marry the first man, apart
fromme, that she saw "

Despite the chains, Abdullah straightened up. For the first tine that
day he felt a twi nge of hope.

The Sultan was staring down the gracefully tiled and ornanented room
t hi nki ng. "The prophecy suited ne very well," he remarked. "I had | ong
wi shed for an alliance with the countries of

46
the north, for they have better weapons than we can nake here, sone of

t hose weapons being truly sorcerous, | understand. But the princes of
Cchinstan are very hard to pin down. So all | had to do- so



t hought -was to isolate my daughter fromany possibility of seeing a

man- and naturally give her the best of educations otherw se, to nake
sure she could sing and dance and make herself pleasing to a prince.
Then, when ny daughter was of marriageable age, | invited the Prince
here on a visit of state. He was to come here next year, when he had
fini shed subduing a I and he has just conquered with those sane excell ent
weapons. And | knew that as soon as my daughter set eyes on him the
prophecy woul d make sure that | had him" H s eyes turned bal efully down
on Abdull ah. "Then ny plans are upset by an insect |ike you!"

"That is unfortunately true, npbst prudent of rulers,” Abdullah admitted.
"Tell me, is this Prince of Cchinstan by any chance somewhat old and ugly?"

"l believe himto be hideous in the sane northern fashion as these
nmercenaries," the Sultan said, at which Abdull ah sensed the sol diers,
nost of whomran to freckles and reddish hair, stiffened. "Wy do you
ask, dog?"

"Because, if you will forgive further criticismof your great wi sdom O
nurturer of our nation, this seens sonewhat unfair to your daughter,"”
Abdul | ah observed. He felt the eyes of the soldiers turn to him
wondering at his daring. Abdullah did not care. He felt he had little to
| ose.

"Wonen do not count, "
be unfair to them"

said the Sultan. "Therefore, it is inpossible to

"I disagree," said Abdullah, at which the soldiers stared even harder

The Sultan gl owered down at him H s powerful hands wung the nightcap
as if it were Abdullah's neck. "Be silent, you diseased toad!" he said.
"Or you will make ne forget nyself and order your instant execution!"

Abdul | ah relaxed a little. "O absolute sword anong the citizens,
inmplore you to kill me now," he said. "I have transgressed and | have
sinned and | have trespassed in your night garden-"
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"Be quiet," said the Sultan. "You know perfectly well | can't kill you
until | have found nmy daughter and nmade sure she marries you."

Abdul | ah rel axed further. "Your slave does not follow your reasoning, O

jewel of judgnent," he protested. "I demand to die now. "

The Sultan practically snarled at him "If | have | earned one thing," he
said, "fromthis sorry business, it is that even I, Sultan of Zanzib
though I am cannot cheat Fate. That prophecy will get itself fulfilled
somehow, | know that. Therefore, if | wi sh ny daughter to marry the
Prince of Cchinstan, | rnust first go along with the prophecy."

Abdul | ah rel axed al nost conpletely. He had naturally seen this
strai ght away, but he had been anxi ous to nmake sure that the Sultan had
worked it out, too. And he had. Cearly Flower-in-the-N ght inherited
her | ogical mnd fromher father

"So where is nmy daughter?" asked the Sultan

"I have told you, O sun shining upon Zanzib," said Abdullah. "The djinn-"



"I do not for a nmonent believe in the djinn," said the Sultan. "It is
far too convenient. You rust have hidden the girl sonewhere. Take him
away, " he said to the soldiers, "and shut himin the safest dungeon we
have. Leave the chains on him He nust have used some form of
enchantnent to get into the garden, and he can probably use it to escape
unl ess we are careful." Abdullah was unable to avoid flinching at this.
The Sultan noticed. He smiled nastily. "Then," he said, "I want a
house-t o- house search made for ny daughter. She is to be brought to the
dungeon for the wedding as soon as she is found." H's eyes turned

musi ngly back to Abdullah. "Until then," he said, "I shall entertain
nmysel f by inventing new ways to kill you. At the nmonent | favor inpaling
you upon a forty- foot stake and then loosing vultures to eat bits off
you. But | could change ny mind if | think of something worse."

As the sol diers dragged hi m away, Abdullah nearly despairedagain. He
t hought of the prophecy made at his own birth. A forty- foot stake would
rai se himabove all others in the land very nicely.
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Wi ch shows

how Abdul | ah went
fromthe frying pan
into the fire

They put Abdullah in a deep and snelly dungeon where the only |ight cane
through a tiny grating high up in the ceiling-and that |ight was not
daylight. It probably came froma distant wi ndow at the end of a passage
on the fl oor above, where the grating was part of the floor.

Knowi ng that this was what he had to | ook forward to, Abdullah tried, as
the sol diers dragged himaway, to fill his eyes and nind with i mages of
light. In the pause while the soldiers were unl ocking the outside door
to the dungeons, he | ooked up and around. They were in a dark little
courtyard with blank walls of stone standing like cliffs all about it.
But if he tipped his head tight back, Abdullah could just see a sl ender
spire in the md-distance, outlined against the rising gold of norning.
It amazed himto see that it was only an hour after dawn. Above the
spire the sky was deep blue with just one cloud standi ng peacefully in
it. Morning was still flushing the cloud red and gold, giving it the

| ook of a high-piled castle with golden wi ndows. Colden |ight caught the
wi ngs of a white bird circling the spire. Abdullah was sure this was the
| ast beauty he would ever see in his life. He stared backward at it as
the sol diers |ugged hi minside.
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He tried to treasure this i nage when he was | ocked in the cold gray
dungeon, but it was inpossible. The dungeon was another world. For a
long tine he was too niserable even to notice how cranped he was in his
chains. Wen he did notice, he shifted and cl anked about on the cold
floor, but it did not help very mnuch.

"I have to ook forward to a lifetinme of this," he told hinmself. "Unless
someone rescues Flower-in-the-Ni ght, of course."” That did not seem
likely, since the Sultan refused to believe in the djinn.



After this he tried to stave off despair with his daydream But sonehow,
t hi nking of hinself as a prince who had been ki dnapped hel ped not at
all. He knew it was untrue, and he kept thinking guiltily that

Fl ower-i n-the-Ni ght had believed hi mwhen he told her. She nust have
decided to marry hi m because she thought he was a prince-being a
princess herself, as he now knew. He sinply could not imagine hinself
ever daring to tell her the truth. For a while it seenmed to himthat he
deserved the worst fate the Sultan could invent for him

Then he began thinking of Flower-in-the-N ght hersel f. Werever she was,
she was certainly at |east as scared and mi serable as he was hinself.
Abdul | ah yearned to confort her. He wanted to rescue her so nuch that he
spent some time wenching uselessly at his chains.

"For certainly nobody else is likely to try," he miuttered. "I nust get
out of here!"

Then, although he was sure it was another notion as silly as his
daydream he tried to summon the magic carpet. He visualized it Iying on
the floor of his booth, and he called to it, out |oud, over and over
again. He said all the nagic-soundi ng words he could think of, hoping
one of them would be the command word.

Not hi ng happened. And how silly to think that it would! Abdullah

t hought. Even if the carpet could hear himfromthe dungeon, supposing
he got the conmand word right at |ast, how could even a nagic carpet
wiggle its way in here through that tiny grating? And suppose it did
wriggle in, how would that help Abdullah to get out?

50

Abdul | ah gave up and | eaned agai nst the wall, half dozing, half
despairing. It nust now be the heat of the day, when nost folk in Zanzib
took at least a short rest. Abdullah hinself, when he was not visiting
one of the public parks, usually sat on a pile of his | ess good carpets
in the shade in front of his stall, drinking fruit juice, or wine if he
could afford it, and chatting lazily with Jamal. No longer. And this is
just ny first day! he thought morbidly. |I'm keeping track of the hours
now. How |l ong before |I |ose track even of days?

He shut his eyes. One good thing. A house-to-house search for the

Sul tan's daughter woul d cause at | east some annoyance to Fatima, Hakim
and Assif sinply because they were known to be the only fanmily Abdull ah
had. He hoped soldiers turned the purple enporium upside down. He hoped
they slit the walls and unrolled all the carpets. He hoped they arrested-

Sonet hi ng | anded on the floor beyond Abdull ah's feet.

So they throw me sone food, Abdullah thought, and | would rather starve.
He opened his eyes lazily. They shot wi de of their own accord.

There, on the dungeon floor, lay the magic carpet. Upon it, peacefully
sl eeping, lay Janmal's bad-tenpered dog.

Abdul | ah stared at both of them He could inmagine how, in the heat of

m dday, the dog might lie dowmn in the shade of Abdullah's booth. He
could see that it would lie on the carpet because it was confortable.
But how a dog-a dog-could chance to say the conmand word was beyond him
to understand entirely. As he stared, the dog began dreaming. Its paws
worked. Its snout winkled, and it snuffled, as if it had caught the



nost delicious possible scent, and it uttered a faint whinper, as if
what ever it snelled in the dream were escaping fromit.

"Is it possible, ny friend," Abdullah said to it, "that you were
dream ng of ne and of the tine | gave you nost of ny breakfast?"

The dog, in its sleep, heard him It uttered a | oud snore and woke up
Dogli ke, it wasted no tine wondering how it cane to be in this strange
dungeon. It sniffed and snelled Abdullah. It sprang
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up with a delighted squeak, planted its paws anmpong the chains on
Abdul | ah' s chest, and enthusiastically licked his face.

Abdul | ah | aughed and rolled his head to keep his nose out of the dog's
squi ddy breath. He was quite as delighted as the dog was. "So you were
dream ng of ne!" he said. "My friend, | shall arrange for you to have a
bow of squid daily. You have saved ny life and possibly

Fl ower-in-the-Night's, too!"

As soon as the dog's rapture had abated a little, Abdullah began rolling
and working hinmself along the floor in his chains, until he was |ying,
propped on one el bow, on top of the carpet. He gave a great sigh. Now he
was safe. "Cone along," he said to the dog. "Get on the carpet, too."

But the dog had found the scent of what was certainly a rat in the
corner of the dungeon. It was pursuing the snell with excited snorts. At
each snort Abdullah felt the carpet quiver beneath him It gave himthe
answer he needed.

"Come along," he said to the dog. "If | |eave you here, they will find
you when they cone to feed ne or question ne, and they will assune |
have turned nyself into a dog. Then ny fate will be yours. You have

brought nme the carpet and revealed ne its secret, and | cannot see you
stuck on a forty-foot stake."

The dog had its nose ramred into the corner. It was not attending.
Abdul | ah heard, unm stakable even through the thick walls of the
dungeon, the tranp of feet and the rattle of keys. Someone was com ng
He gave up persuading the dog. He lay flat on the carpet.

"Here, boy!" he said. "Cone and lick ny face!"

The dog understood that. It left the corner, junped on Abdullah's chest,
and proceeded to obey him

"Carpet," Abdullah whispered fromunder the busy tongue. "To the Bazaar
but do not |and. Hover beside Jamal's stall."

The carpet rose and rushed sideways-which was just as well. Keys were
unl ocki ng the dungeon door. Abdullah was not any too sure how the car pet
| eft the dungeon because the dog was still licking his face and he was

forced to keep his eyes shut. He felt a
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dank shadow pass across hi m perhaps that was when they nelted through

the wall-and then bright sunlight. The dog lifted its head into the
sunlight, puzzled. Abdullah squinted sideways across his chains and saw



a high wall rear in front of themand then fall bel ow as the carpet rose
snoothly over it. Then cane a succession of towers and roofs, quite

fam liar to Abdullah though he had only seen them by ni ght before. And
after that the carpet went planing down toward the outer edge of the
Bazaar. For the palace of the Sultan was indeed only five mnutes' walk
from Abdul | ah' s boot h.

Jamal's stall canme into view, and beside it, Abdullah's own w ecked
booth, with carpets flung all over the wal kway. CObviously soldiers had
searched there for Flower-in-the-Ni ght. Jamal was dozing, with his head
on his arnms, between a big simrering pot of squid and a charcoal gril

wi th skewered neat snmoking on it. He raised his head, and his one eye
stared as the carpet canme to hang in the air in front of him

"Down, boy!" Abdullah said. "Jamal, call your dog."

Jamal was clearly very scared. It is no fun keeping the stall next door
to anyone a sultan wishes to inpale on a stake. He seemed speechl ess.
Since the dog was taking no notice, either, Abdullah struggled into
sitting position, clanking, rattling, and sweating. This tipped the dog
off. It junped ninbly to the stall counter, where Jamal absently seized
it in his armns.

"What do you want nme to do?" he asked, eyeing the chains. "Shall | fetch
a bl acksm th?"

Abdul | ah was touched at this proof of Jamal's friendship. But sitting up
had given hima view down the wal kway between the stalls. He could see
the soles of running feet down there and flyinggarments. It seened that
one boot hkeeper was on his way to fetch the Watch, though there was
somet hi ng about the running figure that reni nded Abdul | ah rat her
strongly of Assif. "No," he said. "There's no tinme." d anking, he
wiggled his left leg over the edge of the carpet. "Do this for ne

i nstead. Put your hand on the enbroidery above ny left boot."
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Jamal obediently stretched out a brawny arm and, very gingerly, touched
the enbroidery. "Is it a spell?" he asked nervously.

"No," said Abdullah. "It's a hidden purse. Put your hand in and take the
nmoney out of it."

Jamal was puzzled, but his fingers groped, found the way into the purse,
and came out as a fistful of gold. "There's a fortune here," he said.
"WIl this buy your freedonf"

"No," said Abdullah. "Yours. They'll be after you and your dog for
hel pi ng ne. Take the gold and the dog and get out. Leave Zanzib. Go
north to the barbarous places, where you can hide."

"North!" said Jamal. "But whatever can | do in the north?"

"Buy everything you need and set up a Rashpuhti restaurant," said
Abdul | ah. "There's enough gold to do it, and you're an excellent cook
You coul d nake your fortune there."

"Real | y?" said Jamal, staring from Abdullah to his handful of noney.
"You really think I coul d?"



Abdul | ah had been keeping a wary eye on the wal kway. Now he saw t he
space fill, not with the Watch but with northern nercenaries, and they
were running. "Only if you go now, " he said.

Jamal caught the clank-clank of running soldiers. He | eaned out to | ook
and nake sure. Then he whistled to his dog and was gone, so swiftly and
quietly that Abdullah could only adnire. Janmal had even spared tinme to
nove the nmeat off the grill so that it would not burn. Al the soldiers
were going to find here was a cal dron of half- boiled squid.

Abdul | ah whi spered to the carpet. "To the desert. Fast!"

The carpet was off at once, with its usual sideways rush. Abdull ah

t hought he certainly would have been thrown off it but for the weight of
hi s chai ns, which caused the carpet to bul ge downward in the center
rather |ike a hammock. And speed was necessary. The sol diers shouted
behi nd him There were some |oud bangs. For a fewinstants two bullets
and a crossbow bolt carved the blue sky beside the carpet and then fel
behi nd. The carpet hurtled on, across roofs, over walls, beside towers,
and then skinmm ng pal mtrees and market gardens. Finally it shot forth
into hot

54

gray enptiness, shimering white and yell ow under a huge bow of sky,
where Abdul | ah' s chai ns began to grow unconfortably warm

The rushing of air stopped. Abdullah raised his head and saw Zanzib as a
surprisingly small clunp of towers on the horizon. The carpet sailed
slowy past a person riding a canmel, who turned his well-veiled face to
watch. It began to sink toward the sand. At this the person on the canel
turned his canel, too, and urged it into a trot after the carpet.
Abdul | ah coul d al rost see himthinking gleefully that here was his
chance to get his hands on a genuine, working magic carpet, and its
owner in chains and in no position to resist him

"Up, up!" he alnost shrieked at the carpet. "Fly north!"

The carpet lunbered up into the air again. Annoyance and rel uctance
breathed fromevery thread of it. It turned in a heavy half circle and
sail ed gently northward at wal ki ng pace. The person on the canel cut
across the mddle of the half circle and canme on at a gallop. Since the
carpet was only about nine feet in the air, it was a sitting target for
someone on a gall opi ng canel .

Abdul |l ah saw it was tinme for some quick tal king. "Beware!" he shouted at
the canel rider. "Zanzib has cast me out in chains for fear |I spread
this plague | have!" The rider was not quite fooled. He reined in his
canel and followed at a nore cautious pace, while he westled a tent
pol e out of his baggage. Clearly he intended to tip Abdullah off the
carpet with it. Abdullah turned his attention hastily to the carpet. "O
nost excel |l ent of carpets,” he said, "O brightest- colored and nost
delicately woven, whose lovely textile is so cunningly enhanced with
magic, | fear | have not treated you hitherto with proper respect.

have snapped commands and even shouted at you, where | now see that your
gentle nature requires only the mldest of requests. Forgive, oh, forgive!"

The carpet appreciated this. It stretched tighter in the air and put on
a bit of speed.



"And dog that | am" continued Abdullah, "I have caused you to |abor in
the heat of the desert, weighted nost dreadfully with ny
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chains. O best and nost el egant of carpets, | think now only of you and
how best | might rid you of this great weight. If you were to fly at a

gentl e speed-say, only a little faster than a camel m ght gallop-to the
nearest spot in the desert northward where | can find soneone to renove
t hese chains, would this be agreeable to your am able and aristocratic

nat ur e?"

He seened to have struck the right note. A sort of smug prideful ness
exuded fromthe carpet now It rose a foot or so, changed direction
slightly, and noved forward at a purposeful seventy niles an hour
Abdul I ah clung to its edge and peered backward at the frustrated canel
rider, who was soon dwindling to a dot in the desert behind.

"O nost noble of artifacts, you are a sultan anong carpets, and | am
your m serable slave!" he said shamel essly.

The carpet liked this so nuch that it went even faster

Ten mnutes later it surged over a sand dune and canme to an abrupt stop
just below the summit on the other side. Slanting. Abdullah was rolled
hel pl essly off in a cloud of sand. And he went on rolling, clattering,
jingling, bounding, raising nore sand, and then-after desperate

ef forts-tobogganing feetfirst in a groove of sand, down to the very edge
of a small rnuddy pool in an oasis. A nunber of ragged people who were
crouchi ng over sonething at the edge of this pool sprang up and
scattered as Abdull ah plowed in anong them Abdullah's feet caught the
thing they were crouching over and shot it back into the pool. One man
shout ed indignantly and went splashing into the water to rescue it. The
rest drew sabers and knives-and in one case a | ong pistol-and surrounded
Abdul | ah t hreateningly.

"Cut his throat," said one.

Abdul | ah blinked sand out of his eyes and thought he had sel dom seen a
nmore villainous crew of nen. They all had scarred faces, shifty eyes,
bad teeth, and unpl easant expressions. The man with the pistol was the
nmost unpl easant of the lot. He wore a sort of earring through one side
of his | arge hooked nose and a very bushy
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nmust ache. Hi s headcl oth was pinned up at one side with a flashy red
stone in a gold brooch

"\Where have you sprung fron?" this man said. He kicked Abdul |l ah
"Expl ain yoursel f."

Al of them including the nman who was wadi ng out of the pool with sone
kind of bottle, |ooked at Abdullah with expressions that said his
expl anati on had better be good. O else.
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VWhi ch introduces the genie



Abdul | ah blinked nore sand out of his eyes and stared earnestly at the
man with the pistol. The man really was theabsol ute i mage of the
vill ai nous bandit of his daydream It nust be one of those coinci dences.

"I beg your pardon a hundred tines, gentlenen of the desert,"” he said
with great politeness, "for intruding on you in this manner, but am|l
addressing the nost noble and worl d-fanous bandit, the matchl ess Kabul
Agba?"

The ot her villainous nmen around hi m seened astoni shed. Abdul | ah
distinctly heard one say, "How did he know that?" But the man with the
pistol sinply sneered. It was sonething his face was particularly well
designed to do. "I amindeed he," he said. "Fanous, am|?"

It was one of those coincidences, Abdullah thought. Well, at |east he
knew where he was now. "Alas, wanderers in the w | derness," he said, "I
am |ike your noble selves, one who is outcast and oppressed. | have
sworn revenge on all Rashpuht. | cane here expressly to join with you
and add the strength of my mind and ny armto yours."
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"Did you indeed?" said Kabul Agba. "And how did you get here? By
droppi ng fromthe sky, chains and all?"

"By magic," Abdullah said nodestly. He thought it was the thing npst
likely to inmpress these people. "I did indeed drop fromthe sky, nobl est
of nomads."

Unfortunately they did not seeminpressed. Most of them | aughed. Kabul
Agba, with a nod, sent two of themup the sand dune to examni ne
Abdul | ah's point of arrival. "So you can work nagic?" he said. "Do these
chai ns you wear have anything to do with that?"

"Certainly," said Abdullah. "Such a m ghty magician am| that the Sultan
of Zanzib hinself |oaded nme with chains for very fear of what | could
do. Only strike these chains apart and undo these handcuffs and you will
see great things." Qut of the corner of his eye he saw the two nen
returning, carrying the carpet between them He hoped very nuch that
this was a good thing to happen. "lron, as you know, inhibits a magician
in the use of magic," he said earnestly. "Feel free to strike it off ne
and see a new |life open before you."

The rest of the bandits | ooked at hi m dubiously. "W haven't got a cold
chisel," said one. "Or a nallet."

Kabul Agba turned to the two men with the carpet. "There was only this,"
they reported. "No sign of anything to ride. No tracks."

At this the chief bandit stroked his nmustache. Abdullah found hinmsel f
wondering if it ever got tangled with his nose ring. "Hm" he said.

"Then I'Il lay odds it's a magic carpet. I'll have it here." He turned
sneeringly to Abdullah. "Sorry to di sappoint you, magician," he said,
"but since you delivered yourself so conveniently in chains, |I'mgoing

to |l eave you that way and take charge of your carpet, just to prevent
accidents. If you really want to join us, you can nake yourself useful
first."”

Sonmewhat to his surprise, Abdullah found he was far nore angry than
frightened. Perhaps it was that he had exhausted all his fear that



morning in front of the Sultan. O perhaps it was just because he ached
all over. He was sore and scraped fromsliding down
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t he sand dune, and one of his ankle bands was chafing brutally. "But I
have told you," he said haughtily, "that | shall be no use to you unti
nmy chains are off."

"It is not magic we want fromyou. It is know edge,"” said Kabul Agba. He
beckoned to the man who had gone wading into the pool. "Tell us what
manner of thing this is,"” he said, "and we may |let your legs |oose as a
reward. "

The man who had been in the pool squatted down and held out a snoky bl ue
bottle with a rounded belly. Abdullah | evered hinself to his el bows and
| ooked at it resentfully. It seened to be new. There was a cl ean new
cork showi ng through the snoky gl ass of the neck, which had been seal ed
over with a stanped | ead seal, again newlooking. It |ooked like a
bottle of perfume that had lost its label. "It's quite light," said the
squatting man, shaking the bottle about, "and it neither rattles nor

sl oshes. "

Abdul | ah. t hought of a way he could use this to get hinmself unchai ned.
"It's a genie bottle," he said. "Know, denizens of the desert, that it
could be very dangerous. Do but take these chains fromne, and | will
control the genie within and nmake sure he obeys your every w sh.

O herwise | think no man should touch it."

The man hol ding the bottle dropped it nervously, but Kabul Agba only

| aughed and picked it up. "It | ooks nore |ike sonething good to drink,"
he said. He tossed the flask to another man. "Qpen it." The man laid
down his saber and got out a large knife, with which he hacked at the

| ead seal

Abdul | ah saw hi s chance of getting unchai ned goi ng. Wrse, he was about
to be exposed as a fraud. "It is really extrenmely dangerous, O rubies
anong robbers," he protested. "Once you have broken the seal, do not on
any account draw the cork." As he spoke, the man peel ed the seal away
and dropped it on the sand. He began prying the cork out, while another
man held the bottle steady for him "If you nust draw the cork,"
Abdul | ah babbl ed, "at least tap on the bottle the correct and nystica
nunber of times and make the genie inside swear-"

The cork came out. Pop. A thin mauvi sh vapor cane snoking
60

out of the neck of the flask. Abdullah hoped the thing was full of

poi son. But the vapor alnpbst instantly thickened to a cloud that cane
rushing out of the bottle like a kettle boiling bluish muve steam This
steam shaped itself into a face-large and angry and bl ue-and arns, and a
wi sp of body connected to the bottle, and went on rushing forth until it
was easily ten feet tall.

"I made a vow" the face howed, in a large, windy roar. "The one who
lets ne out shall suffer. Therel" The misty arns gestured.

The two men hol ding the cork and the bottle seened to wi nk out of
exi stence. Cork and bottle both fell to the ground, forcing the genie to



bill ow sideways fromthe neck of the bottle. Fromthe mdst of his blue
vapor, two |arge toads cane craw ing and seened to gaze around in
bewi | derment. The genie cane slowy and vaporously upright, hovering
above the bottle with his snoky arns folded and a | ook of utter hatred
on his msty face.

By this time everyone had run away except for Abdullah and Kabul Agba,
Abdul | ah because he could barely nove in his chains and Kabul Agba
because he was clearly unexpectedly brave. The genie glowered at the two
of them

"I amthe slave of the bottle," he said. "Much as | hate and detest the
whol e arrangenent, | have to tell you that he who owns me is all owed one
wi sh every day and | amforced to grant it." And he added nenaci ngly,
"What is your wi sh?"

"I wish-" began Abdull ah.

Kabul Agba qui ckly ramed his hand across Abdullah's nmouth. "I amthe
one wi shing," he said. "Get that quite clear, genie!"

"I hear," said the genie. "Wat w sh?"

"One monent," said Kabul Agba. He put his face close to Abdull ah's ear
H s breath snmelled even worse than his hand, although neither, Abdullah

had to adnmit, was a patch on Jamal's dog. "Well, mmgician," the bandit
whi spered, "you' ve proved you know what you're tal ki ng about. Advise ne
what to wish and 1'll nmake you a free man and an honored nenber of ny
band. But if you try to nmake a wi sh yourself, | kill you. Understand?"

He put the nmuzzle of
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his pistol to Abdullah's head and |l et go of his nouth. "Wat shall | w sh?"

"Well," said Abdullah, "the w sest and ki ndest wi sh would be to w sh
your two toads turned back into nmen."

Kabul Agba spared a surprised glance for the two toads. They were
crawl i ng uncertainly along the nuddy edge of the pool, obviously
wonderi ng whet her they could swmor not. "A waste of a wish," he said.
"Thi nk again."

Abdul | ah racked his brain for what m ght please a bandit chief nost.
"You could ask for limtless wealth, of course," he said, "but you would
then need to carry your noney, so perhaps you should first wish for a
team of sturdy canels. And you woul d need to defend this treasure.

Per haps your first wi sh should be for a supply of the fanmous weapons of
the north, or-"

"But which?" denmanded Kabul Agba. "Hurry. The genie is becom ng inpatient.'

This was true. The genie was not exactly tapping his foot, since he had
no feet to tap, but there was sonething about his |oom ng, |owering blue
face that suggested there would be two nore toads by the pool if he had
to wait much | onger.

A very short burst of thought was enough to convince Abdullah that his
situation, despite the chains, would be very much worse if he becane a
toad. "Why not wish for a feast?" he said | anely.



"That's better!" said Kabul Agba. He cl apped Abdull ah on the shoul der
and sprang up jovially. "I wish for a nost |avish feast," he said.

The geni e bowed, rather like a candle flane bending in a draft. "Done,"
he said sourly. "And nuch good may it do you." And he poured hinsel f
carefully back into his bottle again.

It was a very lavish feast. It arrived al nbost at once, with a dul
whoonpi ng noise, on a long table with a striped awning above it for
shade, and with it arrived liveried slaves to serve it. The rest of the
bandits rather quickly got over their fear and came racing back to

| ounge on cushions and eat delicate food from gol den di shes and to shout
at the slaves for nore, nore, nore! The servants were, Ab
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dul I ah found when he got a chance to talk to sone of them the slaves of
the Sultan of Zanzib hinmself, and the feast should have been the Sultan's.

This news made Abdullah feel just a little better. He spent the feast
still in chains, hitched up against a handy pal mtree. Though he had not
expected anything better from Kabul Agba, it was still hard. At |east
Kabul Agba renmenbered himfromtine to tinme and, with a lordly wave of
hi s hand, sent a slave over with a golden dish or a jug of w ne.

For there was plenty. Every so often there was another muffled whoonp
and a fresh course would arrive, carried by nore bew | dered sl aves, or
there woul d be what | ooked like the pick of the Sultan's wi ne cellar

| oaded onto a jeweled trolley, or an astoni shed group of mnusicians.
Whenever Kabul Agba sent a new slave over to Abdul |l ah, Abdull ah found
that slave only too ready to answer questions.

"In truth, noble captive of a desert king," one told him "the Sultan
was nost enraged when the first and second courses so nysteriously

di sappeared. On the third course, which is this roast peacock that |
carry, he placed a guard of nercenaries to escort us fromthe kitchen
but we were snatched from beside them even at the very door of the
banquet hall, and instantly found ourselves in this oasis instead."

The Sul tan, Abdull ah thought, nust be getting hungrier and hungrier

Later a troupe of dancing girls appeared, snatched in the same way. That
nmust have enraged the Sultan even nore. These dancers nade Abdul | ah

nel ancholy. He thought of Flower-in-the-N ght, who was tw ce as
beautiful as any of them and tears came into his eyes. As the jollity
around the table grew, the two toads sat in the shallow edge of the
pond, hooting mournfully. No doubt they felt at |east as bad about

t hi ngs as Abdul | ah did.

The nonent night fell, the slaves, the nusicians, and the dancing girls
al I vani shed, though what was left of the food and wi ne stayed. The
bandits by then had glutted thenmsel ves and then
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sated thensel ves again after that. Mst of themfell asleep where they
sat. But to Abdullah's dismay, Kabul Agba got up-a little unsteadily-and
collected the genie bottle fromunder the table. He made sure it was
corked. Then he staggered over to the magic carpet and | ay down on it



with the bottle in his hand. He fell asleep al npbst at once.

Abdul | ah sat against the palmtree in increasing anxiety. If the genie
had returned the stolen slaves to the palace in Zanzib-and it seened
likely that he had-then soneone was going to ask them angry questi ons.
They would all tell the same story of being forced to serve a band of
robbers, while a well-dressed young man in chains sat and watched from a
pal mtree. The Sultan would put two and two together. He was no fool
Even now a troop of soldiers could be setting out on fast racing canels
to hunt the desert for a certain small oasis.

But that was not the greatest of Abdullah's worries. He watched the
sl eepi ng Kabul Agba in even greater anxiety. He was about to | ose the
magi ¢ carpet and, of course, an extrenely useful genie with it.

Sure enough, after about half an hour Kabul Agba rolled over on to his
back and his nouth cane open. As no doubt Janal's dog had done, as
Abdul | ah hi nsel f must have done-but surely not so very | oudl y?-Kabu

Agba uttered an enornous rasping snore. The carpet quivered. Abdullah
saw it clearly in the light of the rising noon rise a foot or so from
the ground, where it hung and waited. Abdullah conjectured that it was
busy interpreting whatever dream Kabul Agba was having just then. What a
bandit chief m ght dream about Abdullah had no idea, but the carpet

knew. It soared into the air and began to fly.

Abdul | ah | ooked up as it glided over the pal mfronds above hi mand had
one last try at influencing it. "O nost unfortunate carpet!"” he called
out softly. "I would have treated you so rmuch nore kindly!"

Maybe the carpet heard him O maybe it was an accident. But sonething
roundi sh and faintly glinrering rolled off the edge of
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the carpet and dropped with a light thunk on the sand a few feet from
Abdul  ah. It was the génie bottle. Abdullah reached out, as quickly as
he coul d without too nuch rattling and jingling of his chains, and
dragged the bottle into hiding between his back and the pal mtree. Then
he sat and waited for nmorning, feeling decidedly nore hopef ul
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In which
Abdul | ah' s dreans continue to cone true

The nmonent the sun flushed the sand dunes with white-rosy |ight,
Abdul | ah wrenched the cork out of the genie's bottle. The vapor steaned
forth, becane a jet, and rushed upward into the blue-mauve shape of the
geni e, who | ooked, if possible, angrier than ever. "I said one wish a
day!" the wi ndy voi ce announced.

"Yes, well, this is a new day, O mauve nmagnificence, and | am your new
owner," said Abdullah. "And this wish is sinple. | w sh these chains of
m ne gone."

"Hardly worth wasting a wish on," the genie said contenptuously, and

dwi ndl ed rapidly away inside the bottle again. Abdullah was just about
to protest that though this wish mght seemtrivial to a genie, being
wi t hout chains was inmportant to hi mwhen he found hinself able to nove



freely, without rattling. He | ooked down and found the chai ns had vani shed.

He put the cork carefully back in the bottle and stood up. He was
horribly stiff. Before he could nove at all, he had to make hinself
think of fleet canels with soldiers on them speeding toward this oasis
and then of what woul d happen if the sleeping bandits woke to find him
standing there wi thout his chains. That got hi m nmovi ng.
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He hobbled like an old man toward the banquet table. There, very careful
not to disturb the various bandits who were asleep with their faces on
the cloth, he collected food and wapped it in a napkin. He took a flask
of wine and tied it and the genie bottle to his belt with two nore

napki ns. He took a last napkin to cover his head in case he got
sunstroke-travelers had told himthis was a real danger in the
desert-and then he set off, as swiftly as he could linp, out of the
oasi s and due north.

The stiffness wore off as he wal ked. Wl ki ng becane al nost pl easant

then, and for the first half of the norning Abdullah strode out with a
will, thinking of Flower-in-the-N ght and eating succul ent neat pies and
swigging fromthe wine flask as he wal ked. The second half of the
norni ng was not so good. The sun swung overhead. The sky becane gl aring
white, and everything shinmrered. Abdullah started to wish that he had
poured the wine away and filled the flask at the nmuddy pond instead.
Wne did nothing for thirst except make it worse. He wet the napkin wth
wine and laid it over the back of his neck, where it kept drying out far
too quickly. By midday he thought he was dying. The desert swayed about
before his eyes, and the glare hurt. He felt like a sort of human cinder

"It seens that Fate has decreed that | live through ny entire daydream
inreality!" he croaked.

Up till then he had thought he had inmagi ned his escape fromthe
vill ai nous Kabul Agba in masterly detail, but now he knew he had never
even conceived of how horrible it was to stagger in blaring heat, with
sweat running into his eyes. He had not inagined the way the sand
somehow got into everything, including his mouth. Nor had his daydream
allowed for the difficulty of steering by the sun when the sun was right
overhead. The tiny puddl e of shadow around his feet gave himno guide to
direction. He had to keep | ooking behind to check that his Iine of
footprints was straight. This worried himbecause it wasted tine.

In the end, wasted time or not, he was forced to stop and rest,
squatting in a dip in the sands where there was a small piece of shade.
He still felt Iike a piece of neat laid out on Jamal's charcoal grill.
He soaked the napkin in wine and spread it over his head and
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then watched it drip red bl obs on his best clothes. The only thing that
convi nced himhe was not going to die was that prophecy about

Fl ower-in-the-Night. If Fate had decreed that she was to marry him then
he had to survive because he had not yet married her. After that he

t hought of the prophecy about hinmself, witten down by his father. It
could have nore than one neaning. In fact, it could already have cone
true, for had he not risen above everyone in the land by flying on the
magi c carpet? O perhaps it did refer to a forty- foot stake.



This notion forced Abdullah to get up and wal k agai n.

The afternoon was worse still. Abdullah was young and fit, but the life
of a carpet nerchant does not include |long wal ks. He ached fromhis
heels to the top of his head-not forgetting his toes, which seened to
have worn raw. In addition, one of his boots turned out to rub where the
noney pocket was. His legs were so tired he could hardly nmove them But
he knew he had to put the horizon between hinself and the oasis before
the bandits started | ooking for himor the line of fleet canels
appeared. Since he was not sure how far it was to the horizon, he

sl ogged on.

By evening all that kept him going was the know edge that he woul d be
seei ng Flower-in-the-N ght tonmorrow. That was to be his next wish to the
genie. Apart fromthat, he vowed to give up drinking wi ne and swore
never to | ook at a grain of sand again.

When night fell, he toppled into a sandbank and sl ept.

At dawn his teeth were chattering and he was anxi ously wonderi ng about
frostbite. The desert was as cold by night as it was hot by day. Still
Abdul I ah knew his troubles were al nost over. He sat on the warner side
of the sandbank, |ooking east into the golden flush of dawn, and
refreshed hinself with the last of his food and afinal swig of the
hateful wine. Hi s teeth stopped chattering, though his nouth tasted as
if it belonged to Jamal's dog.

Now. Smiling in anticipation, Abdullah eased the cork out of the genie's
bottl e.

Qut gushed the nauve snoke and rolled upward into the genie's unfriendly
form "Wat are you grinning about?" asked the w ndy voice.
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"My wish, O anethyst anmong génies, of color nore beautiful than pansies
." Abdullah replied. "May violets scent your breath. | w sh you to
transport me to the side of ny bride-to-be, Flower-in-the-N ght."

"Ch, do you?" The genie folded his snoky arnms and turned hinmself to | ook
in all directions. This, to Abdullah's fascination, turned the part of
himthat was joined to the bottle into a neat corkscrew shape. "Were is
this young woman?" the genie said irritably when he was faci ng Abdul | ah
again. "l can't seemto |ocate her."

"She was carried off by a djinn fromher night garden in the Sultan's
pal ace in Zanzib," Abdull ah expl ai ned.

"That accounts for it," said the genie. "I can't grant your w sh. She's
nowhere on earth."
"Then she nmust be in the realmof the djinns,"” Abdullah said anxiously.
"Surely you, O purple prince anong géni es, nust know that realmlike the
back of your hand."

"That shows how little you know," the genie said. "A genie confined to a
bottle is debarred fromany of the spirit realnms. If that's where your
girl is, I can't take you there. | advise you to put the cork back in ny
bottle and be on your way. There's quite a large troop of canels coning
up fromthe south."”



Abdul | ah sprang to the top of the sandbank. Sure enough, there was the
line of fleet canels he had been dreadi ng, speeding toward himwth
snooth wal tzing strides. Though di stance made them visible only as

i ndi go shadows just then, he could tell fromthe outlines that the
riders were armed to the teeth.

"See?" said the genie, bellying upward to the same hei ght as Abdul | ah
"They mght mss finding you, but | doubt it." The idea clearly gave him
pl easure.

"You must grant me a different wi sh, quickly," said Abdullah

"Ch, no," said the genie. "One wish a day. You've already nade one."
"Certainly | did, O splendor of lilac vapors,” Abdullah agreed with the
speed of desperation, "but that was a wi sh you were unable to grant. And
the terms, as | clearly heard when you first stated
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them were that you were forced to grant your owner one wi sh a day. This
you have not yet done."

"Heaven preserve ne!" the genie said disgustedly. "The young nman is a
cof fee shop | awyer."

"Naturally | am" said Abdullah with sone heat. "I ama citizen of
Zanzi b, where every child learns to guard its rights, for it is certain
that no one else will guard them And | claimyou have not yet granted

me a wi sh today."

"A qui bble,"” the genie said, swaying gracefully opposite himw th fol ded
arnms. "One wi sh has been nade."

"But not granted," said Abdullah

"It is not ny fault if you choose to ask for things which are

i npossible,"” said the genie. "There are a mllion beautiful girls | can
take you to, instead. You can have a nmermaid if you fancy green hair. O
can't you sw nP"

The speeding line of canels was now a good deal nearer. Abdullah said
hurriedly, "Think, O puce pearl of magic, and soften your heart. Those
sol di ers approaching us will certainly seize your bottle fromme when
they reach us. If they take you back to the Sultan, he will force you to
do mighty deeds daily, bringing himarmes and weapons and conqueri ng
his enemies for him npbst exhaustingly. If they keep you for

t hensel ves-and they night, for not all soldiers are quite honest-you

wi Il be passed fromhand to hand and be made to grant nany w shes each
day, one for each of the squad. In either case, you will be working far
harder than you will work for me, who want only one small thing."

"\What el oquence!" said the genie. "Though you have a point. But have you
t hought, on the other hand, what opportunities the Sultan or his
soldiers will give me to work havoc?"

"Havoc?" asked Abdullah, with his eyes anxiously on the speeding canels.

"I never said ny wishes were supposed to do anyone any good," said the



genie. "In fact, | swore that they would al ways do as rmuch harm as
possi bl e. Those bandits, for instance, are now al
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on their way to prison or worse, for stealing the Sultan's feast. The
soldiers found themlate last night."

"You are causing worse havoc with ne for not granting me a wish!" said
Abdul I ah. "And unli ke the bandits, | do not deserve it."

"Regard yourself as unlucky," said the genie. "This will make two of us.
1 don't deserve to be shut in this bottle, either."

The riders were now near enough to see Abdullah. He could hear shouts in
t he di stance and see weapons being unslung. "G ve ne tonorrow s w sh,
then," he said urgently.
"That m ght be the solution,"”
surprise. "What w sh then?"

the genie agreed, rather to Abdullah's

"Transport me to the nearest person who can help nme find

Fl ower-in-the-Night," said Abdull ah, and he bounded down t he sandbank
and picked the bottle up. "Qickly," he added to the genie, now
bil | owi ng above him

The genie seenmed a little puzzled. "This is odd," he said. "My powers of
divination are usually excellent, but | can't make head or tail of this."

A bullet plowed into the sand not too far away. Abdullah ran, carrying
the genie like a vast stream ng mauve candle flame. "Just take ne to

t hat person!" he screaned

"I suppose |'d better,"
out of it."

said the genie. "Maybe you can make sone sense

The earth seemed to spin past under Abdullah's running feet. Shortly he
seened to be taking vast loping strides across |ands that were whirling
forward to meet him Though the conbined speed of his own feet and the
turning world nmade everything into a blur, except for the genie
streamng placidly out of the bottle in his hand, Abdullah knew that the
speeding canels were left behind in instants. He smled and | oped on

al nrost as placid as the genie, rejoicing in the cool wind. He seened to
lope for along tinme. Then it all stopped.

Abdul | ah stood in the niddle of a country road, getting his breath. This
new pl ace took a certain anpunt of getting used to. It was cool, only as
warm as Zanzib in springtime, and the light was different. Though the
sun was shining brightly froma blue sky, it
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put out a light that was | ower and bluer than Abdull ah was used to. This
may have been because there were so many very leafy trees lining the
road and casting shifting green shade over everything. O it nmay have
been due to the green, green grass growing on the verges. Abdullah |et
his eyes adjust and then | ooked around for the person who was supposed
to help himfind Fl ower-in-the-Ni ght.

Al he could see was what seemed to be an inn on a bend in the road, set



back among the trees. It struck Abdullah as a wetched place. It was
made of wood and white-painted plaster, |ike the poorest of poor
dwellings in Zanzib, and its owners only seened able to afford a roof
made of tightly packed grass. Soneone had tried to beautify the place by
planting red and yellow fl owers by the road. The inn sign, which was

swi nging on a post planted anpobng the flowers, was a bad artist's effort
to paint a lion.

Abdul | ah | ooked down at the genie's bottle, intending to put the cork
back into it now he had arrived. He was annoyed to find he seened to
have dropped the cork, either in the desert or on the journey. Ch, well,
he thought. He held the bottle up to his face. "Were is the person who
can help me find Flower-in-the-N ght?" he asked.

A wi sp of steam snmoked fromthe bottle, |ooking nuch bluer in the light
of this strange land. "Asleep on a bench in front of the Red Lion," the
wisp said irritably, and w thdrew back into the bottle. The genie's

hol | ow voice came frominside it. "He appeals to me. He shines with

di shonesty. "
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In which
Abdul | ah encounters an ol d sol di er

Abdul | ah wal ked toward the inn. Wen he got closer, he saw that there
was i ndeed a man dozing on one of the wooden settles that had been

pl aced outside the inn. There were tables there, too, suggesting that
the place al so served food. Abdullah slid into a settle behind one of
the tabl es and | ooked dubi ously across at the sleeping nan.

He | ooked like an outright ruffian. Even in Zanzib, or anong the
bandits, Abdullah had never seen such dishonest |lines as there were on
this man's tanned face. A big pack on the ground beside hi m nade
Abdul I ah think at first that he m ght be a tinker-except that he was
cl ean-shaven. The only other nmen Abdullah had seen wi thout beards or
nmust aches were the Sultan's northern nercenaries. It was possible this
man was a nercenary soldier. H's clothes did | ook |ike the broken-down
remai ns of sone kind of uniform and he wore his hair in a single
pigtail down his back in the way the Sultan's men did. This was a
fashion the nmen of Zanzib found quite disgusting, for it was runored
that the pigtail was never undone or washed. Looking at this man's
pigtail, draped over the back of the settle where he slept, Abdullah
could believe this. Neither it nor anything el se about the man was
clean. Al the same, he | ooked
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strong and heal t hy, although he was not young. His hair under its dirt
seenmed to be iron gray.

Abdul | ah hesitated to wake the fellow He did not |ook trustworthy. And
the genie had openly admtted that he granted wi shes in a way that would
cause havoc. This man may lead ne -to Flowerin-the-N ght, Abdullah
nmused, but he will certainly rob me on the way.

Wil e he hesitated, a worman in an apron canme to the inn doorway, perhaps
to see if there were custoners outside. Her clothes nade her into a
pl unmp hour gl ass shape which Abdul | ah found very foreign and di spl easi ng.



"Ch!" she said, when she saw Abdul | ah. "Were you waiting to be served,
sir? You should have banged on the table. That's what they all do around
here. What'l1l you have?"

She spoke in the sanme barbarous accent as the northern nercenaries. From
it Abdull ah concluded that he was now i n whatever country those nen cane
from He smiled at her. "\Wat are youoffering, Ojewel of the wayside?"
he asked her.

Evidently no one had ever called the woman a jewel before. She bl ushed

and sinmpered and twi sted her apron. "Well, there's bread and cheese

now, " she said. "But dinner's doing. If you care to wait half an hour

sir, you can have a good ganme pie with vegetables from our kitchen garden.™

Abdul | ah thought this sounded perfect, far better than he woul d have
expected fromany inn with a grass roof. "Then |I would nost gladly wait
hal f an hour, O flower anbng hostesses,"” he said.

She gave hi m anot her sinper. "And perhaps a drink while you wait, sir?"

"Certainly," said Abdullah, who was still very thirsty fromthe desert.
"Could | trouble you for a glass of sherbet-or, failing that, the juice
of any fruit?"

She | ooked worried. "Ch, sir, I-we don't go in nuch for fruit juice, and
| never heard of the other stuff. How about a nice nug of beer?"

"What is beer?" Abdullah asked cauti ously.

Thi s fl ummobxed t he wonman. l-well, I-it's, er-

The man on the other bench roused hinsel f and yawned. "Beer
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is the only proper drink for a man," he said. "Wonderful stuff."
Abdul | ah turned to | ook at himagain. He found hinself staring into a
pair of round linpid blue eyes, as honest as the day is long. There was
not a trace of dishonesty in the brown face now it was awake. "Brewed
frombarley and hops," added the nman. "Wile you' re here, landlady, I'lI
have a pint of it nyself."

The | andl ady' s expressi on changed conpletely. "I've told you already,"
she said, "that | want to see the color of your noney before | serve you
wi th anything."

The man was not offended. H s blue eyes met Abdullah's ruefully. Then he
si ghed and picked up a long white clay pipe fromthe settle beside him
whi ch he proceeded to fill and |ight.

"Shall it be beer then, sir?" the landl ady said, returning to her sinper
for Abdul | ah.

"I'f you would, lady of lavish hospitality," he said. "Bring nme sone, and
also bring a fitting quantity for this gentlenman here."
"Very well, sir," she said, and with a strongly di sapproving | ook at the
pi gtail ed man, she went back indoors.

"I call that very kind of you," the man said to Abdul |l ah. "Cone far



have you?"

"Afair way fromthe south, worshipful wanderer," Abdull ah answered
cautiously. He had not forgotten how di shonest the fellow had | ooked in
hi s sl eep.

"Fromforeign parts, eh? | thought you nust be, to get a sunburn |ike
that," the man observed. Abdullah was fairly sure the fell ow was fishing
for information, to see if he was worth robbing. He was therefore quite
surprised when the man seenmed to give up asking questions. "I'mnot from
these parts either, you know," he said, puffing |large clouds of snoke
from his barbarous pipe. "I'mfrom Strangia nyself. Ad soldier. Turned

| oose on the world with a bounty after Ingary beat us in the war. As you
saw, there's still a lot of prejudice here in Ingary about this uniform
of mine."

He said this into the face of the | andlady as she came back with two
gl asses of frothing brownish Iiquid. She did not speak to him She just
banged one gl ass down in front of himbefore she put the
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other carefully and politely in front of Abdullah. "Dinner in half an
hour, sir," she said as she went away.

"Cheers," said the soldier, lifting his glass. He drank deeply.

Abdul | ah was grateful to this old soldier. Thanks to him he now knew he
was in a country called Ingary. So he said, "Cheers," in return as he
dubiously lifted his own glass. It seemed to himlikely that the stuff
init had cone fromthe bl adder of a canel. Wen he sniffed it, the
snell did nothing to dispel that inpression. Only the fact that he was

still horribly thirsty led himto try it at all. He took a careful
mout hful . Well, it was wet.
"Wonderful, isn't it?" said the old soldier

"It is npst interesting, O captain of warriors,"” Abdullah said, trying
not to shudder.

"Funny you should call ne captain," said the soldier. "I wasn't, of
course. Never made it higher than corporal. Saw a |ot of fighting,

t hough, and | did have hopes of pronotion, but the eneny were all over
us before I got ny chance. Terrible battle it was, you know. W were

still on the march. No one expected the eneny to get there so soon. |
mean, it's all over now, and there's no point in crying over spilled
mlk; but I'lIl tell you straight the Ingarians didn't fight fair. Had a
coupl e of wizards nmaking sure they won. | nean, what can an ordi nary

soldier like me do against magi c? Nothing. Like me to show you a plan of
how t he battle went?"

Abdul | ah understood just where the genie's nmalice lay now This man who
was supposed to hel p himwas quite obviously a thundering bore. "I know
absolutely nothing of mlitary matters, O nobst valiant strategist," he
said firmy.

"No matter," the soldier said cheerfully. "You can take it fromme we
were absolutely routed. We ran. Ingary conquered us. Overran the whol e
country. Qur royal famly, bless them had to run, too, so they put the
King of Ingary's brother on the throne. There was some tal k of making



this prince legal by having himmarry our Princess Beatrice; but she'd
run with the rest of her famly-long life to her!-and she couldn't be
found. M nd you, the new prince
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wasn't all bad. Gave all the Strangian arnmy a bounty before he turned us
| oose. Like to know what |'m doing with ny noney?"

"If you wish to tell nme, bravest of veterans," Abdullah said, snothering
a yawn.

"I"mseeing Ingary," said the soldier. "Thought 1'd take a wal k through
the country that conquered us. Find out what it's |ike before | settle

down. It's a fair sum ny bounty. | can pay ny way as long as |'mcareful.”

"My felicitations,” Abdullah said.
"They paid half of it in gold," said the soldier
"I ndeed, " said Abdull ah.

It was a great relief to himthat a few local custoners arrived just
then. They were farm ng people nostly, wearing nmucky breeches and

out | andi sh snocks that rem nded Abdul | ah of his own nightshirt, along
with great clunping boots. Very cheerful they were, talking Ioudly of

t he hay crop-which they said was doi ng nicel y-and bashing on the tables
for beer. The landlady and a little twinkling |andlord, too, were kept
very busy running in and out with trays of gl asses because, fromthen
on, nore and nore people kept arriving. And-Abdullah did not know

whet her to be nore relieved, or annoyed, or anused-the soldier instantly
lost interest in Abdullah and began to talk earnestly to the new
arrivals. They did not seemto find himboring at all. Nor did it seem
to worry themthat he had been an eneny sol dier. One of them bought him
nore beer at once. As nore and nore people arrived, he becane ever nore
popul ar. Beer gl asses lined up beside him D nner was ordered for him
before 1 ong, while out of the crowd that surrounded the sol dier

Abdul | ah kept hearing things like "G eat battle. . . . Your w zards gave
them t he advantage, see . . . our cavalry . . . folded up our left wng

overran us on the hill . . . we infantry forced to run . . . went
on running like rabbits . . . not a bad sort . . . rounded us up and

paid us a bounty.

Meanwhi l e, the landlady came to Abdullah with a steam ng tray and nore
beer wi thout being asked. He was still so thirsty he was al nost gl ad of
the beer. And the dinner struck himas quite as delicious as the
Sultan's feast. For a while he was so busy attending to it
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that he lost track of the soldier. Wen he next |ooked, the soldier was

| eaning forward over his own enpty plate, blue eyes shining with earnest
ent husi asm whil e he noved gl asses and pl ates about on the table to show
his country listeners exactly where everything was in the Battle of
Strangia. After a while he ran out of glasses, forks, and plates. Since
he had already used the salt and the pepper for the King of Strangia and
his general, he had nothing left to use for the King of Ingary and his
brother or for their wi zards. But the soldier did not |let this bother
him He opened a pouch at his belt and took out two gold coins and a
nunber of silver ones, which he rang down on the table to stand for the



King of Ingary, his w zards, and his generals.

Abdul | ah coul d not help thinking this was extraordinarily silly of him
The two gol d pieces caused quite a bit of comment. Four |outish-1ooking
young nen at a nearby table turned around on their settles and began to
be extrenely interested. But the soldier was deep into explaining the
battle and quite unaware of it.

Finally, mpost of the folk around the soldier got up to go back to their
wor k. The soldier got up with them slung his pack on his shoul der, put
on his head the dirty soldier's hat which was tucked into the top flap
of his pack, and asked the way to the nearest town. While everyone was
loudly explaining the way to the soldier, Abdullah tried to catch the

| andl ady in order to pay his own bill. She was a little slowin com ng
By the time she was ready, the soldier was out of sight around the bend
in the road. Abdullah was not sorry. \Watever help the genie thought
this man could give, Abdullah felt he could do without it. He was gl ad
that Fate and he seened to see eye to eye for once.

Not being a fool like the soldier, Abdullah paid his bill with his
smal | est silver coin. Even that seemed to be big noney in these parts.
The I andl ady took it indoors in order to get change. Wile he was
waiting for her to come back, Abdullah could not hel p overhearing the
four loutish young men. They were holding a swift and significant

di scussi on.

"If we nip up the old bridle path," one said, "we can catch himin the
wood at the top of the hill."
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"Hide in the bushes,"” agreed the second, "on both sides of the road, so
we come at himtwo ways."

"Split the noney four ways," insisted the third. "He's got nore gold
than he showed, that's certain."

"We nmake sure he's dead first," said the fourth. "W don't want him
telling tales."

And "Right!" and "Right" and "Right then," the other three said, and
they got up and left as the | andl ady canme hurrying to Abdullah with a
doubl e handful of copper coins.

"I do hope this is the right change, sir. W don't get nuch southern
silver here, and | had to ask ny husband how nmuch it was worth. He says
it's one hundred of our coppers, and you owed us five, so-"

"Bl ess you, O cream of caterers and brewer of celestial beer," Abdullah
said hurriedly, and gave her one handful of the coins back instead of
the nice long chat she was obviously nmeaning to have with him Leaving
her staring, he set off as swiftly as he was able after the soldier. The
man m ght be a barefaced sponger and a thundering bore, but this did not
mean he deserved to be anbushed and nurdered for his gold.
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and bl oodshed

Abdul | ah found he could not go very fast. In the cooler climte of

I ngary, he had stiffened abom nably while he satstill, and his |egs
ached fromwal king all the day before. The noney container in his |eft
boot proved to have made a very severe blister on his left foot. He was
i npi ng before he had wal ked a hundred yards. Still, he was concerned
enough about the soldier to keep up the best pace he could. He |inped
past a nunber of cottages with grass roofs and then out beyond the

vill age, where the road was nmore open. There he could see the soldier in
t he di stance ahead, sauntering along toward a point where the road
clinmbed a hill covered with the dense leafy trees that seened to grow in
these parts. That woul d be where the |outish young men were setting
their ambush. Abdullah tried to linp faster

An irritable blue wisp came out of the bottle bouncing at his waist.
"Must you bunmp so?" it said.

"Yes," panted Abdullah. "The man you chose to help me needs ny help
instead. "

"Huh!" said the genie. "I understand you now. Nothing will stop you
taking a romantic view of life. You'll be wanting shining arnor for your
next wi sh."
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The sol dier was sauntering quite slowy. Abdullah closed the gap between
them and entered the wood not far behind. But the road here wound back
and forth anong the trees to make an easier clinb, so that Abdullah | ost
sight of the soldier fromthen on, until he linped around a final corner
and saw himonly a few yardsahead. That happened to be the very nonent
when the louts chose to nmake their attack

Two of them sprang from one side of the road upon the soldier's back
The two who junped fromthe other side rushed himfromin front. There
was a nonent or so of horrid drubbing and struggling. Abdull ah hastened
to hel p, though he hastened sonewhat hesitantly because he had never hit
anyone in his life.

Whi | e he approached, a whole set of miracles seemed to happen. The two
fellows on the soldier's back went sailing away in opposite directions,
to either side of the road, where one of themhit his head on a tree and
did not trouble anyone again, while the other collapsed in a spraw. O
the two facing the soldier, one received al nost at once an interesting

i njury, which he doubled up to contenplate. The other, to Abdullah's
consi der abl e astoni shment, rose into the air and actually, for a brief

i nstant, becane draped over the branch of a tree. Fromthere he fel

with a crash and went to sleep in the road.

At this point, the doubl ed-up young man undoubl ed hi nmsel f and went for
the soldier with a long, narrow knife. The soldier seized the wist of
the hand that held the knife. There was a nmonent of grunting deadl ock
whi ch Abdul | ah found he had every faith would soon be resolved in favor
of the soldier. He was just thinking that his concern about this soldier
had been compl etely unnecessary, when the fellow sprawl ed in the road
behi nd the sol di er suddenly unsprawl ed hinsel f and | unged at the
soldier's back with another long, thin knife.



Qui ckly Abdul I ah did what was needful. He stepped up and cl outed the
young man over the head with the genie bottle. "Quch!" cried the genie.
And the fell ow dropped like a fallen oak tree

At the sound the soldier swng around from apparently tying knots in the
ot her young man. Abdul | ah stepped back hurriedly. He
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did not like the speed with which the soldier turned or the way he held
his hands, with the fingers tightly together, Iike two blunt but

nmur der ous weapons.

"I heard themplanning to kill you, valiant veteran,"”
qui ckly, "and hurried to warn or help."

he expl ai ned

He found the soldier's eyes fixed on his, very blue but no | onger at al

i nnocent. In fact, they were eyes that woul d have counted as shrewd even
in the Bazaar at Zanzib. They seemed to sum Abdul |l ah up in every
possi bl e way. Luckily they seemed satisfied with what they saw. The
sol di er said, "Thanks, then," and turned to kick the head of the young
man he had been tying into knots. He stopped noving, too, nmaking the
full set.

"Per haps," suggested Abdul | ah, "we should report this to a constable."
"What for?" asked the soldier. He bent down and, to Abdullah's slight
surprise, made a swift and expert search of the pockets of the young man
whose head he had just kicked. The result of the search was quite a

| arge handful of coppers, which the soldier stowed in his own pouch

| ooki ng satisfied. "Rotten knife, though," he said, snapping it in two.
"Since you're here, why don't you search the one you cl obbered, while

do the other two? Yours |ooks worth a silver or so."”

"You mean," Abdull ah said doubtfully, "that the customof this country
permts us to rob the robbers?"
"It's no custom| ever heard of," the soldier said calmy, "but it's
what | aimto do all the sane. Wiy do you think I was so careful to
flash ny gold about at the inn? There's always a bad' un or so who thinks
a stupid old soldier worth rmugging. Nearly all of themcarry cash.”

He stepped across the road and began to search the young man who had
fallen out of the tree. After hesitating a nonment, Abdullah bent to the
unpl easi ng task of searching the one he had felled with the bottle. He
found himself revising his opinion of this soldier. Apart from anything
el se, a man who could confidently take on four attackers at once was
someone who was better as a friend than an eneny. And the pockets of the
unconsci ous youth did indeed con
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tain three pieces of silver. There was also the knife. Abdullah tried
breaking it on the road as the soldier had done with the other knife.

"Ah, no," said the soldier. "That one's a good knife. You hang on to it."

"Truthfully I have had no experience," Abdullah said, holding it out to
the soldier. "I ama man of peace.”



"Then you won't get far in Ingary," said the soldier. "Keep it, and use
it for cutting your nmeat if you'd rather. |I've got six nore knives
better than that in nmy pack, all off different ruffians. Keep the
silver, too-though fromthe way you didn't get interested when | tal ked
of my gold, |I guess you're quite well off, aren't you?"

Truly a shrewd and observant man, Abdull ah thought, pocketing the
silver. "I amnot so well off that | could not do with nore," he said
prudently. Then, feeling that he was entering properly into the spirit
of things, he renmoved the young man's bootlaces and used themto tie the
genie bottle nore securely to his belt. The young nan stirred and
groaned as he did so.

"Waki ng up. We'd best be off," said the soldier. "They'll twist it
around to we attacked them when they wake up. And seeing this is their
village and we're both foreigners, they're the ones who' |l get believed.
I"mgoing to cut off across the hills. If you'll take ny advice, you'l
do |ikew se."

"I would, nost gentle fighting nman, feel honored if | could acconpany
you, " Abdul | ah sai d.

"I don't mnd," said the soldier. "It'll make a change to have conpany
don't have to lie to." He picked up his pack and his hat-both of which
he seemed to have had tine to stowtidily behind a tree before the
fighting began-and led the way into the woods.

They clinmbed steadily anpbng the trees for sone tine. The sol di er nmade
Abdul | ah feel woefully unfit. He strode as lightly and easily as if the
way were downhill. Abdullah linped after. His left foot felt raw

At length the soldier stopped and waited for himin an upland dell.
"That fancy boot hurting you?" he asked. "Sit on that rock and take it
of f." He unslung his pack as he spoke. "I've got sonme kind of
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unusual first-aid kit in here," he said. "Picked it up on the
battlefield, | think. Found it somewhere in Strangia, anyway."

Abdul | ah sat down and wrestled off his boot. The relief it gave himto
have it off was quickly cancel ed when he | ooked at his foot. It was raw
The sol dier grunted and sl apped some kind of white dressing on it, which
clung without needing to be tied on. Abdull ah yel ped. Then bli ssful

cool ness spread fromthe dressing. "Is this sonme kind of magi c?" he asked.
"Probably," the soldier said. "I think those Ingary w zards gave these
packs to their whole arny. Put the boot on. You'll be able to wal k now.

W' ve got to be far away before those boys' dads start |ooking for us on
hor seback. "

Abdul | ah trod cautiously into his boot. The dressing nmust have been
magi c. His foot seened as good as new. He was al nost able to keep up
with the soldier-which was just as well, for the soldier marched onward
and upward until Abdullah felt they had gone as far as he had wal ked in
the desert yesterday. Fromtinme to time Abdullah could not help glancing
nervously behind in case horses were now pursuing them He told hinself
it made a change fromcanels, although it would be nice not to have
someone chasing himfor once. Thinking about it, he saw that even in the
Bazaar his father's first wife's relatives had been pursuing himever



since his father died. He was annoyed with hinmself for not having seen
this before.

Meanwhi | e, they had clinbed so high that the wood was giving way to wiry
shrubs anong rocks. As evening drew on, they were wal ki ng sinply anong
rocks, somewhere near the top of a range of nountains, where only a few
smal |, strong-snelling bushes grew, clinging to crevices. This was

anot her sort of desert, Abdullah thought, while the soldier |ed the way
al ong a narrow sort of ravine between high rocks. It did not |ook like a
pl ace where there was any chance of finding supper

Sone way along the ravine the sol dier stopped and took off his pack
"Take care of this for a nmonent," he said. "There | ooks to be a cave of
sorts up the cliff this side. I'lIl pop up and see if it's a good pl ace
to spend the night."
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There did seemto be a dark opening in the rocks some way above their
heads when Abdul |l ah wearily | ooked up. He did not fancy sleeping in it.
It |ooked cold and hard. But it was probabl ybetter than just |ying down
on the rock, he thought, as he ruefully watched the soldier swing easily
up the cliff and arrive at the hole.

There was a noise like a mad netal pulley wheel

Abdul | ah saw the soldier reel back fromthe cave with one hand cl apped
to his face and alnost fall backward down the cliff. He saved hinself
somehow and cane sliding and cursing down the rocks in a storm of rubble.

"WIld animal in there!" he gasped. "Let's nove on." He was bl eeding
quite badly fromeight |ong scratches. Four of themstarted on his
forehead, crossed his hand, and went on down his cheek to his chin. The
other four had torn his sleeve open and scored his armfromwist to

el bow It looked as if he had got his hand to his face only just in tine
to avoid losing an eye. He was so shaken that Abdullah had to pick up
his hat and his pack and gui de himon down the ravine-which he did
rather hurriedly. Any aninmal that could get the better of this soldier
was an ani mal Abdullah did not want to neet.

The ravi ne ended after another hundred yards. And it ended in the
perfect canping place. They were now on the other side of thenountains
with a wide view over the |ands beyond, all golden and green and hazy in
the westering sun. The ravine stopped in a broad floor of rock sloping
gently up to what was al nost another cave, where the rocks above hung
over the slanting floor. Better still, there was a small stony stream
babbl i ng down the nmountain just beyond.

Perfect though this was, Abdullah had no wi sh to stop anywhere so near
that wild animal in the cave. But the soldier insisted. The scratches
were hurting him He threw hinmself down on the sloping rock and fetched
out some kind of salve fromthe wizardly first-aid kit. "Light a fire,"
he said as he sneared the stuff on his wounds. "WIld aninals are scared
of fire."

Abdul | ah gave in and scranbl ed about, tearing up strong-snelling shrubs
to burn. An eagle or sonething had nested in the crags
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above | ong ago. The ol d nest gave Abdullah arm oads of twigs and quite a
few dry branches, so that he soon had quite a stack of firewood. When
the soldier had finished snmearing hinself with the salve, he brought out
a tinderbox and lit a small fire hal fway down the sloping rock. It
crackl ed and | eaped nost cheerfully. The snoke, smelling rather like the
i ncense Abdull ah used to burn in his booth, drifted out fromthe end of
the ravine and spread agai nst the begi nnings of a glorious sunset. I|f
this really scared the beast in the cave off, Abdullah thought, it would
be al nbst perfect here. Only al nost perfect, because of course, there
was nothing to eat for mles. Abdullah sighed.

The sol di er produced a nmetal can fromhis pack. "Like to fill that with
water? Unl ess," he said, eyeing the genie bottle tied to Abdullah's
belt, "you' ve got sonething stronger in that flask of yours."

"Alas, no," Abdullah said. "It is nerely an heirl oomrare fogged gl ass
from Singispat-which | carry for sentinmental reasons."” He had no
intention of letting someone as di shonest as the sol di er know about the
geni e.

"Pity," said the soldier. "Fetch us water then, and I'Il get on with
cooki ng us sone supper."

This made the place al nost nearly perfect. Abdullah went |eaping down to
the streamwith a will. Wen he canme back, he found the soldier had
brought out a saucepan and was enptyi ng packets of dried meat and dried
peas into it. He added the water and a couple of mysterious cubes and
set it to boil on the fire. In a remarkably short tine it had turned
into a thick stew And snelled delicious.

"More wi zard's stuff?" Abdull ah asked as the soldier shared half the
stew onto a tin plate and passed it to him

"I think so," said the soldier. "I picked it up off the battlefield." He
took the saucepan to eat from hinmself and found a couple of spoons. They
sat eating conpanionably with the fire crackling between them while the
sky turned slowy pink and crinson and gold, and the |ands bel ow becane
blue. "Not used to roughing it, are you?" the soldier remarked. "Good

cl ot hes, fancy boots, you
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have, but they've seen a bit of wear and tear lately by the | ooks of
them And by your tal k and your sunburn, you conme fromquite a way south
of Ingary, don't you?"

"Al'l that is true, O npst acutely observant canpaigner," Abdullah said
cagily. "And of you all | knowis that you come from Strangia and are
nost oddly proceeding through this |and, encouragi ng persons to rob you
by flourishing the coins of your bounty-"

"Bounty be dammed!" the soldier interrupted angrily. "Not one penny did
| get fromeither Strangia or Ingary! | sweated ny guts out in those
wars-we all did-and at the end of it they say, 'Right, lads, that's it,
it's peacetime now' and turn us all out to starve. So | say to nyself,
'"Ri ght indeed! Soneone owes ne for all the work 1've done, and | reckon
it's the folk of Ingary! They were the ones who brought w zards in and
cheated their way to victory!' So | set off to earn ny bounty off them
the way you saw ne doing it today. You may call it a scamif you like,
but you saw nme; you judge ne. | only take noney off those who up and try



to rob ne!"

"I ndeed, the word scam never crossed ny |lips, virtuous veteran,"
Abdul | ah said sincerely. "I call it mpst ingenious, and a plan that few
but you coul d succeed in."

The sol di er seenmed soothed by this. He stared rum natively out at the
bl ue di stance below. "All that down there," he said, "that's Kingsbury
Pl ain. That should yield ne a nort of gold. Do you know, when | started
out fromStrangia, all | had was a silver threepenny bit and a brass
button | used to pretend was a soverei gn?"

"Then your profit has been great," said Abdull ah
"And it'll be greater yet," the soldier prom sed. He set the saucepan
neatly aside and fished two appl es out of his pack. He gave one to
Abdul | ah and ate the other hinmself, lying stretched on his back, staring
out at the slowy darkening | and. Abdullah assuned he was cal cul ating
the gold he would earn fromit. He was surprised when the soldier said,
"I always did |l ove the evening canp. Take a | ook at that sunset now.

G orious!”

It was indeed glorious. O ouds had come up fromthe south and had spread
like a ruby | andscape across the sky. Abdul |l ah saw ranges of purple
mount ai ns flushed wine red in one part; a snoking
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orange rift like the heart of a volcano; a cal mrosy | ake. Qut beyond,
| aid against an infinity of gol d-blue sky-sea, were islands, reefs,
bays, and pronontories. It was as if they were | ooking at the seacoast

of heaven or the |l and that | ooks westward to Paradi se.

"And that cloud there," the soldier said, pointing. "Doesn't that one
| ook just like a castle?"

It did. It stood on a high headl and above a sky-|agoon, a marvel of

sl ender gold, ruby, and indigo turrets. A glinpse of golden sky through
the tallest tower was |like a window. It rem nded Abdul |l ah poignantly of
the cloud he had seen above the Sultan's pal ace while he was being
dragged of f to the dungeon. Though it was not in the | east the sane
shape, it brought back his sorrows to himso forcefully that he cried out.
"O Fl ower-in-the-N ght, where are you?"
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I n which

a wld anim

causes Abdul | ah

to waste a w sh

The sol dier turned on his el bow and stared at Abdul | ah. "Wat's that
supposed to nean?" "Nothing," said Abdullah, "except that my life has

been full of disappointments."”

"Tell," said the soldier. "Unburden. | told you about me, after all."



"You woul d never believe ne," said Abdullah. "My sorrows surpass even
yours, nost murderous nusketeer."

"Try me," said the soldier

Sonehow it was not hard to tell, what with the sunset and the m sery

t hat sunset brought surging up in Abdullah. So, as the castle slowy
spread and dissolved into sandbars in the sky-lagoon and the whol e
sunset faded gently to purple, to brown, and finally to three dark red
streaks like the healing claw marks on the soldier's face, Abdullah told
the soldier his story. O at any rate, he told the gist of it. He did
not, of course, tell anything so personal as his own daydreans or the
unconfortabl e way they had of coming true lately, and he was very
careful to say nothing at all about the genie. He did not trust the

sol dier not to take the bottle and vanish with it during the night, and
he was helped in this editing of the facts by a
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strong suspicion that the soldier had not told his whole story, either.
The end of the story was quite difficult to tell with the genie left

out, but Abdullah thought he managed rather well. He gave the inpression
he had escaped fromhis chains and fromthe bandits nmore or |ess by

wi | | power al one, and then that he had wal ked all the way north to Ingary.

"Hmm " said the soldier when Abdul | ah had done. Misingly he put nore
spi cy bushes on the fire, which was now the only light left. "Quite a
life. But I rmust say it nmakes up for a good deal, being fated to marry a
princess. It's sonmething | always had a fancy to do nyself-marry a nice
qui et princess with a bit of a kingdomand a kindly nature. Bit of a
daydream of mine, really."

Abdul | ah found he had a splendid idea. "It is quite possible you can,”
he said quietly. "The day | met you | was granted a dreamta vision-in
whi ch a smoky angel the col or of |avender came to me and poi nted you out
to nme, O cleverest of crusaders, as you slept on a bench outside an inn
He said that you could aid ne powerfully in finding Flower-in-the-N ght.
And if you did, said the angel, your reward would be that you would
marry anot her princess yourself." This was-or woul d be-al nost perfectly
true, Abdullah told hinself. He had only to nake the correct wish to the
genie tomorrow. O rather, the day after tonorrow, he rem nded hinmsel f,
since the genie had forced himto use tonorrow s wi sh today. "WIIl you
hel p ne?" he asked, watching the soldier's firelit face rather

anxi ously. "For this great reward."

The sol di er seenmed neither eager nor di smayed. He considered. "Not sure
quite what | could do to help," he said at last. "I'mnot an expert on
djinns, for a start. We don't seemto get themthis far north. You'd
need to ask some of these damm Ingary w zards what djinns do with
princesses when they steal them The w zards would know. | could help
you squeeze the facts out of one, if you like. It would be a pl easure.
But as for a princess, they don't grow on trees, you know. The nearest
one nust be the King of Ingary's daughter, way off in Kingsbury. If
she's what your snoky angel friend had in mnd, then | guess you and
me'd better wal k down that way and
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see. The king's tame w zards nostly |live down that way, too, so they



tell me, so it seens to fit in. That idea suit you?"
"Excellently well, mlitary friend of nmy bosom " said Abdul |l ah

"Then that's settled, but | don't pronise anything, mnd," said the
soldier. He fetched two bl ankets out of his pack and suggested that they
build up the fire and settle down to sleep

Abdul | ah unhitched the genie bottle fromhis belt and put it carefully
on the smooth rock beside himon the other side fromthe soldier. Then
he wrapped hinself in the bl anket and settled down for what proved to be
rather a disturbed night. The rock was hard. And though he was not hi ng
like as cold as he had been yesterday night in the desert, the danper
air of Ingary made him shiver just as nmuch. In addition, the nonent he
cl osed his eyes he found he became obsessed with the wild beast in the
cave up the ravine. He kept imagining he could hear it prowing around
the canp. Once or twice he opened his eyes and even thought he saw
somet hi ng nmoving just beyond the light fromthe fire. He sat up each
time and threw nmore wood on the fire, whereupon the flames flared up and
showed himthat nothing was there. It was a long time before he fel
properly asleep. Wien he did, he had a hellish dream

He dreaned that around dawn a djinn cane and sat on his chest. He opened
his eyes to tell it to go away and found it was not a djinn at all, but
the beast fromthe cave. It stood with its two vast front paws planted
on his chest, glaring down at himwith eyes that were |ike bluish | anps
in the velvety blackness of its coat. As far as Abdullah could tell, it
was a denon in the form of a huge bl ack panther

He sat up with a yell

Natural |y nothing was there. Dawn was just breaking. The fire was a
cherry smudge in the grayness of everything, and the soldier was a

dar ker gray hunp, snoring gently on the other side of the fire. Behind
himthe ower |lands were white with mst. Warily Abdul | ah put anot her
bush on the fire and fell asleep again.

He was woken by the wi ndy roaring of the genie.

"Stop this thing! Get it OFF ne!"

Abdul | ah | eaped up. The sol dier |eaped up. It was broad
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daylight. There was no m staking what they both saw. A small black cat
was crouching by the genie bottle, just beside the place where
Abdul | ah' s head had been. The cat was either very curious or convinced
there was food in the bottle, for it had its nose delicately but firnmy
in the neck of the flask. Around its neat black head the genie was
gushing out in ten or twelve distorted blue wi sps, and the w sps kept
turning into hands or faces and then turning back to snoke again.

"Help me!" he yelled in chorus. "It's trying to eat me or sonething!"

The cat ignored the genie entirely. It just went on behaving as if there
were a nost enticing snell in the bottle.

In Zanzib everyone hated cats. People thought of themas very little
better than the rats and mice they ate. If a cat cane near you, you



kicked it, and you drowned any kittens you could |lay hands on
Accordingly Abdullah ran at the cat, aimng a flying kick at it as
heran. "Shoo!" he yelled. "Scat!"

The cat jumped. Somehow it avoi ded Abdullah's lashing foot and fled to
the top of the overhanging rock, where it spat at himand glared. It was
not deaf then, Abdullah thought, staring up into its eyes. They were
bl ui sh. So that was what had sat on himin the night! He picked up a
stone and drew back his armto throwit.

"Don't do that!" said the soldier. "Poor little animal!"

The cat did not wait for Abdullah to throw the stone. It shot out of
sight. "There is nothing poor about that beast," he said. "You nust
realize, gentle gunman, that the creature nearly took your eye out | ast
ni ght."

"I know," the soldier said mildly. "It was only defending itself, poor
thing. Is that a genie in that flask of yours? Your smoky blue friend?"

A traveler with a carpet for sale had once told Abdullah that nost
people in the north were unaccountably sentinmental about animals.
Abdul | ah shrugged and turned sourly to the genie bottle, where the genie
had vani shed wi thout a word of thanks. This would have to happen! Now he
woul d have to watch the bottle Iike a hawk. "Yes," he said.
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"I thought it might be," said the soldier. "I've heard tell of genies.
Conme and look at this, will you?" He stooped and picked up his hat, very
carefully, smling in a strange, tender way.

There seened definitely to be something wong with the soldier this
morning, as if his brains had softened in the night. Abdull ah wondered
if it was those scratches, although they had al nost vani shed by now.
Abdul | ah went over to hi m anxi ously.

Instantly the cat was standing on the overhangi ng rock again, naking
that iron pulley noise, anger and worry in every line of its small black
body. Abdullah ignored it and | ooked into the soldier's hat. Round bl ue
eyes stared at himout of its greasy interior. Alittle pink nouth

hi ssed defiance as the tiny black kitten inside scranbled to the back of
the hat, whipping its mnute bottle brush of a tail for bal ance.

"Isn't it sweet?" the soldier said besottedly.

Abdul | ah gl anced at the wauling cat on top of the rock. He froze, and
| ooked again carefully. The thing was huge. A mghty black panther stood
there, baring its big white fangs at him

"These ani mal s nust belong to a witch, courageous conpanion," he said

shaki | y.

"If they did, then the witch nust be dead or sonething," the soldier
said. "You saw them They were living wild in that cave. That nother cat
nmust have carried her kitten all the way here in the night. Marvel ous,
isn"t it? She nmust have known we'd help her!" He | ooked up at the huge
beast snarling on the rock and did not seemto notice the size of it.
"Come on down, sweet thing!" he said wheedlingly. "You know we won't
hurt you or your kitten."



The not her beast | aunched herself fromthe rock. Abdullah gave a
strangl ed scream dodged, and sat down heavily. The great bl ack body
hurtl ed past above himand to his surprise, the soldier started to

| augh. Abdul | ah | ooked up indignantly to find that the beast had becone
a small black cat again, and was nost affectionately wal ki ng about on
the soldier's broad shoul der and rubbi ng herself on his face.

"Ch, you're a wonder, little Mdnight!" The sol di er chuckl ed.
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"You know I' Il take care of your Whippersnapper for you, don't you?
That's right. You purr!"

Abdul | ah got up disgustedly and turned his back on this |love feast. The
saucepan had been cl eaned out very thoroughly in the night. The tin

pl ate was burni shed. He went and washed both, meaningly, in the stream
hopi ng the sol di er woul d soon forget these dangerous nmgi cal beasts and
begi n thi nki ng about breakfast.

But when the soldier finally put the hat down and tenderly plucked the
nmot her cat off his shoulder, it was breakfast for cats that he thought
about. "They'll need mlk," he said, "and a nice plate of fresh fish.
Get that genie of yours to fetch them sone.™

A jet of blue-mauve spurted fromthe neck of the bottle and spread into
a sketch of the genie's irritated face. "Ch, no," said the genie. "One
wish a day is all | give, and he had today's wi sh yesterday. Go and fi sh
in the stream'

The sol di er advanced on the genie angrily. "There won't be any fish this
high in the mountain," he said. "And that little Mdnight is starving,
and she's got her kitten to feed."

"Too bad!" said the genie. "And don't you try to threaten ne, soldier
Men have becone toads for |ess.”

The soldier was certainly a brave man-or a very foolish one, Abdullah
t hought. "You do that to ne, and I'll break your bottle, whatever shape
I"'min!" he shouted. "I'mnot wanting a wi sh fornyself."

"I prefer people to be selfish,"” the genie retorted. "So you want to be
a toad?"

Furt her bl ue snoke gushed out of the bottle and forned into arns naking
gestures that Abdullah was afraid he recogni zed. "No, no, stop,

i mpl ore you, O sapphire anong spirits!"™ he said hastily. "Let the
sol di er al one, and consent, as a great favor, to grant ne another w sh a
day in advance, that the animals mght be fed."

"Do you want to be a toad, too?" the genie inquired.

"If it is witten in the prophecy that Flower-in-the-N ght shall marry a
toad, then make me a toad," Abdullah said piously. "But first fetch mlk
and fish, great genie."
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The genie swirled nmoodily. "Bother the prophecy! | can't go against



that. Al right. You can have your wi sh, provided you | eave ne in peace
for the next two days."

Abdul | ah sighed. It was a dreadful waste of a wish. "Very well."

A crock of milk and an oval plate with a salnmon on it plunked down on
the rock by his feet. The genie gave Abdull ah a | ook of huge dislike and
sucked hinmsel f back inside the bottle.

"Great work!" said the soldier, and proceeded to nmake a | arge pot her
over poaching salmon in mlk and maki ng sure there were no bones the cat
m ght choke on

The cat, Abdullah noticed, had all this while been peacefully licking at
her kitten in the hat. She did not seemto know the genie was there. But
she knew about the salnon all right. As soon as it started cooking, she
left her kitten and wound herself around the soldier, thin and urgent
and new ng. "Soon, soon, ny black darling!" the soldier said.

Abdul | ah coul d only suppose that the cat's magic and the genie's were so
different that they were unable to perceive each other. The one good
thing he could see about the situation was that there was plenty of
salmon and mlk for the two humans as well. Wile the cat daintily

guzzl ed, and her kitten | apped, and sneezed, and did his amateur best to
drink salnon-flavored mlk, the soldier and Abdul | ah feasted on porridge
made with m |k and roast sal non steak

After such a breakfast Abdullah felt kinder toward the whole world. He
told himself that the genie could not have made a better choice of
conpanion for himthan this soldier. The genie was not so bad. And he
woul d surely be seeing Flower-in-the-N ght soon now. He was thinking
that the Sultan and Kabul Agba were not such bad fellows either when he
di scovered, to his outrage, that the soldier intended to take the cat
and her kitten along with themto Kingsbury.

"But, nost benevol ent bonbardi er and considerate cuirassier," he
protested, "what wll becone of your scheme to earn your bounty? You
cannot rob robbers with a kitten in your hat!"
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"I reckon I won't need to do any of that now you've prom sed ne a
princess," the soldier answered calmy. "And no one could | eave M dni ght
and VWi ppersnapper to starve on this nountain. That's cruel!"

Abdul | ah knew he had lost this argunent. He sourly tied the genie bottle
to his belt and vowed never to prom se the soldier anything el se. The
sol di er repacked his pack, scattered the fire, and gently picked up his
hat with the kitten in it. He set off downhill beside the stream
whistling to Mdnight as if she were a dog.

M dni ght, however, had other ideas. As Abdullah set off after the

sol dier, she stood in his way, staring neaningly up at him Abdullah
took no notice and tried to edge past her. And she was pronptly huge
again. A black panther, if possible even |arger than before, was barring
his way and snarling. He stopped, frankly terrified. And the beast

| eaped at him He was too frightened even to scream He shut his eyes
and waited to have his throat torn out. So nmuch for Fate and propheci es!

A softness touched his throat instead. Small, firmfeet hit his



shoul der, and anot her set of such feet pricked his chest. Abdullah
opened his eyes to find that M dnight was back to cat size and clinging
to the front of his jacket. The green-blue eyes | ooking up into his
said, "Carry me. O else."

"Very well, form dable feline," Abdullah said. "But take care not to
snag any nore of the enbroidery on this jacket. This was once ny best
suit. And pl ease renmenber that | carry you under strong protest. | do

not | ove cats."

M dni ght cal My scranbled her way to Abdullah's shoul der, where she sat
snugly bal anci ng whil e Abdul | ah pl odded and slithered his way down the
mountain for the rest of that day.
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I n which
the I aw catches up with Abdull ah and t he sol dier

By eveni ng Abdul |l ah was al nost used to M dnight. Unlike Jamal's dog, she
snel led extrenely cl ean, and she was clearly an excellent nother. The
only tines she dismounted from Abdul |l ah were to feed her kitten. If it
had not been for her alarmng habit of turning huge at hi mwhen he
annoyed her, Abdullah felt he could come to tolerate her in time. The
kitten, he conceded, was charmng. It played with the end of the
soldier's pigtail and tried to chase butterflies-in a wobbly way-when
they stopped for lunch. The rest of the day it spent in the front of the
soldier's jacket, peeping eagerly forth at the grass and the trees and
at the fern-lined waterfalls they passed on their way to the plains. But
Abdul | ah was entirely disgusted at the fuss the sol di er nade about his
new pets when they stopped for the night. They decided to stay in the
inn they came to in the first valley, and here the sol dier decreed that
his cats were to have the best of everything. The innkeeper and his w fe
shared Abdul | ah' s opi nion. They were |unpish folk who had, it seened,
been put in a bad nood anyway by the nysterious theft of a crock of mlk
and a whol e sal non that norning. They ran about w th dour disapproval,
fetching just the right shape of basket and a soft pillowto put init.
They
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hurried grimy with cream and chicken liver and fish. They grudgingly
produced certain herbs which, the soldier declared, prevented canker in
the ears. They stormly sent out for other herbs which were supposed to
cure a cat of worns. But they were downright incredul ous when they were
asked to heat water for a bath because the sol di er suspected that

VWi pper snapper had picked up a flea.

Abdul | ah found hinmself forced to negotiate. "O prince and princess of
publicans,” he said, "bear with the eccentricity of nmy excellent friend.
When he says a bath, he means, of course, a bath for hinself and for ne.
We are both sonewhat travel-stained and woul d wel cone cl ean hot
water-for which we will, of course, pay whatever extra is necessary."

"What ? Me? Bat h?" the soldier said when the i nnkeeper and his w fe had
stunped off to put big kettles to boil

"Yes. You," said Abdullah. "Or you and your cats and | part comnpany this
very evening. The dog of ny friend Jamal in Zanzib was scarcely |ess



ripe to the nose than you, O unwashed warrior, and Wi ppersnapper, fleas
or not, is a good deal cleaner."

"But what about my princess and your sultan's daughter if you | eave?"
asked the sol dier.

"I shall think of sonething," said Abdullah. "But | should prefer it if
you got into a bath and, if you wi sh, took VWi ppersnapper into it with
you. That was ny aimin asking for it."

"I't weakens you-having baths," the soldier said dubiously. "But |
suppose | could wash M dnight as well while I'mat it."

"Pray use both cats as sponges if it pleases you, infatuated

i nfantryman,” Abdul | ah said, and went off to revel in his own bath. In
Zanzi b peopl e bathed a | ot because the climte was so hot. Abdullah was
used to visiting the public baths at |east every other day, and he was
m ssing that. Even Janal went to the baths once a week, and it was
runored that he took his dog into the water with him The sol dier
Abdul | ah t hought, beconi ng soothed by the hot water, was really no nore
besotted with his cats than Jamal was with his dog. He hoped that Jamal
and his dog had managed to escape and, if they had, that they were not
at this nmonent suffering hardships in the desert.
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The soldier did not appear any weaker for his bath, although his skin
had turned a nuch paler brown. Mdnight, it seemed, had fled at the nere
sight of water, but Wi ppersnapper, so the soldier clained, had | oved
every nmoment. "He played with the soap bubbl es!” he said dotingly.

"I hope you think you're worth all this trouble," Abdullah said to

M dni ght as she sat on his bed delicately cleaning herself after her
cream and chi cken. M dnight turned and gave hima round-eyed scor nful
| ook-of course she was worth it!-before she went back to the serious
busi ness of washi ng her ears.

The bill, next norning, was enornous. Mst of the extra charge was for
hot water, but cushions, baskets, and herbs figured quite largely on the
list, too. Abdullah paid, shuddering, and anxiously inquired how far it
was to Kingsbury.

Si x days, he was told, if a person went on foot.

Si x days! Abdull ah nearly groaned al oud. Six days at this rate of
expense, and he would barely be able to afford to keep Fl ower-int heN ght
in the state of direst poverty when he found her. And he had to | ook
forward to six days of the soldier's making this sort of fuss about the
cats, before they could collar a wi zard and even start trying to find
her. No, Abdullah thought. H's next wish to the genie would be to have
themall transported to Kingsbury. That meant he I'llwould only have to
endure two nore days.

Conforted by this thought, Abdullah strode off down the road with

M dni ght serenely riding his shoulders and the genie bottle bobbing at
his side. The sun shone. The greenness of the countryside was a pl easure
to himafter the desert. Abdullah even began to appreciate the houses
with their grass roofs. They had delightful ranbling gardens and many of
them had roses or other flowers trained around their doors. The sol dier
told himthat grass roofs were the customhere. It was called thatch



and it did, the soldier assured him keep out the rain, though Abdull ah
found this very hard to believe.

Bef ore | ong Abdul | ah was deep in anot her daydream of hinself and
Fl ower-in-the-Night living in a cottage with a grass roof and roses
around the door. He would nake her such a garden that it
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woul d be the envy of all for mles around. He began to plan the garden

Unfortunately, toward the end of the norning, his daydream was
interrupted by increasing spots of rain. Mdnight hated it. She
conpl ained loudly in Abdullah's ear

"Button her in your jacket," said the soldier

"Not |, adorer of animals," Abdullah said. "She |oves me no nore than
| ove her. She woul d doubtl ess seize the chance to nake grooves in ny
chest."

The sol di er handed his hat to Abdull ah with Wi ppersnapper init,
carefully covered w th an uncl ean handkerchi ef, and buttoned M dni ght
into his own jacket. They went on for half a nile. By then the rain was
pouring down.

The geni e draped a ragged blue wi sp over the side of his bottle. "Can't
you do something about all this water that's getting in on ne?"

VWhi pper snapper was saying much the sane at the top of his small, squeaky
voi ce. Abdul | ah pushed wet hair out of his eyes and felt harassed.

"We'll have to find somewhere to shelter,"” said the soldier

Luckily there was an inn around the next corner but one. They squel ched
thankfully into its taproom where Abdullah was pleased to discover that
its grass roof was keeping the rain out very well.

Here the soldier, in the way Abdull ah was getting used to, demanded a
private parlor with a fire, so that the cats could be confortable, and
lunch for all four of the party. Abdullah, in the way that he was al so
getting used to, wondered how rmuch the bill would be this tinme, although
he had to admit the fire was very welcome. He stood in front of it and
dripped, with a glass of beer-in this particular inn the beer tasted as
if it had come froma canel that was rather unwell-while they waited for
[ unch. M dni ght washed the kitten dry, then herself. The soldier
stretched his boots to the fire and et them steam while the genie
bottle stood in the hearth and al so steaned faintly. Even the genie did
not conpl ai n.

They heard horses outside. This was not unusual. Mst people in Ingary
travel ed on horseback if they could. Nor was it surprising
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that the riders seened to be stopping at the inn. They nust be wet, too.
Abdul | ah was just thinking that he should firmy have asked the genie to
provi de horses instead of m |k and sal nron yesterday when he heard the
hor senen shouting at the innkeeper outside the parlor w ndow.



"Two men-a Strangi an soldier and a dark chap in a fancy suit-wanted for
assault and robbery-have you seen thenP"

Before the riders had finished shouting, the soldier was over by the
parl or window, with his back to the wall so that he could | ook sideways
t hrough the wi ndow wit hout bei ng seen, and somehow he had his pack in
one hand and his hat in the other.

"Four of them" he said. "They're constables, by the uniform"”

Al'l Abdull ah could think to do was stand gapi ng in di smay, thinking that
this was what canme of fussing for cat baskets and bat hwater and giving

i nnkeepers reason to renmenber you. And demanding private parlors, he

t hought, as he heard the voice of this innkeeper in the distance saying
smarnmi |y that yes, indeed, both fellows were here, in the small parlor

The soldier held out his hat to Abdullah. "Put Wi ppersnapper in here.
Then pick up M dnight and be ready to get out of the w ndow as soon as
they cone into the inn."

Wi pper snapper had chosen that nmonent to go exploring under an oak
settle. Abdullah dived after him As he backed out on his knees with the
kitten squirming in his hand, he could hear distant boots clunping into
the taproom The sol dier was undoing the |latch on the w ndow. Abdullah
dr opped Wi ppersnapper into his outstretched hat and turned around for

M dni ght. And saw the genie bottle warning on the hearth. M dnight was
up on a high shelf across the room This was hopel ess. The boots were
now much nearer, tranping toward the parlor door. The sol dier was
bangi ng at the w ndow, which seened to be stuck

Abdul | ah snatched up the genie bottle. "Conme here, Mdnight!" he said,
and ran toward the wi ndow, where he collided with the sol dier backi ng away.

"Stand clear," said the soldier. "Thing's stuck. Have to kick it."

As Abdul | ah staggered aside, the parlor door was flung open
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and three large men in uniform plunged into the room At the sane
instant the soldier's boot net the window frane with a bang. The
casenent burst open, and the soldier went scranbling out over the sill
The three nen shouted. Two nade for the w ndow, and one dived for
Abdul I ah. Abdul | ah overturned the oak settle in front of all of them and
then sprinted for the wi ndow, where he hurdled the sill out into the
drenching rain w thout pausing to think

Then he remenbered M dnight. He turned back

She was huge again, |arger than he had ever seen her, looming like a
great black shadow in the space bel ow the wi ndow, wi th her i mense white
fangs bared at the three nen. They were falling over one another to get
away backward through the door. Abdullah turned and ran after the
soldier, gratefully. He was pelting toward the far corner of the inn

The fourth constable, who was outside holding the horses, started to run
after them then realized that this was stupid and ran back to the
horses, which scattered away fromhimas he ran at them As Abdullah
bounded after the soldier through a sopping kitchen garden, he could
hear the shouting of all four constables as they tried to catch their

hor ses.



The sol dier was an expert at escapes. He found a way fromthe vegetable
garden into an orchard and fromthere a gate into a wide field, al

wi t hout wasting an instant. A wood stood across the field in the

di stance like a prom se of safety, veiled in rain.

"Did you get M dnight?" gasped the soldier as they trotted through the
soaki ng grass of the field.

"No," said Abdullah. He had no breath to explain.
"What ?" exclainmed the soldier. He stopped and swung around.

At that noment the four horses, each with a constable in the saddle,
cane junping over the orchard hedge into the field. The soldier swore
violently. He and Abdullah both sprinted for the wood. By the time they
reached its bushy outskirts, the horsemen were well over hal fway across
the field. Abdullah and the soldier crashed through the bushes and

| eaped onward i nto open woodl and, where, to Abdullah's amazenent, the
ground was thick with thousands upon thousands of bright blue flowers,
growing like a carpet into far blue distance.
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"What . . . these flowers?" he panted.
"Bl uebells," said the soldier. "If you ve lost Mdnight, I'Il kill you."

"I haven't. She'll find us. She grew. Told you. Magic," Abdullah gasped.

The sol di er had never seen this trick of Mdnight's. He did not believe
Abdul l ah. "Run faster," he said. "W'll have to circle back and coll ect
her."

They rushed forward, crunching bluebells, suffused with the strange wld
scent of them Abdullah could have believed, but for the gray, pouring
rain and the shouts of the constables, that he was running over the
floor of heaven. He was rapidly back in his daydream When he nmade his
garden for the cottage he would share with Fl ower-in-the-N ght, he would
have bluebells in it by the thousand, |ike these. But this did not blind
himto the fact that they were leaving a tranpled trail of broken white
stens and snapped-off flowers as they ran. Nor did it deafen himto the
cracking of twigs as the constabl es shoved their horses into the wood
behi nd t hem

"This is hopeless!" said the soldier. "Get that genie of yours to nake
the constables | ose us."

"Point out . . . sapphire of soldiers ... no wish . . . day after
tomorrow, " Abdul | ah pant ed.

"He can give you one in advance again," said the soldier

Blue steamfluttered angrily fromthe bottle in Abdullah's hand. "I gave
you your |l ast wish only on condition you left ne alone," said the genie.
"All 1 ask is to be left to sorrow alone in ny bottle. And do you | et

me? No. At the first sign of trouble, you start wailing for extra
wi shes. Doesn't anyone consi der me around here?"

"Enmergency ... O hyacinth . . . bluebell anong bottled spirits,"”



Abdul | ah puffed. "Transport us ... far off-"

"Ch, no, you don't!" said the soldier. "You don't wi sh us far off
wi t hout M dni ght. Have hi m nake us invisible until we find her."

"Bl ue jade of génies-" gasped Abdul |l ah

"If there's one thing | hate," interrupted the genie, bellying forth in
a lavender cloud, "nore than this rain and bei ng pestered
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for wishes in advance all the time, it's being coaxed for w shes in
flowery | anguage. If you want a w sh, talk straight."

"Take us to Kingsbury," puffed Abdullah

"Mbke those fellows |ose us," the soldier said at the sane nonent.

They gl ared at each other as they ran.

"Make up your minds," said the genie. He folded his arms and streaned
contenmptuously out behind them "It's all one to me what you choose to
wast e another wish on. Just let ne remind you that it will be your | ast
one for two days."

"I"'mnot |eaving Mdnight," said the soldier

"If we are ... waste a wish," panted Abdull ah, "then should
usefully . . . foolish fortune hunter . . . forward our . . . quest
Ki ngsbury. "

"Then you can go without ne," said the soldier
"The horsenen are only fifty feet away," remarked the genie.

They | ooked over their shoul ders and di scovered this was quite true.
Abdul | ah hurriedly gave in. "Then make them unable to see us," he panted.

"Have us unseen until M dnight finds us," added the soldier. "I know she
will. She's that clever."”

Abdul | ah had a glinpse of an evil grin spreading on the genie's snoky
face and of snoky arns nmaking certain gestures.

There foll owed a wet and gl uey strangeness. The world suddenly distorted
around Abdul | ah and grew vast and bl ue and green and out of focus. He
craw ed, in a slow and toil some crouch, anmong what seened to be giant

bl uebel | s, placi ng each huge and warty hand with extreme care because,
for sone reason, he could not | ook downward-only up and across. It was
such hard work that he wanted to stop and crouch where he was, but the
ground was shaking nost terribly. He could feel sone gigantic creatures
galloping toward him so he crawled on frantically. Even so, he barely
got out of their way in tine. A huge hoof, as big as a round tower, with
nmetal underneath it, came smashing down just beside himas he craw ed.
Abdul | ah was so frightened by it that he froze and could
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not nmove. He could tell that the enornous creatures had stopped, too,



quite close. There were | oud, annoyed sounds that he could not hear
properly. These went on for some tinme. Then the smashing of hooves began
again, and went on for some time, too, tranpling this way and that,

al ways rather near, until, after what seemed nobst of the day, the
creatures seenmed to give up |looking for himand went crashing and
squel chi ng away.
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In which
Abdul | ah

chal | enges Fate

Abdul | ah crouched for a while | onger, but when the creatures did not
cone back, he began crawling again, in a vague, vain way, hoping to

di scover what had happened to him He knew sonet hi ng had happened, but
he did not seemto have much of a brain to think wth.

While he crawl ed, the rain stopped. He was rather sad about that, since

it was wonderfully refreshing to the skin. On the other hand- A fly
circled in a shaft of sunlight and cane to sit on a bluebell Ieaf

near by. Abdul | ah pronptly shot out a | ong tongue, whipped up that fly,

and swallowed it. Very nice! he thought. Then he thought: But flies are
uncl ean! More troubl ed than ever, he crawl ed around anot her bl uebell clunp.

And there was anot her one just |ike hinmself.

It was brown and squat and warty, and its yellow eyes were at the top of
its head. As soon as it saw him it opened its wide, lipless nouth in a
bray of horror and began to swell up. Abdullah did not wait to see nore.
He turned and crawl ed off as fast as his distorted | egs could take him

He knew what he was now. He was a toad. The malicious genie had fixed

t hi ngs so that he would be a toad
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until M dnight found him Wen she did, he was fairly sure she woul d eat
hi m

He craw ed under the nearest overarching bluebell |eaves and hid

About an hour later the bluebell |eaves parted to let through a nonster
bl ack paw. It seened interested in Abdullah. It kept its claws sheathed
and patted at him Abdullah was so horrified that he tried to hop away
backwar d

VWher eupon he found hinself |lying on his back anong the bl uebells.

He blinked up at the trees first, trying to adjust to the way he
suddenly had thoughts in his head again. Some of those thoughts were
unpl easant ones, about two bandits crawing beside an oasis pool in the
shape of toads and about eating a fly and being nearly trodden on by a
horse. Then he | ooked around and found the sol di er crouchi ng near by,

| ooki ng as bewi | dered as Abdullah felt. H s pack was beside him and
beyond that, Wi ppersnapper was naking determned efforts to clinb out
of the soldier's hat. The genie bottle stood smugly beside the hat.

The genie was outside the bottle in a small wisp like the flanme of a



spirit lanp, with his snmoky arns propped on the neck of the bottle.
"Enj oy yourselves?" he asked jeeringly. "I got you there, didn't 1°?
That' Il teach you to pester ne for extra wi shes!"

M dni ght had been extrenely alarmed by their sudden transformation. She
was in a small angry arch, spitting at both of them

The sol dier stretched out his hand to her and nmade soot hi ng noi ses. "You
frighten Mdnight again like that,"” he told the genie, "and I'l| break
your bottle!"

"You said that before," retorted the genie, "and you couldn't, worse
[uck. The bottle's enchanted."

"Then I'Il make sure his next wish is that you turn into a toad," the
sol dier said, jerking his thunb at Abdul |l ah

The geni e shot Abdullah a wary | ook at this. Abdullah said nothing, but
he saw it was a good idea and m ght keep the genie in order. He sighed.
One way and anot her, he just could not seemto stop wasting w shes.
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They picked thensel ves and their bel ongi ngs up and resuned their
journey. But they went much nore cautiously. They kept to the small est

| anes and footpaths they could find, and that night, instead of going to
an inn, they canped in an old enpty barn. Here M dni ght suddenly | ooked
alert and interested and shortly slipped away into the shadowy corners.
After a while she came trotting back with a dead nobuse, which she laid
carefully in the soldier's hat for Wi ppersnapper. Wi ppersnapper was
not very sure what to do with it. In the end he decided it was the kind
of toy you leaped on fiercely and killed. Mdnight prow ed of f again.
Abdul | ah heard the small sounds of her hunting npost of the night.

In spite of this, the soldier worried about feeding the cats. Next
norni ng he wanted Abdullah to go to the nearest farm and buy mlKk.

"You do it if you want it," Abdullah said curtly.

And sonehow he found hinself on the way to the farmwith a can fromthe
sol dier's pack on one side of his belt and the genie bottle bunping at
t he ot her.

Exactly the sane thing happened the next two nornings, too, with the
smal |l difference that they slept under haystacks both those nights and
Abdul | ah bought a beautiful fresh | oaf one norning and sone eggs on the
next. On the way back to the haystack that third morning he tried to
work out just why he was feeling increasingly bad-tenpered and put-upon

It was not just that he was stiff and tired and danmp all the time. It
was not just that he seened to spend such a lot of time running errands
for the soldier's cats, though that had something to do with it. Some of
it was Mdnight's fault. Abdullah knew he ought to be grateful to her
for defending themfromthe constables. He was grateful, but he stil

did not get on with Mdnight. She rode his shoul der disdainfully every
day and contrived to make it quite clear that as far as she was
concerned, Abdullah was only a sort of horse. It was a bit hard to take
froma nere aninal.

Abdul | ah brooded on this and other matters all that day, while he



tranped country lanes with M dnight draped el egantly around his neck and
the soldier trudging cheerfully ahead. It was not that
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he did not like cats. He was used to them now. Sonetines he

f oundWhi pper snapper al nost as sweet as the soldier did. No, his bad
hunor had nmuch nore to do with the way the soldier and the genie between
t hem kept contriving to postpone his search for Flower-in-the-Night. If
he was not careful, Abdullah could see hinmself tranmping country | anes
for the rest of his life, without ever getting to Kingsbury at all. And
when he did get there, he still had to locate a wi zard. No, it would not
do.

That night they found the remains of a stone tower to canp in. This was
much better than a haystack. They could light a fire and eat hot food
fromthe soldier's packets and Abdul l ah could get warm and dry at |ast.
Hs spirits rose

The sol dier was cheerful, too. He sat |eaning against the stone wall
wi t h Wi ppersnapper asleep in his hat beside himand gazed out at the
sunset. "I've been thinking," he said. "You get a wish fromyour msty
blue friend tomorrow, don't you? You know the nmpbst practical wi sh you
coul d make? You should wi sh for that magi c carpet back. Then we coul d
really get on."

"It would be just as easy to w sh ourselves straight to Kingsbury,
intelligent infantryman," Abdullah pointed out-a little sullenly, if the
truth be told.

"Ah, yes, but |'ve got that genie's neasure now, and | know he'd ness
that wish up if he possibly could,"” the soldier said. "My point is, you
know how to work that carpet, and you could get us there with much | ess
trouble and a wish in hand for emergencies."

This was sound sense. Neverthel ess, Abdullah only grunted. This was
because the way the soldier put his advice had made Abdul | ah suddenly
see things a whole new way. O course, the soldier had got the genie's
nmeasure. The soldier was like that. He was an expert in getting other
people to do what he wanted. The only creature that could make the
sol di er do sonething he did not want was M dni ght, and M dni ght did

t hi ngs she did not want only when Wi ppersnapper wanted sonet hi ng. That
put the kitten right at the top of the pecking order. A kitten! thought
Abdul | ah. And since the soldier had the genie's nmeasure, and the genie
was very definitely on top of Abdullah, that put Abdullah right down at
the bottom No
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wonder he had been feeling so put-upon! It did not nake him feel any
better to realize that things had been exactly the sane way with his
father's first wife's relations.

So Abdul l ah only grunted, which in Zanzib woul d have counted as shocki ng
rudeness, but the soldier was quite unaware of it. He pointed cheerfully
at the sky. "Lovely sunset again. Look, there's another castle.”

The soldier was right. There was a glory of yellow |l akes in the sky, and
i sl ands and pronontories, and one |ong indigo headl and of cloud with a
frowning square cloud like a fortress on it. "It is not the sane as the



other castle,"” Abdullah said. He felt it was tine he asserted hinself.
"OfF course not. You never get the sanme cloud tw ce," said the soldier

Abdul | ah contrived to be the first one awake the next norning. Dawn was
still flaring across the sky when he sprang up, seized the genie bottle,
and took it sonme distance away fromthe ruins where their canp was.
"Cenie," he said. "Appear."

A flutter of steam appeared at the nouth of the bottle, grudging and
ghostly. "Wat's this?" it said. "Were's all the talk about jewels and
flowers and so forth?"

"You told nme you did not like it. | have discontinued it," said
Abdul | ah. "1 have now beconme a realist. The wish | want to nmake is in
accordance with nmy new outl ook."

"Ah," said the wisp of genie. "You're going to ask for the magi c carpet
back. "

"Not at all," said Abdullah. This so surprised the genie that he rose
right out of the bottle and regarded Abdullah with w de eyes, which in

t he dawnl i ght | ooked solid and shiny and al nost |ike human eyes. "I

shal | explain," said Abdullah. "Thus. Fate is clearly determned to
delay nmy search for Flower-in-the-Night. This is in spite of the fact
that Fate has al so decreed that | shall marry her. Any attenpt | nake to
go agai nst Fate causes you to make sure that ny w sh does no good to
anyone and usually al so ensures that | get pursued by persons on canels
or horses. O else the soldier causes nme to waste a wi sh. Since | am
tired both of your malice and of the
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soldier's; so continually getting his own way, | have decided to
chal l enge Fate instead. | intend to waste every w sh deliberately from
now on.. Fate will then be forced to take a hand, or el se the prophecy
concerning Flower-in-the-Night will never be fulfilled."

"Yoiu're being childish," said the genie. "O heroic. O possibly nad."

"No>-realistic," said Abdullah. "Furthernmore, | shall challenge you by
vvasting the wishes in a way that m ght do good somewhere to sonetone.”

The geni e | ooked decidedly sarcastic at this. "And what is your w sh
today? Hones for orphans? Sight for the blind? O do you sinply Vivant
all the money in the world taken away fromthe rich and given to the poor?"

"I was thinking," said Abdullah, "that |I mght wish that those two
bandi ts whom you transformed into toads should be restored to their own
shape. "

A |l cook of malicious glee spread over the genie's face. "You might do
worse. | could grant you that one with pleasure."

"What is the drawback to that w sh?" asked Abdull ah

"Ch, not nuch," said the genie. "Sinply that the Sultan's soldiers are

canped in that oasis at the noment. The Sultan is convinced that you are
still somewhere in the desert. His nen are quartering the entire region
for you, but I'msure they will spare a nmonment for two bandits, if only



to show the Sultan how zeal ous they are.™

Abdl ul I ah considered this. "And who else is in the desert who m ght bee
in danger fromthe Sultan's search?"

The geni e | ooked sideways at him "You are anxi ous to waste a wi sh,
aren't you? Nobody much there except a few carpet weavers and a prophet
or so-and Janmal and his dog, of course."

"Ah," said Abdullah. "Then | waste this wish on Janmal and his dog. |

wi sh that Jamal and his dog both be instantly transported to a life of
ease and prosperity as-let nme see-yes, as pal ace cook and guard dog in
t he nearest royal pal ace apart from Zanzib."

"You make it very difficult,"”
wi sh to go wong."

the genie said pathetically, "for that
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"Such was ny aim" said Abdullah. "If | could discover how to rmake none
of your wi shes go wong, it would be a great relief."

"There is one wish you could make to do that," said the genie.

He sounded rather wistful, fromwhich Abdullah realized what he neant.
The genie wanted to be free of the enchantnment that bound himto the
bottle. It would be easy enough to waste a w sh that way, Abdullah
reflected, but only if he could count on the genie's being grateful
enough to help himfind Flower-in-the-N ght afterward. Wth this genie,
that was nost unlikely. And if he freed the genie, then he would have to
gi ve up challenging Fate. "I shall think about that wi sh for later," he
said. "My wish today is for Jamal and his dog. Are they now safe?"
"Yes," the genie said sulkily. Fromthe | ook on his snoky face as it
vani shed inside the bottle, Abdullah had an uneasy feeling that he had
somehow contrived to make this wi sh go wong, too, but of course, there
was no way to tell.

Abdul | ah turned around to find the soldier watching him He had no idea
how much the sol di er had overheard, but he got ready for an argunent.

But all the soldier said was "Don't quite follow your logic in al
that," before suggesting that they walk on until they found a farm where
t hey coul d buy breakfast.

Abdul | ah shoul dered M dni ght again, and they trudged off. Al that day
t hey wandered deep | anes again. Though there was no sign of any
constabl es, they did not seemto be getting any nearer to Kingsbury. In
fact, when the soldier inquired froma man digging a ditch how far it
was to Kingsbury, he was told it was four days' walKk.

Fate! thought Abdull ah.
The next norning he went around to the other side of the haystack where
they had sl ept and wi shed that the two toads in the oasis should now

becone nen.

The geni e was very annoyed. "You heard nme say that the first person who
opened ny bottle would beconme a toad! Do you want ne to undo ny good work?"



"Yes," said Abdul | ah.
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"Regardl ess of the fact that the Sultan's nen are still there and will
certainly hang then?" asked the genie.

"I think," said Abdul | ah, renenbering his experiences as a toad, "that
they woul d rather be nmen even so."

"Ch, very well then!" the genie said angrily. "You realize nmy revenge is
in ruins, don't you? But what do you care? I'"'mjust a daily wish in a
bottle to you!"
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Whi ch tells how the magic
carpet reappeared

Once again Abdull ah turned around to find the sol dier watching him but
this time the soldier said nothing at all. Abdullah was fairly sure he
was sinply biding his tine.

That day, as they trudged onward, the ground clinbed. The |ush green
| anes gave way to sandy tracks bordered with bushes that were dry and
spiny. The soldier remarked cheerfully that they seened to be getting
somewhere different at last. Abdullah only grunted. He was determn ned
not to give the soldier an opening.

By nightfall they were high on an open heath, |ooking over a new stretch
of the plain. A faint pinple on the horizon was, the soldier said, stil
very cheerful, certainly Kingsbury. As they settled down to canp, he

i nvited Abdul | ah, even nore cheerfully, to see how charm ngly

VWi pper snapper was playing with the buckles on his pack

"Doubt | ess,"” said Abdullah. "It charns ne even less than a lunp on the
skyline that may be Kingsbury."

There was anot her huge red sunset. \Wile they ate supper, the soldier
pointed it out to Abdullah and drew his attention to a large red

castl e-shaped cloud. "lIsn't that beautiful ?" he said.

"It is only a cloud,"” said Abdullah. "It has no artistic merit."
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"Friend," said the soldier, "I think you are letting that genie get to
you. "

"How so?" said Abdul | ah.

The soldier pointed with his spoon to the distant dark humrock agai nst
the sunset. "See there?" he said. "Kingsbury. Now, | have a hunch, and
thi nk you do, too, that things are going to start novi ng when we get
there. But we don't seemto get there. Don't think | can't see your
point of view You're a young fellow, disappointed in |ove, inpatient;
naturally you think Fate's against you. Take it fromne, Fate doesn't
care either way nost of the time. The genie's not on anyone's side any
nore than Fate is."



"How do you make that out?" asked Abdull ah

"Because he hates everyone,"” said the soldier. "Maybe it's his

nat ure-though | daresay being shut in a bottle doesn't help any. But
don't forget that whatever his feelings, he's always got to grant you a
wi sh. Why make it hard for yourself just to spite the genie? Wiy not
make t he nost useful w sh you can, get what you want out of it, and put
up with whatever he does to send it wong? |'ve been thinking this

t hrough, and it seenms to ne that whatever that genie does to send it
wrong, your best wish is still to ask for that magi c carpet back."

Wil e the sol dier was speaking, M dnight-to Abdullah's great
surprise-clinbed to Abdull ah's knees and rubbed herself against his
face, purring. Abdullah had to admt he was flattered. He had been
letting Mdnight get to himas well as the genie and the soldier-not to
speak of Fate. "If | wish for the carpet,” he said, "I amprepared to
bet that the mi sfortunes the genie sends with it will far outweigh its
usef ul ness. "

"You bet, do you?" said the soldier. "I never resist a bet. Bet you a
gold piece the carpet will be nore use than trouble."

"Done," said Abdul l ah. "And now you have your own way again. It
perpl exes ne, my friend, that you never rose to command that arny of
yours."

"Me, too," said the soldier. "I'd have nade a good general ."

Next nmorning they woke into a thick mst. Everywhere was white and wet,
and it was inpossible to see beyond the nearest
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bushes. M dni ght coil ed agai nst Abdul |l ah, shivering. The genie's bottle,
when Abdul l ah put it down in front of them had a distinctly sul ky | ook

"Cone out," said Abdullah. "I need to make a wi sh."

"I can grant it quite as well fromin here,
hollowly. "I don't like this danp."

the genie retorted

"Very well," said Abdullah. "I wi sh for my magi c carpet back again."
"Done," said the genie. "And let that teach you to make silly bets!"

For a while Abdull ah | ooked up and around expectantly, but nothing
seened to happen. Then M dnight sprang to her feet. Wi ppersnapper's
face came out of the soldier's pack, ears cocked sideways to the south.
When Abdul | ah gazed that way, he thought he could just hear a slight
whi spering, which could have been the wi nd or somnething nmoving through
the mst. Shortly the mist swirled-and swirled harder. The gray obl ong
of the carpet slid into sight overhead and glided to the ground beside
Abdul | ah.

It had a passenger. Curled up on the carpet, peacefully asleep, was a
villainous man with a | arge mustache. His beak of a nose was pressed
into the carpet, but Abdullah could just see the gold ring in it, half
hi dden by the nustache and a dirty drape of headcloth. One of the nman's
hands cl utched a silver-nmounted pistol. There was no question that this



was Kabul Agba agai n.
"I think | win the bet," Abdul |l ah mur nured.

Even that murnmur-or maybe the chilliness of the mst-set the bandit
stirring and nmuttering fretfully. The soldier put his finger to his |ips
and shook his head. Abdullah nodded. If he had been on his own, he would
have been wondering what on earth to do now, but with the soldier there
he felt alnost equal to Kabul Agba. As quietly as he could, he nade a
gentl e snoring noi se and whi spered to the carpet, "Cone out from
underneath that man and hover in front of ne."

Ri ppl es ran down the edge of the carpet. Abdullah could see it was
trying to obey. It gave a strong wiggle, but Kabul Agba's weight was
evidently just too much to allowit to slide out from
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under him So it tried another way. It rose an inch into the air, and
bef ore Abdull ah realized what it intended to do, it had darted out from
under the sleeping bandit.

"No!" said Abdullah, but he said it too | ate. Kabul Agba thunped down on
to the ground and woke. He sat up, waving his pistol and howing in a
strange | anguage.

In an alert, leisurely sort of way, the soldier picked up the hovering
carpet and wapped it around Kabul Agba's head. "Get his pistol," he
sai d, holding the struggling bandit in both brawny arns.

Abdul | ah plunged to one knee and grasped the strong hand wavi ng the
pistol. It was a very strong hand. Abdullah could do not hi ng about
taki ng the pistol away. He could only hang on and go crashing to and fro
as the hand tried to shake himoff. Beside himthe soldier was al so
crashing to and fro. Kabul Agba seenmed quite amazingly strong. Abdull ah
as he was battered about, tried to take hold of one of the bandit's
fingers and uncurl it fromaround the pistol. But at this Kabul Agba
roared and rose upward, and Abdullah was flung off backward with the

car pet sonmehow wrapped around himinstead of around Kabul Agba. The
sol di er hung on. He hung on even though Kabul Agba went on rising
upward, roaring now like the sky falling, and the soldier fromgripping
hi maround the arnms went to gripping himaround the waist and then
around the top of the legs. Kabul Agba shouted as if his voice were the
thunder itself and rose up bigger yet, until both his |legs were too big
to hold at once, and the soldier slid down until he was grimy clutching
one of them just below its vast knee. That leg tried to kick the

sol dier |l oose and fail ed. Wereupon Kabul Agba spread enornous | eathery
wings and tried to fly away. But the soldier, though he slid downward
agai n, hung on still.

Abdul | ah saw all this while he was struggling out fromunder the carpet.
He al so caught a glinpse of M dnight standing protectively over

VWhi pper snapper, |arger even than she had been when she faced the
constabl es. But not |arge enough. Wat stood there now was one of the

m ghtiest of mighty djinns. Half of himwas |ost upward in the mst,

whi ch he was beating into swirling snoke with
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his wings, unable to fly because the soldier was anchoring one of his



enornous tal oned feet to the ground.

"Expl ain yourself, mghtiest of mghty ones!" Abdullah shouted up into
the mst. "By the Seven (Geat Seals, | conjure you to cease your
struggling and explain!"

The djinn stopped roaring and halted the violent fanning of his w ngs.
"You conjure me, do you, nortal?" the great sullen voice canme down.

"I do indeed," said Abdullah. "Say what you were doing with ny carpet
and in the formof that nost ignoble of nonmads. You have wonged ne at
| east tw ce!"

"Very well," said the djinn. He began ponderously to kneel down.

"You can let go now," Abdullah said to the soldier, who, not know ng the
| aws that governed djinns, was still hanging on to the vast foot. "He
has to stay and answer me now. "

Warily the soldier let go and nopped sweat fromhis face. He did not
seem reassured when the djinn sinply folded his wings and knelt. This
was not surprising, because the djinn was high as a house even kneel i ng,
and the face coming into view through the nist was hi deous. Abdul |l ah had
anot her glinpse of M dnight, now normal size again, scurrying for the
bushes wi t h Wi ppersnapper dangling from her nouth. But the face of the
djinn took up nost of his attention. He had seen that blank brown glare
and the gold ring through that hooked nose-al beit briefly-before, when
Fl ower-i nt heNi ght was carried off fromthe garden

"Correction," Abdullah said. "You have wonged nme three tines."

"Ch, nmore than that,"” the djinn runbled blandly. "So many tines that |
have | ost count."

At this Abdullah found hinmself angrily folding his arms. "Explain."

"WIllingly," said the djinn. "I was indeed hoping to be asked by
someone, although | had supposed the questions nost likely to conme from
the Duke of Farqtan or the three rival princes of Thayack
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rather than frromyou. But none of the rest has proved determn ned
enough-whi ch surprises ne sonewhat, because you were certainly never ny
maimirons in the fire, either of you. Know then that I am one of the
grreatest of the host of Good Djinns, and ny nanme is Hasruel."

"I didn't know there were any good djinns," said the soldier

"Ch, theire are, innocent northerner,"” Abdullah told him "I have heard
t hus one's nanme spoken in ternms that place himnearly as high as the
angel s. "

The djinni frowned-an unpl easant sight. "M sinforned merchant,” he
rurnmbl ed. "1 am hi gher than some angels. Know t hat some two hundred
angel s of the lesser air are mne to conmand. They serve as guards to
the entrance of mny castle.”

Abdul | ah kept his arms folded and tapped with his foot. "This being the
case;," he said, "explain why you have seen fit to behave toward ne in a



manner so far from angelic."
"The blame is not nmine, nortal,"” said the djinn. "Need spurred me on
Understand all, and forgive. Know that nmy nother, the Geat Spirit
Dazrah, in an nonent of oversight allowed herself to be ravished by a
djinn of the Host of Evil sone twenty years ago. She then gave birtlh to
nmy brother Dal zel, who-since Good and Evil do not breed wel U

t oget her - proved weak and white and undersized. My nother coul d not

tol erate Dal zel and gave himto me to bring up. | |avished every care
upon himas he grew. So you can inmagine ny horror and sorrow when he
proved to inherit the nature of his Evil sire. His fiirst act, when he
cane of age, was to steal ny life and hide it, thereby naking nme his
sl ave. "

"Come agai n?" said the soldier. "You nean you' re dead?"

"Not at alll," said Hasruel. "W djinns are not as you nortals, ignorant
man.. We can die only if one small portion of us is destroyed. For this
reason all djinns prudently remove that small part from our persons and
hide it. As | did. But when | instructed Dal zel how to hide hiis own
life, I lovingly and rashly told himwhere ny |ife was hiddem And he
instantly took ny life into his power, forcing me to do This bidding or
die."
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"Now we cone to it," said Abdullah. "Hi s bidding was to stea
Fl ower-in-the-N ght. "

"Correction," said Hasruel. "My brother inherits a grandeur of mnd from
his nmother, great Dazrah. He ordered ne to steal every princess in the
worl d. A monent's thought will show you the sense in this. My brother is
of an age to marry, but he is of a birth so m xed that no fenmal e anong
djinns will countenance him He is forced to resort to nortal wonen. But
since he is a djinn, naturally only those fenal es of the highest blood
will serve."

"My heart bleeds for your brother," remarked Abdul | ah. "Could he not be
satisfied with less than all?"

"Why shoul d he be?" asked Hasruel. "He commands my power now. He gave
the matter careful thought. And seeing clearly that his princesses would
not be able to walk on air as we djinns do, he first ordered ne to stea
a certain noving castle belonging to a wizard in this land of Ingary in
whi ch to house his brides, and then he ordered me to comrence stealing
princesses. This | am now engaged in doing. But naturally at the sane
time | amlaying plans of my own. For each princess that | take, |
arrange to | eave behind at |east one injured | over or disappointed
prince, who m ght be persuaded to attenpt to rescue her. In order to do
this, the lover will have to challenge nmy brother and west fromhimthe
secret hiding place of ny life."

"And is this where | cone in, mghty machi nator?" Abdull ah asked col dly.
"I ampart of your plans to regain your life, aml|?"

"Just barely," answered the djinn. "My hopes were nore upon the heirs of
Al beria or the Prince of Peichstan, but both these young nen have thrown
t hensel ves into hunting instead. Indeed, all of them have shown

remar kabl e I ack of spirit, including the King of H gh Norland, who is
nerely attenpting to catal og his books on his own, w thout his



daughter's hel p, and even he was a likelier chance than you. You were,
you m ght say, an outside bet of mne. The prophecy at your birth was
hi ghl y anbi guous, after all. | confess to selling you that nagic carpet
al nost purely out of amusenent-"

"You did!'" Abdul |l ah excl ai ned.
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"Yes-amusenent at the nunmber and nature of the daydreans proceedi ng from
your booth," said Hasruel. Abdullah, despite the cold of the nmist, found
his face was heating up. "Then," continued Hasruel, "when you surprised
me by escaping fromthe Sultan of Zanzib, it amused nme to take on your
character of Kabul Agba and to force you to live out sone of your
daydreans. | usually try to make appropriate adventures befall each
suitor."

Despite his enmbarrassment, Abdullah could have sworn that the djinn's
great gol d-brown eyes slanted toward the sol dier here. "And how nany

di sappoi nted princes have you so far put in notion, O subtle and jesting
dj i nn?" he asked.

"Very nearly thirty," Hasruel said, "but as | said, nost of them are not

in mtion at all. This strikes me as strange, for their birth and
qualifications are all far better than yours. However, | console nyself
with the thought that there are still one hundred and thirty- two

princesses left to steal.”

"I think you mght have to be satisfied with ne," Abdullah said. "Low as
my birth is, Fate seens to want it so. | amin a position to assure you
of this, since | have recently challenged Fate on this very point."

The djinn smled-a sight as unpl easant as his frown-and nodded. "This I
know," he said. "This is the reason | have stooped to appear before you.
Two of my servant angels returned to nme yesterday, having just been
hanged in the shape of men. Neither was wholly pleased by this, and both
clainmed it was your doing."

Abdul | ah bowed. "Doubtl ess when they consider, they will find it
preferable to being inmortal toads,"” he said. "Now tell ne one |ast
thing, O thoughtful thief of princesses. Say where Fl ower-intheN ght,
not to speak of your brother Dalzel, may be found."

The djinn's snile broadened, making it even nore unpleasant, for this
reveal ed a nunber of extrenely |long fangs. He pointed upward with a vast
spi ked thunmb. "Wy, earthbound adventurer, they are, naturally, in the
castl e you have been seeing in the sunset these |ast few days," he said.
"It used, as | said, to belong to a wizard of this land. You w |l not
find it easy to get there, and if you
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do, you will do well to renenber that | amny brother's slave and forced
to act against you."

"Under st ood, " said Abdul | ah.
The djinn planted his enornmous tal oned hands on the ground and began to

| ever hinmself up. "I nust also observe," he said, "that the carpet is
under orders not to follow ne. May | depart now?"



"No, wait!" cried the soldier. Abdullah, at the same nonent, renenbered
one thing he had forgotten and asked, "And what of the genie?" but the
sol dier's voice was | ouder and drowned Abdul lah's. "WAIT, you nonsterl
Is that castle hanging around in the sky here for any particul ar reason
nonst er ?"

Hasruel smled again and paused, bal anced on one huge knee. "How
perceptive of you, soldier. Indeed, yes. The castle is here because | am
preparing to steal the daughter of the King of Ingary, Princess Valeria."

"My princess!" said the soldier

Hasruel's smile becanme a | augh. He threw back his head and bellowed into

the mst. "I doubt it, soldier! Oh, | doubt it! This princess is only
four years old. But though she is of little use to you, | trust that you
are going to be of great use to me. | regard both you and your friend

from Zanzib as well -pl aced pawns on ny chessboard."
"How do you nean?" the sol di er asked indignhantly.

"Because the two of you are going to help ne steal her!" said the djinn,
and sprang away upward into the mst in a whirl of w ngs, |aughing hugely.
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I n which

the travelers
arrive at

Ki ngsbury

"If you ask ne," said the soldier, nmoodily dunping his pack on the magic
carpet, "that creature is as bad as his brother-if he has a brother
that is."

"Ch, he has a brother. Djinns do not lie," said Abdullah. "But they are
al ways prone to see thenselves as superior to nortals, even the good
djinns. And Hasruel's name ¢s on the Lists of the Good."

"You could have fooled ne!" said the soldier. "Were's Mdnight got to?
She nust have been frightened to death.” He made such a pother over
hunting for Mdnight in the bushes that Abdullah did not try to explain
any nore of the lore concerning djinns, which every child in Zanzib

| earned at school. Besides, he feared the soldier was right. Hasrue

m ght have taken the Seven Vows that nade hi mone of the Host of the
Good, but his brother had given himthe perfect excuse to break al

seven of them Good or not, Hasruel was clearly enjoying hinmself hugely.

Abdul | ah picked up the genie bottle and put it on the carpet. It
promptly fell on its side and rolled off. "No, no!" the genie cried out
frominside. "I"'mnot going on that! Wiy do you think | fell off it
before? | hate heights!™

"Ch, don't you start!" said the soldier. He had M dni ght
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wr apped around one arm Kkicking and scratching and biting, and
denonstrating in every way she could that cats and flying carpets do not
mx. This in itself was enough to nmake anyone irritable, but Abdullah
suspected that nmost of the soldier's ill humor had to do with the fact
that Princess Valeria was only four years old. The sol dier had been

t hi nking of hinself as engaged to Princess Valeria. Now, not
unnatural ly, he was feeling a fool

Abdul | ah seized the genie bottle, very firmy, and settled hinself on

the carpet. Tactfully he said nothing about their bet although it was

fairly clear to himthat he had won it hands down. True, they had the

carpet back, but since it was forbidden to followthe djinn, it was no
use at all for rescuing Flower-in-the-Night.

After a prolonged struggle the soldier got hinmself and his hat and
M dni ght and Whi pper snapper nmore or | ess securely on the carpet, too.
"G ve your orders," he said. His brown face was fl ushed.

Abdul | ah snored. The carpet rose a gentle foot in the air, whereupon
M dni ght howl ed and struggl ed and the genie bottle shook in his hands.
"O el egant tapestry of enchantment,"” Abdullah said, "O carpet conpiled
of nmost conplex cantrips, | pray you to nove at a sedate speed toward
Ki ngsbury, but to exercise the great wi sdom woven into your fabric to
make sure that we are not seen by anyone on the way."

ohediently the carpet clinbed through the nmist, upward and south. The
sol dier clanped Mdnight in his arms. A hoarse and trenbling voice said
fromthe bottle, "Do you have to flatter it so disgustingly?"

"This carpet,"” said Abdullah, "unlike you, is of an ensorcell nent so
pure and excellent that it will listen only to the finest of |anguage.
It is at heart a poet anmpbng carpets.”

A certain snugness spread through the pile of the carpet. It held its
tattered edges proudly straight and sailed sweetly forward into the

gol den sunlight above the mist. A small blue jet came out of the bottle
and di sappeared again with a yip of panic. "Wll, | wouldn't do it!"
said the genie.

At first it was easy for the carpet not to be seen. It sinply flew above
the mst, which lay below themwhite and solid as nil k. But
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as the sun clinbed, golden-green fields began to appear shinmreringly
through it, then white roads and occasi onal houses. Wi ppersnapper was
frankly fascinated. He stood at the edge staring downward and | ooked so
likely to tip off headfirst that the soldier kept one hand strongly
around his small, bushy tail

This was just as well. The carpet banked away toward a |ine of trees
that followed a river. Mdnight dug all her claws in, and Abdull ah only
just saved the soldier's pack

The soldier looked a little seasick. "Do we have to be this careful not
to be seen?" he asked as they went gliding beside the trees like a tranp
lurking in a hedge.

"I think so," said Abdullah. "In nmy experience, to see this eagle anong
carpets is to wish to steal it." And he told the sol dier about the



person on the canel

The sol di er agreed that Abdullah had a point. "It's just that it's going
to slow us down," he said. "My feeling is that we ought to get to

Ki ngsbury and warn the King that there's a djinn after his daughter

Ki ngs give big rewards for that kind of information." Cearly, now he
had been forced to give up the idea of marrying Princess Valeria, the
sol di er was thinking of other ways of making his fortune.

"We shall do that, never fear," said Abdul |l ah, and once again did not
nmention their bet.

It took nost of that day to reach Kingsbury. The carpet followed rivers,
slid fromwood to forest, and only put on speed where the | and bel ow was
enpty. Wen, in the |late afternoon, they reached the city, a w de
cluster of towers inside high walls that was easily three tines the size
of Zanzib, if not larger, Abdullah directed the carpet to find a good
inn near the King's palace and to set them down sonewhere where no one
woul d suspect how they had travel ed.

The carpet obeyed by sliding over the great walls |ike a snake. After
that it kept to the roofs, follow ng the shape of each roof the way a
flounder follows the sea bottom Abdullah and the soldier and the cats,
too, stared down and around in wonder. The streets, wi de or narrow, were
choked with richly dressed peopl e and expen
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sive carriages. Every house seenmed to Abdullah Iike a palace. He saw
towers, domes, rich carvings, golden cupolas, and marble courts the

Sul tan of Zanzib woul d have been glad to call his own. The poorer
houses-if you could call such richness poor-were decorated with painted
patterns quite exquisitely. As for the shops, the wealth and quantity of
the wares they had for sale nade Abdullah realize that the Bazaar at
Zanzib was really shabby and second-rate. No wonder the Sultan had been
so anxious for an alliance with the Prince of |ngary!

The inn the carpet found for them near the great marble buil dings at
the center of Kingsbury, had been plastered by a naster in raised
designs of fruit, which had then been painted in the nbpst gl ow ng colors
with much gold |l eaf. The carpet |anded gently on the sloping roof of the
i nn stables, hiding them cunningly beside a gold spire with a gilded
weat hercock on the top. They sat and | ooked around at all this
magni fi cence while they waited for the yard below to be enpty. There
were two servants down there, cleaning a gilded carriage, gossiping as

t hey wor ked.

Most of what they said was about the landlord of this inn, who was
clearly a man who | oved noney. But when they had finished conpl ai ning
how little they were paid, one man said, "Any news of that Strangian
sol di er who robbed all those people up north? Someone told me he was
heading this way."

To this the other replied, "He's sure to nmake for Kingsbury. They al
do. But they're watching for himat the city gates. He won't get far."

The soldier's eyes nmet Abdull ah's.

Abdul | ah murmured, "Do you have a change of cl othes?"



The sol di er nodded and dug furiously in his pack. Shortly he produced
two peasant-style shirts with snmocked enbroi dery on the chests and
backs. Abdul | ah wondered how he had cone by those.

"Clothesline," nurnured the soldier, bringing out a clothes brush and
his razor. There, on the roof, he changed into one of the shirts and did
his best to brush his trousers wi thout making a noise. The noisiest part
was when he was trying to shave without anything
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but the razor. The two servants kept glancing toward the dry scratching
fromthe roof.

"Must be a bird," said one.

Abdul | ah put the second shirt on over his jacket, which was by now

| ooking i ke anything but his best one. He was rather hot |ike that, but
there was no way he could renove the noney hidden in his jacket w thout
letting the soldier see how much he had. He brushed his hair with the

cl ot hes brush, snoothed his nustache-it now felt as if there were at

| east twelve hairs there-and then brushed his trousers with the clothes
brush, too. When he was done, the soldier passed Abdull ah the razor and
silently stretched out his pigtail

"A great sacrifice, but a wise one, | think, ny friend," Abdullah

mur mured. He sawed the pigtail off and hid it in the gol den weat hercock
This made quite a transformati on. The sol di er now | ooked |i ke a

bushy- headed prosperous farmer. Abdull ah hoped he woul d pass for the
farmer's young brother hinself.

While they were doing this, the two servants finished cleaning the
carriage and began pushing it into the coach house. As they passed under
t he roof where the carpet was, one of them asked, "And what do you think
of this story that soneone's trying to steal the Princess?"

"Well, | think it's true,” the other one said, "if that's what you're
asking. They say the Royal Wzard risked a lot to send a warni ng, poor
fellow, and he's not the kind to take a risk for nothing."

The soldier's eyes net Abdullah's again. H's nouth fornmed a hearty curse.
"Never mnd," Abdullah nurnured. "There are other ways to earn a reward."

They waited until the servants had gone back across the yard and into
the inn. Then Abdul |l ah requested the carpet to land in the yard. It
gl i ded obediently down. Abdull ah picked the carpet up and wrapped the
genie bottle inside it, while the soldier carried his pack and both
cats. They went into the inn trying hard to | ook dull and respectable.
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The landl ord nmet themthere. Warned by what the servants had said,
Abdul l ah met the landlord with a gold piece casually between his finger
and thunb. The landlord | ooked at that. His flinty eyes stared at the
gol d piece so fixedly that Abdullah doubted if he even saw their faces.
Abdul | ah was extrenely polite. So was the landlord. He showed themto a
ni ce spaci ous roomon the second floor. He agreed to send up supper and
provi de bat hs.



"And the cats will need-" the soldier began

Abdul I ah ki cked the soldier's ankle, hard. "And that will be all, Olion
anong | andl ords,"” he said. "Although, nost hel pful of hosts, if your
active and vigilant staff could provide a basket, a cushion, and a dish
of salnmon, the powerful witch to whomwe are to deliver tonorrow this
pair of exceptionally gifted cats will undoubtedly reward whoever brings
t hese things nmost bountifully."
"I"ll see what | can do, sir," the landlord said. Abdullah carelessly
tossed himthe gold piece. The man bowed deeply and backed out of the
room | eaving Abdull ah feeling decidedly pleased with hinself.

"There's no need to |l ook so smug!" the soldier said angrily. "What are
we supposed to do now? |I'ma wanted man here, and the King seens to know
all about the djinn."

It was a pleasant feeling to Abdullah to find that he was in command of
events instead of the soldier. "Ah, but does the King know that there is
a castle full of stolen princesses hovering overhead to receive his
daughter?" he said. "You are forgetting, nmy friend, that the King cannot
have had the advantage of speaking personally to the djinn. W might
make use of this fact."

"How?" demanded the soldier. "Can you think of a way to stop that djinn
stealing the child? O a way to get to the castle, for that matter!"

"No, but it seens to ne that a wi zard mnmight know these things," said
Abdul I ah. "1 think we should nodify the idea you had earlier. Instead of
finding one of this King's wi zards and strangling him we might inquire
which wizard is the best and pay hima fee for his help."

"Al'l right, but you'll have to do that," said the soldier. "Any
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wi zard worth his salt would spot ne for a Strangi an at once and call the
constabl es before | could nove."

The I andl ord brought the food for the cats hinmself. He hurried in with a
bow of cream a carefully boned salnon, and a dish of whitebait. He was
followed by his wife, a woman as flinty-eyed as hinmself, carrying a soft
rush basket and an enbroi dered cushion. Abdullah tried not to | ook smug
agai n. "Generous thanks, nost illustrious of innkeepers,” he said. "I
will tell the witch of your great care.”

"That's all right, sir," the | andl ady said. "W know how to respect
those that use magic, here in Kingsbury."

Abdul | ah went fromsmug to nortified. He saw he shoul d have pretended to
be a wizard hinself. He relieved his feelings by saying, "That cushion
is stuffed only with peacock feathers, | hope? The witch is npst

particul ar."

"Yes, sir," said the landl ady. "I know all about that."

The sol di er coughed. Abdullah gave up. He said grandly, "As well as the
cats, nmy friend and | have been entrusted with a message for a w zard.
W woul d prefer to deliver it to the Royal W=zard, but we heard runors
on the way that he has net with sone sort of nisfortune.”



"That's right," said the landlord, pushing his wife aside. "One of the
Royal W zards has di sappeared, sir, but fortunately there are two. | can
direct you to the other one-Royal Wzard Suliman-if you want, sir." He

| ooked meani ngly at Abdul | ah' s hands.

Abdul | ah sighed and fetched out his largest silver piece. That seenmed to
be the right amount. The | andl ord gave himvery careful directions and
took the silver piece, prom sing baths and supper shortly. The baths,
when they came, were hot, and the supper was good. Abdullah was gl ad.
Whil e the sol dier was bathing hinsel f andwi pper snapper, Abdul | ah
transferred his wealth fromhis jacket to his noney belt, which made him
feel nuch better. The soldier nust have felt better, too. He sat after
supper with his feet up on a table, snoking that |ong clay pipe of his.
Cheerfully he untied the bootlace fromthe neck of the genie bottle and
dangl ed it for \Wippersnapper to play wth.
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"There's no doubt about it," he said. "Mmney talks in this town. Are you
going to talk to the Royal Wzard this evening? The sooner, the better
to nmy mnd."

Abdul | ah agreed. "I wonder what his fee will be," he said.

"Big," said the soldier. "Unless you can work it that you' re doing hima
favor by telling himwhat the djinn said. Al the sane,"” he went on

t hought ful Iy, whisking the bootlace out of Whippersnapper's pounci ng
paws, "I reckon you shouldn't tell him about the genie or the carpet if
you can help it. These magi cal gentlenen |ove nagical itens the way this
i nnkeeper |oves gold. You don't want himasking for those for his fee.
Why don't you | eave them here when you go? I'Il look after themfor you."

Abdul | ah hesitated. It seened sound sense. Yet he did not trust the
sol di er.

"By the way," said the soldier, "I owe you a gold piece."

"You do?" said Abdullah. "Then this is the nost surprising news | have
had since Flower-in-the-Night told ne I was a wonman!"

"That bet of ours," said the soldier. "The carpet brought the djinn, and
he's even bigger trouble than the genie usually nanages. You win. Here."
He tossed a gold piece across the roomat Abdull ah

Abdul | ah caught it, pocketed it, and | aughed. The sol di er was honest,
after his own fashion. Full of thoughts of being soon on the trail of
Fl ower-in-the-Night, Abdullah went cheerfully downstairs, where the

| andl ady caught himand told himall over again howto get to Wzard
Sul i man's house. Abdullah was so cheerful that he parted w th another
silver piece al nbst wi thout a pang.

The house was not far fromthe inn, but it was in the Ad Quarter, which
nmeant that the way was nostly through confusing small alleys and hi dden
courts. It was twilight now, with one or two large liquid stars already
in the dark blue sky above the domes and towers, but Kingsbury was well
it by big silver globes of light, floating overhead |ike noons.

Abdul | ah was | ooking up at them wondering if they were nagical devices,
when he happened to notice a black four-1egged shadow stealing along the



roofs beside him It could have been any
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bl ack cat out for a hunt on the tiles, but Abdullah knew it was

M dni ght. There was no m staking the way she noved. At first, when she
vani shed into the deep bl ack shadow of a gable, he supposed she was
after a roosting pigeon to make another unsuitable nmeal for

VWi pper snapper. But she reappeared agai n when he was hal fway down the
next alley, creeping along a parapet above him and he began to think
she was followi ng him Wen he went through a narrow court with trees in
tubs down the center and he saw her junp across the sky, fromone gutter
to another, in order to get into that court, too, he knew she was
certainly following him He had no idea why. He kept an eye out for her
as he went down the next two alleys, but he saw her only once, on an
arch over a doorway. Wen he turned into the cobbled court where the
Royal W zard's house was, there was no sign of her. Abdullah shrugged
and went to the door of the house.

It was a handsone narrow house w th di anond- paned wi ndows and i nterwoven
magi ¢ signs painted on its old irregular walls. There were tall spires
of yellow flame burning in brass stands on either side of the front

door. Abdullah seized the knocker, which was a leering face with a ring
inits mouth, and boldly knocked.

The door was opened by a nanservant with a |long, dour face. "lI'mafraid
the wizard is extrenely busy, sir," he said. "He is receiving no clients
until further notice." And he started to shut the door

"No wait, faithful footman and | oveliest of |ackeys!" Abdullah
protested. "What | have to say concerns no less than a threat to the
Ki ng' s daughter!™

"The wi zard knows all about that, sir," said the man, and went on

shutting the door.

Abdul | ah deftly put his foot in the space. "You nust hear ne, nost
sapi ent servant," he began. "I cone-"

Behi nd the nanservant a young woman's voice said, "Just a nonent,
Manfred. | know this is inportant." The door swung open agai n.

Abdul | ah gaped as the servant vani shed fromthe doorway and reappeared
some way back in the hall inside. Hi s place at the door was taken by an
extremely lovely young woman wi th dark curls and
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a vivid face. Abdullah saw enough of her in one glance to realize that
in her foreign northern way, she was as beautiful as Fl ower-intheN ght,
but after that he felt bound to | ook nodestly away from her. She was
very obviously going to have a baby. Ladies in Zanzib did not show
thenselves in this interesting condition. Abdullah scarcely knew where
to | ook.

"I'mthe wizard s wife, Lettie Sulimn,"”
did you cone about ?"

this young worman sai d. "What

Abdul | ah bowed. It hel ped to keep his eyes on the doorstep. "O fruitful
moon of |ovely Kingsbury," he said, "know that | am Abdul |l ah, son of



Abdul | ah, carpet nerchant from di stant Zanzib, with news that your
husband will wish to hear. Tell him O splendor of a sorcerous house,
that this morning | spoke with the mighty djinn Hasruel concerning the
Ki ng's nost precious daughter."

Lettie Suliman was clearly not at all used to the manners of Zanzib.
"Good heavens!" she said. "I mean, how politel And you're speaking the
exact truth, aren't you? | think you ought to talk to Ben at once.

Pl ease cone in."

She backed away fromthe doorway to give Abdullah roomto enter
Abdul | ah, still with his eyes nodestly | owered, stepped forward into the
house. As soon as he did, sonmething |landed on his back. Then it took off
again with a heavy rip of claws and went sailing over his head to I and
with a thump on Lettie's prominent front. A noise like a netal pulley
filled the air.

"M dni ght!" Abdull ah said crossly, staggering forward.

"Sophi e!'" screaned Lettie, staggering backward with the cat in her arns.
"Ch, Sophie, |I've been worried sickl Manfred, get Ben at once. | don't
care what he's doing. This is urgentl”
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I n which

strange things
befall M dni ght and
Wi pper snapper

There was a great deal of confusion and rushing about. Two ot her
servants appeared, followed by first one and then a second young nan in
| ong bl ue gowns, who seened to be the wizard' s apprentices. Al these
peopl e ran about, while Lettie ran back and forth in the hall wth

M dni ght in her arnms, screaming orders. In the mdst of it all, Abdullah
found Manfred showing himto a seat and solemnly giving hima gl ass of

wi ne. Since this seemed what he was expected to do, Abdullah sat down
and sipped the wi ne, rather benused by the confusion

Just as he was thinking it was going to go on forever, it all stopped. A
tall, commanding nman in a bl ack robe had appeared from sonewhere. "What
on earth is going on?" said this man.

Since this sumred up Abdullah's feelings entirely, he found hinself
rather taking to this man. He had faded red hair and a tired, craggy
face. The bl ack robe nmade Abdul | ah certain that this nust be Wzard
Sul i man; he woul d have | ooked like a w zard whatever he was wearing.
Abdul I ah rose from his chair and bowed. The w zard shot hima | ook of
craggy nystification and turned to Lettie.
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"He's from Zanzib, Ben," said Lettie, "and he knows sonething about the
threat to the Princess. And he brought Sophie with him She's a catl

Look! Ben, you've got to change her back at once\"

Lettie was one of those | adies who | ook |ovelier the nore distraught



they get. Abdull ah was not surprised when Wzard Suliman took her gently
by the el bows and said, "Yes, of course, ny love," and followed that by
ki ssing her forehead. It made Abdul | ah wonder mi serably whet her he woul d
ever have a chance to kiss Flowerin-the-Night like that, or to add, as
the wi zard added, "Cal m down-renenber the baby." After this the w zard
said over his shoulder, "And can't sonmeone shut the front door? Half

Ki ngsbury must know what's happened by now. "

This endeared the wi zard to Abdull ah nore than ever. The one thing that
had prevented himgetting up and shutting the door was a fear that it
m ght be the customhere to | eave your front door open in a crisis. He
bowed again and found the wi zard swi nging around to face him

"And what has happened, young man?" asked the w zard. "How did you know
this cat was my wife's sister?"

Abdul | ah was somewhat taken aback by this question. He expl ai ned-severa
ti mes-that he had had no idea M dni ght was human, | et alone that she was
the Royal Wzard's sister-in-law, but he was not at all sure that anyone
listened. They all seemed so glad to see M dnight that they sinply
assuned that Abdull ah had brought her to the house out of pure
friendship. Far fromdemanding a | arge fee, Wzard Sulinmn seened to

thi nk that he owed Abdul | ah sonet hi ng, and when Abdul | ah protested that
this was not so, he said, "Wll, come along and see her changed back
anyway. "

He said this in such a friendly and trusting way that Abdullah warmed to
him even nore and |l et hinself be swept along with everyone else to a

| arge roomthat seened to be at the back of the house-except that
Abdul | ah had a feeling that it was sonmehow somewhere el se entirely. The
floor and the walls sloped in a way that was not usual.

Abdul | ah had never seen any working wi zardry before. He
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gazed around with interest, for the roomwas crowded with intricate
magi cal devices. Nearest to himwere filigree shapes with delicate
snokes wreat hing about them Beside that, |arge and peculiar candl es
stood inside conplicated signs, and beyond those were strange i mages
made of wet clay. Farther off he saw a fountain of five jets that fel
in odd geonetric patterns and that half hid many much odder things,
crowded into the distance beyond.

"No roomto work in here," Wzard Sulinman said, sweeping through. "These
shoul d hold by thensel ves while we set up in the next room Hurry, al

of you."

Everyone whirled on into a smaller room beyond, which was enpty apart
fromsome round mrrors hanging on the walls. Here Lettie set M dnight
carefully down on a blue-green stone in the mddle, where she sat
seriously washing the inside of her front |egs and | ooking totally
unconcerned, while everyone else, including Lettie and the servants,

wor ked away feverishly at building a sort of tent around her out of |ong
sil ver rods.

Abdul | ah stood prudently against the wall, watching. By now he was
rather regretting assuring the wi zard that he owed hi mnothing. He
shoul d have taken the opportunity to ask how to reach the castle in the
sky. But he reckoned that since nobody seened to have listened to him



then, it was better to wait until things cal ned down. Meanwhile, the
silver rods grewinto a pattern of skeletal silver stars, and Abdullah
wat ched the bustle, sonewhat confused at the way the scene was reflected
inall the mrrors, small and busy and bul ging. The mirrors bent as
oddly as the walls and floors did.

At length Wzard Sulimn clapped his |arge, bony hands. "Right," he
said. "Lettie can help ne here. The rest of you get to the other room
and nmake sure the wards for the Princess stay in place."

The apprentices and the servants hurried away. Wzard Sulimn spread his
arnms. Abdullah intended to watch closely and renenber clearly what
happened. But sonehow, as soon as the magi c working started, he was not
at all sure what was going on. He knew
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t hi ngs were happeni ng, but they did not seemto happen. It was |ike
listening to nusic when you were tone-deaf. Every so often W zard
Suliman uttered a deep, strange word that blurred the room and the

i nsi de of Abdullah's head with it, which nade it even harder to see what
was happeni ng. But nost of Abdullah's difficulty cane fromthe mrrors
on the walls. They kept showi ng small, round pictures that |ooked Iike
reflections but were not-or not quite. Every time one of the mirrors
caught Abdull ah's eye, it showed the framework of rods glowing with
silvery light in a new pattern-a star, a triangle, a hexagon, or sone

ot her symbol angul ar and secret-while the real rods in front of himdid

not glow at all. Once or twice a mirror showed Wzard Suliman with his
arnms spread when, in the room his arns were by his sides. Several tines
a mrror showed Lettie standing still with her hands cl asped, | ooking

vividly nervous. But each time Abdull ah | ooked at the real Lettie, she
was novi ng about, maki ng strange gestures and perfectly calm M dnight
never appeared in the mrrors at all. Her small black shape in the

m ddl e of the rods was oddly hard to see in reality, too.

Then all the rods suddenly glowed m sty silver and the space inside
filled with a haze. The wi zard spoke a final deep word and stepped back

"Confound it!" said someone inside the rods. "I can't snell you at al
now "

This made the wi zard grin and Lettie laugh outright. Abdullah | ooked for
t he person who was anusing them so and was forced to | ook away al nost at
once. The young wonman crouchi ng inside the framework, understandably
enough, had no clothes on at all. The glinpse he caught, told himthat
the young woman was as fair as Lettie was dark but otherw se quite |ike
her. Lettie ran to the side of the roomand came back with a w zardly
green gown. When Abdul | ah dared to | ook, the young woman was wearing the
gown |like a dressing gown, and Lettie was trying to hug her and hel p her
out of the framework at the same tine.

"Ch, Sophiel Wat happened?" she kept saying.

"One nmonent, " gasped Sophie. She seenmed to have difficulty
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bal ancing on two feet at first, but she hugged Lettie and then staggered
to the wizard and hugged him too. "It feels so odd without a tail!" she
said. "But thanks awfully, Ben." Then she advanced on Abdul | ah, wal ki ng



rather nore easily now Abdull ah backed against the wall, afraid she was
going to hug him too, but all Sophie said was "You nust have wondered
why | was follow ng you. The truth is, | always get lost in Kingsbury."

"I am happy to have been of service, nost charmi ng of changelings,"”
Abdul | ah said rather stiffly. He was not sure he was going to get on

wi th Sophi e any nore than he had got on with Mdnight. She struck him as
unconfortably strong-m nded for a young wonan-al nost as bad as his
father's first wife's sister, Fatima.

Lettie was still demanding to know what had turned Sophie into a cat,
and Wzard Sulinman was sayi ng anxi ously, "Sophie, does this nean that
Howl ' s wanderi ng about as an animal, too?"

"No, no," Sophie said, and suddenly | ooked desperately anxious. "l've no
i dea where Howl is. He was the one who turned me into a cat, you see."

"What ? Your own husband turned you into a cat!" Lettie exclained. "Is
this another of your quarrels, then?"

"Yes, but it was all perfectly reasonable," said Sophie. "It was when
someone stole the nmoving castle, you see. W only had about half a day's
notice, and that was only because How happened to be working on a
divining spell for the King. It showed sonething very powerful stealing
the castle and then stealing Princess Valeria. How said he'd warn the
King at once. Did he?"

"He certainly did," said Wzard Suliman. "The Princess is guarded every
second. | invoked denobns and set up wards in the next room \Watever
being is threatening her has no chance of getting through."

"Thank goodness!" said Sophie. "That's a weight off ny mind. It's a
djinn, did you know?"

"Even a djinn couldn't get through," said Wzard Sulinmn. "But what did
Howl do?"

"He swore," said Sophie. "In Wl sh. Then he sent M chael and
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t he new apprentice away. He wanted to send ne away, too. But | said if
he and Calcifer were staying, then so was |, and couldn't he put a spel
on me that would sinply make the djinn not notice | was there? And we
argued about that-"

Letti e chuckl ed. "Now, why doesn't that surprise ne?" she said.

Sophi e's face becane sonewhat pink, and she put her head up defiantly.
"Well, How would keep saying |I'd be safest right out of the way in
Wales with his sister, and he knows | don't get on with her, and | kept
saying 1'd be nore use if | could be in the castle wi thout the thief

noticing. Anyway"-she put her face in her hands-"I'mafraid we were
still arguing when the djinn cane. There was an enornous noi se, and
everything went dark and confused. | renenmber Howl shouting the words of

the cat spell-he had to gabble themin a hurry-and then yelling to
Calcifer-"

"Calcifer's their fire denmon," Lettie explained politely to Abdullah



"-yelling to Calcifer to get out and save hinmsel f because the djinn was
too strong for either of them" Sophie went on. "Then the castle cane
off fromon top of nme like the lid off a cheese dish. Next thing | knew,
I was a cat in the nountains north of Kingsbury."

Lettie and the Royal W=zard exchanged puzzl ed | ooks over Sophie's bent
head. "Wy those nountains?" Wzard Sulinmn wondered. "The castle wasn't
anywhere near there."

"No, it was in four places at once," Sophie said. "I think I was thrown
somewhere m dway between. It could have been worse. There were plenty of
mce and birds to eat."

Lettie's lovely face twisted in disgust. "Sophie!" she exclainmed. "Mce!"
"Why not? That's what cats eat," Sophie said, lifting her head defiantly
again. "Mce are delicious. But I1'mnot so fond of birds. The feathers
choke you. But"-she gul ped and put her head in her hands again-"but it
happened at a rather bad tine for Mor
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gan was born about a week after that, and of course, he was a kitten-"
This caused Lettie, if possible, even nore consternation than the

t hought of her sister eating mce. She burst into tears and flung her

arnms around Sophie. "Oh, Sophie! What did you do!"

"What cats al ways do, of course," Sophie said. "Fed him and washed him a

lot. Don't worry, Lettie. I left himwth Abdullah's friend the sol dier
That man woul d kill anyone who harmed his kitten. But," she said to
Wzard Suliman, "I think I ought to fetch Morgan now so that you can

turn hi mback, too."

W zard Suliman was | ooking al nost as di straught as Lettie. "I wish I'd
known!" he said. "If he was born a cat as part of the sane spell, he may
be changed back already. We'd better find out." He strode to one of the
round mirrors and made circular gestures wth both hands.

The mirroi-all the mirrors-at once seened to be reflecting the room at
the inn, each froma different viewpoint, as if they were hanging on the
wal | there. Abdullah stared fromone to the other and was as al arnmed at
what he saw as the other three were. The magic carpet hid, for sone
reason, been unrolled upon the floor. On it lay a plunp, naked pink
baby. Young as this baby was, Abdullah could see he had a personality as
strong as Sophie's. And he was asserting that personality. Hi s | egs and
arms were punching the air, his face was contorted with fury, and his
mout h was a square, angry hole. Though the pictures in the nmirrors were
silent, it was clear that Morgan was being very noi sy indeed.

"Who is that man?" said Wzard Suliman. "l've seen himbefore."

"A Strangi an sol di er, worker of wonders," Abdull ah said hel pl essly.

"Then he nmust rem nd ne of soneone | know," said the w zard
The sol di er was standi ng beside the scream ng baby, |ooking horrified

and usel ess. Perhaps he was hoping the genie woul d do somet hing. At any
rate, he had the genie bottle in one hand. But the
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geni e was hanging out of the bottle in several spouts of distracted bl ue
snoke, each spout a face with its hand over its ears, as helpless as the
sol di er.

"Ch, the poor darling child!'" said Lettie.

"The poor bl essed soldier, you nean," said Sophie. "Mrgan's furious.
He's never been anything but a kitten, and kittens can do so rmuch nore

t han babies can. He's angry because he can't wal k. Ben, do you think you
can-"

The rest of Sophie's question was drowned in a noise like a giant piece
of silk tearing. The room shook. Wzard Suliman excl ai med sonet hi ng and
made for the door-and then had to dodge hastily. A whole crowd of
scream ng, wailing sonethings swept through the wall beside the door
swooped across the room and vani shed through the opposite wall. They
were going too fast to be seen clearly, but none of them seened to be
human. Abdul | ah had a blurred glinpse of multiple clawed | egs, of

somet hing stream ng along on no legs at all, of beings with one wild eye
and of others with many eyes in clusters. He saw fanged heads, flow ng
tongues, flamng tails. One, noving swiftest of all, was a rolling bal

of nud.

Then they were gone. The door was thrown open by an agitated apprentice.
"Sir, sir! The wards are down! We couldn't hold-"

W zard Sulimn seized the young man's arm and hurried himback into the
next room calling over his shoulder, "I'Il be back when | can! The
Princess is in danger!"

Abdul | ah | ooked to see what was happening to the soldier and the baby,
but the round mirrors now showed not hing but his own anxious face, and
Sophie's and Lettie's, all staring upward into them

"Drat!" said Sophie. "Lettie, can you work then®"

"No. They're Ben's special thing," said Lettie.

Abdul | ah thought of the carpet unrolled and the genie bottle in the

soldier's hand. "Then in that case, O pair of twi nned pearls," he said,
"most lovely ladies, | will, with your perm ssion, hasten
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back to the inn before too many conplaints are made about the noise."

Sophie and Lettie replied in chorus that they were coning, too. Abdullah
could scarcely blane them but he came precious near it in the next few
m nutes. Lettie, it seemed, was not up to hurrying through the streets
in her interesting condition. As the three of themrushed through the
junbl e and chaos of broken spells in the next room Wzard Suliman
spared a second fromfrantically setting up newthings in the ruins to
order Manfred to get the carriage out. Waile Manfred raced off to do
that, Lettie took Sophie upstairs to get her sone proper clothes.

Abdul | ah was left pacing the hall. To everyone's credit, he only waited
there less than five mnutes, but during that time he tried the front
door at least ten tines, only to find there was a spell holding it shut.



He thought he would go mad. It seened |ike a century before Sophie and
Letti e came downstairs, both in el egant goi ng-out clothes, and Manfred
opened the front door to show a small open carriage drawn by a nice bay
gel ding, waiting outside on the cobbles. Abdullah wanted to take a

flying leap into that carriage and whip up that gel ding. But of course,
that was not polite. He had to wait while Manfred hel ped the | adies up
into it and then clinbed to the driver's seat. The carriage set off
smartly clattering across the cobbles while Abdullah was still squeezing
hinsel f into the seat beside Sophie, but even that was not quick enough
for him He could hardly bear to think of what the sol dier mght be doing.

"I hope Ben can get some wards back on the Princess soon," Lettie said
anxi ously as they rolled spankingly across an open square.

The words were scarcely out of her mouth when there canme a hurried
vol l ey of explosions, |ike very m smanaged fireworks. A bell began to
ring somewhere, dismal and hasty-gong- gong- gong.

"What's all that?" asked Sophie, and then answered her own question by
pointing and crying out, "Ch, confound it! Look, |ook, Iook!"

Abdul | ah craned around to where she pointed. He was in tine
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to see a black spread of wings blotting out the stars above the nearest
dones and towers. Below, fromthe tops of several towers, cane little
fl ashes and a nunmber of bangs as the soldiers there fired at those

wi ngs. Abdull ah could have told themthat that kind of thing was no use
at all against a djinn. The wi ngs wheel ed i nmperturbably and circled
upward and then vani shed into the dark blue of the night sky.

"Your friend the djinn,"
cruci al nonment."

Sophie said. "I think we distracted Ben at a

"The djinn intended that you should, O forner feline," Abdullah said.
"I'f you recollect, he remarked as he was | eaving that he expected one of
us to help himsteal the Princess."

O her bells around the city had joined in ringing the alarmnow. People
ran into the streets and stared upward. The carriage jingled on through
an increasing clanor and was forced to go nore and nore slowy as nore
peopl e gathered in the streets. Everyone seened to know exactly what had
happened. "The Princess is gone!" Abdullah heard. "A devil has stolen
Princess Valerial" Mst people seemred awed and fri ghtened, but one or
two were saying, "That Royal Wzard ought to be hanged! Wat's he paid
for?"

"Ch, dear!" said Lettie. "The King won't believe for a noment how hard
Ben's been working to stop this from happening!"

"Don't worry," said Sophie. "As soon as we've fetched Mrgan, |I'Il go
and tell the King. 1'mgood at telling the King things."

Abdul | ah believed her. He sat and jittered with inpatience.

After what seened anot her century but was probably only five minutes,
the carriage pushed its way into the crowded innyard. It was full of
people all staring upward. "Saw its wi ngs," he heard a man saying. "It
was a nmonstrous bird with the Princess clutched inits talons."



The carriage stopped. Abdullah could give way to his inpatience at |ast.
He sprang down, shouting, "C ear the way, clear the way, O people! Here
are two witches on inportant business!" By repeated shouting and

pushi ng, he managed to get Sophie and Let
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tie to the inn door and shove theminside. Lettie was very enbarrassed.

"I wish you wouldn't say that!" she said. "Ben doesn't |ike people to
know I'ma wtch."

"He will have no tinme to think of it just now " Abdullah said. He pushed
the two of them past the staring landlord and to the stairs. "Here are
the witches | spoke to you about, npbst heavenly host," he told the man.
"They are anxious about their cats." He |l eaped up the stairs. He
overtook Lettie, then Sophie, and raced on up the next flight. He flung
open the door of the room "Do nothing rash-" he began, and then stopped
as he realized there was conplete silence inside.

The room was enpty.
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In which
Abdul | ah

at | ast reaches
the castle in the air

There was a cushion in a basket anong the remains of supper on the
table. There was a runpled dent in one of the beds and a cl oud of

t obacco snoke above it, as if the soldier had been |ying there snoking
until very recently. The w ndow was cl osed. Abdullah rushed toward it,
intending to fling it open and | ook out-for no real reason except that
it was all he could think of-and found hinself tripping over a saucer
full of cream The saucer overturned, slewing thick yell owwhite cream
in a long streak across the magi c carpet.

Abdul | ah stood staring down at it. At |east the carpet was still there.
What did that nean? There was no sign of the soldier and certainly no
sign of a noisy baby anywhere in the room Nor, he realized, turning his
eyes rapidly toward every place he could think of, was there any sign of
t he genie bottle.

"Ch, no!" Sophie said, arriving at the door. "Wiere is he? He can't have
gone far if the carpet's still here."

Abdul | ah wi shed he could be so certain of that. "Wthout desiring to
al arm you, nother of a nost nobile baby," he said, "I have to observe
that the genie appears to be mssing also.”
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A smal |l vague frown creased the skin of Sophie's forehead. "Wat genie?"

Whi | e Abdul | ah was renmenbering that as M dnight, Sophie had al ways



seened quite unaware that the genie existed, Lettie arrived in the room
too, panting, with one hand pressed to her side. "Wat's the matter?"
she gasped.

"They're not here," said Sophie. "I suppose the soldier must have taken
Morgan to the | andl ady. She nust know about babies."

Wth a feeling of grasping at straws, Abdullah said, "I will go and
see." It was always just possible that Sophie was right, he thought as
he sped down the first flight of stairs. It was what nost nen woul d do
faced with a scream ng baby suddenl y-al ways supposi ng that man did not
have a genie bottle in his hand.

The lower flight of stairs was full of people com ng up, nen wearing
tranpi ng boots and sone kind of uniform The |landlord was | eading them
upward, saying, "On the second floor, gentlenmen. Your description fits
the Strangian if he had cut off his pigtail, and the younger fellowis
obvi ously the acconplice you speak of."

Abdul | ah turned and ran back upstairs on tiptoe, two stairs at a tine.

"There is general disaster, nost bew tching pair of wonmen!" he gasped to
Sophi e and Lettie. "The | andl ord-a perfidious publican-is bringing
constables to arrest myself and the soldier. Now what can we do?"

It was time for a strong-ninded woman to take charge. Abdullah was quite
gl ad that Sophie was one. She acted at once. She shut the door and shot
its bolt. "Lend ne your handkerchief,"” she said to Lettie, and when
Lettie passed it over, Sophie knelt and nopped the cream off the nagic
carpet with it. "You cone over here," she told Abdullah. "Get on this

carpet with ne, and tell it to take us to wherever Mirgan is. You stay
here, Lettie, and hold the constables up. | don't think the carpet would
carry you."

"Fine," said Lettie. "I want to get back to Ben before the King starts
blami ng him anyway. But 1'Il give that |andlord a piece of my mnd
first. It'1l be good practice for the King." As strong-ninded as
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her sister, she squared her shoul ders and stuck out her elbows in a way
that promised a bad tine for the |andl ord and the constables as well.

Abdul | ah was gl ad about Lettie, too. He crouched on the carpet and
snored gently. The carpet quivered. It was a reluctant quiver. "O

fabul ous fabric, carbuncle and chrysolite anmong carpets,” Abdullah said,
"this mserable clunmsy churl apol ogi zes profoundly for spilling cream
upon your priceless surface-"

Heavy knocking came at the door. "QOpen, in the King's nanme!" bell owed
soneone out si de.

There was no time to flatter the carpet any further. "Carpet, | inplore
you, " Abdul | ah whi spered, "transport nyself and this lady to the place
where the sol dier has taken the baby."

The carpet shook itself irritably, but it obeyed. It shot forward in its
usual way, straight through the cl osed wi ndow. Abdullah was al ert enough
this time actually to see the glass and the dark franme of the w ndow for
an instant, like the surface of water, as they passed through it and



t hen soared above the silver globes that |it the street. But he doubted
i f Sophie was. She clutched Abdullah's armw th both hands, and he
rat her thought her eyes were shut.

"I hate heights!" she said. "It had better not be far."

"This excellent carpet will carry us with all possible speed, worshipful
witch," Abdullah said, trying to reassure her and the carpet together.
He was not sure it worked with either of them Sophie continued to cling
painfully to his arm uttering little, short gasps of panic, while the
carpet, having nade one brisk, giddy sweep just above the towers and
lights of Kingsbury, swung dizzily around what seermed to be the domes of
t he pal ace and began on another circuit of the city.

"What is it doing?" gasped Sophie. Evidently her eyes were not quite shut.
"Peace, nost serene sorceress,” Abdullah reassured her. "It does but
circle to gain height as birds do." Privately he was sure the carpet had
lost the trail. But as the lights and dones of Kingsbury went by
underneath for the third tinme, he saw he had accidentally guessed right.
They were now several hundred feet higher. On the
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fourth circuit, which was wider than the third-though quite as
gi ddy- Ki ngsbury was a little jeweled cluster of lights far, far bel ow

Sophi e' s head bobbed as she took a downward peep. Her grip on Abdullah
became even tighter, if that was possible. "Ch, goodness and awful ness!"
she said. "We're still going up! | do believe that wetched sol di er has
taken Morgan after the djinn!"

They were now so high that Abdullah feared she was right. "He no doubt
wi shed to rescue the Princess," he said, "in hope of a large reward."

"He had no business to take ny baby along, too!" Sophie declared. "Just
wait till | see him But how did he do it w thout the carpet?"

"He nust have ordered the genie to follow the djinn, O noon of
not her hood, " Abdul | ah expl ai ned.

To that Sophie said again, "Wat genie?"

"I assure you, sharpest of sorcerous nminds, that | owned a genie as well
as this carpet, though you never appeared to see it," Abdullah said.

"Then | take your word for it," said Sophie. "Keep tal king. Talk-or

shall ook down, and if | |ook down, | know I'Il fall off!"
Since she was still clinging mghtily to Abdullah's arm he knew that if
she fell, then so would he. Kingsbury was now a bright, hazy dot,

appearing on this side and then on that, as the carpet continued to
spiral upward. The rest of Ingary was laid out around it |ike a huge
dark blue dish. The thought of plunging all that way down nade Abdull ah
al nost as frightened as Sophie. He began hastily to tell her all his
adventures, how he had net Flower-in-the-Ni ght, how the Sultan had put
himin prison, how the genie had been fished out of the oasis pool by
Kabul Agba's nen-who were really angel s-and how hard it was to nake a
wi sh that the genie's nalice did not spoil.



By this time he could see the desert as a pale sea south of Ingary,

t hough they were so high that it was quite hard to make out anything

bel ow. "I see now that the soldier agreed I had won that bet in order to
convince me of his honesty,"” Abdullah said ruefully.
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"I think he always neant to steal the genie and probably the carpet, too.

Sophie was interested. Her grip on his armrelaxed slightly, to
Abdul | ah's great relief. "You can't blame that genie for hating
everyone," she said. "Think how you felt shut in that dungeon.™

"But the soldier-" said Abdul | ah

"I's another matter!" Sophie declared. "Just wait till | get ny hands on
him | can't abide people who go soft over animals and then cheat every
human they cone across! But to get back to this genie you say you had,

it looks as if the djinn meant you to have it. Do you think it was part

of his scheme to have di sappointed | overs help himget the better of his
br ot her ?"

"l believe so," said Abdull ah.

"Then, when we get to the cloud castle, if that's where we're going,"
Sophi e said, "we mght be able to count on other disappointed |overs
arriving to help."

"Maybe, " Abdul | ah said cautiously. "But | recollect, nost curious of
cats, that you were fleeing to the bushes while the djinn spoke, and the
djinn expected only nysel f."

Nevert hel ess, he | ooked upward. It was growing chilly now, and the stars
seened unconfortably close. There was a sort of silveriness to the dark
bl ue of the sky which suggested noonlight trying to break through from
somewhere. It was very beautiful. Abdullah's heart swelled with the

t hought that he might be, at last, on the way to rescue

Fl ower -i n-t he- Ni ght.

Unfortunately Sophie | ooked up, too. Her grip on his armtightened.
"Tal k," she said. "I'mterrified."

"Then you nust talk, too, courageous caster of spells,"” said Abdull ah
"Cl ose your eyes and tell ne of the Prince of Cchinstan, to whom

Fl ower-i n-the-Ni ght was betrothed. "

"I don't think she could have been," Sophie said, alnost babbling. She
was truly terrified. "The King's son is only a baby. O course, there's
the King's brother, Prince Justin, but he was supposed to be marrying
Princess Beatrice of Strangi a-except that she refused to hear of it and
ran away. Do you think the djinn's got her? | think your Sultan was just
after some of the weapons our w zards
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have been naki ng here-and he wouldn't have got them They don't let the
nmercenaries take them south when they go. In fact, How says they

shoul dn't even send nercenaries. How . . ." Her voice faded. Her hands
on Abdul Il ah' s arm shook. "Tal k!" she croaked.



It was getting hard to breathe. "I barely can, strong-handed
Sul t ana, " Abdul | ah gasped. "I think the air is thin here. Can you not
make sonme witchly weaving that might help us to breathe?"

"Probably not. You keep calling me a witch, but I'mreally quite newto
it," Sophie protested. "You saw. Wen | was a cat, all | could do was
get larger." But she let go of Abdullah for a moment in order to make
short, jerky gestures overhead. "Really, air!" she said. "This is

di sgraceful! You are going to have to let us breathe a bit better than
this or we won't last out. Gather around and | et us breathe you!" She
clutched Abdull ah again. "Is that any better?"

There really did seemto be nore air now, though it was col der than
ever. Abdullah was surprised, because Sophie's nethod of casting a spel
struck himas nost unwitchlike-in fact, it was not nuch different from
his own way of persuading the carpet to nove-but he had to adnmit that it
wor ked. "Yes. Many thanks, speaker of spells.™

"Tal k!'" said Sophi e.

They were so high that the world bel ow was out of sight. Abdullah had no
troubl e understandi ng Sophie's terror. The carpet was sailing through
dark enptiness, up and up, and Abdull ah knew that if he had been al one,
he m ght have been screaning. "You talk, mighty mstress of magics," he
quavered. "Tell me of this Wzard How of yours."

Sophie's teeth chattered, but she said proudly, "He's the best wi zard in
I ngary or anywhere else. If he'd only had tinme, he would have def eated
that djinn. And he's sly and selfish and vain as a peacock and cowardly,
and you can't pin himdown to anything."

"I ndeed?" asked Abdul | ah. "Strange that you shoul d speak so proudly such
alist of vices, nost loving of |adies."
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"What do you mean, vices?" Sophie asked angrily. "I was just describing
Howl . He cones from another world entirely, you know, called Wles, and
| refuse to believe he's dead-ooh!"

She ended in a npban as the carpet plunged upward into what had seened to
be a gauzy veil of cloud. Inside the cloud the gauziness proved to be
flakes of ice, which peppered themin slivers and chunks and rounds I|ike
a hailstorm They were both gasping as the carpet burst upward out of

it. Then they both gasped again, in wonder.

They were in a new country, which was bathed in moonlight- noonli ght
that had the golden tinge of a harvest noon to it. But when Abdul | ah
spared an instant to | ook for the moon, he could not see if anywhere.
The Iight seenmed to cone fromthe silver-blue sky itself, studded wth
great linpid golden stars. But he could only spare that one gl ance. The
carpet had come out beside a hazy, transparent sea and was | aboring

al ongsi de soft rollers breaking on cloudy rocks. Regardl ess of the fact
that they could see through each wave as if it were gold-green silk, its
wat er was wet and threatened to overwhel mthe carpet. The air was warm
And the carpet, not to speak of their own clothes and hair, was | oaded
with piles of nelting ice. Sophie and Abdullah, for the first few

m nutes, were entirely occupied in sweeping ice over the edges of the
carpet into the translucent ocean, where it sank through into the sky
beneat h and vani shed.



When t he carpet bobbed up lighter and they had a chance to | ook around,
t hey gasped again. For here were the islands and pronontories and bays
of dimgold that Abdullah had seen in the sunset, spreading out from
beside theminto the far silver distance, where they |ay hushed and
still and enchanted Iike a vista of Paradise itself. The pellucid waves
broke on the cloud shore with only the faintest of whispers, which
seemed to add to the silence.

It seenmed wong to speak in such a place. Sophie nudged Abdul | ah and

poi nted. There, on the nearest cloudy headl and, stood a castle, a mass
of proud, soaring towers with dimsilvery wi ndows showing in them It
was made of cloud. As they |ooked, several of the taller towers streaned
si deways and shredded out of existence,
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whi | e others shrank and broadened. Under their eyes, it grew like a blot
into a massive frowning fortress and then began to change again. But it
was still there and still a castle, and it seened to be the place where
t he carpet was taking them

The carpet was going at a swift wal king pace, but gently, keeping to the
shoreline as if it were not at all anxious to be seen. There were cl oudy
bushes beyond the waves, tinged red and silver like the aftermath of
sunset. The carpet lurked in the cover of these, just as it had | urked
behind trees in Kingsbury Plain, while it circled the bay to conme to the
pronont ory.

As it went, there were new vistas of golden seas, where far-off snoky
shapes moved that coul d have been ships or may have been cl oudy
creatures on business of their owmn. Still in utter, whispering silence,
the carpet crept out onto the headl and, where there were no nore bushes.
Here it slunk close to the cloudy ground, rmuch as it had foll owed the
shapes of the roofs in Kingsbury. Abdullah did not blame it. Ahead of
them the castle was changi ng again, stretching out until it had becone
a mghty pavilion. As the carpet entered thel ong avenue leading to its
gates, dones were rising and bulging, and it had protruded a di mgold
mnaret as if it were watching them coning

The avenue was lined with cloudy shapes, which also seened to watch t hem
com ng. The shapes grew out of the cloud-ground in the way that one

often sees a tuft of cloud curl upward out of the main nmass. But unlike
the castle, they did not change shape. Each one ranped proudly upward,
somewhat in the shape of a sea horse or the knights in a game of chess,
except that their faces were blanker and flatter than the faces of

horses and surrounded by curling tendrils that were neither cloud nor hair.

Sophi e | ooked at each one as they passed it with increasing disfavor. "I
don't think nmuch of his taste in statues," she said.

"Ch, hush, nost outspoken | ady!" Abdullah whi spered. "These are no
statues, but the two hundred attendant angels spoken of by the djinn!"

The sound of their voices attracted the attenti on of the nearest
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cl oudy shape. It stirred mstily, opened a pair of imense noonstone
eyes, and bent to survey the carpet as it slunk past it.



"Don't you dare try to stop us!" Sophie said to it. "W're only coning
to get ny baby."

The huge eyes blinked. Evidently the angel was not used to being spoken
to so sharply. Coudy white wings began to spread fromits sides.

Hastily Abdullah stood up on the carpet and bowed. "G eetings, npst
nobl e messenger of the heavens," he said. "Wat the |ady says so bluntly
is the truth. Pray forgive her. She is fromthe north. But she, l|ike ne,
cones in peace. The djinns are mnding her child, and we do but cone to
col l ect him and render them our nost hunbl e and devout thanks."

This seemed to placate the angel. Its wings nelted back into its cloudy
sides, and though its strange head turned to watch them as the carpet
slunk on, it did not try to stop them But by now the angel across the
way had its eyes open, too, and the two next were turned to stare as
wel | . Abdullah did not dare sit down again. He braced his feet for

bal ance and bowed to each pair of angels as they cane to it. This was
not easy to do. The carpet knew how dangerous the angels could be as
wel | as Abdullah did, and it was noving faster and faster

Even Sophie realized that a little politeness would hel p. She nodded to
each angel as they whi pped past. "Evening," she said. "Lovely sunset
today. Evening." She had not time for nore because the carpet was fairly
scuttling up the last stretch of avenue. Wen it reached the castle
gates, which were shut, it dived through like a rat up a drainpipe.
Abdul | ah and Sophi e were suffused with foggy danp and then out into calm
goldish light. They found they were in a garden. Here the carpet fell to
the floor, linp as a dishrag, where it stayed. It had little shivers
runni ng through the length of it, as a carpet mght that was shaking
with fear, or panting with effort, or both.

Since the ground in the garden was solid and did not seemto be made of
cl oud, Sophie and Abdul |l ah cautiously stepped onto it.
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It was firmturf, growing silver-green grass. In the distance, anong
formal hedges, a nmarble fountain played. Sophie |ooked at this, and
| ooked around, and began to frown.

Abdul | ah stooped and considerately rolled the carpet up, patting it and
speaki ng soot hingly. "Bravely done, nost daring of damasks," he told it.
"There, there. Never fear. | will not allow any djinn, however m ghty,
to harmso much as a thread of your treasured fabric or a fringe from
your border."

"You sound like that soldier making a fuss of Mdrgan when he was
VWi pper snapper, " Sophie said. "The castle's over there."

They set off toward it, Sophie staring alertly around and uttering one
or two snorts, Abdullah with the carpet tenderly over his shoul der. He
patted it fromtinme to time and felt the quivers die out of it as they
went. They wal ked for sone time, for the garden, although it was not
made of cloud, changed and enl arged around them The hedges becane
artistic banks of pale pink flowers, and the fountain, which they could
see clearly in the distance all the tinme, now appeared to be crystal or
possi bly chrysolite. A few steps nore, and everything was in jewel ed
pots, and frondy, with creepers trained up lacquered pillars. Sophie's



snorts becane | ouder. The fountain, as far as they could tell, was of
silver inset with sapphires.

"That djinn has taken liberties with a person's castle," Sophie said.
"Unless I'mentirely turned around, this used to be our bathroom"

Abdul | ah felt his face heat up. Sophie's bathroomor not, these were the
gardens out of his daydreans. Hasruel was nocking him as he had nocked
Abdul | ah all al ong. Wen the fountain ahead turned to gold, glinting

wi ne dark with rubies, Abdull ah becanme as annoyed as Sophi e was.

"This is not the way a garden should be, even if we disregard the
confusi ng changes," he said angrily. "A garden shoul d be

natural -seemng, with wild sections, including a |arge area of bluebells."
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"Quite right," said Sophie. "Look at that fountain now Wat a way to
treat a bat hroom "

The fountain was platinum with eneralds. "Ridiculously flashy!" said
Abdul | ah. "Wen | design ny garden-"

He was interrupted by a child' s scream ng. Both of them began to run
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The child's screans rose. There was no doubt about the direction. As
Sophi e and Abdull ah ran that way, along a pillared cloister, Sophie
panted, "It's not Mrgan; it's an older child!"

Abdul | ah thought she was right. He could hear words in the screans,

al t hough he could not pick out what they were. And surely Mrgan, even
how i ng his | oudest, did not possess big enough lungs to make this kind
of noise. After getting alnpst too loud to bear, the screans becane
grating sobs. Those sank to a steady, nagging "Wah-wah-wah!" and just as
that sound became truly intolerable, the child raised his or her voice
into hysterical screanms again.

Sophi e and Abdul |l ah foll owed the noise to the end of the cloister and
out into a huge cloudy hall. There they stopped prudently behind a
pillar, and Sophie said, "Qur main room They nmust have blown it up |like
a bal l oon!™"

It was a very big hall. The screanming child was in the mddle of it. She
was about four years old, with fair curls and wearing a white

ni ghtdress. Her face was red, her nouth was a bl ack square, and she was
alternately throwi ng herself down on the green porphyry
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floor and standing up in order to throw herself down again. If ever

there was a child in a tenper, it was this one. The echoes in the huge
hall yelled with it.



"It's Princess Valeria,'
m ght be."

Sophie nmurnmured to Abdullah. "I thought it

Hovering over the how ing princess was the huge dark shape of Hasruel
Anot her djinn, rmuch smaller and pal er, was dodgi ng about behind him "Do
something!" this small djinn shouted. Only the fact that he had a voice
like silver trunpets nade himaudi ble. "She's driving nme insane!"

Hasruel bent his great visage down to Valeria' s screaming face. "Little
princess," he boom ngly cooed, "stop crying. You will not be hurt."

Princess Valeria's answer was first to stand up and screamin Hasruel's
face, then to throw herself flat on the floor and roll and kick there.

"Wah-wah-i taW she vociferated. "I want hone! | want ny dad! | want ny
nurse! | want nmy Uncle Ju-ustin! WaaaAH "

"Little princess!" Hasruel cooed desperately.

"Don't just coo at her!" trunpeted the other djinn, who was clearly
Dal zel . "Work sone nagic! Sweet dreams, a spell of silence, a thousand
teddies, a ton of toffee! Anything!"

Hasruel turned around on his brother. H's spread wi ngs fanned agitated
gal es, which flapped Valeria's hair and fluttered her nightdress. Sophie
and Abdullah had to cling to the pillar, or the force of the wind would
have bl own them backward. But it nade no difference to Princess
Valeria's tantrum |f anything, she screamed harder

"l have tried all that, brother of mne!" Hasruel booned.

Princess Val eria was now produci ng steady yells of "MOTHER MOTHER!
THEY' RE BEI NG HORRI D TO ME!'"

Hasruel had to raise his voice to a perfect thunder. "Don't you know, "
he thundered, "that there is alnmpst no magic that will stop a child in
this kind of tenper?"

Dal zel cl apped his pal e hands across his ears-pointed ears, with a | ook
of fungus to them "Well, | can't stand it!" he shrilled. "Put her to
sl eep for a hundred years!"
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Hasruel nodded. He turned back to Princess Valeria as she screaned and
t hrashed upon the floor and spread his huge hand above her

"Ch, dear!" said Sophie to Abdullah. "Do somet hi ng!"

Si nce Abdull ah had no idea what to do, and since he privately felt that
anyt hing that stopped this horrible noise was a good idea, he did
not hi ng but edge uncertainly away fromthe pillar. And fortunately,

bef ore Hasruel's magi c had any noticeable effect on Princess Valeria, a
crowmd of other people arrived. A loud, rather rasping voice cut through
the din.

"What is all this noi se about?"

Both djinns started backward. The new arrivals were all female, and they
all | ooked extremely displ eased; but when you had said that, you seened



to have said the only two things they had in common. They stood in a
row, thirty or so of them glaring accusingly at the two djinns, and
they were tall, short, stout, skinny, young and old, and of every col or
t he human race produces. Abdull ah's eyes scudded al ong the row in
amazement. These nust be the ki dnapped princesses. That was the third
thing they had in conmon. They ranged froma tiny, frail, yellow
princess nearest to him to an elderly, bent princess in the

m d- di stance. And they were wearing every possible kind of clothing,
froma ball dress to tweeds.

The one who had called out was a solidly built mddle-sized princess
standing slightly in front of the rest. She was wearing riding clothes.
Her face, besides being tanned and a little Iined fromoutdoor activity,
was downri ght and sensible. She | ooked at the two djinns with utter
contempt. "OF all the ridiculous things!" she said. "Two great powerful
creatures |like you, and you can't even stop a child crying!"™ And she
stepped up to Valeria and gave her a sharp slap on her thrashing behind.
" Shut up!"

It worked. Valeria had never been slapped in her |ife before. She rolled
over and sat up as if she had been shot. She stared at the downri ght
princess out of astonished, swollen eyes. "You hit nel"

"And | shall hit you again if you ask for it," said the downright princess.
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"I shall scream" said Valeria. Her nmouth went square again. She drew a
deep breath.

"No, you won't," said the downright princess. She picked Valeria up and
bundl ed her briskly into the arms of the two princesses behind her

They, and several nore, closed around Valeria in a huddle, making
soot hi ng noi ses. Fromthe mdst of the huddl e Val eria began scream ng
again, but in a way that was not quite convinced. The downri ght princess
put her hands on her hips and turned contenptuously to the djinns.

"See?" she said. "All you need is a bit of firmess and sone ki ndness,
but neither of you can be expected to understand that!"

Dal zel stepped toward her. Now that he was not so angui shed, Abdullah
saw Wi th surprise that Dal zel was beautiful. Apart fromhis fungoid ears
and taloned feet, he could have been a tall, angelic man. Golden curls
grew on his head, and his w ngs, though small and stunted-I|ooking, were
golden, too. His very red nouth spread into a sweet snile. Altogether he
had an unearthly beauty that natched the strange cl oud ki ngdom where he
lived. "Pray take the child away," he said, "and confort her, O Princess
Beatrice, nost excellent of ny wves."

Downri ght Princess Beatrice was gesturing to the other princesses to
take Val eria away anyway, but she turned back sharply at this. "I've
told you, nmy lad," she said, "that none of us is any wife of yours. You
can call us that until you're blue in the face, but it won't make the
slightest difference. W are not your wi ves, and we never will bel"

"Exactly!" said nost of the other princesses, in a firmbut ragged
chorus. Al of them except for one, turned and swept away, taking the
sobbi ng Princess Valeria with them

Sophie's face was Iit with a delighted smle. She whispered, "It |ooks



as if the princesses are holding their own!"

Abdul | ah could not attend to her. The remaining princess was

Fl ower-in-the-Night. She was, as always, tw ce as beautiful as he
renmenbered her, |ooking very sweet and grave, with her great dark eyes
fixed seriously on Dal zel. She bowed politely. Abdullah's
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senses sang at the sight of her. The cloudy pillars around him seened to
sway in and out of existence. Hi s heart pounded for joy. She was safe!
She was here! She was speaking to Dal zel

"Forgive ne, great djinn, if | remain to ask you a question," she said,
and her voice, even nore than Abdullah remenbered it, was nel odi ous and
nmerry as a cool fountain.

To Abdul | ah's outrage, Dal zel reacted with what seermed to be horror
"Ch, not you again!" he trunpeted, at which Hasruel, standing like a
dark colum in the background, folded his arns and grinned maliciously.

"Yes, it is |, stern stealer of the daughters of sultans,"”
Fl ower-in-the-Night said with her head bowed politely. "I amhere nerely
to ask what thing it was which started the child crying."

"How shoul d I know?" Dal zel demanded. "You're al ways asking nme questions
| can't answer! Why are you asking this one?"

"Because," Flower-in-the-N ght answered, "O robber of the offspring of
rulers, the easiest way to calmthe child is to deal with the cause of
her temper. This | know fromny own chil dhood, for | was much given to
tantrums nysel f."

Surely not! Abdullah thought. She is Iying for a purpose. No nature as
sweet as hers could ever have screaned for anything! Yet, as he was
outraged to see, Dalzel had no difficulty believing this.

"Il bet you were!" Dal zel said.

"So what was the cause, bereaver of the brave?" Flower-in-the- N ght
persisted. "WAs it that she wi shes to be back in her own palace or to
have her own particular doll, or was she sinply frightened by your face
or-"

"I"'mnot sending her back if that's what you're aimng for," Dal ze
interrupted. "She's one of ny wi ves now. "

"Then | adjure you to find out what set her off screanming, raptor of the
righteous," Flower-in-the-N ght said politely, "for wthout that

know edge, even thirty princesses may not silence her." Indeed, Princess
Valeria's voice was rising again in the distance-"wah-wa/z-WAH "-as she
spoke. "I speak from experience," Flower-in-the-N ght observed. "I once
screanmed ni ght and day, for a
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whol e week, until ny voice was gone, because | had grown out of ny
favorite shoes."

Abdul | ah coul d see Flower-in-the-Night was telling the exact truth. He



tried to believe it, but try as he might, he just could not imagine his
| ovely Flower-in-the-Night Iying on the floor, kicking and screaning

Dal zel again had no difficulty at all. He shuddered and turned angrily
to Hasruel. "Think, can't you? You brought her in. You must have noticed
what set her off."

Hasruel's great brown visage crunpl ed hel pl essly. "Brother mne,
brought her in through the kitchen, for she was silent and white with
fear, and | thought maybe a sweetneat woul d nake her happy. But she
threw the sweetneats at the cook's dog and remmined silent. Her cries
only began, as you know, after | placed her anpbng the other princesses,
and her screans only when you had her brought-"

Fl ower-in-the-Night raised a finger. "Ah!" she said.

Both djinns turned to her.
"I have it," she said. "It nmust be the cook's dog. It is often an ani nal
with children. She is used to being given all she wants, and she wants

the dog. Instruct your cook, king of kidnappers, to bring his animal to

our quarters, and the noise will cease, this | prom se you."
"Very well," said Dalzel. "Do it!" he trunpeted at Hasruel
FI ower-i n-the-Ni ght bowed. "I thank you," she said, and turned and

wal ked graceful ly away.
Sophi e shook Abdullah's arm "Let's follow her."

Abdul | ah did not nove or reply. He stared after Flower-in-the- N ght,
hardly able to believe he was really seeing her and equally unable to
beli eve that Dal zel did not fall at her feet and adore her. He had to
admt that this was a relief, but all the same-

"She's yours, is she?" Sophie said after one | ook at his face. Abdullah
nodded raptly. "Then you've got good taste," said Sophie. "Now come on
before they notice us!"

They edged behind the pillars in the direction Flower-in-the
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Ni ght had gone, keeping a wary eye on the huge hall as they went. In the
far distance Dal zel was moodily settling into an enornous throne at the
top of a flight of steps. Wien Hasruel returned from wherever the

ki tchens were, Dalzel motioned himto kneel by the throne. Neither

| ooked their way. Sophie and Abdullah tiptoed to an archway where a
curtain was still swaying after Flower-in-the- Night had lifted it to go
t hrough. They pushed the curtain aside and foll owed.

There was a large, well-lit room beyond, confusingly full of princesses.
From somewhere in the nidst of them Princess Val eria sobbed, "I want to
go hone now "

"Hush, dear. You shall soon," soneone answer ed.

Princess Beatrice's voice said, "You cried beautifully, Valeria. W're
all proud of you. But do stop crying now, there's a good girl."



"Can't!" sobbed Valeria. "I"'min the habit."

Sophi e was staring around the roomin growi ng outrage. "This is our
br oom cupboard!" she said. "Really!"

Abdul | ah coul d not attend to her because Flower-in-the-N ght was quite
near, softly calling, "Beatrice!"

Princess Beatrice heard and plunged out of the cromd. "Don't tell ne,"
she said. "You did it. Good. Those djinns don't know what hits them when
you get after them Flower. Then things are com ng along beautifully if
that man agrees-" At this point she noticedSophie and Abdul |l ah. "Where
did you two spring fron?" she said.

Fl ower-in-the-Night whirled around. For a nonment, when she saw Abdul | ah
there was everything in her face he could have w shed for: recognition
delight, love, and pride. "I knew you'd cone to rescue ne!" said her big
dark eyes. Then, to his hurt and perplexity, it all went. Her face
became snoboth and polite. She bowed courteously. "This is Prince
Abdul | ah from Zanzi b," she said, "but I amnot acquainted with the l[ady."
Fl ower-in-the-Night's behavior shook Abdullah from his daze. It nust be

j eal ousy of Sophie, he thought. He, too, bowed and nade haste to

explain. "This lady, Opearls in many a king's diadens, is wife to the
Royal W zard How and cones here in search of her child."
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Princess Beatrice turned her keen, weathered face to Sophie. "Ch, it's
your baby!" she said. "Howl wth you, by any chance?"

"No," Sophie said nmiserably. "I hoped he'd be here.™

"Not a trace of him I'mafraid,"” said Princess Beatrice. "Pity. He'd be
useful even if he did help conquer ny country. But we've got your baby.
Cone this way."

Princess Beatrice led the way to the back of the room past the group of
princesses trying to confort Valeria. Since Flower-in-the- N ght went

wi th her, Abdullah followed. To his increasing distress,

Fl ower-i n-the-Ni ght was now barely | ooking at him only inclining her
head politely at each princess they passed. "The Princess of Al beria,"
she said formally. "The Princess of Farqtan. The Lady Heiress of
Thayack. This is the Princess of Peichstan, and beside her the Paragon
of I nhico. Beyond her, you see the Danvi selle of Dorinynde."

So if it was not jeal ousy, what was it? Abdul | ah wondered unhappily.

There was a wi de bench at the back of the roomw th cushions onit. "My
oddrments shel f!" Sophie growl ed. There were three princesses sitting on
t he bench: the elderly princess Abdullah had noticed before, a |unpish
princess swaddled in a coat, and the tiny yellow princess perched in the
m ddl e between them The tiny princess's twiglike arms were w apped
around the chubby pink body of Mbrgan.

"She is, as far as we can pronounce it, H gh Princess of Tsapfan,"
Fl ower-in-the-Night said formally. "On her right is the Princess of High
Norland. On her left the Jharine of Jham"

The tiny H gh Princess of Tsapfan | ooked like a child with a doll too



big for her, but in the nbst expert and experienced way, she was giving
Morgan a feed froma | arge baby bottle.

"He's fine with her,"” said Princess Beatrice. "Good thing for her.
St opped her noping. She says she's had fourteen babies of her own."

The tiny princess glanced up with a shy smle. "Boyth, all," she said,

inasmll, lisping voice.
Morgan's toes and hands were curling and uncurling. He
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| ooked the picture of a satisfied baby. Sophie gazed for a nonent.
"Where did she get that bottle?" she asked, as if she were afraid it
m ght be poi soned.

The tiny princess |ooked up again. She smiled and spared a m nute finger
to point.

"Doesn't speak our |anguage very well," Princess Beatrice expl ai ned.
"But that genie seemed to understand her."

The princess's twiglike finger was pointing to the floor by the bench
where, bel ow her small, dangling feet, stood a familiar blue- nauve
bottle. Abdullah dived for it. The lunpish Jharine of Jhamdived for it
at the sanme nonent, with an unexpectedly big, strong hand.

"Stop it!" the genie howled frominside as they tussled for it. "I'm not
com ng out! Those djinns will kill me this tinme for sure!"

Abdul | ah took hold of the bottle in both hands and jerked. The jerk
caused the swaddling coat to fall away fromthe Jharine. Abdullah found
hi nsel f | ooking into wide blue eyes in a lined face inside a bush of
grizzled hair. The face winkled innocently as the old soldier gave him
a sheepish smle and et go of the genie bottle.

"You!" Abdullah said disgustedly.

"Loyal subject of mine," Princess Beatrice explained. "Turned up to
rescue nme. Rather awkward, actually. W had to disguise him"

Sophi e swept Abdul l ah and Princess Beatrice aside. "Let me get at him"
she said.
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I n which

a soldier, a cook,

and a carpet seller

all state

their price

There was a brief tine of noise so loud that it drowned Princess Valeria

conpletely. Mst of it came from Sophie, who started with nmld words
like thief and liar and worked up to scream ng accusations at the



sol dier of crines Abdullah had never heard of and perhaps even the
sol di er had never thought to commit. Listening, Abdullah thought the
nmetal pulley noi se Sophie used to nake as M dni ght was actually nicer
than the noi se she was maki ng now. But sone of the noise cane fromthe
sol di er, who had one knee up and both hands in front of his face and was
bel | owi ng, | ouder and | ouder, "M dnight-1 nean, nadam Let ne expl ain,

M dni ght - er - radam "

To this Princess Beatrice kept adding raspingly, "No, let nme explain!"

And various princesses added to the clamor by crying out, "Ch, please be
quiet or the djinns will hear!"

Abdul l ah tried to stop Sophie by shaking inploringly at her arm But
pr obably not hing woul d have stopped her had not Mrgan taken his nmouth
fromthe bottle, gazed around in distress, and
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started to cry, too. Sophie shut her mouth with a snap then and then
opened it to say, "All right, then. Explain."

In the conmparative quiet the tiny princess hushed Morgan, and he went
back to feedi ng again.

"I didn't nmean to bring the baby," said the soldier
"\What ?" said Sophie. "You were going to desert ny-"

"No, no," said the soldier. "I told the genie to put hi mwhere soneone
woul d | ook after himand take ne after the Princess of Ingary. | won't
deny | was after a reward." He appeal ed to Abdul |l ah. "But you know what
that genie's like, don't you? Next thing I knew, we were both here."

Abdul | ah held the genie bottle up and | ooked at it. "He got his wish,"
the genie said sulkily frominside

"And the infant was yelling blue nmurder," said Princess Beatrice.
"Dal zel sent Hasruel to find out what the noise was, and all | could
think of to say was that Princess Valeria was having a tantrum Then, of
course, we had to get Valeria to scream That was when Fl ower here
started to make plans.”

She turned to Flower-in-the-N ght, who was obviously thinking of
somet hi ng el se-and that something el se had nothing to do with Abdull ah
Abdul | ah noted dismally. She was staring across the room "Beatrice, |
think the cook is here with the dog," she said.

"Ch, good!" said Beatrice. "Conme along, all of you." She strode toward

the mddle of the room

A man in a tall chef's hat was standing there. He was a seaned and hoary
fellowwith only one eye. H s dog was pressed close to his |egs,

grow i ng at any princess who cane near. This probably expressed the way

t he cook was feeling, too. He | ooked thoroughly suspicious of everything.

"Jamal !'" shout ed Abdul | ah. Then he held the genie bottle up and | ooked
at it again.

"Well, it was the nearest palace that wasn't Zanzib," the genie protested.



Abdul | ah was so delighted to see his old friend safe that he did not
argue with the genie. He barged past ten princesses, entirely forgetting
hi s manners, and seized Jamal by the hand. "My friend!"
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Jamal's one eye stared. A tear cane out of it as he wung Abdul | ah's
hand hard in return. "You are safe!l"” he said. Jamal's dog bounced to its
hind | egs and planted its front paws on Abdull ah's stomach, panting
lovingly. A famliar squiddy breath filled the air.

And Val eria pronptly began scream ng again. "I don't want that doggy! He
SMELLS!"

"Ch, hush!" said at |east six princesses. "Pretend, dear. W need the
man's help."

"I ... DONT . . . WANT-" yelled Princess Valeri a.

Sophie tore herself away fromwhere she was | eaning critically over the
tiny princess and marched down upon Valeria. "Stop it, Valeria," she
said. "You remenber ne, don't you?"

It was clear Valeria did. She rushed at Sophie and w apped her arns
around her |egs, where she burst into nmuch nore genuine tears. "Sophie,
Sophi e, Sophi e! Take ne hone!"

Sophi e sat down on the floor and hugged her. "There, there. O course,
we'll take you home. We've just got to arrange it first. It's very odd,"
she remarked to the surrounding princesses. "l feel quite expert with
Val eria, but |I'mscared stiff of dropping Mrgan."

"You'll learn," said the elderly Princess of H gh Norland, sitting
stiffly down beside her. "I'mtold they all do."

Fl ower-in-the-Night stepped to the center of the room "M friends," she
said, "and all three kind gentlenmen, we nmust now put our heads together
to discuss the plight in which we find oursel ves and make plans for our
early rel ease. First, however, it would be prudent to put a spell of

sil ence upon the doorway. It would not do for our kidnappers to
overhear." Her eyes, in the nost thoughtful and neutral way, went to the
genie bottle in Abdullah's hand.

"No!" said the genie. "Try to make nme do anything and you're all toads!"

"I"ll doit," said Sophie. She scranbled up with Valeria still clinging
to her skirts and went over to the doorway, where she took hold of a
handful of the curtain there. "Now, you're not the kind of cloth to |et
any sound through, are you?" she remarked to the curtain. "l suggest you
have a word with the walls and make that quite
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clear. Tell themno one's going to be able to hear a word we say inside
this room™

A murmur of relief and approval canme from nost of the princesses at
this. But Flower-in-the-N ght said, "My pardon for being critical
skillful sorceress, but | think the djinns should be able to hear



somet hing or else they will become suspicious."

The tiny princess from Tsapfan wandered up with Mrgan | ooking huge in
her arms. Carefully she passed the baby to Sophie. Sophie | ooked
terrified and held Morgan as if he were a bonb about to blow up. This
seened to di spl ease Morgan. He waved his arms. Wiile the tiny princess
was | aying both small hands on the curtain, several |ooks of utter

di staste chased thensel ves across his face. "Burp!" he remarked.

Sophi e junped and all but dropped Morgan. "Heavens!" she said. "lI'd no
idea they did that!"

Val eria | aughed heartily. "My brother does-all the tine."

The tiny princess made gestures to show that she had now dealt with
Fl ower-in-the-Night's objection. Everyone listened closely. In the
di stance somewhere they coul d now hear the pleasant ringing hum of
princesses chatting together. There was even an occasi onal yell that
sounded |ike Valeria.

"Most perfect," said Flower-in-the-Night. She smled warmy at the tiny
princess, and Abdul | ah wi shed she would only snile like that at him
"Now i f every person could sit down, we can |lay sone plans to escape."

Everyone obeyed in his or her owmn way. Jamal squatted with his dog in

his arms, |ooking suspicious. Sophie sat on the floor w th Mrgan
clumsily in her arnms and Val eria | eaning against her. Valeria was quite
happy now. Abdul | ah sat cross-1egged beside Jamal. The sol dier came and
sat about two places away, whereupon Abdul | ah took tight hold of the
genie bottle and gripped the carpet over his shoulder with the other hand.
"That girl Flower-in-the-Night is a real marvel," Princess Beatrice
remar ked as she sat herself between Abdul | ah and the sol dier. "She cane
here knowi ng nothing unless she'd read it out of a book. And she |earns
all the tinme. Took her two days to get the neasure of
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Dal zel ; wetched djinn's scared stiff of her now Before she arrived,
all I'd managed was to nake it clear to the creature that we weren't
going to be his w ves. But she thinks big. Had her m nd on escaping
right fromthe start. She's been plotting all along to get that cook in
to help. Now she's done it. Look at her! Looks fit to rule an enpire,
doesn't she?"

Abdul | ah nodded sadly and wat ched Fl ower-in-the-N ght as she stood

waiting for everyone to get settled. She was still wearing the gauzy
cl ot hes she had been weari ng when Hasruel snatched her fromthe night
garden. She was still as slim as graceful, and as beautiful. Her

clothes were now crushed and a little tattered. Abdullah had no doubt
that every crease, every three-cornered tear, and every hanging thread
meant sone new thing that Flower-in-the-Night had |learned. Fit to rule
an enpire indeed! he thought. If he conpared Flower-in-the-N ght with
Sophi e, who had di spl eased him for being so strong-m nded, he knew

Fl ower-in-the-Night had twi ce Sophie's strength of mnd. And as far as
Abdul | ah was concerned, this only nmade Fl ower-in-the-N ght nore
excel l ent. What made hi mwetched was the way she carefully and politely
avoi ded singling himout in any way. And he wi shed he knew why.

"The problem we face," Flower-in-the-Ni ght was sayi ng when Abdul | ah



started to attend, "is that we are in a place where it does no good
simply to get out. If we could sneak out of the castle w thout the
dj i nns' becom ng aware of it or the angels of Hasruel's preventing us,
we should only sink through the clouds and fall heavily to earth, which
is a very long way below. Even if we can overcome those difficulties in
some way"-here her eyes turned to the bottle in Abdullah's hand and,

t houghtfully, to the carpet over his shoul der, but not, alas, to
Abdul | ah hinself-"there seens nothing to stop Dal zel from sending his
brother to bring us all back. Therefore, the essence of any plan we make
has to be the defeat of Dal zel. W know that his chief power derives
fromthe fact that he has stolen the life of his brother Hasruel, so

t hat Hasruel rnust obey himor die. So it follows that in order to
escape, we nust find Hasruel's life and restore it to him Noble |adies,
excel l ent gentlemen, and esteenmed dog, | invite your ideas on this matter."
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Excellently put, O flower of nmy desire! Abdullah thought sadly as
Fl ower-in-the-Ni ght gracefully sat down.

"But we still don't know where Hasruel's life can be!" bl eatedthe fat
Princess of Farqtan.

"Exactly," said Princess Beatrice. "Only Dal zel knows that."

"But the beastly creature's always dropping hints," conpl ai ned the bl ond
princess from Thayack.

"To | et us know how cl ever he is!" the dark-skinned Princess of Al beria
said bitterly.

Sophi e | ooked up. "Wat hints?" she said.

There was a confused clanor as at |east twenty princesses all tried to
tell Sophie at once. Abdullah was straining his ears to catch at | east
one of the hints and Fl ower-in-the-N ght was getting up to restore order
when the soldier said loudly, "Ch, shut up, the lot of you!"

Thi s caused conplete silence. The eyes of every single princess turned
to himin freezing royal outrage.

The soldier found this very anmusing. "Hoity-toity!" he said. "Look at ne
how you pl ease, ladies. But while you do, think whether | ever agreed to
hel p you escape. | did not. Wy should |? Dal zel never did ne any harm"

"That," said the elderly Princess of High Norland, "is because he's not
found you yet, my good man. Do you wish to wait and see what happens
when he does?"

"Il risk it," said the soldier. "On the other hand, | m ght hel p-and
reckon you won't get too far if | don't-provided one of you can nmake it
worth ny while."

Fl ower-in-the-Night, poised on her knees ready to stand, said with
beauti ful haughtiness, "W rth your while in what way, menial nercenary?
Al'l of us have fathers who are very rich. Rewards will shower on you
once they have us back. Do you wi sh to be assured of a certain sumfrom
each? That can be arranged.”

"And I wouldn't say no," said the soldier. "But that's not what | neant,



my pretty. When | started on this caper, | was promsed |'d get a
princess of my own out of it. That's what | want-a princess to marry.
One of you ought to be able to accommpdate me. And if you
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can't or won't, then you can count me out and I'Il be off to nake ny
peace with Dal zel. He can hire me to guard you."

This caused a silence, if possible nore frozen, outraged, and royal than
before, until Flower-in-the-Ni ght pulled herself together and rose to
her feet again. "My friends," she said, "we all need the help of this
man-if only for his ruthless, |ow cunning. What we do not want is to
have a beast |ike himset over us to guard us. Therefore, | vote that he
be allowed to choose a wife from anong us. Wo di sagrees?"

It was clear that every other princess disagreed m ghtily. Further

freezing | ooks were turned on the soldier, who grinned and said, "If |
go to Dal zel and offer nyself to guard you, rest assured you'll never
get away. |'mup to every trick. Isn't that true?" he asked Abdull ah
"It is true, nmost cunning corporal,” Abdullah said.

There was a small murrmuring fromthe tiny princess. "She says she's
married already-those fourteen children, you know," said the elderly
princess, who seenmed to understand the murnur.

"Then let all who are as yet unnarried pl ease raise their hands," said
Fl ower-in-the-Night, and nost determ nedly, raised her own.

Waveringly, reluctantly, two-thirds of the other princesses put their
hands up, also. The soldier's head turned slowy as he | ooked around
them and the |ook on his face rem nded Abdul | ah of Sophi e when, as

M dni ght, she was about to feast on salnmon and cream Abdullah's heart
stood still as the man's blue eyes traveled fromprincess to princess.
It was obvious he would choose Flower-in-the- Ni ght. Her beauty stood
out like alily in the moonlight.

"You," said the soldier at last, and pointed. To Abdull ah's astoni shed
relief, he was pointing at Princess Beatrice.

Princess Beatrice was equally astoni shed. "Me?" she said.
"Yes, you," said the soldier. "I've always fancied a nice bossy,
downri ght princess |like you. Fact that you're a Strangi an, too, nakes it

i deal . "

Princess Beatrice's face had beconme a bright beety red. It did not
i mprove her |ooks. "But-but-" she said, and then pulled her
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self together. "My good soldier, I'll have you know I' m supposed tobe
marrying Prince Justin of Ingary."

"Then you'll just have to tell himyou' re spoken for," said the soldier
"Politics, wasn't it? It seens to ne you'll be glad to get out of it."
"Well, 1-" began Princess Beatrice. To Abdullah's surprise, there were

tears in her eyes, and she had to start again. "You don't mean it!" she



said. "lI'mnot good-Ilooking or any of those things."
"That suits ne," said the soldier, "down to the ground. What would | do
with a flimsy, pretty little princess? | can see you'd back ne up

what ever scam | got up to-and | bet you can darn socks, too."

"Believe it or not, | can darn," said Princess Beatrice. "And nmend
boots. You really mean it?"

"Yes," said the soldier

The two of them had swung around to face each other, and it was clear
that both were entirely in earnest. And the rest of the princesses had
somehow forgotten to be frozen and royal. Every one of them was | eaning
forward to watch with a tender, approving smile. There was the sane
smle on Flower-in-the-Night's face as she said, "Now may we conti nue
our discussion, if no one el se objects?"

"Me. | do," said Jamal. "I object."

Al the princesses groaned. Jamal's face was al nost as red as Princess
Beatrice's, and his one eye was screwed up; but the soldier's exanple
had nade hi m bol d.

"Lovely ladies," he said, "we are frightened, me and ny dog. Until we
got snatched away up here to do your cooking for you, we were on the run
in the desert with the Sultan's camels at our heels. W don't want to be
sent back to that. But if all you perfect princesses get away from here,
what do we do? Djinns don't eat the kind of food | can cook. Meaning no
di srespect to anyone, if | help you to get away, nmy dog and | are out of
ajob. It's as sinple as that."

"Ch, dear," said Flower-in-the-N ght, and seened not to know what el se
to say.

"Such a shanme. He's a very good cook," remarked a pl unp
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princess in a | oose red gown, who was probably the Paragon of Inhico.

"He certainly is!" said the elderly Princess of Hi gh Norland. "I shudder
to remenber the food those djinns kept stealing for us until he cane."
She turned to Jamal. "My grandfather once had a cook from Rashpuht," she
said, "and until you got here, 1'd never tasted anything like that man's
fried squid! And yours is even better. You help us to escape, ny man,
and I'lIl enploy you like a shot, dog and all. But," she added as a grin
bri ghtened on Jamal's | eathery face, "please remenber that ny old father
only rules a very small principality. You'll get board and | odgi ng, but

| can't afford a big wage."

The grin remained broadly fixed on Janmal's features. "My great, great
lady," he said, "it is not wages | want, only safety. For this | wll
cook you food fit for angels.”

"Hmm " said the elderly princess. "I'mnot at all sure what those angels
eat, but that's settled then. Does either of you other two want anything
before you' Il hel p?"

Everyone | ooked at Sophi e.



"Not really," Sophie said rather sadly. "I've got Mrgan, and since How
doesn't seemto be here, there's nothing else | need. 1'll help you,
anyway. "

Everyone | ooked at Abdull ah then

He rose to his feet and bowed. "O noons of nmany nonarchs' eyes," he
said, "far be it fromone as unworthy as ne to inpose any kind of
condition for nmy help on such as you. Help freely given is best, as the
books tell us." He had got this far in his magnificent and generous
speech when he realized it was all nonsense. There was sonething he did
want -very much indeed. He hastily changed his tack. "And freely given ny
help will be," he said, "as free as air blows or rain bedews the
flowers. I will work nyself to extinction for your noble sakes and crave
only in return one small boon, nost sinmply granted-"

"CGet on with it, young nman!" said the Princess of H gh Norland. "What do
you want ?"

"Five minutes' talk in private with Fl ower-in-the-N ght," Abdullah
admi tted.
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Everyone | ooked at Fl ower-in-the-Night. Her head went up, rather
dangerously.

"Cone off it, Flower!" said Princess Beatrice. "Five mnutes won't kil
you!"

Fl ower-in-the-Night seenmed fairly clear that it mght kill her. She
said, like a princess going to her execution, "Very well,"” and, with a
nore than usually freezing ook in the direction of Abdull ah, she asked,
" Now?"

"Or sooner, dove of ny desire," he said, bowing firnmy

Fl ower-in-the-Ni ght nodded frigidly and stal ked away to the side of the
room | ooking positively martyred. "Here," she said as Abdullah foll owed
her .

He bowed again, even nore firmy. "I said, in private, O starry subject
of ny sighs,"” he pointed out.

Fl ower-in-the-Night irritably tw tched aside one of the curtains hanging
besi de her. "They can probably still hear," she said coldly, beckoning
himafter her.

"But not see, princess of ny passion,” Abdullah said, edging behind the
curtain.

He found hinself in a tiny al cove. Sophie's voice cane to himclearly.
"That's the | oose brick where | used to hide noney. | hope they have
room" Whatever the place once had been, it now seened to be the
princesses' wardrobe. There was a riding jacket hangi ng behind

Fl ower-in-the-Night as she fol ded her arnms and faced Abdul |l ah. d oaks,
coats, and a hooped petticoat that evidently went under the | oose red
garnment worn by the Paragon of Inhico dangl ed around Abdul |l ah as he
faced Flower-in-the-Night. Still, Abdullah reflected, it was not nuch



small er or nore crowded than his own booth in Zanzib, and that was
usual |l y private enough

"What did you want to say?" Flower-in-the-N ght asked freezingly.

"To ask the reason for this very coldness!" Abdul |l ah answered heatedly.

"What have | done that you will barely | ook at ne and barely speak? Have
I not cone here, expressly to rescue you? Have | not, alone of all the
di sappoi nted | overs, braved every peril in order to reach this castle?

Have | not gone through the nobst strenuous
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adventures, allow ng your father to threaten ne, the soldier to cheat
me, and the genie to nock ne, solely in order to bring you ny aid? \Wat
nmore do | have to do? O should | conclude that you have fallen in | ove
with Dal zel ?"

"Dal zel !'" excl ai med Fl ower-in-the-Night. "Now you insult me! Now you add
insult to injury! Now | see Beatrice was right and you do i ndeed not
| ove ne!"

"Beatrice!" thundered Abdullah. "What has she to say how | feel?"

Fl ower-in-the-Ni ght hung her head a little, although she | ooked nore
sul ky than ashamed. There was a dead silence. In fact, the silence was
so very dead that Abdullah realized that the sixty ears of all the other
thirty princesses-no, sixty-eight ears, if you counted Sophie, the

sol dier, Jamal, and his dog and assuned Morgan was asl eep-anyway, that
all these ears were at that nonment focused entirely upon what he and

Fl ower-i n-the-Ni ght were saying.

"Tal k anbng yoursel ves!" he shout ed.

The sil ence becane uneasy. It was broken by the elderly princess saying,
"The mpst distressing thing about being up here above the clouds is that
there is no weat her to nake conversation out of."

Abdul | ah waited until this statenment was foll owed by a reluctant hum of
ot her voices and then turned back to Flower-in-the- N ght. "Well? \Wat
did Princess Beatrice say?"

Fl ower-in-the-Night raised her head haughtily. "She said that portraits
of other nmen and pretty speeches were all very well, but she couldn't
hel p noticing you' d never made the slightest attempt to kiss ne."

"I nmpertinent wonan!" said Abdullah. "Wen |I first saw you, | assumed you
were a dream | assuned you would only nelt."

"But," said Flower-in-the-Night, "the second tine you saw ne, you seened
quite sure | was real."

"Certainly," said Abdullah, "but then it would have been unfair because,
if you recall, you had then seen no other living men but your father and
nmysel f."

"Beatrice," said Flower-in-the-N ght, "says that men who do nothi ng but
make fine speeches make very poor husbands."
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"Bot her Princess Beatrice!" said Abdullah. "What do you think?"

"I think," said Flower-in-the-Night, "I think | want to know why you
found ne too unattractive to be worth kissing."

"I DODNT find you unattractive!" baw ed Abdul | ah. Then he renenbered
the sixty-eight ears beyonci the curtain and added in a fierce whisper,
"I'f you must know, I-1 had never in ny life kissed a young | ady, and you
are far too beautiful for ne to want to get it wong!"

A small smile, heralded by a deep dinple, stole across
Fl owerin-the-Ni ght's mouth. "And how many young | adi es have you ki ssed
by now?"

"None!" groaned Abdullah. "I amstill a total amateur!"
"So aml," admitted Flower-in-the-Night. "Though at |east | know enough
not to m stake you for a woman now. That was very stupid!"

She gave a gurgle of |aughter. Abdullah gave another gurgle. In no tine
at all, both of themwere I aughing heartily, until Abdullah gasped, "I
t hi nk we shoul d practice!"

After that there was silence frombehind the curtain. This silence went
on so long that all the princesses ran out of small talk, except
Princess Beatrice, who seened to have a lot to say to the soldier. At

| ength Sophie called out, "Are you two finished?"

"Certainly," Flower-in-the-N ght and Abdul | ah called out. "Absolutely!"
"Then let's nmake some plans,"” said Sophie.

Pl ans were no problemat all to Abdullah in the state of mind he was in
just then. He cane out from behind the curtain holding

Fl ower-in-the-Night's hand, and if the castle had chanced to vani sh at
that noment, he knew he coul d have wal ked on the cl ouds beneath or
failing that, on air. As it was, he wal ked across what seened a very
unworthy marbl e fl oor and sinply took charge.
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In which a djinn's life

is found and then hi dden

Ten mnutes later Abdullah said, "There, nobst em nent and intelligent
persons, are our plans laid. It only remains for the genie-"

Pur pl e snoke poured fromthe bottle and trailed in agitated waves al ong

the marble floor. "You do not use nme!" cried the genie. "I said toads,
and | mean toads! Hasruel put me in this bottle, don't you understand?
If | do anything against him he'll put me somewhere even worse!"

Sophi e | ooked up and frowned at the snoke. "There really is a genie!"

"But | nerely require your powers of divination to tell me where
Hasruel's life is hidden," Abdull ah explained. "I amnot asking for a
wi sh."



"No!" how ed the mauve snoke.

Fl ower-in-the-Ni ght picked the bottle up and bal anced it on her knee.
Snmoke fl owed downward in puffs and seened to try to seep into the cracks
inthe marble floor. "It stands to reason,” Flower-in-the-N ght said,
"that since every man we asked to help has had his price, then the genie
has his price, also. It nust be a male character
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istic. CGenie, if you agree to help Abdullah in this, | will prom se you
what | ogic assures ne is the correct reward."

Grudgi ngly the nauve snoke began to seep backward toward the bottle
again. "Oh, very well," said the genie.

Two minutes after this the charmed curtain in the doorway to the
princesses' roomwas swept aside, and everyone streamed out into the
great hall, clanoring for Dal zel's attention and draggi ng Abdullah in
their mdst, a hel pless prisoner

"Dal zel! Dalzel!" clampred the thirty princesses. "lIs this the way you
guard us? You ought to be ashamed of yourself!"

Dal zel | ooked up. He was | eaning over the side of his great throne to
pl ay chess with Hasruel. He blanched a bit at what he saw and signed to
his brother to renove the chess set. Fortunately the crowd of princesses
was too thick for himto notice Sophie and the Jharine of Jham huddl ed
inthe mdst of it, though his lovely eyes did fall on Jamal and narrow
with astonishnent. "Wiat is it now?" he said.

"A man in our room" screaned the princesses. "A terrible, awful man!"
"What man?" trunpeted Dal zel. "What man woul d dare?"

"This one!" shrieked the princesses. Abdullah was dragged forward

bet ween Princess Beatrice and the Princess of Al beria, nost shamefully
clothed in almost, nothing but the hooped petticoat that had hung behind
the curtain. This petticoat was an essential part of the plan. Two of
the things underneath it were the genie's bottle and the magi c carpet.
Abdul | ah was gl ad he had taken these precauti ons when Dal zel gl ared at
him He had not known before that a djinn's eyes could actually flane.
Dal zel 's eyes were |ike two bluish furnaces.

Hasruel ' s behavi or nade Abdul | ah even nore unconfortable. A nmean grin
spread over Hasruel's huge features, and he said, "Ah! You again!" Then
he folded his great arnms and | ooked very sarcastic indeed.

"How did this fellow get in here?" Dal zel demanded in his trunpet voice
Bef ore anyone coul d answer, Flower-in-the-N ght perforned
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her part in the plan by bursting out fromanong the other princesses and
throwi ng hersel f gracefully down on the steps of the throne. "Have

mercy, great djinn!" she cried out. "He only came to rescue ne!"

Dal zel | aughed contenptuously. "Then the fellow s a fool. | shall throw
hi m strai ght back to earth.”



"Do that, great djinn, and | shall never |eave you in peace!"
FI ower -i n-t he- Ni ght decl ared.

She was not acting. She really neant it. Dalzel knew she did. A shiver
ran through his narrow, pale body, and his gold-taloned fingers gripped
the arns of the throne. But his eyes still flaned with rage. "I shall do
what | want!" he trunpeted.

"Then desire to be nmerciful!" cried Flower-in-the-Night. "G ve him at
| east a chance!"

"Be quiet, woman!" trunpeted Dal zel. "I haven't decided yet. | want to
know how he managed to get in here first."

"Di sqgui sed as the cook's dog, of course," said Princess Beatrice.
"And quite naked when he turned into a man!" said the Princess of Al beria.

"Shocki ng business,"” said Princess Beatrice. "W had to put himin the
Paragon's petticoat."

"Bring himcloser," commanded Dal zel

Princess Beatrice and her assistant |ugged Abdull ah toward the steps of
the throne, Abdullah walking with little mncing steps that he hoped the
djinns would put down to the petticoat. The reason, in fact, was that
the third thing under the petticoat was Jamal's dog. It was gripped
rather firmy between Abdullah's knees in case it escaped. This part of
the plan nade it necessary to be m nus one dog, and none of the
princesses had trusted Dal zel not to send Hasruel |ooking for it and
prove that everyone was |ying.

Dal zel gl ared down at Abdul | ah, and Abdul | ah hoped very much that Dal ze
truly had al nbost no powers of his own. Hasruel had called his brother
weak. But it occurred to Abdullah that even a weak djinn was severa
times stronger than a man. "You came here as a dog?" Dal zel trunpeted.

" How?"

"By nmagic, great djinn," Abdullah said. He had intended to
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make a detail ed explanation at this point, but under the Paragon's
petticoat, a hidden struggle was devel oping. Jamal's dog turned out to
hate djinns even nore than it hated nost of the human race. It wanted to
go for Dalzel. "I disguised nyself as the dog of your cook,"” Abdullah
began to explain. At this point Jamal's dog becane so eager to go for

Dal zel that Abdullah was afraid it would get |oose. He was forced to
grip his knees together tighter yet. The dog's response was a huge,
snarling grow . "Your pardon!" panted Abdullah. Sweat was standing on
his brow "I amstill so rmuch of a dog that | cannot refrain from
groming fromtine to tine."

Fl ower-i n-the-Ni ght recognized that Abdul |l ah was havi ng probl ens and
burst into | anentations. "O nost noble prince! To suffer the shape of a
dog for my sake! Spare him noble djinn! Spare him™"

"Be quiet, woman," said Dal zel. "Where is that cook? Bring himforward."



Jamal was dragged forward by the Princess of Farqtan and the Heiress of
Thayack, wringing his hands and cringing. "Honored djinn, it was nothing
to do with me, | swear!" Jamal wailed. "Do not hurt ne! | never knew he
was not a real dog!" Abdullah could have sworn that Janal was in a state
of true terror. Maybe he was, but he had the presence of mind, all the
same, to pat Abdullah on the head. "Nice dog," he said. "Good fellow "
After that he fell down and groveled on the steps of the throne in the
manner of Zanzib. "I aminnocent, great one!" he blubbered. "Innocent!
Harm me not!"

The dog was soothed by its master's voice. Its grow s stopped. Abdull ah
was able to relax his knees a little. "I aminnocent, too, O collector
of royal maidens," he said. "I came only to rescue the one | love. You
must surely feel kindly toward nmy devotion, since you |ove so nany
princesses yoursel f!"

Dal zel rubbed his chin in a perplexed way. "Love?" he said. "No, | can't
say | understand love. | can't understand how anythi ng coul d nmake
someone put hinself in your position, nortal."

Hasruel, squatting vast and dark beside the throne, grinnednore meanly
than ever. "Wat do you want me to do with the crea
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ture, brother?" he runbled. "Roast hinf? Extract his soul and nmake it
part of the floor? Take him apart?"

"No, no! Be nerciful, great Dalzel!" Flower-in-the-N ght pronptly cried
out. "Gve himat least a chance! If you do, | will never ask you
guestions, or conplain, or lecture you again. | will be meek and politel™

Dal zel grasped his chin again and | ooked uncertain. Abdullah felt mnuch
relieved. Dal zel was indeed a weak djinn-weak in character, anyway. "If
| were to give hima chance-" he began

"I'f you'll take my advice, brother," Hasruel cut in, "you won't. He's
tricky, this one."

At this Flower-in-the-Ni ght raised another great wail and beat her
breast. Abdullah cried out through the noise, "Let ne try toguess where
you hid your brother's life, great Dalzel. If I fail to guess, kill ne.
If | guess right, let ne depart in peace.”

Thi s anused Dal zel highly. H s nmouth opened, show ng pointed silvery

teeth, and his laughter rang around the cloudy hall |ike a fanfare of
trunpets. "But you'll never guess, little nortal!" he said as he

| aughed. Then, as the princesses had repeatedly assured Abdul |l ah, Dal ze
was unable to resist giving hints. "lI've hidden that life so cleverly,"”

he said gleefully, "that you can |l ook at it and not see it. Hasrue
can't see it, and he is a djinn. So what hope have you? But | think for
the fun of it I will give you three guesses before I kill you. Quess
away. Where have | hidden ny brother's life?"

Abdul I ah shot a swift ook at Hasruel in case Hasruel decided to
interfere. But Hasruel was sinply squatting there, |ooking inscrutable.
So far the plan was succeeding. It was in Hasruel's interest not to
interfere. Abdullah had been counting on that. He took a firmer grip on
the dog with his knees and hitched at the Paragon's petticoat, while he
pretended to think. What he was really doing was joggi ng the genie



bottle. "For ny first guess, great djinn . he said, and stared at
the floor as if the green porphyry might inspire him Wuld the genie go
back on his word? For one scared and m serabl e nmoment Abdul | ah t hought
that the genie had |l et himdown as usual and that he was going to have
to risk guessing on his
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own. Then, to his great relief, he sawa tiny tendril of purple snoke
creep out fromunder the Paragon's petticoat, where it lay, still and
wat chful , beside Abdull ah's bare foot. "My first guess is that you hid
Hasruel 's Iife on the noon," Abdullah said.

Dal zel |aughed delightedly. "Wong! He would have found it there! No,
it's much nore obvious than that, and much | ess obvi ous. Consider the
gane of hunt the slipper, nortall™

This told Abdullah that Hasruel's life was here in the castle, as nost
of the princesses had thought it was. He made a great show of thinking
hard. "My second guess is that you gave it to one of the guardi an angels
to keep," he said.

"Wong again!" said Dalzel, nore delighted than ever. "The angels would
have given it back straightaway. It's much cleverer than that, little
nortal. You'll never guess. It's amazing how no one can see what's under
hi s own nose!"

At this, in a burst of inspiration, Abdullah was sure he knew where
Hasruel's life really was. Flower-in-the-Night |oved him He was stil
wal king on air. H's mind was inspired, and he knew. But he was nortally
afraid of making a mi stake. Wen the tine shortly cane when he had to
take hold of Hasruel's life hinself, he knew he would have to go
straight to it because Dal zel would give himno second chance. That was
why he needed the genie to confirmhis guess. The tendril of snoke was
still lying there, near invisible, and if Abdullah had guessed, surely
t he geni e knew, too?

"Er . . ." Abdullah said. "Un . . ."
The tendril of snoke crept noiselessly back inside the Paragon's
petticoat and bellied up inside, where it nust have tickled the nose of

Jamal's dog. The dog sneezed.

"Atishoo!" cried Abdullah, and al nost drowned the thread of the genie's
voi ce whispering, "It's the ring in Hasruel's nose!"

"Atishoo!" said Abdul |l ah, and pretended to guess wong. This was where
his plan was distinctly risky. "Your brother's life is one of your
teeth, great Dal zel ."

"Wong!" trunpeted Dal zel. "Hasruel, roast him"

"Spare him" wailed Flower-in-the-N ght as Hasruel, with disgust and
di sappoi ntnment witten all over him began to get up
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The princesses were ready for this moment. Ten royal hands instantly
pushed Princess Valeria out of the cromd to the steps of the throne.



"I want my doggy!" Val eria announced. This was her big nonment. As Sophie
had pointed out to her, she had found thirty new aunties and three new
uncles and all of them had begged her to scream as hard as she could. No
one had ever wanted her to scream before. In addition, all the new
aunties had prom sed her a box of sweets if she made this a really good
tantrum Thirty boxes. It was worth the best she could do. She nade her
nmout h square. She expanded her chest. She gave it everything she had. "I
WANT MY DOGGY! | DON T WANT ABDULLAH | WANT My DOGGY BACK!" She hurl ed
herself at the throne steps, fell over Jamal, threw herself to her feet
again, and flung herself at the throne. Dalzel hastily junped onto the
throne seat to get out of her way. "G VE ME MY DOGGY!" Val eria bel | owed.

At the same monent the tiny yell ow Princess of Tsapfan gave Morgan a
shrewd nip, just in the right place. Mrgan had been asleep in her tiny
arnms, dreanming he was a kitten again. He woke with a junp and found he
was still a helpless baby. H's fury knew no bounds. He opened his nouth,
and he roared. H s feet pedaled with anger. H s hands punped. And his
roars were so lusty that had it been a conpetition between hinself and
Val eria, Mrgan mght have won. As it was, the noi se was unspeakabl e.
The echoes in the hall picked it up, doubled the screans, and rolled it
all back at the throne.
"Echo at those djinns," Sophie was saying in her conversational magica
way. "Don't just double it. Treble it."

The hall was a madhouse. Both djinns clapped their hands over their
poi nted ears. Dal zel hooted, "Stop it! Stop them Where did that baby
cone fronP"

To whi ch Hasruel how ed, "Wnen have babies, fool of a djinn! Wat did
you expect ?"

"I WANT My DOGGY BACK!" stated Valeria, beating the seat of the throne
with her fists.
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Dal zel ' s trumnpet voice fought to be heard. "G ve her a doggy, Hasruel
or I'I'l kill you!™

At this stage in Abdullah's plans he had confidently expected- if he had
not been killed by then-to be turned into a dog. It was what he had been
| eading up to. This, he had cal cul ated, would al so have rel eased Jamal's
dog. He had counted on the sight of not one dog but two, dashing from
beneat h the Paragon's petticoat, to add to the confusion. But Hasrue

was as distracted by the screans, and the triple echoes of screans, as
his brother was. He turned this way and that, clutching his ears and
yelling with pain, the picture of a djinn at his wits' end. Finally he
fol ded his great wi ngs and becane a dog hinself.

He was a very huge dog, sonething between a donkey and a bul | dog, brown
and gray in patches, with a golden ring in his snub nose. This huge dog
put its gigantic forepaws on the armof the throne and stretched an
enornous sl avering tongue out toward Valeria's face. Hasruel was trying
to seemfriendly. But at the sight of sonmething so big and so ugly,

Val eria, not unnaturally, screaned harder than ever. The noise
frightened Morgan. He screaned harder, too.

Abdul | ah had a nonment when he was quite at a |l oss what to do, and then
anot her nmonment when he was sure no one would hear hi mshout. "Soldier!"



he roared. "Hold Hasruel! Soneone hold Dal zel!"

Luckily the soldier was alert. He was good at that. The Jharine of Jham
vanished in a flurry of old clothes, and the soldier |eaped up the steps
of the throne. Sophie rushed after him beckoning to the princesses. She
threw her arnms around Dal zel's sl ender white knees, while the soldier

wr apped his brawny arms around the neck of the dog. The princesses

st anpeded up the steps behind them and nost of themthrew thensel ves on
Dal zel, too, with the air of princesses badly in need of revenge-al
except Princess Beatrice, who dragged Valeria out of the brawl and began
the difficult task of shutting her up. The tiny Princess of Tsapfan
meanwhi |l e sat calmy on the porphyry floor, rocking Mrgan back to sleep
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nove than Jamal's dog seized its chance and got away. It burst out from
under the Paragon's petticoat to see a fight in progress. It |oved
fights. It also saw another dog. If anything, it hated dogs even nore
than djinns or the human race. No matter what size the dog was. It sped,
snarling, to the attack. Wile Abdullah was still trying to kick his way
out of the Paragon's petticoat, Jamal's dog sprang for Hasruel's throat.

This was too nmuch for Hasruel, already beset by the soldier. He becane a
djinn again. He nmade an angry gesture. And the dog went sailing away,
end over end, to land with yelp on the other side of the hall. After
that Hasruel tried to stand up, but the soldier was on his back by then
preventing himspreading his | eathery wings. Hasruel heaved and surged.

"Hol d your head down, Hasruel, | conjure you!" Abdullah shouted, kicking
free of the Paragon's petticoat at last. He | eaped up the steps, wearing
not hi ng but his loincloth, and seized hold of Hasruel's great left ear
At this Flower-in-the-N ght understood where Hasruel's life was, and to
Abdul | ah' s great joy, she jumped up and hung on to Hasruel's right ear
And there they hung, raised in the air fromtine to tine when Hasruel

got the better of the soldier, and slamed to the fl oor when the soldier
got the better of Hasruel, with the soldier's straining arns w apped
around the djinn's neck just beside them and Hasruel's great snarling
face between them Fromtime to time Abdul |l ah caught glinpses of Dal ze
standing on the seat of his throne under a pile of princesses. He had
spread his weak gol den wings. They did not seem nmuch use for flying

wi th, but he was battering at the princesses with them and shouting to
Hasruel for help.

Dal zel ' s trumpet shouts seened to inspire Hasruel. He began to get the
better of the soldier. Abdullah tried to get a hand | oose so that he
could reach out to the golden ring, dangling just by his shoul der, under
Hasruel 's hooked nose. Abdullah freed his left hand. But his right hand
was sweating and slipping off Hasruel's ear. He

gr abbed- desperat el y-before he slipped of f.

He had reckoned wi thout Janmal's dog. After |lying dazed for nost of a
mnute, it stood up, angrier than ever and full of hatred
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for djinns. It saw Hasruel and knew its eneny. Back across the hall it
raced, hackles up and snarling, past the tiny princess and Mdrgan, past
Princess Beatrice and Val eria, through the princesses eddyi ng around the
t hrone, past the crouching figure of its nmaster, and sprang at the

easi est piece of djinn to reach. Abdullah snatched his hand away just in



tine.

Snap! went the dog's teeth. Gulp went the dog's throat. After that, a
puzzl ed | ook crossed the dog's face, and it dropped to the floor

hi ccupi ng uneasily. Hasruel how ed with pain and sprang upright wth
bot h hands cl apped to his nose. The soldier was hurled to the floor
Abdul | ah and Fl ower-in-the-N ght were flung off to either side. Abdullah
di ved for the hiccuping dog, but Jamal got there first and picked it up
tenderly.

"Poor dog, mny poor dog! Better soon!" he crooned to it, and carried it
carefully away down the steps.

Abdul | ah dragged the dazed soldier with himand put themboth in front
of Jamal. "Stop, everyone!" he shouted. "Dal zel, | conjure you to stop
W have your brother's life!"

The struggle on the throne stilled. Dalzel stood with spread wi ngs and
his eyes like furnaces again. "I don't believe you," he said. "Where?"

"Inside the dog," said Abdullah.

"But only until tonorrow, " Jamal said soothingly, thinking only of his
hi ccuping dog. "It has an irritable gut fromeating too nuch squid. Be
t hankf ul - "

Abdul | ah ki cked himto shut himup. "The dog has eaten the ring in
Hasruel's nose," he said.

The dismay on Dal zel's face told himthat the genie had been right. He
had guessed correctly. "Ch!" said the princesses. Al eyes turned to
Hasruel, huge and bowed over, with tears in his fiery eyes and both
hands cl asped to his nose. Djinn blood, which was clear and greenish,

dri pped between his great horned fingers.

"I should hab dode," Hasruel said dismally. "It wad right udder by dose."

The elderly Princess of Hi gh Norland detached herself fromthe crowd
around the throne, felt in her sleeve, and reached up to
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Hasruel with a small |acy handkerchief. "Here you are," she said. "No
hard feelings."

Hasruel took the handkerchief with a grateful "Thang you" and pressed it
to the torn end of his nose. The dog had not really eaten much except
the ring. Having nopped the place carefully, Hasruel knelt ponderously
down and beckoned to Abdull ah up the steps of the throne. "Wat woul d
you have me do now | am good agai n?" he asked nournfully.
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I n which

the castle cones

down to earth

Abdul | ah did not need to give Hasruel's question much thought. "You mnust



exile your brother, mghty djinn, to a place fromwhich he will not
return," he said.

Dal zel at once burst into nelting blue tears. "lIt's not fair!" He wept
and stanped his foot on the throne. "Everyone's always against ne! You
don't love me, Hasruel! You cheated ne! You didn't even try to get rid
of those three people hanging on to you!"

Abdul | ah was sure Dal zel was right about that. Knowi ng the power a djinn
had, Abdull ah was sure Hasruel could have flung the soldier, not to
speak of hinself and Flower-in-the-Night, to the ends of the earth if he
had wanted to.

"It wasn't as if | was doing any harm " Dal zel shouted. "I have a right
to get married, don't |?"

Whi |l e he shouted and stanped, Hasruel nurnured to Abdullah, "There is a
wandering island in the ocean to the south, which is only to be found
once in a hundred years. It has a palace and nany fruit trees. My |
send my brother there?"

"And now you're going to send me away!" Dal zel screaned. "None of you
care how lonely | shall be!"

"By the way," Hasruel murrmured to Abdullah, "your father's
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first wife's relatives made a pact with the nercenaries, which allowed
themto flee from Zanzib to escape the Sultan's wath, but they left the
two ni eces behind. The Sultan has | ocked the unfortunate girls up, they
bei ng the nearest of your famly he could find."

"Mbst shocking," Abdullah said. He saw what Hasruel was driving at.
"Perhaps, mighty djinn, you m ght celebrate your return to goodness by
fetching the two dansel s here?"

Hasruel 's hideous face brightened. He raised his great clawed hand.
There was a clap of thunder, followed by sonme girlish squealing, and the
two fat nieces stood before the throne. It was as sinple as that.
Abdul | ah saw that Hasruel had i ndeed been hol di ng back his strength
before. Looking into the djinn's great slanting eyes- which still had
tears in the corners fromthe dog's attack-he saw t hat Hasruel knew he
knew.

"Not more princesses!" Princess Beatrice said. She was kneeling by
Val eria, |ooking rather harassed.

"Not hi ng of the sort, | assure you," said Abdull ah

The two nieces could hardly have | ooked less like princesses. They were
in their oldest clothes, practical pink and workaday yellow, torn and
stained fromtheir experiences, and the hair of both had come unfrizzed.
They took one | ook at Dal zel stanping and weepi ng above them on the

t hrone, another | ook at the huge shape of Hasruel, and then a third | ook
at Abdul | ah wearing nothing but a |oincloth, and they screanmed. Then
each tried to hide her face in the other's plunp shoul der

"Poor girls," stated the Princess of High Norland. "Hardly royal behavior."



"Dal zel !'" Abdul | ah shouted up at the sobbing djinn. "Beauteous Dal zel
poacher of princesses, be peaceful a nonment and | ook upon the gift |
have given you to take with you into exile."

Dal zel stopped in md-sob. "Gft?"

Abdul | ah pointed. "Behold two brides, young and succul ent and sorely in
need of a bridegroom"

Dal zel wi ped |luminous tears fromhis cheeks and surveyed the nieces in
much the same way that Abdullah's cannier custoners used to inspect his
carpets. "A matching pair!" he said. "And won
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derfully fat! Where's the catch? Are they perhaps not yours to give away?"

"No catch, shining djinn," said Abdullah. It seemed to himthat, now the
girls' other relatives had deserted them they were surely his to

di spose of. But to be on the safe side, he added, "They are yours for
the stealing, mghty Dalzel." He went up to the nieces and patted each
on her plunp arm "lLadies," he said. "Fullest noons of Zanzib, pray
forgive me that unfortunate vow which prevents nme forever from enjoying
your | argeness. Look up instead and behol d the husband | have found you
in ny place."

The heads of both nieces came up as soon as they heard the word husband.
They gazed at Dal zel. "He's ever so handsome," said the pink one.

"I like themwith wings," said the yellow one. "It's different."
"Fangs are rather sexy," mused the pink one. "So are claws, provided
he's careful with themon the carpets.”

Dal zel beanmed wi der with each renark. "I shall steal these at once," he
said. "I like thembetter than princesses. Wiy didn't | collect fat
| adi es i nstead, Hasruel ?"

A fond smle bared Hasruel's fangs. "It was your decision, brother." His
snmle faded. "If you are quite ready, it is ny duty to send you into
exile now "

"I don't mnd so nuch now," Dal zel said, with his eyes still on the two
ni eces.

Hasruel stretched out his hand again, slowy, regretfully, and slowy,
inthree long rolls of thunder, Dalzel and the two ni eces faded out of
sight. There was a slight snell of the sea and a faint noise of sea
gull's. Both Mbrgan and Valeria started crying again. Everyone el se

si ghed, Hasruel deepest of all. Abdullah realized with sone surprise
that Hasruel truly loved his brother. Al though it was hard to understand
how anyone coul d | ove Dal zel, Abdullah could hardly blame him Wo aml
to criticize? he thought, as Flower-in-the-N ght came up and put her arm
t hrough hi s.

Hasruel heaved up an even heavier sigh and sat down on the throne, which
fitted his size far better than Dalzel's, with his great
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wi ngs drooping sadly to either side. "There is other business,"’
touching his nose gingerly. It seemed to be healing al ready.

he said,

"Yes, there certainly is!" said Sophie. She had been waiting on the
throne steps for her chance to speak. "Wen you stole our moving castle,
you di sappeared ny husband, Howl . Were is he? | want hi m back."

Hasruel raised his head sadly, but before he could reply, there were

al arnmed noi ses fromthe princesses. Everyone at the bottom of the steps
retreated fromthe Paragon's petticoat. It was bul ging and bel lying up
and down on its hoops like a concertina. "Help!" cried the genie inside.
"Let me out! You prom sed!"

Fl ower-in-the-Night's hand | eaped to her nmouth. "Ch! | clean forgot!"
she said, and darted away from Abdul | ah, down the steps. She threw aside
the petticoat in a roll of purple smoke. "I wi sh," she cried out, "that

you be rel eased fromyour bottle, genie, and be free forevernore!"

As usual the genie did not waste tine in thanks. The bottle burst with a
resoundi ng smack. Inside the rolls of snoke a decidedly nore solid
figure clinmbed to its feet. Sophie gave a screamat the sight. "On,
bless the girl! Thank you, thank you!" She arrived in the vani shing
snoke so fast that she nearly knocked the solid man there over. He did
not seemto mnd. He picked Sophie up and swung her around and around.
"Ch, why didn't | know?. Why didn't | realize?" Sophie panted,

st aggeri ng about on broken gl ass.

"Because that was the enchantnment," Hasruel said gloonmily. "If he was
known to be Wzard Howl, soneone would have released him You could not
know who he was, nor could he tell anyone."

The Royal W=zard How was a younger man than Wzard Suliman, and a good
deal more elegant. He was richly dressed in a suit of mauve satin,

agai nst which his hair showed a rather inprobable shade of yellow
Abdul | ah stared at the wizard's light eyes in the wizard' s bony face. He
had seen those eyes clearly, one early nmorning. He felt he should have
guessed. He felt hinself altogether in an awkward position. He had used
the genie. He felt he knew the genie very well. Did that nean he al so
knew t he wi zard? O not?
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For this reason, Abdullah did not join in when everyone, including the
sol di er, gathered around Wzard How , exclaim ng and congratul ati ng him
He watched the tiny Princess of Tsapfan wal k quietly anong the
exclaimng cromd and gravely put Mrgan into How's arns.

"Thanks," said How. "I thought 1'd better bring himalong where | could
keep an eye on him" he explained to Sophie. "Sorry if | gave you a
fright." How seened nore used to hol di ng babi es than Sophie was. He
rocked Morgan soothingly and stared at him Morgan stared, rather

bal eful l y, back. "My word, he's ugly!"™ How said. "Chip off the old block."

"Howl !" said Sophie. But she did not sound angry.
"One nmonent," said How . He advanced to the steps of the throne and

| ooked up at Hasruel. "Look here, djinn," he said, "lI've a bone to pick
with you. What do you nean by pinching ny castle and shutting ne up in a
bott| e?"



Hasruel's eyes lit to an angry orange. "Wzard, do you inmagine your
power is equal to mne?"

"No," said How . "I just want an explanation." Abdullah found hinself
admring the man. Knowi ng what a coward the genie had been, he had no
doubt that How was a jelly of terror inside. But he showed no sign of
it. He hoisted Morgan over his mauve sil k shoul der and gl ared back at
Hasr uel
"Very well," said Hasruel. "My brother ordered ne to steal the castle.
In this I had no choice. But Dal zel gave no orders concerni ng you,
except that | ensure you could not steal the castle back again. Had you
been a bl anel ess man, | would sinply have transported you to the island
where ny brother is now But | knew you had been using your w zardry to
conquer a nei ghboring country-"

"That's not fair!" said Howl. "The King ordered nme!" He sounded for a
nmonent just like Dalzel, and he nust have realized that he did. He
stopped. He thought. Then he said ruefully, "I daresay | could have
redirected Hs Majesty's mind if it had occurred to nme. You're right.
But don't ever let ne catch you where | can put you in a bottle, that's
all.”

"That | mght deserve," Hasruel agreed. "And | deserve it the

191

nore as | took pains to | et everyone involved neet with the nost fitting
fate | could devise." H s eyes slanted toward Abdullah. "Did I not?"

"Most painfully, great djinn," Abdullah agreed. "Al ny dreans cane
true, not only the pleasant ones."

Hasruel nodded. "And now," he said, "I mnust |eave you when | have
performed one nore small, needful act."” H's wings rose, and his hands
gestured. Instantly he was in the m dst of a swarm of strange w nged
shapes. They hovered over his head and around the throne |ike
transparent sea horses, conmpletely silent except for the faint whisper
of their whirling w ngs.

"Hi s angels,"” Princess Beatrice explained to Princess Valeria.

Hasruel whispered to the wi nged shapes, and they departed from him as
suddenly as they had appeared, to reappear in the sane swarm whispering
around Jamal's head. Janal backed away fromthem horrified, but it did
no good. The swarm foll owed him One after another, the w nged shapes
went to perch on different parts of Jamal's dog. As each | anded, it
shrank and di sappeared anong the hairs of the dog's coat, until only two
were |eft.

Abdul | ah suddenly found these two shapes hovering level with his eyes.
He ducked, but the shapes followed. Two small, cold voices spoke, in a
way that seemed for his ears alone. "After |long thought,"” they said,
find we prefer this shape to that of toads. We think in the |ight of
eternity, and we therefore thank you." So saying, the two shapes darted
away to perch on Janal's dog, where they, too, shrank and di sappeared
into the gnarled skin of its ears.

we

Jamal stared at the dog in his arns. "Why am | holding a dog full of
angel s?" he asked Hasr uel



"They will not harmyou or your beast," said Hasruel. "They will sinmply

wait for the gold ring to reappear. Tonorrow, | believe you said? You
must see that | amnaturally anxious to keep track of my life. Wen ny
angels find it, they will bring it to me wherever I am" He sighed,
heavily enough to stir everyone's hair. "And | do not know where | shal
be," he said. "I shall have to find sonme place of exile in the far

deeps. | have been w cked. | cannot again join the ranks of the Good
Djinns."
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"Ch, cone now, great djinn!" said Flower-in-the-Night. "It was taught to
me that goodness is forgiveness. Surely the Good Djinns will welconme you
back?"

Hasruel shook his great head. "Intelligent Princess, you do not

under st and. "

Abdul | ah found that he understood Hasruel very well. Perhaps his
under st andi ng had something to do with the way he had been I ess than
polite to his father's first wife's relatives. "Hush, love," he said.
"Hasruel neans that he enjoyed his w ckedness and does not regret it."

"It is true," said Hasruel. "I had nore fun these last nonths than | had
in many hundreds of years before that. Dal zel taught ne this. Now | rmnust
go away for fear | start having the sanme fun anong the Good Djinns. If |
only knew where to go."

A thought seened to strike Howl. He coughed. "Wy not go to another
wor | d?" he suggested. "There are many hundreds of other worlds, you know. "
Hasruel 's wings rose and beat with excitenent, whirling the hair and
dresses of every princess in the hall. "There are? Were? Show ne how

may get to another world."

Howl put Morgan into Sophie's awkward arnms and bounded up the steps of
the throne. What he showed Hasruel was a natter of a few strange
gestures and a nod or so. Hasruel seened to understand perfectly. He
nodded in return. Then he rose fromthe throne and sinply wal ked away,

wi t hout anot her word, across the hall and through the wall as if it were
so much mst. The huge hall suddenly felt enpty.

"Cood riddance!" said How .
"Did you send himto your world?" Sophie asked.

"No way!" said Howl . "They've got enough to worry about there. | sent

himin the opposite direction. | took a risk that the castle wouldn't
just disappear.” He turned around slowy, staring out at the cloudy
reaches of the hall. "It's all still here," he said. "That neans

Cal ci fer nust be here somewhere. He's the one who keeps it going." He
gave out a ringing shout. "Calcifer! \Were areyou?"
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The Paragon's petticoat once nmore seenmed to take on a life of its own.
This time it bow ed away si deways on its hoops to let the magic carpet
float free of it. The carpet shook itself, in rather the same way as

Jamal 's dog was now doi ng. Then, to everyone's surprise, it flopped to



the floor and began to unravel. Abdullah nearly cried out at the waste.
The Iong thread whirling free was blue and curiously bright, as if the

carpet were not made of the usual wool at all. The free thread, darting
back and forth across the carpet, rose higher and higher as it grew
[ onger, until it was stretched between the high cloudy ceiling and the

al nost bare canvas it had been woven into. At last, with an inpatient
flip, the other end tore free fromthe canvas and shrank upward into the
rest, where it spread in a flickering sort of way, and shrank again, and
finally spread into a new shape |ike an upsi de-down teardrop or nmaybe a
flame. This shape cane drifting downward, steadily and purposefully.
When it was near, Abdullah could see a face on the front of it conposed
of little purple or green or orange flanes. Abdullah shrugged
fatalistically. It seened that he had parted with all those gold pieces
to buy a fire denmon and not a magic carpet at all

The fire denon spoke, with a purple, flickering mouth. "Thank goodness!"
it said. "Way didn't someone call ny name before? lhurt.”

"Ch, poor Calcifer!" said Sophie. "I didn't know "

"I"mnot speaking to you," retorted the strange fl ame-shaped being. "You
stuck your claws into ne. Nor," it said as it floated past How, "to
you, either. You let me in for this. It wasn't me that wanted to help
the King's arny. I'"'monly speaking to him™" it said, bobbing up beside
Abdul | ah' s shoul der. He heard his hair frizzle gently. The flane was
hot. "He's the only person who ever tried to flatter ne."

"Since when," Howl asked acidly, "have you needed flattery?"
"Since | discovered hownice it is to be told |"'mnice," said Calcifer

"But | don't think you are nice," said How. "Be like that, then!" He
turned his back on Calcifer with a fling of mauve satin sl eeves.
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"Do you want to be a toad?" Calcifer asked. "You're not the only one who
can do toads, you know "

Howl tapped angrily with one mauve-booted foot. "Perhaps," he said,
"your new friend mght ask you to get this castle down where it bel ongs
then. ™

Abdul l ah felt a little sad. Howl seemed to be naking it plain that he
and Abdul | ah did not know each other. But he took the hint. He bowed. "O
sapphire among sorcerous beings," he said, "flanme of festivity and
candl e anong carpets, magnificent nore by a hundred times in your true
formthan ever you were as treasured tapestry-"

"Cet on with it!" nuttered How .

"-woul d you graciously consent to re-place this castle onearth?"
Abdul | ah fi ni shed.

"Wth pleasure," said Calcifer.

They all felt the castle going down. It went so fast at first that
Sophi e clutched Howl's arm and a number of princesses cried out. For as
Valeria loudly said, a person's stomach got left behind in the sky. It
was possible that Calcifer was out of practice after being in the wong



shape for so long. Whatever the reason was, the descent slowed after a
m nute and becanme so gentle that everyone hardly noticed it. This was
just as well, because as it descended, the castle became noticeably
smal l er. Everyone was jostled toward everyone el se and had to fight for
roomin which to balance. The walls noved i nward, turning from cl oudy
porphyry to plain plaster as they came. The ceiling noved down, and its
vaulting turned to | arge bl ack beans, and a wi ndow appeared behind the
pl ace where the throne had been. It was shadowy at first. Abdullah
turned toward it eagerly, hoping for one nore glinpse of the transparent
sea with its sunset islands, but by the time the wi ndow was a real solid
wi ndow, there was only sky outside, flooding the cottage-sized roomwth
clear yellow dawn. By this time princess was crowded agai nst princess,
Sophi e was squashed in a corner, grasping How in one arm and Morgan
with the other, and Abdul |l ah found hi msel f squeezed between

Fl ower-in-the-N ght and the sol dier

The sol dier, Abdullah realized, had not said a word in a very
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long tinme. In fact, he was behaving decidedly oddly. He had pulled his
borrowed veils back over his head and was sitting bowed over on a snall
stool which had appeared beside the hearth as the castle shrank

"Are you quite well?" Abdull ah asked him

"Perfectly," said the soldier. Even his voice sounded odd.

Princess Beatrice pushed her way through to him "Ch, there you are!™

she said. "Whatever is the matter with you? Afraid |'mgoing to go back
on my prom se now we're getting back to normal? Is that it?"

"No," said the soldier. "Or rather, yes. It'll bother you."
"It will bother me not at all!" snapped Princess Beatrice. "Wen | make
a promse, | keep it. Prince Justin can just go to ... whistle."

"But | am Prince Justin," said the soldier
"What ?" said Princess Beatrice.

Very slowy and sheepishly the soldier put away his veils and | ooked up
It was still the sane face, with the sanme blue eyes that were either
utterly innocent or deeply dishonest, or both, but it was a snoother and
nore educated face. A different sort of soldierliness |ooked out of it.
"That dammed djinn enchanted me, too," he said. "I remenber it now. |
was waiting in a wood for the search parties to report back." He | ooked
rat her apol ogetic. "W were hunting for Princess Beatrice-er, you, you
knowwi t hout nuch |uck, and suddenly ny tent bl ew away and there was the
dj i nn, squeezing hinself in anbng the trees. 'I'mtaking the Princess,'
he said. 'And since you defeated her country by unfair use of magic, you
can be one of the defeated soldiers and see how you like it.' And next
thing I knew, | was wandering about on the battlefield, thinking | was a
Strangi an sol dier."

"And did you hate it?" asked Princess Beatrice.
"Well," said the Prince, "it was hard. But | sort of got on with it and

pi cked up everything useful | could and nade a few plans. | see | shal
have to do sonething for all those defeated soldiers. But"-a grin that



was purely that of the old soldier spread across his face- "to tell the

truth, |1 enjoyed nyself rather a |ot, wandering through
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Ingary. | had fun being wicked. I"'mlike that djinn, really. It's

getting back to ruling again that's depressing ne."

"Well, | can help you there," said Princess Beatrice. "I know the ropes,
after all."

"Real | y?" said the Prince, and he | ooked up at her in the same way that
as the soldier he had | ooked at the kitten in his hat.

FI ower -i n-t he-Ni ght nudged Abdul |l ah, softly and delightedly. "The Prince
of Cchinstan!" she whispered. "No need to fear him™"

Shortly after that the castle came to earth as lightly as a feather
Calcifer, floating against the | ow beans of the ceiling, announced that
he had set it down in the fields outside Kingsbury. "And | sent a
message to one of Suliman's mirrors," he said smugly.

This seemed to exasperate Howl. "So did |," he said angrily. "Take a | ot
on yoursel f, don't you?"

"Then he got two nmessages," said Sophie. "Wat of it?"

"How stupid!" said How, and began to laugh. At that Calcifer sizzled
with laughter, too, and they seened to be friends again. Thinking about
it, Abdullah could see how Howl felt. He had been bursting w th anger
all the tinme he was a genie, and he was still bursting with anger now,
with no one except Calcifer to take it out on. Probably Calcifer felt
the sane. Both of them had magic that was too powerful to risk being
angry with ordinary people.

Clearly both messages had arrived. Someone beside the w ndow shouted,
"Look!" and everyone crowded to it to watch the gates of Kingsbury
opening to let the King' s coach hasten out behind a squad of soldiers.
In fact, it was a procession. The coaches of numerous ambassadors
followed the King's, enblazoned with the arms of nobst of the countries
where Hasruel had collected princesses.

How turned toward Abdullah. "I feel | got to know you rather well," he
sai d. They | ooked at each other awkwardly. "Do you know nme?" Howl asked.

Abdul | ah bowed. "At |east as well as you know ne."

"That's what | was afraid of," How said ruefully. "Well, then, | know
can rely on you to do some good fast tal king when it's needed. \Wen al
t hose coaches get here, it may be necessary.”
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It was. It was a nost confusing time, during the course of which
Abdul | ah grew rather hoarse. But the nost confusing part, as far as
Abdul | ah was concerned, was that every single princess, not to speak of
Sophie, Howl, and Prince Justin, insisted on telling the King how brave
and intelligent Abdullah had been. Abdullah kept wanting to put them
right. He had not been brave-just wal king on air because

Fl ower-in-the-N ght [ oved him



Prince Justin took Abdull ah aside, into one of the many antechanbers of
t he pal ace. "Accept it," he said. "Nobody ever gets praised for the
right reasons. Look at me. The Strangi ans here are all over nme because
I"mgiving noney to their old soldiers, and my royal brother is
del i ght ed because |'ve stopped naking difficulties about marrying
Princess Beatrice. Everyone thinks I'ma nodel prince."

"Did you object to marrying her?" asked Abdul | ah
"Ch, yes," said the Prince. "I hadn't nmet her then, of course. The King
and | had one of our quarrels about it, and | threatened to throw him
over the pal ace roof. When | disappeared, he thought 1'd just gone off
in a huff for a while. He hadn't even started to worry."

The King was so pleased with his brother, and with Abdullah for bringing
Val eria and his other Royal Wzard back, that he ordered a magnificent
doubl e wedding for the next day. This added a great deal of urgency to
the confusion. Howl hurriedly made a strange sinul acrum constructed
nostly of parchnent-of a King' s Messenger, which was sent by nagic to
the Sultan of Zanzib, to offer himtransport to his daughter's weddi ng.
Thi s simul acrum came back half an hour later, |ooking decidedly
tattered, with the news that the Sultan had a fifty-foot stake ready for
Abdul l ah if he ever showed his face in Zanzib again. This being so,
Sophi e and How went and talked to the King. The King created two new
posts call ed Anmbassadors Extraordi nary for the Real mof Ingary and gave
t hose posts to Abdul | ah and Fl ower-in-the-N ght that sanme evening.

The weddi ng of the Prince and the Ambassador made history, for Princess
Beatrice and Flower-in-the-N ght had fourteen princesses each as

bri desmai ds and the King hinself gave the brides away. Jamal was
Abdul | ah' s best man. As he passed Abdul | ah the
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weddi ng ring, he reported in a whisper that the angel s had departed
earlier that norning, taking Hasruel's life with them

"And a good thing, too!" Jamal said. "Now ny poor dog will stop
scrat ching. "

Al most the only persons of note who did not attend the weddi ng were
Wzard Suliman and his wife. This had only indirectly to do with the
King's anger. It seenmed that Lettie had spoken so strong-mndedly to the
Ki ng, when the King wi shed to arrest Wzard Sulimn, that she had gone
into | abor rather earlier than her tine. Wzard Sulimn was afraid to

| eave her side. But on the very day of the wedding Lettie gave birth to
a daughter with no ill effects at all

"Ch, good!" said Sophie. "I knew | was cut out to be an aunt."

The first task of the two new anbassadors was to conduct numbers of the
ki dnapped princesses to their hones. Some of them I|ike the tiny
Princess of Tsapfan, lived so far away that their countries had barely
been heard of. The anbassadors had instructions to nake tradi ng
alliances and also to note all other strange places on the way, with a
view to |ater exploration. How had talked to the King. Now, for sone
reason, all Ingary was talking about mappi ng the gl obe. Exploring
parties were being chosen and trained.



What with journeying, and panpering princesses, and arguing with foreign
ki ngs, Abdul | ah was sonmehow al ways too busy to make his confession to

Fl ower-in-the-Night. It always seened that there would be a nore
prom si ng nonment the next day. But at |ast, when they were about to
arrive in far-distant Tsapfan, he realized that he could delay no | onger

He took a deep breath. He felt the color leave his face. "I am not
really a prince," he blurted out. There. It was said.

Fl ower-in-the-Night | ooked up fromthe map she was drawi ng. The shaded
lanp in the tent nmade her face al nost nore beautiful than usual. "Ch, |
know t hat," she sai d.

"What ?" whi spered Abdul | ah.
"Well, naturally, while | was in the castle in the air, | had plenty of

time to think about you," she said. "And | soon realized you were
romanci ng, because it was so |like ny daydream only the
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other way around. | used to dreamthat | was just an ordinary girl, you
see, and that ny father was a carpet merchant in the Bazaar. | used to

i magi ne that | managed the business for him™"
"You are a marvel!" said Abdul |l ah
"Then so are you," she said, and went back to her map.

They returned to Ingary in due tine with an extra packhorse | oaded with
t he boxes of sweets the princesses had prom sed Valeria. There were
chocol at es and candi ed oranges and coconut ices and honeyed nuts, but
the nost wonderful of all were the sweets fromthe tiny princess-|ayer
upon | ayer of paper-thin candy that the tiny princess called Sumer
Leaves. These cane in a box so beautiful that Valeria used it for
jewel ry when she grew ol der. Strangely enough, she had al nost given up
scream ng. The King could not understand it, but as Valeria explained to
Sophi e, when thirty people all tell you you' ve got to scream it rather
puts you of f the whol e idea.

Sophi e and Howl were |iving-somewhat quarrel somely, it must be
confessed, although they were said to be happiest that way-in the noving
castle again. One of its aspects was a fine mansion in the Chipping
Val | ey. When Abdul |l ah and Fl ower-in-the- N ght returned, the King gave
themland in the Chipping Valley, too, and perm ssion to build a pal ace
there. The house they had built was quite nodest-it even had a thatched
roof -but their gardens soon becane one of the wonders of the land. It
was said that Abdullah had help in their design fromat |east one of the
Royal W zards, for how el se could even an Anbassador have a bl uebel

wood that grew bluebells all the year around?
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Abdul | ah was a young and not very prosperous carpet dealer. H s father
who had been disappointed in him had left himonly enough noney to open
a nodest booth in the Bazaar. When he was not selling carpets, Abdullah
spent his tinme daydreaming. In his dreans he was not the son of his
father, but the long-lost son of a prince. There was al so a princess who
had been betrothed to himat birth. He was content with his life and his
daydreans until, one day, a stranger sold hima nmagic carpet.



In this stunning sequel to Howl's Myving Castle, D ana Wnne Jones has
again created a |l arge-scale, fast-paced fantasy in which nothing and no
one are quite what they seem There are good and bad djinns, a genie in
a bottle, wzards, witches, cats and dogs (but are they cats and dogs?),
and a nysterious floating castle filled with kidnapped princesses, as
wel | as two puzzling prophecies. The story speeds along with tantalizing
twists and turns until the prophecies are fulfilled, Abdullah gets his
princess, and all is resolved in a totally satisfying, breathtaking,
surprise-filled ending.
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