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LONDON.
NOW.

“Above all, there is one fact that we
must drive into your wretched little
skull now so that you never forget it.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you know what
that fact is?”

“No, sir.”

“No? Well then, boy, I shall
tell you. It is this. Demons are very,
very wicked. They will hurt you if
they can. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Are you sure, boy?”

“Yes, sir. I understand.
Demons are very, very wicked
and will hurt you if they can.”



As always, of
course, I tried
to resist.

I tried to counteract the pull,
but the wrenching words were
just too strong. Each syllable
was a harpoon spearing my
substance, dragging me off.

For three short
seconds, the gentle
gravity of the Other
Place helped hold me
back...then, all at
once, I was expelled
out into the world...

London. Cold,
grAy, and heavy
with odors.

Oh no.

Evening edition.
Latest news!

The temperature of the room
dropped fast. Ice formed on
the curtains and candles.

The room filled with
a yellow, choking
cloud of brimstone.

Indistinct black shadows
writhed and roiled inside it.



The cloud formed
tendrils that licked the
air like hungry tongues.

Invisible feet pattered
across floorboards, and
invisible mouths whispered
wicked things from behind
the bed and under the desk.

From far away came
the sound of many
voices screaming…

Hey, it was
his first time.

I did, too.

I charge you…
to…to t-t-tell me

your name.

He knew and I
knew that he
knew my name
already.

I am
Bartimaeus.

Otherwise, how
could he have
summoned me in
the first place?
You need the
right words, the
right actions,
and most of all,
the right name.

I saw him
give a gulp.
Good, he
knew my
reputation.

Are you that
Bartimaeus who in olden

times was summoned by the
magicians to repair the walls

of Prague and who did  

I wanted to
scare him.

What a time
waster this
kid was.

I upped the
volume a bit
on this one.

I am
Bartimaeus!

I am Sakhr al-Jinni, N'gorso the
Mighty, and Serpent of Silver Plumes!

I have rebuilt the walls of Uruk,
Karnak, and Prague. I have spoken
with Solomon. I have watched over

Old Zimbabwe tiLl the stones
fell and the jackals fed

on its people.

I am
Bartimaeus!

I recognize no master!
So I charge you, boy.

Who are you to
summon me?

Impressive stuff, eh?
All true as well,
which gave it even
more power.

I rather hoped he would be
blustered into telling me his
name or stepping outside the
circle so I could nab him.

No luck
there, then.



By the
constraints of the

circle, the points on
the pentacle, and the
chain of runes, I am

your master!

You
will obey

me!

I must admit I was
already surprised.
You don't often get
small ones like this
squirt calling up
an extraordinarily
powerful and modest
entity like myself.

Anything to get this
over with quickly.

What
is your
will?

I waited grimly for the
pathetic request. Levitating
some tatty object was a
usual one. Or moving it
around the room a bit.

Perhaps he'd want
me to conjure an
illusion. That might
be fun. There was
bound to be a way
of misinterpreting
his request.

Once, a magician

demanded I show him

the love of his life.

I rustled up a mirror.

Well,
boy?

I charge you
to retrieve the Amulet of
Samarkand from the house

of Simon Lovelace and bring
it to me when I summon you

at dawn tomorrow.

You what?

I charge you
to retrieve…

Yes, I
heard what
you said.

Then go!

Do you
know what you
are asking for,

boy? Do you
realiZe?

Who
has put you up
to this? Your

cowardly master,
I suppose?

If you rob
a true magician,

you will be playing
with fire twice

over.

I am not afraid of you.
I have given you your
charge, and I demand

you go!

I had to hand it to him.
He was very determined.

And very stupid.

I went. I didn't bother
with any more special
effects.


