CHAPTER ONE

ELLO. What’s this? A visitor. I can hear your heart
beating...faster, faster, holding your breath. You’re
afraid.

You should be.

You’re treading on dangerous ground. All these rocky
humps you see? They’re burial mounds. You’ve all seen
them, doesn’t matter what desert or which country. At first
glance, you see only miles of open desert. You wonder how
anything could possibly exist out here. Then you see them,
behind the enshrouding thorny bushes, the lumps under
the powdery sand that blows into your eyes. They take
form as the sun sets, pimpling the blood-blushed ground.
You come closer and you see. You see that each hump is
actually a mound of roughly hewn rocks and boulders. You
look closer still. A soft breeze uncovers a speck of blue in
the glow of your flashlight. You pick it up, study it, and
realize it’s a piece of pottery. One side is an incredible
aqua color with black zebra stripes crossing it. The other
side is a deep sea blue you never knew could be created in
paints. Dainty black flowers curl their way along one edge.



MEMOIR OF A DEMON

Is there possibly more? It could be worth some money if
sold to the right people.

You flick your light rapidly back and forth trying to
search for more. Then you pause, peering closer as your
light shines on a rock that doesn’t quite match the rest—
one that’s lighter tan instead of the pervading reddish-
brown and smoother, not rough like sea coral. Wiping off
the encrusting dust, you notice the hand carved corner. It
looks like a bench. It’s covered in intricate carvings, words
scrolling across it in relief, slightly faded from the wearing
sand and wind. That’s when it hits you. You’ve uncovered
a headstone. You are standing in a graveyard. Over one
hundred thousand graves surround you. You wander in
deeper, to the oldest part of the cemetery. The mounds
are larger here-more symmetrical, built with more care,
noticeable even at this ancient age.

You notice that some of the graves have been broken
open, like deep gashes in the rocks. Shadows form and
move as you sweep your flashlight about, counting the
mounds surrounding you. Something appears to move in
one of the crevices. You shiver...

And I awake.

These ancient sacred grounds are powerful enough not
to have been built over, even after all these centuries. And
you just blithely wander in.

Alone.

At night.

Was it a dare? Curiosity? Or did you hear me calling
you?
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Who am I, you ask? Am I a ghost haunting these
wasted grounds? If only you were so lucky...no, I am a
genie. In most of the stories you read, the genie is released
from a prison of sorts and in gratitude is indebted to grant
every whim and wish of the human who ‘saved’ it. We are
often seen as powerful adversaries to be controlled if not
completely avoided, but when the opportunity arises, you
are most willing to take advantage of the situation. You see
us as holders of secrets and powers you can force from us
because you hold the power of our freedom over us. If we
do not concede to your wishes, you will not set us free—like
you would give up that power by choice.

But who said we are prisoners? Perhaps we enjoy the
snugness and solitude of our containers. You didn’t consider
that, did you? Did you ever think that we grant your wishes
just to get rid of you, so you’ll leave us in peace? Maybe
that’s why there are only three wishes, no more.

Do I grant wishes like the genies of the fairy tales? Oh
yes, | grant wishes—but they may not turn out exactly as
you’d think. Be careful what you wish for, and be careful
who grants your wishes.

You can call me...no, perhaps I’d better not tell you my
name. | know better than to give you that. There’s power in
a name, especially over a demon.



