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      To Dave: The best genie a girl could ask for. Now if he could only grant wishes!

      

      To Sammy: I know you like giving me gifts, but I really don’t want a dead grasshopper, and especially not a lizard tail. But I love you because you are the coolest cat ever!

      

      To Storm: My very own book dragon who helped a pet rat turn into the amazing Sir R.O. Dent! Clever girl!
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      A tremor reverberates through the walls of my vase forcing me against the back of my reading chair. It appears the tranquil time I have enjoyed reading and relaxing inside my vessel home is over. A violent tremor strikes again, this time catapulting me out of the chair, and I land with a thud on the floor. This disturbance can mean only one thing, my vessel home is being transported to a new location. Could it be by my new Master? Good thing I did as the Headmaster instructed and anchored all the furnishings to the floor of the vase or I would have surely injured myself.

      I press my ear to the cool porcelain wall but hear nothing. I close my eyes and concentrate on what is happening in the world outside. At first there is no sound and I worry that I am one of the genies the Headmaster mentioned in class who cannot hear what is happening in the outside world. Another massive shake sends me back across the Persian carpet on my knees. I grab onto my walnut Empire bed like a life raft, but then the intense motion stops. Could it be my new Master has taken me to their home?

      Then I hear a man say, “I think it shows well here. The blue and white decoration is a nice contrast to the red transferware of the neighboring platter.”

      Next, I hear the muffled sound of a female voice, and then the male voice returns. “All right, Sadie. I will put the vase on the table next to the front door as you suggested. ‘Tis true it is one of our better pieces. Might be a lure to bring the wealthier shoppers inside.”

      My blood pumps faster in my veins. It appears the vase has been purchased by an antique shop owner. It is one of the possible vessel location scenarios Headmaster Tahan described in our last lesson. My vessel home has a new residence—but for how long? I sit back in my burgundy velvet reading chair and gloat at the fact my home is considered one of the better pieces in the owner’s shop. As I sit back and wait, I cannot help but wonder what type of Master the vase will attract. Then I admonish myself for not remembering that a Master has already been chosen by the High Council. Now I must settle in and wait for my Master to find me. I place the half-read book, The Complete History of Mesopotamia, on the floor. Will I get a chance to finish it? Or will I have the time to read several more books before my Master frees me from my vessel? The anticipation is already driving me a bit batty.

      A new male voice sounds from outside the vase. In a deep baritone the man says, “That is a handsome piece. Which dynasty is it from?”

      A question I have been wondering myself.

      The shop owner replies. “It is from the late Ming Dynasty—approximately 1620. The style of the dragon is quite unusual for the period; thus, it is rare.”

      Spoken like an antique dealer who has been in the trade for more than a few years.

      The man gently turns the vase around sending me out of my chair again, but with far less force than the first time. “’Tis a handsome piece to be sure, but it is a trifle too new for my collection.”

      Two hundred and seventy years is too new? I let a sigh of relief escape my lips, grateful that this snobbish man is not my Master. Surely, he is a Commander personality type.

      His footsteps retreat out the door and my heartbeat returns to normal.

      The shop woman says, “I thought you had a live one there, George.”

      He chuffs. “No, Sadie, my girl. That type never buys. He is more than likely killing time until he meets his friends at some swanky gentlemen’s club.”

      “Well, the day is young.”

      “That it is.” A scuffling sound reverberates before he speaks again. “Plus, it’s market day. It has always been a good day for us before.”

      The room grows silent as the owner rustles what sounds like a newspaper and his wife busies herself in another part of the shop.

      My early time inside the vase was filled with silence, which I relished after the frenzied pressure of being in the academy. But this sudden silence is upsetting and unwelcome. Hearing voices of the outside world had been surprising and thrilling at the same time. To have it shut off so quickly throws me into a foul mood. As the minutes tick by without another visitor to the shop, I nestle back into my overstuffed reading chair and return to the book on Mesopotamia. Once again, I immerse myself in the past. In between Masters, I hope to time travel back to the famous hanging gardens of Babylon. After reading through two chapters, my ears perk up when I hear the sound of heavy footsteps. Someone else is entering the shop.

      The shop owner says,” Looking for anything in particular today, sir?”

      A loud male voice booms from behind my vase. “As a matter of fact, I am. ’Tis my wife’s birthday soon and I am looking for the perfect gift. She collects delftware. Do you happen to have any unique pieces?”

      The sound of a chair grinding on hardwood is punctuated by the owner’s footsteps. ”Indeed, I do. Follow me.” As the voices fade away, I realize why Headmaster Tahan mentioned that some Jin prefer not to listen to the outside world as they wait for their Master. My nerves are on pins and needles hoping that the next patron will be my Master. I look down at the book in my lap knowing if I tune out the distracting sounds of the shop, I could finish the book in another hour. But my curiosity wins out. I place the book on the lamp table and head for the nearest wall. Pressing my ear to the vase, I hope to hear if the man found the perfect gift for his wife. This eavesdropping on people’s lives could become quite addictive.

      A clattering sound is followed by the same patron’s booming voice. “I do believe I have found the perfect piece!”

      The shop owner’s voice grows louder as footstep draw nearer to my vase. “’Tis a fine clock piece. The perfect size to put on a ladies dressing table. The ornate top decorated with tulip flowers lends the perfect feminine touch.”

      The shop owner is a talented salesman. I cannot even see the clock and I want to purchase it for my mantel.

      “Capital,” says the man. “Can you please wrap the clock up carefully? I have to take the train to Surrey.”

      “Certainly.” The shop owner calls out, “Sadie, this gentleman would like his purchase wrapped for a long journey.”

      “Of course,” Sadie says as I hear a flurry of paper tearing noises which I assume means she is packing the clock.

      The customer exits the shop and Sadie says, “That man didn’t bat an eye at the price of the clock.”

      “Why would he?” asks the shop owner. “Did you see the tailoring of his suit, and the gold watch fob hanging out of his pocket? That gentleman only buys top-notch.”

      I find the ability to hear but not see what is happening in the outside world fascinating and infuriating at the same time. It is like I am a blind man trying to watch a play.

      The clank of heels hitting hardwood sound near me.  Another patron so soon? Market day must be very busy wherever I am.

      A soft female voice says, “That is a lovely vase. Which dynasty is it from?”

      The shop owner scurries next to her. “Thank you for inquiring, Miss. ’Tis from the late Ming dynasty. The dragon is quite impressive, don’t you think?”

      “It is, indeed. I particularly like the way the tail wraps around the neck of the vase and trails all the way to the bottom. Very striking.”

      “You have a good eye, Miss.”

      My heart skips a beat. If the woman takes me to her home, how will my Master ever find me?

      The woman says in an excited tone. “The vase is exactly what I have been looking for. I will give it pride of place in my home.”

      The shop owner chimes in, “I am certain you will.”

      “Can you please wrap it carefully? I have a rather a long carriage ride ahead of me.”

      Interesting that both of the last patrons have come a far distance to peruse the antiques shop. It must be quite well known. Once again, the sound of paper pierces through the vase. I hang onto my bed for dear life as Sadie turns the vase around and around as she wraps it. She lies the vase on its side and I pray my worst fear is not going to come true.

      Back at the academy, the Headmaster said some Jin’s vessels are taken from place to place several times before they find their Masters. I can only hope that is not my fate.

      When the woman enters the carriage and places the box on the seat for her long ride home, I decide to stop listening to the outside world. Carriage rides on a route well-traveled can be quite mundane. I cannot imagine how boring it would be without the ability to at least gaze out the window. A much better use of my time would be to finish the book on Mesopotamia. A few large bumps in the road shake the vase, but as it turns out the vessel lying on its side is a godsend. Gravity keeps me from being jostled about too severely.

      Time marches on as I lie on my back in the reading chair and work my way through several chapters of the book. I pay particular attention to the sections that focus on the hanging gardens of Babylon. If the illustrations in the book are accurate, the gardens must have truly been a sight to behold. Now, more than ever I would like to time travel back to Babylon to see them for myself.

      The carriage comes to an abrupt halt as I reach the second to the last chapter of the book. My curiosity is piqued as I feel my vessel lift off the carriage seat and then be carried up a set of steps.

      The woman with the soft voice says, “Thomas, please take the box up to my room. When you enter, be mindful of Sir Dent.”

      “Yes, of course, Henrietta. “

      So, the woman’s name is Henrietta. I have a cousin who bears the name and she is one of the most unpleasant people I have ever known. With her soft voice and demeanor, I find it hard to believe this woman could be anything like my cousin.

      Thomas carries me up several flights of stairs and then places me on what feels like a couch. The sound of a knife cutting through string reverberates outside the vase. Then my vessel home is pulled upright and I slide off the reading chair and land on my bum.

      The footsteps of Henrietta draw near. “I would like you to center the vase on the mantelpiece, Thomas.”

      “Certainly.” With the aid of Thomas’s hands, my vessel home glides through the air until it lands on the mantel. “Is this to your liking?

      “Yes, Thomas. Thank you for your help.” His footsteps recede and Henrietta closes the door behind him. Her delicate footsteps move a distance from the vase. In a small voice I can hear her speaking to someone. It must be Sir Dent. Is he her husband? Or could he be her father? Whoever he is, the man must be impressive. Not many people can boast that they have been knighted by the Queen. No wonder Henrietta never asked the shop owner the price of the vase. Money must be no object to a woman of her rank.

      I race to the side of the vase and press my ear to the wall trying to learn more about the mysterious Sir Dent, but I cannot hear the man’s voice at all. Henrietta moves closer to me. “Do you think the vase looks handsome on the mantel piece?”

      Sir Dent gives no answer. Perhaps the man does not find my vessel to his liking.

      “I agree. It looks quite striking in such a pride of place. ’Twas a bit of an extravagance for my boudoir, but I fell in love with the dragon. ’Tis such a stately animal.” She pauses and then says, “For some reason the tail calls out for me to stroke it.”

      There is a moment of silence before the walls of my vessel home grow so warm I instinctively pull my head away. The vase soon fills to the brim with lavender mist. I am being summoned by my first Mistress, and her name is Henrietta. A strange sucking motion pulls me up off the Persian carpet and propels me through the mouth of the vase. The mist forms a cocoon around my body as I shoot out of the vase and end up standing in front of Henrietta. Even through the lingering mist I can see she is quite an attractive woman. Her light brown hair is piled high up on her head, accentuating her long neck. She appears only slightly older than myself. As the mist starts to dissipate, her pretty face grows as pale as a bed sheet as she stares at me standing before her.

      Henrietta opens her mouth to speak but no words come forth. At that moment I realize the Headmaster never taught us what type of greeting we should say on first meeting our Master. It would have been helpful to know the perfect words to say that would calm Henrietta’s nerves. Not that I blame her. It must be quite shocking to have an unknown man appear in her bedroom—let alone one who made his entrance from a vase.

      She reaches her hand out toward me with a look of total puzzlement flooding her face.” Who…what are you?”

      I must say something. Flashing on Wesley and all his charms, I grace her my best smile. “I am a genie, Mistress.”

      Her brow furrows. “Like Aladdin?”

      “Yes, indeed, Mistress.” I tip my hat to her and bow deeply. “And I am at your service.”
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      As the last wisps of lavender mist dissipate from the room, Henrietta closes her eyes and then opens them again. “This cannot be happening! There are no such thing as genies. And certainly not ones who are not from Arabia.”

      I try not to laugh. How many times had Headmaster Tahan mocked the Aladdin fable? Yet, it is the only image of genies people comprehend. “Aladdin is but a story to tell children at bedtime, Mistress. In real life genies represent many different countries. I happen to be from Croton-Upon-Thames.”

      Instead of being reassured by the news, Henrietta grows faint and stumbles backward. I catch her around the waist and gently set her down on a small blue velvet settee. Her rose-scented perfume lingers on my hand as I take off my bowler hat and gently fan her face. “I am sorry to cause you distress, Mistress. Let me assure you I am here for a wonderful life-changing purpose—to grant you wishes.”

      She gives me a weak smile. “I am sorry. It is such a lot to take in. It is not every day you purchase an antique Chinese vase with a genie inside.”

      Before I can give a response, something brown on four legs with a long straggly tail appears from the far side of the room. It races up the carved settee leg and lands in Henrietta’s lap. The brown rat is dressed in a tuxedo, blue waistcoat, and on his head is a black silk top-hat held in place with an elastic band under its chin. The rat stands up on its hindquarters and bares its teeth at me.

      I instinctively step back almost hitting the edge of the mantlepiece. “What in the devil? Is that animal safe to have near you?”

      She casually strokes the rats long brown whiskers. “Of course. Sir Dent is completely harmless. He is my fast companion.”

      I bite my lip and try not to laugh. All this time I thought Sir Dent was a man of distinction—not some vermin. “What possessed you to name your rat as if he were a man of high rank?”

      Henrietta throws her shoulders back with so much force it causes the ruffles on the yoke of her pale pink dress to flutter. I have offended her. Not a wonderful start to our relationship.

      “I will have you know his full name is Sir Randal Oliver Dent.”

      A laugh escapes my lips this time. “R.O. Dent. How clever.”

      Her shoulders relax. “Thank you. I thought so as well. But my family thinks the name is ridiculous.”

      I can imagine they must also think a woman possessing a rat as a pet is equally ridiculous. Sir Dent’s ears must be burning as his whiskers twitch frantically and he nervously begins grooming his lengthy tail. Henrietta lovingly strokes a spot behind his ears to calm the rat down. “He is a wonderful pet. I have raised him since he was a tiny baby abandoned by his mother.”

      It is good to hear my first Mistress is such a compassionate soul. She must be a Mediator. “I am sorry I made fun of your pet. He seems very well behaved. And I must admit with his impeccably tailored suit, also quite distinguished.”

      She gives me a weak smile. “Then you can see Sir Dent is the perfect name for him.” Her brow furrows once again. “I am sorry for being so rude. Do you have a name?”

      “I do, Mistress. My name is Jin. I am at your service.”

      She lets out a chuckle. “So, you said. And am I to receive three wishes?”

      Henrietta appears to be taking my existence quite well. Most women would never allow a man in their bedroom, let alone a genie. Maybe it is the affinity she has with Sir Dent that helps her accept the unusual so readily. “Actually, you receive ten wishes, Mistress.”

      Sir Dent stops grooming and looks up at me as if he knows what I am saying.

      Henrietta’s eyes grow wide. “You mean I am to receive more than three?”

      Now I know why Headmaster Tahan disliked the Aladdin fable so much. He must have dealt with this question until he had steam coming out of his ears. “Yes, as I said, you receive ten wishes. It does sound like quite a large number at first, but if you make a wish by mistake and want to retract it, you will lose another. It ’tis rule number one.”

      Her eyebrows rise accentuating her slim long nose. “You mean to tell me the wishes come with a set of rules? That does not seem very magical to me.”

      Henrietta has a point. “The rules are just a guidepost to make sure you use your wishes wisely.”

      She places Sir Dent on the oak floor and stands next to me. “Do I need to write them down?”

      I flash back to my lessons at the academy. If it were not for my trusty notebook, I would not have the rules memorized myself. “That is a very good idea, Mistress.”

      Henrietta walks gracefully over to a mahogany secretary writing desk tucked of in the right-hand corner of her bedroom under a window. As I watch her cross the room, I realize she is a far more elegant woman than Briana. Of course, a woman of her rank would surely have the advantage of taking etiquette lessons. I take in her subtle beauty. Her light brown hair suits her porcelain skin tone. The pale pink day dress she is wearing is the perfect complement to both.

      Henrietta opens the front of the secretary desk and takes a piece of paper out of a long drawer. The she dips her pen in a glass inkwell. Her hand hovers over the paper. “You may begin.”

      “As I said, rule one comes into play if you reverse a wish. It counts as a wish as well.”

      She nods and
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