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Martin Pritchard settled back into the business class seat, champagne in hand, as the flight out of Atlanta got ready to take off for London. It had been a pleasant holiday trip, but he would be glad to get back home. He had never been to the Southeast part of the United States before, so he’d indulged in a three week autumn holiday to tour Georgia and the Carolinas.

The scenic drive across Georgia brought him to the sultry city of Savannah. The idyllic  islands of St. Simon’s and Jekyll Islands were a nice rest before he turned north toward Myrtle Beach in South Carolina and on up to historic Kitty Hawk. 

Taking secondary roads inland, he stopped here and there at second-hand shops, looking for something unique for his herbalist shop back home. All he’d found were a few souvenirs, until he came to an old junk shop in a little country town on his way back to Atlanta. According to what he’d read, pottery had been quite the thing around this part of the state decades ago, and was still fired today in the area. In a dark corner, along the back wall, under a dusty display of old crockery, he found the perfect item.

A little over a foot tall, the jug was a dark cocoa brown, with one handle, and stopped with a rag-wrapped corn cob. Covered with who knew how many years of dust and grime, once cleaned it would be a perfect addition to his eclectic collection of old bottles and equipment.

“No, sir,” the proprietor answered when he asked about it. “I have no idea exactly how old it is. It was here when I bought the shop twenty years ago. Nobody ever showed any particular interest in it, so I never bothered to check it out.”

It didn’t matter. Martin was determined to buy the jug and the man was only too happy to let it go for little more than a song. Back at his hotel, with an almost drinkable beer in hand, Martin set about identifying the piece of crockery which had caught his eye.

The dark brown, salt glazed pottery had been around in the USA from the 18th century through the early 20th century. The jugs had been famous for holding moonshine liquor, in an assortment of sizes. The one he’d purchased was one of the larger ones and worth much more than he’d paid for it. The shop owner must simply have been glad to free up the space the thing occupied.

Rather than risk breaking it on the flight home,  a local shipping firm, packaged it for him for it’s journey to England. With any luck, it should arrive a few days after he did. He’d gladly paid the extra for some insurance. Not that he expected to need it, but why take the chance? 

After a nice meal and an after dinner drink, Martin dozed until the flight attendant woke him before touch down. Relieved to be home once again, and excited about his new purchase, he got through customs as quickly as possible, claimed his car from the car park, and made his way through the countryside to his shop and apartment.

His little apothecary shop wasn’t on the high street, but it wasn’t horribly situated. With the trend toward natural remedies, he had a growing clientele. After four years of study, plus the time to get his masters degree, and two more years of residency with an established herbalist, he wanted to get ahead enough to buy a separate dwelling, rather than live above his shop.

Yes, it was convenient, but somehow he never felt like he’d left work. And it was inconvenient for people coming to him for his other services, having to push through the shop and up the stairs to consult with him. While consulting psychics were becoming more accepted, he didn’t want to scare away his apothecary clients when the others came in asking for a psychic.

Along with his psychic abilities, he had a few other talents he kept under wraps. Almost no one understood about remote-viewing, but it did help him when trying to locate a missing person. A little white magic helped also, and let him set up wards to keep his premises safe from intruders. What they didn’t know wouldn’t hurt them, or him either. As long as his clients were happy with the results, did it matter how he got there in the end?

Ah, well. Home and safe at last, he retrieved his cat, Joker, from the neighbor who’d seen after him during his absence, and went up to his apartment to see if there was anything he could fix for dinner.

Tomorrow he would definitely need to go grocery shopping, but he was fed, as was Joker, now curled up on his chest and purring loudly. Martin had rescued the creature from a downpour a few years ago, when he’d still been a kitten. Hunched up on his doorstep, yowling, he’d been a pitiful sight. Someone must have adopted him from a shelter, as he’d been altered when he’d found him. Though Martin asked around so he could return him to his owner, no one had come forward, so he’d accepted him as part of his household.

Now weighing in at over two stone, the huge feline had become a fixture around the place. With shaggy tabby fur and white feet and belly, there was no fat on Joker. The vet said he was probably a Maine Coon mix. Mostly good tempered, he tolerated the attention he drew from Martin’s customers as they waited for their remedies. Perched on top of the counter like a furry gargoyle, amidst Martin’s antique bottles and pharmacy equipment, he watched over his domain when he wasn’t napping.

While the shop was like a vignette from the past, furnished in dark wood, with old glass bottles, scales with individual weights for measuring medicines, and old tweezers and tongs decorating the shelves, Martin’s apartment was quite modern, nearly minimalist. Shining glass and chrome tables sat on cream carpet next to black leather furniture. 

Somehow, Joker had not been inclined to shred the furniture, only the tall post Martin had bought for him. They’d reached an understanding early on about claws and furnishings. While Joker occasionally looked longingly at the soft leather, he would turn away and tear a small mound of sawdust off the pole before curling up on his cushion.

What would he make of the new jug? Fortunately, Martin thought it was too heavy for him to push over easily. Maybe he should fill it with something before he put it on display so it would be more difficult to shift. He could hardly wait for it to arrive. There was something about it that called to him, as if it needed him as much as he wanted it.

Ridiculous. It was just a jug. A unique one in this day and age, but just a jug. Perhaps it would make a nice conversation piece. He would print up a card with information about it for people to read while he counted out capsules, or added drops of tincture to a bottle of purified water. 

Though it would be several days before the jug arrived in London, he was anxious to have it in his possession. Perhaps it was the mystery of it. Who had crafted it? What had been stored in it? How did it come to be in the little shop where he’d found it? He doubted he’d ever have the answers to any of those questions, but he could speculate.

Finally, five days after he’d returned, the jug was delivered. Hauling the box into the back of the shop, he opened it up and checked the contents. Nestled there in all the packaging, the old jug was in perfect condition, and still covered in decades of dust.

With a sigh of relief, and half the afternoon ahead of him, he gave the jug a reassuring pat and went back around to serve a customer at the sales counter. 

“Hello, Diane,” he greeted the young blond with wide blue eyes. “How are you this fine day?”

They’d dated a few times, and he hoped a stronger relationship developed. 

“Not bad at all, Martin,” she answered, batting her long lashes at him.

“How can I help you?”

“I need some more of those sore throat lozenges. They work fantastically, but I’ve run out.”

“Have you seen your doctor? If you keep having the same problem, you should have it checked out.”

“I think a lot of it has to do with cleaning in the attic. I went up there to look for an old book and decided it was time to get organized. All the dust makes me cough and sneeze. And then I get a sore throat.”

“All the same, it could be something more serious. Have you considered wearing a dust mask?”

“No, I hadn’t. I suppose it’s worth a try.”

“If it doesn’t stop once you’ve finished cleaning, make that appointment.”

Reaching into the cabinet beneath the counter, he brought out the lozenges she’d asked for. After accepting her payment, he asked if she would be free Friday evening.

“I am, as a matter of fact. What did you have in mind?”

“I have a nice bottle of wine and some nibbles. Perhaps we could have an evening in.”

“Sounds lovely. Can I bring anything?” she asked.

“If there’s anything in particular you’d like, feel free.”

“Did your jug ever get here?” she asked.

“This afternoon. I’ll get it cleaned up and put it out for display in a day or two.”

Finally, Martin locked the door, pulled down the blinds, and went back to get the jug from the store room. Hauling it up the stairs, he set it in the tub, grabbed a cleaning rag, and set to work scrubbing it. Not wanting to get water down into it, he left the cob and rag in the neck. Later he would see if he could get it out for a look inside.

It took a while to get the thing clean, with who knew how many decades of dust and grime on it. Satisfied with his work, he hauled it out onto the bathroom rug to dry it off before taking it into the living room. With a glass of wine in hand, and the jug on the coffee table, he sat back and admired his purchase.

“What all have you seen?” he mused, sipping his wine.

Hearing his stomach growl, Martin left his latest souvenir on the table and fixed some pasta for dinner. Musing over the jug kept his mind engaged while he ate. He would have to do a little more research on it to display it properly. Surely there would be enough information online to do the job.

With a glass of after dinner Scotch in hand, he moved back to the couch and stretched out.

No, this would never do. He had to take a peek inside. Setting the Scotch on the end table, he perched on the edge of his seat, got a firm grip on the handle of the jug, and began to twist the homemade stopper in an attempt to remove it from the neck.

Just about the time he was ready to admit defeat, the corn cob popped out as if it had been pushed from underneath. And as it did, a plume of purplish-gray smoke, or fog, began to boil from the interior. Hurriedly reaching for the corn cob to re-plug the jug, he knocked it onto the floor, where it rolled to the far side of the coffee table, and out of reach. Joker bolted out of the room all fluffed out and hissing. 

Diving onto the floor, Martin managed to grab the stopper and regain his seat, but the damage was already done. The smoke had finished pouring out of the jug and hovered in the air near the ceiling, But as he watched it coalesced into a figure, which settled onto the floor across the room, before becoming a solid individual a few seconds before the smell reached him, nearly knocking him over.

What the hell was going on?
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Eyes watering and trying to hold his breath, Martin finally got the front windows and the back door opened to let the stench out of his dwelling.

“Whew-wee!” he heard from the figure before him. “That was a good one. Been holding it for a long time.”

“What the hell are you?” he demanded.

The figure looked him over for a moment and then answered him with the strongest southern accent he’d ever heard.

“You can call me Bubba,” it said.

“I didn’t ask who you were. I asked what you were,” Martin demanded again.

The figure was about as tall as he was, around six feet, with dark curly hair, dark eyes, and a crooked smile.

“Don’t get your panties in a wad. I am a djinn.”

“Gin? I’m a Scotch man myself.”

“No, djinn.”

“Yeah, gin. I’ve got it.”

“Were you born slow, son? D-j-i-n-n. Djinn.”

“A genie? I thought you guys lived in bottles. Not whiskey jugs.”

“I prefer djinn. Not genie. No, we usually live peacefully in dwellings around an oasis, places like that. But we sometimes get trapped in things like bottles or jugs. And I’ll be tellin' ya, it ain’t pleasant.”

“Why are you here?” Martin asked, reaching for his Scotch.

“You bought my jug.”

“But if you’re free of the jug, why are you still here?” 

All he needed was a magical roommate. Now how did he get rid of this guy—Bubba? What sort of name was Bubba?

“That’s where the curse comes in. Unless you can take off the curse, I’m bound to this dad-blamed thing forever. I don’t suppose you’re a wizard?”

“I dabble in white magic, but curses? Don’t know a thing about reversing them.”

“It figures. Somebody finally comes along, buys the damned jug, but can’t help a fella out. Story of my life. What have you got to eat around here?”

“What have you been eating?” Martin asked, since he seemed to have been eating more than well enough.

“Anything I could manage to conjure into the damned jug.”

“How about a bath first?” Martin asked.

His nose had stopped up shortly after the smoke had come out of the jug. And the man’s—djinn’s—clothes were something else. Bib overalls, over a hairy chest, and bare feet. No shirt at all. Just the overalls. He didn’t even want to know if he had anything else on under them.

“You some kind of clean freak?” Bubba demanded.

“You could say that. And I’ll get you something else to put on. Those things are ready for the bin.”

“My overalls? No, siree. I ain’t partin’ with those.”

“You are until they’ve been laundered, at least. Look, I run a shop downstairs. You can’t go around looking like that. We’ve got to get you cleaned up.”

“All right, all right. You got a wash tub somewhere?”

Getting him into the tub, and telling him to take his time, Martin called a shop down the street which stayed open a little later and asked if they had any large jogging pants and some T-shirts. Making a quick trip, he got there and back before Bubba had finished bathing and laid the clothing out for him.

“Bubba,” he called through the bathroom door. “I’ve put some clothes out in the spare room for you. They should work for tonight.”

“Thank you kindly,” he answered. “I’ll be done in a minute or three.”

“I’ll find something for you to eat in the meantime.”

What did one do with a genie? Martin had heard of them here and there, but mainly in jest. He’d had no idea they actually existed. Was he now the master of this creature, since he owned the jug to which it was bound?

For now, they needed some ground rules. While he warmed up some frozen pizza, he tried to decide on where to start. One thing he knew for sure. The jug wasn’t going out front just yet, not until he had a little more information on djinn and their bottles.
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Bubba came out wearing the new clothes and breathed in the aroma of the pizza.

“Whatever that is, I’ll have some of it.”

“It’s called pizza, and you can have all of it. I’ve already eaten,” Martin told the genie—djinn—standing in front of him.

“You wouldn’t kid a fella would you?”

“Not right now. Go on. Dig in.”

Watching Bubba eat the pizza was educational. As he’d apparently never eaten pizza before, he was at first hesitant. But one taste cured that. The rest of the medium pizza disappeared as if by magic, except for the leftover sauce around his mouth.

“How about something to drink?” Martin asked.

“Now that would hit the spot, for sure.”

Thinking before he grabbed anything alcoholic, he poured a large glass of filtered water from the pitcher and handed it to his new roommate. He could almost see the spiral swirl in the glass as Bubba drained the liquid.

“Got anything a little stronger?”

“Are you sure you’re ready for it?” Martin asked.

“I’ve been stuck in that damned jar for a couple centuries. I am definitely ready.”

“Ever had single malt scotch?”

“Can’t say I have.”

“You’re in for a treat,” Martin told him, mentally making a note to buy something a little cheaper the next day.

Bringing the drinks into the living room, he handed one small glass to Bubba.

“Now it can have a bite, so take it easy at first.”

Tipping up his glass, Martin sipped at the smokey tasting liquid and watched Bubba. Cautiously sniffing the liquid in the glass first, Bubba carefully took a sip of the whiskey. A violent coughing fit ensued, but no Scotch was spilled.

“Boy howdy! That is a little stronger than I expected. Of course, it has been a while.”

“What did you drink, before you were trapped in the jug?” Martin asked.

“Mostly moonshine. We didn’t have anything fancy where I was at the time.”

“Moonshine. Is that like home-made liquor?”

“Yeah, son. Where have you been all your life?”

“In England. Where else?”

“What were you doin’ over there?”

“Bubba, maybe you should take a breath and have a little more Scotch.”

Bubba sat uneasily in an armchair across from him, held his glass up for more Scotch, and took a good sized drink.

“Ready, son.”

“The fact is, Bubba, we’re in England.”

“What?”

“We’re—you’re—in England, not far from London. We’re in my homeland now.”

“Well, son of a gun. What am I supposed to do in England?”

“That is something we’ll have to figure out. Tomorrow. I had no idea there was anything, or anyone, in this jug when I bought it, so this is all rather sudden. I need a good night’s sleep before I try to get this sorted. And we need some ground rules if you’re going to stay here.”

“What kind of rules? I’d rather not go back in the jug for a bit,” Bubba said, eyeing him suspiciously.

“I can understand your concern there. No, not back into the jug. For tonight, I have a guest room you can use. Tomorrow, after work, we’ll see what we can do. Fair enough?”

“Fair enough, for now,” Bubba agreed. 
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Martin got Bubba settled into the guest room, with instructions to stay upstairs until they had their talk. All he needed was this hick from the southern states of America wandering around his shop spouting nonsense.

Sleep was rather hit and miss during the night, with his dreams invaded by magical beings playing pranks on him. So when he got up, he made coffee instead of his usual morning tea. It was going to be one of those days.

“Morning, son,” he heard before he spewed coffee all over his kitchen.

“Whoa! Hold on there. Didn’t mean to startle you,” Bubba told him, slapping him on the back.

“Right. I should have been expecting you. Help yourself to some coffee, if you drink it. Or I have tea,” Martin finally managed.

“Thanks. I’ll just grab a cup.”

The genie strolled across the kitchen, snagged a cup off the cup holder and poured a cup of the dark brew.

“Do you have anything for breakfast?” Bubba asked him.

“Yeah, in a minute. I’ve got to wake up first.”

“I slept great last night. First time I’ve had room to stretch out in a long time,” the genie told him, stretching his arms overhead.

“While we have coffee, maybe we could get acquainted a little.”

“Whatever you say, boss.”

“I run a little apothecary downstairs, and my clientele is rather, shall we say, up market. I’m not sure how they would react to you and your ways just now.”

“So you want me to keep out of the shop. I can do that.”

“Once you kind of get settled in and we get you a few sets of clothes, maybe you can learn to help me out down there or something.”

“I guess my other clothes are pretty ragged. I’ve been wearin' em for a while now.”

“And as long as you’ve been in that jug, you probably need to catch up on life in the world these days. Maybe you could watch some news on the telly today and sort of get up to speed.”

“Telly? Is that some newfangled kind of machine or something?” 

“Something like that. But it will give you a little information about where we live, what’s been going on since you were trapped in your jug, and that sort of thing. And it’ll give you something to do while I work.”

“Maybe I can get some ideas on what you want me to wear.”

“I’m sure you can. I think I can manage breakfast now. Eggs, muffins, and juice all right?” Martin asked.

“Anything will be fine for now.”

Bubba sat on a kitchen stool and watched as Martin fried some eggs, warmed the muffins, and got the juice out of the refrigerator.

“Is that some sort of ice box?” Bubba asked.

“It’s called a refrigerator, or fridge for short,” Martin explained.

“Where do you put the ice in?”

“It doesn’t actually use ice,” Martin answered patiently. After all, the guy must have been in a jug for a long time. He had a lot to take in.

“How does it stay cold? Is it some sort of spell?”

“No spell, but the explanation would take longer than we have this morning. You’ll get used to it.”

His guest nearly inhaled his breakfast, while Martin took his time. He had a lot to take in, too. What exactly were the rules regarding genies? 

After rinsing the dishes and drinking more coffee, he got Bubba settled in the living room and showed him how to work the telly.

“Has a demon captured all these people and locked them in this box?” Bubba asked skeptically. 

“No, but again, the explanation would take longer than I have time for. I would have to explain electronics to you, and I don’t have the time. I’m not sure I have the knowledge, either. Just trust me. No demons or magic involved.”

“All right, son. If you insist.”

“I’ll check on you in a bit, see how you’re doing. And I’ll get something for lunch later.”

“I’ll be fine. Don’t worry yourself over me. As long as I spent in that jug, I’ll be enjoying the freedom.”

With one last look at the genie watching television, Martin made his way down the stairs to the shop, with Joker bounding down ahead of him. The cat hadn’t forgiven Bubba for scaring him half to death yet. With only a quarter of an hour before opening, Martin ran a duster over the counter, dusted the shelves, and got everything ready for his customers.

At least the morning wasn’t too busy, and there was nothing out of the ordinary. Just the usual coughs and sore throats from the change in weather, and from the pollen. Autumn had arrived in England and brought with it the usual ills. He’d gone to check on Bubba—that name had to change—several times and found him glued to the telly. At least he wasn’t causing any trouble.

Lunch time came and he turned the Open sign to Closed, told Bubba he’d be back in a few minutes, and hurried down the street to an Indian place. What would Bubba like? He had no idea if he could manage the spicy curries Martin preferred, or whether he should try something a little milder.

After dithering about it, he chose a spicy curry for himself and ordered chicken masala for Bubba. Tomorrow they could try Chinese. His stomach protested the wait as he strolled back toward the shop. Juggling the bag of food and his keys, he got the door opened and jogged upstairs to see what awaited him.

Bubba was still watching the telly, which was good. He had hoped his new room mate would stick to the news, but a murder mystery had him fascinated.

“Foods up, Bubba. I hope you like chicken.”

“Chicken is fine. Smells kinda spicy.”

“I got you something that isn’t too hot. Tomorrow we’ll try something else, but I eat at this place several times a week.”

Bubba dug right in, and while the first couple bites seemed to take him by surprise, he seemed to relish the blend of flavors.

“What do you think?” Martin asked him, polishing off his curry.

“I’ve never had chicken like that, but it’s good. What is that you’re eating?”

“Curry. It’s pretty spicy and it’s not for everyone. I thought I’d start you off on something milder.”

“I like a bit of spice. Maybe I’ll try that next time.”

“I’ll keep it in mind. What have you been watching?” Martin asked him.

“I don’t rightly know. Some of it seems real, but a lot of it must be pure bull shit,” Bubba answered.

“Language! This is an upscale establishment. What seems like nonsense to you?”

“That thing I was watching a minute ago. Unless there is a lot more mischief in the world now, there can’t be that many murders in one town.”

“You’re right. That’s just a story told to entertain people. It isn’t real. The program I had on when I left was the news. Most of that is real, though I doubt some of that, too. If you have any questions, just ask.”

“I have some ideas on clothes I’d like to try out for you. Make sure they’d be suitable for your shop and all.”

And suddenly Bubba stood in front of him in casual trousers, a long-sleeved shirt open at the neck and smart leather shoes.

“How did you do that?” Martin asked.

“I am Djinn. I conjured it.”

“Isn’t that like stealing?”

“Naw. Conjurin’ ain’t stealin’. You said I needed something else to wear, so I conjured up something like what they had on this magic box of yours.”

“The telly isn’t magic,” Martin explained patiently. “I’ll see if one of my friends can explain it to you soon.”

“Whatever it is, I used it as a guide. What do you think?”

“Much better,” Martin agreed. “Once you get used to things and tone down that accent a little, you might be ready for polite company.”

“All right, now. You’re pullin’ my leg. Polite company? I know how to behave in polite company.”

“Maybe, but let me be the judge. Look, I’ve got to go back to work. Make yourself comfortable, watch the telly, or if you know how to read, I have books around you could look at. And I’ll bring up the morning paper,” Martin told him.

“I can read all right. The newspaper might be a good idea.”

Dashing quickly down and returning with the paper, Martin got Bubba settled again and re-opened the shop. How was he going to cope with this being now living in his spare room?
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What kind of world had he entered? Bubba watched Martin go back down to his shop and dropped onto the sofa to read the newspaper. Honestly, he wasn’t sure most of it wasn’t bull shit, too. How did people ever sort out the wheat from the chaff? Like that magic box—telly. It all looked so real, how did you know which was which? Even the news seemed suspicious to him.

Martin claimed there was no magic involved anywhere, but Bubba was sure he was fibbing. All the stuff in here, the way it worked? It had to be magic. There was no other explanation.

Not that he could sense any magic around any of it. Of course, there were the protection sigils over Martin’s doors, but he’d said he dabbled in white magic. The sigils would make sense for him. Why someone who ran an apothecary would need protective sigils he couldn’t fathom, but at least Bubba understood magic. 

He didn’t understand much else in this world. So much had changed since he went into the jug the last time. Trapped and forgotten, all he’d thought about for years was getting free and having his revenge. 

But how could he get revenge on someone so long dead and buried? And as far as he knew, she’d never had any offspring, so he couldn’t seek revenge there either. That bitch of a witch had escaped him again. Now, what could he do about this new jug owner? The man seemed all right, but it just didn’t set well, being at the beck and call of someone else. Especially someone with such limited powers.

Oh, well. Time to sort that out after he got a handle on what the world was like in this day and time. Back to the news.

When Martin came back upstairs, Bubba was still as confused as ever. People talking to each other over mobile phones. What was a phone? Mobile he understood, but phone? He was still trying to figure out how they got all those people in the telly. And an ice box that took no ice. 

And as for the lights... It had to be some form of magic, no matter what Martin said.

“How did you get on today?” Martin asked.

“All right, I guess, but I don’t understand this world you live in. Is it this way everywhere, or just in England?”

Bubba explained some of his confusion and Martin simply shook his head.

“No, most of the world is the same as it is here, with telephones, televisions, refrigerators, cars, and a whole host of other things you’ve never seen. Maybe this weekend we can take a short trip so you can see a little bit of what you’ve missed.”

This brought up another problem. The jug.

“I can’t get too far from the jug,” he explained. 

“Why not?”

“I’m bound to the thing, is why not,” Bubba answered tersely.

“Oh. So how far can you go without it?”

“Just about across the street from here,” Bubba told him, looking out the window and wishing he’d found a way to deal with the witch before she bound him to the damned jug.

“How about if we took the jug with us? You know, put it in the boot of the car, so it was close enough for you to come with me?”

“What’s a car? And why does it wear boots?

“A car is a motorized vehicle we use to go from one place to another. You must have seen them on the telly. And the boot is a storage compartment in the vehicle.”

“So that’s what those things were,” Bubba said, suddenly understanding at least one thing he’d seen.

“Yes. Automobiles or cars. There are all kinds of motorized vehicles to get us around, but I have a small car.”

“Yeah, I reckon if we take the jug, I should be all right.”

Martin sat and thought for a minute and then asked, “So what is the deal with the jug? Can’t you break the thing and be released from it? Surely the witch who bound you to it is dead by now.”

That was the thing, wasn’t it? 

“The curse bound me to the jug for life, or until the curse was lifted. And since I’m still alive, I’m still bound. Even if the jug is broken, I’m bound to the pieces of it, wherever it is. As a djinn, if it breaks, I can always repair it, and I have—several times in fact. It’s better than being homeless, or bound to some scrap heap somewhere.”

“Now, can you move the jug?” Martin asked.

“As long as I’m not in it I can move it around. So if it gets broken and thrown over a ship’s rail, I can bring all the pieces back and fix it. But either way, I’m stuck with the thing.”

Again, Martin sat in thought, while Bubba wondered what the man was thinking so hard about.

“Does it have to be the whole jug?”

“Does what have to be the whole jug?” Bubba asked, mystified.

“Let’s say we took the stopper out of the top, such as it is, and I put it in my pocket. Would that be enough of the jug to let you come out with me, instead of bringing the whole thing?”

Bubba sat back and looked at Martin for a moment and then shook his head.

“I don’t rightly know. It’s never been tried. But since you own the jug, and I am now beholden to you, it might work.”

“Let’s give it a try this weekend and see if it works. If not, we’ll find a way to drag the jug around with us. How about some dinner?”

If nothing else, the world had developed some good food over the years. Tonight’s fair was shepherd’s pie, which was just a fancy name for mashed potatoes and gravy, as far as Bubba could tell. But it was a good hearty meal and tasty to boot.

Martin hadn’t mentioned rules again, yet. Maybe he’d forgotten about them. Bubba supposed they should come to some sort of understanding, but the man didn’t seem to know anything about the djinn. Had the world forgotten about his kind since he’d arrived in America?

As crazy as the world was, did they really need magic now? Or had they somehow tamed magic, chained it, and bent it to their will so anyone could use it? Digging into the shepherd’s pie again, he shook his head and wondered what he’d gotten into this time.
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Chapter 6
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Friday had finally arrived and Martin looked forward to an evening of conversation over wine and cheese with Diane. Joker normally put in an appearance and tried to steal all the attention, but it made Diane laugh, so Martin didn’t object.

But what about Bubba? He had moved him into a room of his own downstairs, behind his shop storefront, so they could both have some privacy. He had a couple rooms and a workshop where he could compound his herbs, which weren’t accessible to the public. And Martin didn’t want to introduce Bubba to anyone yet, as rough around the edges as he was. Could he convince him to stay in his room and just relax for the evening? It wasn’t like he’d neglected the man—or djinn—since he’d arrived. Maybe everything would work out.

He hoped to take a drive Saturday and show Bubba a little bit of the country nearby and see if he could explain anything about the modern world to him. At the moment, he assumed everything was either supernatural or magic, or maybe a combination of the two.

But how could he explain mobile phones, televisions, computers, and all the other things people today took for granted? How far back would he have to go to reach common ground? Somewhere there would be a starting point, but he wasn’t sure he had enough expertise to answer all the questions Bubba would have.

They really should sit
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