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Once upon a time on a still summer
night, two lizards lay on the cool desert sand watching the stars.
Lawrence and Lorelai, Lorelai and Lawrence - they were always
together. Except for that one time Lawrence had gone off and become
a wizard, of course. Other than that, the two were
inseparable.

Watching the stars together was
their summertime tradition. Lorelai loved to cross her eyes just a
little and wait for the streaks of light to shoot across the velvet
sky. She always gasped and pointed so Lawrence could find it
quickly. Lawrence preferred to connect the bright dots with
invisible lines, making scenes from his memory into elaborate
constellations. When he finished a sky picture in his mind,
Lawrence tried to recreate it for Lorelai by pointing from one star
to the next and sharing his story. “And here’s the part where I
rode on Camel’s head. See, here’s his ear, and there’s a long
eyelash...”

Lorelai interrupted. "And there's
his hump, I remember. You know, I've heard this story a hundred
times and I still don't know the camel's name.”

Lawrence gasped. "I can't believe
this. That camel is one of my best friends and I...I never asked
his name! I always just called him Camel."

Lorelai laughed as Lawrence covered
his face with his hands in embarrassment. "Well, here's your chance
to find out." She pointed upward as the shape of a camel's head
blocked out the brightness of the full moon.
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Lawrence leapt up. "Camel, my
friend! We were just talking about you! How good it is to see you
again!" The camel smiled as Lawrence hugged his furry
ankle.

"It is good to see you, too, my
friend," bellowed the camel in his deep drawl. "And who might we
have here?"

Lawrence pulled Lorelai to her feet
and presented her to Camel. "Camel, I'd like to introduce you to my
sister, Lorelai."

"Pleased to meet you,
Lorelai."

"The pleasure is all mine! But I
don't know your name," she said.

"Hasn't Lawrence mentioned me? I'm
Carl, Carl the Camel. You know, from the desert?"

"Oh, that's right," Lorelai said.
"Lawrence has always spoken so highly of you, Carl." She shot
Lawrence a little smirk.

"Lawrence," Carl said, "I have come
on behalf of the King. Is it safe to speak in front of Lorelai on
such sensitive matters?"

As Carl spoke, Lorelai gaped in
amazement at the realization that if the camel from Lawrence's
stories was real, then the adventures might be real, too. Lawrence
glanced at Lorelai, and saw a brightness in her eyes that he’d
never noticed before - the spark of adventure. He nodded. "Anything
you can say to me, you can say to her. We're a team
now."

Lorelai and Lawrence smiled at each
other.

"Let's get down to business," Carl
said. "My owner, the caravan master, has told the King of your
magic, and the King has sent me here to fetch you at once to save
the Kingdom."

"My magic?" Lawrence replied,
flattered that someone still really thought he could do
magic.

"You're our only hope, Lawrence,"
Carl said. "The King has decreed that no one may leave their homes,
for there is a terrible monster in the land. It eats everything and
anything. The King is afraid for his life because so many of his
personal possessions have been devoured by this monster. No one is
to go outside to work, or go to school, or even go out to play
until after the monster has been slain. That's where you and your
magic come in."

"A monster, you say?" replied
Lawrence. "I don't think I could take on a monster alone, even with
my magic."

Lorelai jumped up. "Oh, Larry, let
me come with you on this adventure! No monster stands a chance
against your great magic! And you did say we were a team..."

"We must hurry, Lawrence," said
Carl. "The Kingdom has come to a standstill. No one can have any
fun until you work your magic."

Lawrence hesitated. "But what if
I'm afraid of monsters?"
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Lorelai stepped forward. "I am not
afraid of anything, especially not some monster. I think this is my adventure
too, so I'm coming with you." And with that, Lorelai side-stepped
to avoid the long stretch of camel drool that was about to let go
from Carl's mouth. Lawrence whistled and said, "You are pretty
smart, Lorelai. I sure could use your help." "It's settled, then,"
said Carl. "The only problem is, I'm not sure I can carry two
lizards." He chuckled at his own joke; Carl was big enough and
strong enough to carry a thousand lizards.

Lawrence and Lorelai scurried up
Carl's leg and took their place on his head.

"Excellent," Carl said. "Bring your
magic too, Lorelai, if you have any."

Lorelai knew she must have some
magic, and she was eager to find out what it might be.

Lawrence whispered into Carl's ear.
"Dear Carl, we will certainly grant the King’s wish, save the
Kingdom, and bring our powerful magic. But nothing in this world is
free."

Carl snorted with laughter again,
for he knew Lawrence's only real magic was kindness. But he played
along. "Name your price."

Lawrence thought for a moment.
"This time, Carl, you will not just be our ride. You must be part
of the adventure!" Lorelai clapped and Carl smiled.

"Done and done," said Carl, and
they started off toward the castle.

They took turns singing desert
songs to the steady beat of Carl's footsteps against the sand. By
the time the castle was in sight, the sun had just peeked over the
distant horizon. The sunlight slanted across the land to reveal a
town of total stillness. No curtain ruffled in the breeze, for all
the windows were tightly shut. No animals brayed and no children
played, for all were locked inside.
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As they marveled at the stillness
of the town, the travelers felt their empty bellies rumbling for
breakfast. Soon the silence of the morning was broken by a shout
from the castle.

"WHERE'S MY BREAKFAST?" roared a
royal voice.

"See?" said Carl. "I told you he
needed your magic, Lawrence. The King has become a royal
grouch."

“YOU THERE!” shouted the King from
a balcony.

“I think we’ve been spotted,”
Lorelai said.

Carl looked at Lorelai’s smoothly
scaled skin. “You’re always spotted!”

“Not that kind of
spotted!” Lorelai laughed. “I mean, the King is shouting to
us!”

Lawrence stepped forward, but
before he could reply to the King’s call, several guards had herded
them into the castle. They soon found themselves in a private
audience with the King.

“What were you doing out of
doors?” the King demanded.

Carl cleared his throat. “Your
Majesty, these are the…” he began, but before he could continue,
the King’s belly rumbled so loudly that it echoed throughout the
throne room.

“Well, now that you’re here,
Camel, you can be my breakfast cook,” said the King. “My usual cook
won’t come to work because of the monster, you see. So get in the
kitchen and rustle me up some…oh, lizards and eggs sounds about
right.”

Carl’s heart sank. He did not want
to cook his lizard friends. But he knew Lawrence would make things
right, so he only said, “As you command, Your Majesty.” A servant
tied an apron awkwardly over Carl’s hump and led him to the
kitchens.

Lawrence knew he had to think fast.
He leapt up onto the King’s shoulder. “Your Majesty! I am no
ordinary breakfast lizard. I am Lawrence, the Wizard Lizard, and
can grant your wish. So you wouldn’t want to cook me. You do have a
wish, don’t you?”

“Of course I do! Who doesn’t have
a wish?” said the King. “I’m so hungry I can’t think straight, and
I feel awfully cross all the time. I sure would like a proper
breakfast, one that stays on my plate long enough for me to eat it.
Lately, all I get is an empty plate, and the Queen is no help. She
says the monster ate it!”

 

"I will grant your wish, but
nothing in this world is free, Your Majesty. If you choose another
breakfast, one without lizards in it, I will grant your wish,"
Lawrence said.

"Can you really grant wishes?" the
King asked.

"Sometimes," Lawrence
replied.

"Well, then, I guess you are right.
I would not want to cook a wizard lizard. But, that lizard over
there,” said the King, eyeing Lorelai and smacking his lips, “looks
positively scrumptious!"
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"Your Majesty!” Lawrence exclaimed.
“The price is ‘no eating lizards’! While Lorelai does look
scrumptious, possibly seasoned with salt and pepper, she is a
wizard as well – a wizard in the kitchen! She is of far better use
cooking for you
than cooked for
you. I assure you, Lorelai
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