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Long ago, in a desert land far away, lived a small group of lizards. Every night at dusk, after a long day of sunning themselves on the rocks, they set about doing their lizard tasks – digging new burrows, snapping insects out of the air, and generally keeping to themselves. They all thought they were living a lizard’s dream. All, except one lizard.  Lawrence was bored by the lizard lifestyle.
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	He wanted change and adventure. He wanted the chance to learn whether he was smart and brave, like he wanted to be. Lawrence had no idea how soon his wishes would come true.

	One day, a large caravan of camels and their riders passed near the lizard lodgings. Lawrence left the sun-bathers and scrambled across the hot sand to get a closer look. One of his sisters called out lazily, “Try not to get too close, Larry – we wouldn’t want you getting squashed.”

	Lawrence wasn’t sure that anyone would notice if he did get squashed. They certainly didn’t notice that he rolled his eyes every time anyone called him “Larry.”

	Well, they don’t care, so why should I? He thought. And he made his way within mere inches of the camels’ furry two-toed feet. Wow, what magnificent creatures, he thought. “Where are you going?” Lawrence called up to the camels.
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	“You’re going to get stepped on,” said one camel.

	“Get out of the way,” Bellowed another camel.  A third camel didn’t even answer; he just spat angrily at Lawrence. In fact, he spat so hard at the little lizard that Lawrence didn’t have time to get out of the massive spitball’s way. He was coated in a thick layer of camel saliva, and just as he was struggling not to gag, he felt himself lifted off the ground and into the air. He wiped the spit from his eyes and looked around. He, Lawrence the lizard, was riding a camel. Well, he was stuck to a camel’s foot against his will, but, my, it was fine to ride! He waved goodbye to his indifferent neighbors and relished the cool night air rushing by with the camel’s every step.
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	The camels trudged through the desert for eight hours at a time, and at night the caravan and its riders made camp. They did this for ten days, and Lawrence was just starting to wonder whether the scenery would ever change, when something glittery appeared for just a moment between the dunes. It was a beautiful pool of water, surrounded by tall palm trees and lush green ferns. Lawrence heard the riders let out a great whoop as they urged their camels on. Soon the caravan reached the oasis. As the camels bathed, the clean water freed Lawrence from his dried spit-and-hair prison.
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	Now Lawrence could find adventure! He swam happily toward the shore to find a snack, but before he knew it, Lawrence found himself scooped up in the bucket of a small boy. The boy looked at the lizard. The lizard looked at the boy.
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	Lawrence knew he had to do something, or he might end up as a lizard lunch.

	“Hello, boy,” said Lawrence.

	“H-hello, lizard,” said the boy, eyes wide in wonder. “I never saw a talking lizard before!”

	“Well, I am no ordinary lizard,” Lawrence ventured. “I am a Wizard Lizard. My name is Lawrence, and I can grant you one wish.”

	“Are you really a Wizard Lizard?” asked the boy.

	“Do you really have a wish?” Lawrence asked.

	The boy’s face lit up. “Yes, I do have a wish!”

	“Well, I will grant it for you,” Lawrence said confidently, “but nothing in this world is free. What is your wish?”

	“It’s a long walk from my home to the oasis, and my mother sends me to fetch water twice a day.” The boy spoke quickly, worried that his window for wishing would close. “I wish I never had to bring water to my house again!”

	Lawrence pondered for a moment. “That is a fine wish. But nothing in this world is free. If you promise to house me, feed me, and protect me, I will grant your wish.”

	The boy laughed. “Oh, that’s so easy! I have always wanted a pet. Lawrence, you are a nice lizard.”

	The little boy carried his bucket of water home, and Lawrence rode on his shoulder. When at last they reached the little brown house, the boy’s mother said, “Have you brought the water?”

	“I have, Mother,” the boy replied. “But I have brought something even better! I have brought a lizard who grants wishes!”

	The woman laughed. “I’d like to see that. Make him grant me a wish.”

	Lawrence stood up on the boy’s shoulder, thinking fast. “I’m sorry, madam, but Wizard Lizard law allows only one wish per lizard per family.”

	“If you can talk, you must be a very smart lizard,” the woman said, plucking him off the boy’s shoulder so fiercely that Lawrence feared for his life. “So you must know where I can find more Wizard Lizards.”

	Lawrence cleared his throat. “Indeed I do, madam, and if you’ll kindly return me to my master’s shoulder, I will gladly tell you.”

	The woman gently returned the little lizard to his perch.
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	“The only way to find a Wizard Lizard,” Lawrence began, “is to catch one in a bucket at the oasis. If you are fast enough or lucky enough to catch one, he must grant you one wish.”

	The boy’s mother wrapped a scarf around her head to protect against the sun.
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	“Son, I think that you had better let me fetch the water from now on.” And she grabbed the bucket and hurried out.

	And so the boy’s wish was granted.

	One day, the woman sat beside the oasis, as she had done every day for a month, scooping water into her bucket
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