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Book Description

What would you wish for if you had three wishes: love, money, happiness? But have you ever met a genie and, more importantly, can they be trusted?

Jimmy, Ron, and Kat find a magic lamp on the beach and ask the genie inside to grant them three wishes. Find out what they wish for and what the consequences are.
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1 The First Wish

Jimmy picked up a flat-sided stone, placed his index finger on its edge and snapped his wrist, causing the pebble to skip across a calm area of water. “One, two, three, four,” he counted. “Seven skips, I’m ahead.”

“Not so fast,” Kat said, rubbing the sand off a carefully chosen stone. Gracefully she flung it over the still water, counting aloud each skip.

“Kat got seven; same as you, Jimmy,” Ron said. “Now, watch the master.”

They watched as Ron’s stone skipped wide skips until finally sinking.

“Eight, I win,” Ron said, pounding his chest.

“I don’t think so,” Jimmy said. “I only counted seven.”

Kat groaned and held out her arm. “It was eight, Jimmy.”

Ron spat on two fingers and slapped them against Kat’s tender skin. “Stinger!”

“Ow,” Kat winced, yanking her arm away. “Do you have to do it so hard?”

“It’s winner’s prerogative, and I didn’t smack you that hard.” Ron turned to Jimmy. “But Jimmy on the other hand---”

“Dang it, Ron.” Jimmy pulled back his arm. “Next time when I win I’m---” A reflection on the beach caught his attention. “What’s that?”

Jimmy ran to a piece of metal protruding from the sand and began digging around it until he could pull it out. “Aladdin’s lamp!” He dipped it into the water to rinse off the sand and then tipped it by its handle to pour out any water that had gotten inside by way of the long spout, but none came out. He tried to take off the lid, but it was on tight.

“It looks like an old oil lamp,” Kat said, walking up to inspect it.

“Let me see,” Ron said, reaching for it.

Jimmy pushed back Ron’s arm. “Finders keepers.”

“Rub it and see if a genie appears,” Kat said, half joking.

Ron crossed his arms. “If a genie pops out of that, I’ll crap my pants.”

Jimmy rubbed the side of the golden lamp, feeling friction from its intricate engravings. “I’ll crap my pants, too. But if a genie does appear, I get to make the wishes.”

“Nothing’s happening,” Kat said. “Rub the other side.”

Jimmy turned it around and rubbed the other side with the same result.

“Rub faster, it might be sleeping,” Ron said, laughing. “It looks like something my grandma would have in her china cabinet.”

Jimmy’s hand went back and forth so fast he looked like he was polishing the lamp for an Arabian prince in a royal palace. “Come on you stupid genie, appear.”

Steamy blue smoke began to seep from the lamp’s spout. Jimmy dropped it and all three kids stepped back. Before their eyes, the swirling smoke grew large and tall until a man-sized genie appeared. His skin was as blue as the smoke and he wore rings and bracelets. He looked just like a genie, except this one must have just crawled out of bed because his black hair was a mess and his flowing pants were wrinkled.

The kids could not believe what they were seeing. They looked at the unkempt genie and then turned to see if anyone was watching, but the only other people on the beach were far away.

The genie yawned and spoke with disdain. “What do you want? Why did you summon me from my slumber?”

“Are you really a genie?” Jimmy asked.

The genie glared at Jimmy. “Of course I’m a genie. Who might you be?”

“My name’s Jimmy and these are my friends Ka---”

“Tsk, tsk. I don’t care unless you’re going to release me from my imprisonment, wrongful imprisonment, mind you.”

“I don't know how to do that,” Jimmy said.

“I didn’t think so,” the genie said, annoyed.

“Do we get three wishes?” Ron asked. “We did get you out of the lamp.”

“You woke me up,” the genie snapped. “But regrettably according to The Genie’s Book of Service, I must oblige if I ever want to be free or I at least come across someone who knows how to get me out of here.”

Before anyone could beat him to it, Jimmy blurted out, “I wish for a million dollars.”

“It is done,” the genie said, disappearing back inside the lamp.

“You dummy,” Ron said. “Why didn’t you wish for a billion or trillion dollars?”

“The bigger question is,” Kat said, “where is it? I don’t see any money.”

Jimmy leaned down over the lamp. “Genie, where’s the money?”

The genie did not appear.

Ron shouted at the lamp. “Hey ya dumb genie, you forgot to leave us the money.”

“I don’t think it’s a good idea to get the genie mad at us,” Kat said.

“Look, over there.” Jimmy pointed into the grass along the bank. He ran over to it. “Hey, there’s an old half-buried briefcase.”

“Open it,” Kat said.

The handle broke as Jimmy tugged and finally freed the briefcase. He sat it level on the sand and tried to move the latch and open the lid, but they wouldn’t budge. “I can’t get it open.”

“Here, let me try.” Ron opened his pocket knife and began poking and prying at the fragile lock until it gave. “Got it.”

When the lid opened, the three could not believe what they were looking at, bundle after bundle of hundred-dollar bills.

“I can’t believe that low-level genie actually came through,” Ron said.

Jimmy sat next to Ron. “I don’t think he’s dumb---we’re rich.” He lifted pack after pack of bills. “It’s full, alright. Full of cold hard cash.”

“We should split it three ways,” Kat said.

Jimmy began dividing the money into three piles. “I’m putting mine in the briefcase, it was my wish after all.”

Kat put hers in the blue and white striped tote that she carried while Ron took off his
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