
Three Wishes
The Boffin and the Mage were browsing around their local market. They had picked up all the 
vegetables and other odds and ends that they needed and had arranged for eggs to be delivered and 
had ordered some bread. They had reached the section of the market that the Boffin thought of as 
the “Entertainment Section”.

In this part of the market the travelling circuses and the sideshows set up. Part of the reason that the 
Boffin liked to visit this section was to make sure that the scams were not too blatant and didn’t 
separate the local citizens from too much of their money. A little money flowing from citizens 
pockets she considered reasonable, as it should teach them not to be too gullible.

Partly she visited because now and then they came across someone in their line of business. A bush 
magician maybe, or a roving astronomer who would look the other way and cast horoscopes to earn 
his or her bread. Or a biologist with photographs of strange animals from distant parts. Then they 
would invite them home for a meal and a chat. They were generally interesting people.

On this occasion they came across a tent with a sign outside it that read “Three wishes, $150”, and 
lounging outside was a turbaned man of more than average height, with glistening oiled muscles 
and a dark skin, darker even than the Boffin’s. He had a beard and moustache, gold earrings and a 
gold chain and wore flowing robes which resembled the robes of an old time Eastlander. The Boffin
couldn’t put her finger on exactly why, but something about him whispered to her that he was the 
genuine article.

“$150 dollars for three wishes is expensive,” the Boffin said to the turbaned man. 

The Mage wandered over to see what his wife was doing.

“Well, if I put the price lower, people will buy the wishes, and I don’t want them to do that.”

“Why not,” said the Mage.

“Well, I grant them their wishes, and they wish for silly things, or they accidentally wish for the 
wrong things or they mess up the wishes in some other way, and then they get angry with me. 
Sometimes it’s a real chore to sort things out.”

He sighed.

“Why do you do it at all then?”

“I have to,” he said and sighed. “Do you want to come in the tent and I’ll explain. I can see that you 
are people of power. Maybe you will have some ideas.”

He took down the sign and showed them in to his tent. There were three chairs in there and a small 
table with an ancient oil lamp, the sort made of brass and with a glass chimney. He poured them a 
strong coffee from a thermos flask.

“May I?” asked the Mage, indicating the lamp.

“Sure, but please don’t rub it,” said the turbaned man.



The Mage looked at lamp, but was careful not to rub it. It was inscribed with words of power, the 
sort that glow when you read them, but he didn’t know the dialect. He put it down again.

“If you rub the lamp you will get three wishes,” said the turbaned man. “I’m a Genie.”

The Boffin said “I thought that it was something like that. Is it genuine, my dear?”

“Seems to be,” said the Mage. “I can’t read the words of power on his lamp, but it looks genuine. 
But I thought that wishing lamps were supposed to be those teapot shaped things?”

“We are trying to move with the times. Well, maybe catch up a bit. Maybe one day we will go 
electric. Who knows? People do so like old things.”

“So, Mr Genie, what are you doing out of your lamp? I thought that someone had to rub it first to let
you out, and then the wishes thing happens. Is that not the way it goes?”

“Please call me Mustapha. Well, I got fed up with the way that people kept messing up their wishes 
and blaming me, so I consulted the book, and found that there was no rule against me coming out of
the lamp before it was rubbed. It’s the action of rubbing the lamp that grants the wishes, and it is 
only tradition that it summons me. I am tied to the lamp though.”

“What book is that, Mustapha?” asked the Mage.

“’The Book of Rules and Regulations Pertaining to the Granting of Wishes on Rubbing a Magic 
Lamp’.”

He gestured and an enormous book appeared on the table, causing it to creak under the strain. It 
almost knocked the lamp to the floor. The Mage grabbed it.

“That’s the condensed version. The full version is nearly ten thousand pages long. Anyway, I 
discovered that I could come out of the lamp before anyone rubbed it. I tried warning people of the 
dangers of getting the wishes wrong, but they still did it and blamed me. I drew up a contract and 
got people to sign it, disavowing all responsibility, and they signed the contract and then screwed up
their wishes and still blamed me. So I decided to charge them money to get their wishes, but they 
still did it, and still blamed me. So I put the price up really high and so far that has worked.”

The Mage looked at the Boffin, and she nodded. “Mustapha, would like to come home with us? We 
can put you up for the night if you wish. We’d love to talk to you some more.”

Mustapha smiled. “I’d love to,” he said. “But my bed comes with me.”

He gestured at the lamp. “Take me and the lamp home with you, and I’ll invite you to visit my 
home.”

“That’s intriguing,” said the Boffin.

So they drove home with the Genie in the back of the wagon alongside their shopping, cradling the 
lamp in his arms.

“How do you get about, Mustapha? Like this, carrying your home around with you?”

“Pretty much,” said Mustapha. “Sometimes I pack it up and post it somewhere. Then I jump into it 
and travel inside it. I can step into it as long as it’s reasonably close at the time. It’s quite safe, and 



the lamp is much stronger than it looks. Thanks for catching it when I dropped the book on the 
table, but it wouldn’t have come to any harm.”

When they got to the Boffin and Mage’s cottage the Genie put the lamp down on the table.

“I’ll just be a minute,” he said, and disappeared.

“Hmm,” said the Boffin. “That’s not a usual step. We usually step across. He stepped in.”

Mustapha reappeared. “Folks, I’d like to welcome you to my home. Can we please hold hands? 
Now step with me.”

The Boffin and the Mage stepped in with Mustapha and found themselves in a very pleasant 
modern sitting room. The furnishing did run a bit too much towards gold threading and heavy 
drapery, but the carpet was a stunning swirling mixture of browns, deep reds, bright yellows and 
blues, all surrounded by a square zigzag border.

“Oh, Mustapha, it’s beautiful!” said the Boffin.

“Thank you. In some ways it leans towards the traditional, but we like it. Can I introduce my wife, 
Fee and my kids?”

Mustapha’s wife and children came shyly in from the kitchen, and they all shook hands. Fee also 
bowed with her hand on her chest, and the Mage and the Boffin returned the salute.

There were three children and Fee carried a baby.

“The oldest girl is Fi, and the twin girls are Fau and Fum.”

“And the baby?” asked the Boffin.

“He’s not had a naming ceremony yet, but he will be called Ishmael.”

“I’ll show you round our house and then we can eat,” said Mustapha.

“I hope that you won’t mind me mentioning it, Mustapha, but you don’t seem to be, well, as muscly
as you were when we met you at the market.”

Mustapha laughed. “Oh yes, that’s sort of like advertising. A Genie is supposed to be large and full 
of muscles, but most of us aren’t naturally made that way.”

Mustapha’s house was roomy and very modern. The kitchen was light and airy and had a number of
well used gadgets.

“Fee’s a marvellous cook,” said Mustapha. “We trade her cakes and her sweetmeats with others and 
make quite a bit from them. Are the kids allowed a treat, Fee?”

Of course there was immediate clamouring for something from the kids. Fee sighed and doled out 
some sweet crispy biscuits from a tin. The Boffin and the Mage sampled them too. The Mage 
noticed that somehow the Boffin was now carrying the baby. He wasn’t surprised, but he hadn’t 
seen it happen. She loved babies and babies loved her. 

“Show them your workshop, dear,” said Fee, and Mustapha took them down a short corridor to his 
workshop.



It smelled of leather and wood and incense and glue. It seemed Mustapha worked mainly in wood, 
making chairs and stools with carved designs and mirror and picture frames also with elaborate 
designs carved into them. The style was distinctly Eastlander. He had cupboards and other furniture 
which he had made in the same style.

“We do well with Mustapha’s carpentry too,” said Fee. “It’s a pity that we can’t sell it ‘up there’.”

“Where you come from,” clarified Mustapha. “If I carry stuff up there it just crumbles.”

“What if it comes from ‘up there’ in the first place? Does it crumble after you’ve worked on it?”

Mustapha looked at Fee. “I’ve never tried that have I? I wonder if that will work?”

Fee said “We’ll have to try it. Have you seen the view from our garden?”

They all walked out into the garden and the Mage whistled. “Wow, that’s different.”

The vegetation was strange enough, with tall thick stalked plants with prickly bulbous flowers on 
the top, like a pineapple on a stick, or a smooth stalked thistle. Smaller creeping plants with circular
leaves stacked like plates covered the spaces between them. Trees abounded, tall and spreading and 
similar to trees “up there”, but with a purple tinge to their trunks and foliage. Vines looped between 
the trees carrying great bulbous fruits of various colours like an unlit line of light bulbs.

In the actual garden, though Fee and Mustapha were growing plants that the Boffin recognised. 
Tomatoes, peppers, cucumbers. Various herbs in a square patch, and some sort of root vegetables 
further over.

The sky, however, was totally different from “up there”. It was all swirls of colours that slowly 
changed as the spirals rose and set. Small bright points, maybe moonlets or satellites rapidly crossed
the horizon in mere minutes. Much further out than the swirls of colour and the racing moonlets but 
still close was a large orange red planet with rings like Saturn. It followed the sun as the two bodies 
crossed the sky in a stately place.

“Oh that’s beautiful, Mustapha. Do you have stars at night?” asked the Mage.

“Yes, but not as many as ‘up there’. I was so amazed by your night sky when I first went ‘up there’. 
Here the night is rarely pitch dark as the planet is often up in the sky, or the swirls of colour, which 
we call the High Winds, light things up.”

“I notice that you grow vegetables from ‘up there’. Is that for visitors?”

“No, I believe that we Genies, or Djinns, as we are sometimes called, originally came from ‘up 
there’, and we mostly eat food which comes from up there. Some of the native stuff is edible, but it 
generally doesn’t taste nice. Some does though. This herb is native. It’s called ‘Bitter Berry’.”

Mustapha plucked two small fruits from a plant in the herb garden and gave then to the Mage and 
the Boffin.

“Mmm, a smokey flavour with a bit of a tang. Yes, that would make an interesting sauce,” said the 
Boffin.

“Yes, and on that note, let us eat.” Mustapha ushered them back into the house, and they sat down to
eat.



Fee had prepared a table full of small dishes, cooked in the Eastlander style.

“Fee, this is marvellous!” said the Boffin, “I thought that I knew Eastlander style cookery, but 
there’s so much here that I don’t recognise. How did you cook this all so quickly?”

“Mustapha told me that you were coming when you left the market, and er, I used a little magic to 
help things along. You’re not offended are you? There’s some dishes there that have been forgotten 
in recent times. Recipes that come from my mother and Mustapha’s mother.”

“No, of course we aren’t offended. I do that sometimes too,” said the Boffin. “Oh, and are you 
offended by wine? If not, I’ll step home to get a bottle.”

“Sure,” said Mustapha. “I don’t drink, but Fee sometimes has a glass.”

So the Boffin stepped back home and located the bottle of wine, and also a small block of wood. 
She stepped back into the lamp and presented the bottle of wine to Fee, who poured a glass for the 
three of them. Then they settled down to tasting Fee’s cooking.

“Mmm, this is so good, Fee. I must get some recipes off you!”

“Thanks for the block of wood, Boffin. I know just what I want to carve in it.” said Mustapha.

“You go and carve something, dear. I can see that you are itching to. We’ll just carry on chatting,” 
said Fee.

She served them strong dark coffee in small cups. The Boffin had somehow ended up with the baby 
again. The Mage himself was teaching Fi, Fau and Fum some simple conjuring tricks. Fi was 
guessing which hand the coin was hidden in almost all the time. The Mage frowned and cheated a 
little and Fi, laughing, still got it right. Hmm, some power there, thought the Mage.

“So, how far from the nearest town are you here, Fee?” asked the Boffin.

“We don’t have any towns as such,” said Fee. “We’re too spread out. Somebody has something to 
sell, they put the word out, we all turn up and put up our tents in a field and bring our stuff to trade. 
At one time we didn’t have permanent homes, but these days we have mostly settled down.”

She thought a bit. “Maybe we will start to build towns as the population grows. Our nearest 
neighbour is a lot closer than he used to be. But many of us like our temporary tent markets.”

“How do you keep in touch, Fee. You’re pretty isolated here.”

Fee laughed. “Oh, we use globes, which are not unknown ‘up there’, are they?”

The Boffin nodded. “Yes, but not everyone uses them. How do you get around? There don’t seem to
be any roads.”

“By carpet.” Fee indicated the marvellous carpet under their feet. “Those are also known ‘up there’,
aren’t they?”

“Yes, but they are rare. So rare that most people, including me, thought that they were mythical. 
Fancy that!”

“Oh, I didn’t know that. I’ve not been ‘up there’ very much since we had the kids. It’s a strange 
space, isn’t it? Oh, but not for you, I forgot. I’m sorry.”



“That’s OK. It’s sometimes strange for us too!” The Boffin laughed.

Mustapha came back just as they were talking about the differences between the two spaces. “We 
ought to spend more time up there, Fee. There so much to learn there. Most of the advances in our 
space have come from there, one way or another. Our kitchen. Our bathroom! My tools in my 
workshop. Some of our medicines. Our people originally came from there, of course.”

“Your space is lovely, Mustapha. But it doesn’t yet have schools and universities,” said the Mage. “I
think that you will do, in the future. I hope that you are able to import the good things like schools 
and universities and not the bad things, like pollution and poverty. By the way, if you want to visit, 
you and your kids are welcome to stay with us if you want.”

Mustapha smiled. “Thank you for the offer, but we are by nature travellers. The lamp gives us a 
place to stay, wherever we are, ‘up there’. But we’ll definitely visit, if we can. If we send the kids 
up there to school or even university, we may take you up on that offer.”

He continued “I was wondering if you had any solution to our problem of the lamp, though. You are
people with power. I can tell that.”

“You have your own powers,” said the Mage. “Fee casually mentioned using magic to help things 
along when she was cooking. Little Fi has quite strong powers, I noticed. We are not well versed in 
your types of powers, but maybe we can advise you. Is there anything in the rules that says that the 
lamp must be a certain shape and size?”

“No, nothing, except that it must be capable of giving light, and it must be made of brass. The 
original lamps were brass, of course.”

The Mage clicked his fingers and said “What about this?”

He held a brass filigree case, shaped like a heart and hanging from a necklace chain. He pressed a 
button on the side and the top opened, revealing a knurled wheel. He flicked it and a spark from a 
flint set light to a wick dipped in fuel. It was a delicate little lighter.

“You can make it look like that?” asked Mustapha. “But what happens when I go into it? In the past 
the wrong people have found it, and silly things happen. They wish that they are wealthy and then 
find that it doesn’t make them happy, or they they lose it all. Or they wish for a beautiful wife and 
she turns out to be vain and a nag. Something like that always seems to happen. Most often the third
wish is to return things to the way they were.”

“Well, you can put it in a safe place, like deposit box in a bank, or something like that. It’s not a 
perfect solution of course. You told us a story of a genie who hid his lamp in a cave protected by a 
spell, and it still was found, wasn’t it? That’s just an early version of the deposit box. I can give you 
a charm to hide it, but it won’t be completely unfindable. Meanwhile, I’ll research the lamps. I have
a friend who is an expert on Eastlander spells and charms. I’ll give you his address.”

Mustapha nodded. “Thank you for that. I’ll go and visit him. As far as keeping the lamp safe, that’s 
about what I’ve been doing. I’ve been hiding it, but now and then someone finds it. I can’t create a 
charm to hide it, because of the rules, but I didn’t think of getting someone else to do it. That’s 
double protection, isn’t it?”



The Mage said “Someone must have created the lamps, and there must be a way to alter how they 
work. I think that because of the way that the wisher usually ends up worse off than before he or she
made the wishes, that the creator was very upset about something. I’m just sorry that we can’t be 
more help.”

“Thank you, Mage, and you too, Boffin, for all your help,” said Mustapha. “It’s been great to be 
able to talk these things over with someone who understands the problems that we are having. 
People with power like you are rare.”

“Anyway,” he continued, “please tell me what you think of this.”

He passed the carved piece of wood to the Boffin. She gasped.

“Oh, that’s amazing,” she said. “Look, dear.”

She passed the piece of wood to the Mage. He saw an intricate carving of the likenesses of himself 
and the Boffin in bas-relief. His likeness held a stylised flame in the palm of his hand, while the 
Boffin held a pair of dividers and was measuring a globe.

“Oh my goodness,” he said. “This is your test piece to see if it crumbles ‘up there’? It’s almost too 
good to risk! If this survives, may we keep it?”

“I carved it for you,” said Mustapha. “To thank you for your help and for visiting us. We don’t get 
many visitors from ‘up there’, and we really appreciate it.”

“Well, we’d best be going,” said the Mage, “if you can pry the baby away from the Boffin. Please 
all come to breakfast in the morning. We’ll cook pancakes.”

Little Fi’s eyes widened and her mouth opened.

“Please can we go, Dad?” she asked.

Mustapha looked at Fee.

“That’s should be OK,” she said. “We’ll knock on the front door though when we come. You don’t 
want people suddenly appearing in the middle of your kitchen!”

“Are you coming with us, Mustapha, to see how your carving fares?” said the Mage.

The three of them stepped up to the Mage and Boffin’s house, the Mage carrying the carving.

“How long does it take to crumble, Mustapha?” he asked.

“Almost immediately,” said Mustapha. “It looks like the trick worked. I’ll have to start importing 
timber down home. Thank you for the idea, and thank you for inviting us for breakfast. It will be the
first time that we’ve brought the kids up here. They’re going to be so excited. I’d better go and help 
Fee calm them down. Goodnight.”

He disappeared.

“Nice people,” said the Mage.

“Very nice. I don’t think that we’ve met a Djinn before, have we?”

“No, I don’t believe we have. I was surprised when he stepped in, weren’t you?”



“Yes, I was. But I thought afterwards that we do know something about the microscopic levels, 
electrons and protons, and all the other particles. I don’t know how that relates to Mustapha’s space,
but my guess is that it does. Hmmm.”

The Mage knew that the Boffin would be pondering what she had learned for months or years, and 
possibly doing some experiments. It was part of her nature. He himself would be doing his own 
thinking and research in his own way. The old books. Similar spells. And he would likely do some 
experiments too.

Some months later the Mage got a letter from his friend, the one who was interested in Eastlander 
spells and charms. He told the Boffin about it.

“It seems that Han and Mustapha have been able to modify the spell on the lamps. Hmm, he calls it 
a charm. Anyway, Han tells me that the charm I put on the lamps to deter people is working and 
Mustapha reports that no one has rubbed his lamp in ages. But more importantly, they’ve managed 
to ‘switch off’ the wish charm, so that rubbing the lamp has no effect. Mustapha says that some of 
his people don’t want to switch off the charm, so it’s good that the charm has to be modified lamp 
by lamp.”

“That’s great, dear. Does Han say anything about Mustapha’s carpentry business?”

“Yes, apparently Mustapha’s carving are fetching high prices. He still makes furniture, but gets 
more for carvings like the one he did for us.”

They both looked at the carving, which the Boffin had mounted on the wall.

“Han says that Fee sends her love, and so do the kids. Apparently Fee’s kids and Han’s kids were 
running riot, while he was writing. They all seem to be having great fun. Fee and Mustapha often 
bring the kids up here now.”

“I must ask them all to stay soon,” said the Boffin. “It’s a good thing Fee and I swapped charms so 
that we could keep in touch.”

“A charm? You?”

“Yes, one of the first that you taught me, so long ago, my dear. Is that so surprising? Scientists 
always cross their fingers before they perform an experiment. Didn’t you know?”
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