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Rama and the
Camel

Her father’s birthing day was in two days,
and Rama had nothing to give him. She’d heard stories of genies
that granted wishes when you rubbed an oil lamp. If she could find
a genie, she could get her father a mountain of gold, or a great
palace. Rama loved her father very much and wanted to give him
something he would like.

But she was too small to reach the lamp.

Being only six, she could only reach the
candleholders, the water jar, the oil cruse, and the incense box.
She considered each, but decided with her small hands, the incense
box was best.

So, she started rubbing the box.

She was glad there was no fire in the box,
because as she rubbed, the box started getting warm. She was sure
she had rubbed the box longer than the hero in the story had.
Shouldn’t a genie have come out by now?

She kept rubbing the box.

She started rubbing after the morning meal,
and was still rubbing at noon. She stirred the soup with one hand,
while she rubbed the box with the other. At table, she ate with one
hand, and kept the other beneath the table rubbing the box. As she
gathered the goats, she had to put down the goad in order to close
the gate – she needed one hand to rub the box.

Lying in her blankets, she worried that she
might fall asleep before the genie came.

Her left eye blinked, but she rubbed the
box.

Her right eye drooped, but she rubbed the
box

Just when she couldn’t stay awake another
moment, the little box jumped in her hand, let off a puff of
incense, and there on her blanket stood a man no bigger than Rama’s
little finger.

“I am the genie of the incense box,” said the
tiny man in a squeaky voice. “I grant you one wish.”

Rama would have clapped her hands in glee but
her hands were too sore from rubbing the box all day. She set her
face to her most adult expression and said, “I wish for my dear
father, a mountain of gold for his birthing day.”

The genie crossed his arms, shut his eyes,
and held his breath till he turned red… but nothing happened.

“I’m sorry mistress,” he said “I am not able
to bring a mountain of gold.”

Rama was a little disappointed. She
remembered hearing her father say, “Our lives will be wonderful
when I find us a mountain of gold.”

It was perhaps, too much to wish from such a
small genie. Still, there was one other thing her father
desired.

She set her face to her most adult expression
and said, “I wish for my dear father, a great palace for his
birthing day.”

The genie crossed his arms, shut his eyes,
and held his breath till he turned purple… but nothing
happened.

“I’m sorry mistress,” he said. “I am unable
to bring a great palace.”

Rama was even more disappointed. She
remembered hearing her father say, “Our lives will be wonderful,
when we live in a great palace.”

It was perhaps, too much to wish from such a
small genie.

Once again, she set her face to her most
adult expression and asked, “What wishes can you grant for my dear
father on his birthing day?”

The tiny genie bowed. “Great mistress,” he
answered, “I can turn his nose into a clove of garlic.”

Rama thought, but not hard. She didn’t think
her father would like his nose a clove of garlic for his birthing
day.
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