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 Chapter 1:
William Invents a New System of Wishing

 


William Pardon Tankerfield the Third
was ten years old. He lived in the most fan-dangled and complicated
house I have ever seen to this day. He had two rooms that were his
very own. One for sleeping. One for playing.

Playing, in William Pardon
Tankerfield the Third's case was imagining all sorts of fun with
everything around him. He loved to play on computers. His favorite
activity was to take ordinary things and invent new uses for
them.

He would come home straight away
from school and stop in the kitchen for an orange or an apple, or
sometimes a banana; sometimes he spread hummus on some crackers. He
never took the elevator up to his floor, even though it was three
flights up. No, William Pardon Tankerfield the Third was a firm
believer in exercise, even at age 10!

He had five different flights of
stairs to choose from.

On Monday he chose the spiral
staircase, which twisted around and around fifteen times before he
reached his floor. If he ran up those stairs, he had to stop at the
top and unwind fifteen times before he could walk a straight
line.

On Tuesdays he opened a secret door
in the front hall which led to a stairway that actually should have
been condemned or at least reserved for use only on Halloween
night. The stairs were old, and each one creaked as it was stepped
on. There were cobwebs in the cracks and between the rickety
railing. William Pardon Tankerfield the Third never held on to the
railing for fear of it falling apart. Instead, he slowly climbed
each stair, and made sure to keep his toes close to the corner as
he hugged the wall. This was a stairway that his parents thought
was closed up and never used. But William Pardon Tankerfield the
Third couldn’t resist sneaking up these stairs as if he were on
some mighty adventure. At the top of the stairs was a little
corridor -- just big enough to crawl through. It led straight to
William Pardon Tankerfield the Third's bedroom.

On Wednesday he used the main
stairway which was six feet wide with two landings. Each step was
half the size of a normal stair. His parents told him this stairway
was created for women who at one time wore skirts that were tight
around the ankles, and made it difficult to climb stairs. Just the
thought of those women trying to climb these stairs made William
Pardon Tankerfield the Third giggle all the way up to his
room.

On Thursday he used the stairs that
were attached to the outside of the house. These stairs started at
the very front left corner. They climbed up across the front of the
house, and on the right side at the first landing, was a door for
the first floor. But the stairs continued up and across the back of
the house up to the second story. Then the stairs continued along
the right side of the house and on the landing was the door to
third floor. That was William Pardon Tankerfield the Third's floor.
On the other side of the landing, the stairs descended at a really
steep grade to the bottom floor and met the beginning of the stairs
in a little patio porch.

On Friday, William Pardon
Tankerfield the Third took a deep breath, ran up the steep stairway
on the right side of the house all the way to the third floor, and
collapsed in the hall way.

It was on one such Friday that I met
William Pardon Tankerfield the Third. I had disguised myself as a
businessman so not to alarm young William, and waited for him to
return from school. I stepped up and introduced myself. His shiny
dark hair was cut so that it just barely touched his dark eyebrows.
And his brown eyes sparkled with curiosity the way most children
appear when they sneak a look under the Christmas tree.

"William Pardon Tankerfield the
Third?" I inquired.

"There is no other," he
chortled.

"May I introduce myself? I am Sir
Razda, and I have some very important business to discuss with
you."

"Is it about my computers or my
video games? I can't afford to buy any more software. I've used up
my allowance for the next ten years."

"No, no!" I laughed, "I'm not
selling anything. I have a business proposition for
you."

William Pardon Tankerfield the Third
was a little suspicious about letting this character into his house
even though he knew his mother and dad were in various parts of the
house, not to mention the gardener, the housekeeper and his
part-time nanny. Yet William Pardon Tankerfield the Third was no
fool. He decided to take me up the arduous stairway that
practically climbed straight up the right side of the house. I
suppose he decided that I'd be too weak to cause trouble after such
a climb, which was correct -- even though I had no intention of
causing any trouble. I only wish I would have refrained from using
any disguise. After all, with my skills I could have met him in his
room and bypassed this painful climb. But I do not believe in
entering a house where I am not invited first, so I graciously
followed him up the stairs. And, I must tell you, we were a sorry
sight as we fought for our breath, crawling on all fours to get to
his bedroom.

"Well," William demanded still
out-of-breath. "What exactly do you want to talk about?"

"Wil-li-am," I said in my most
authoritative voice but also still out-of-breath. "I want you to
sit down, and promise me you won't scream ... Or shout ... or jump
up and down so that we make a ruckus."

"What did you say your name
was?"

"Sir Razda."

"That's a strange name."

"Not half as strange as what you are
about to see."

At that point I allowed my real form
to appear before William Pardon Tankerfield the Third. He took it
better than I suspected of any young ten year old boy. I suppose my
research had been faulty, for William neither screamed nor jumped
about. His mouth dropped open almost down to his chest, but I judge
that reaction to be quite acceptable in the face of a new
experience.

He had a right to be shocked. You,
also, would be startled if we were to meet in your bedroom. After
all, I am not a human being, nor like any animal seen on this
planet. I have eyes that light up a room. In fact, sometimes when I
get really excited, my eyes light up a whole house! I have a bald
head but that is not so odd, is it? I suppose what feels most
shocking might be my size. You see, I now could fit into William
Pardon Tankerfield the Third's hand.

"I must be dreaming," William
groaned with delight.

"Oh, you aren't dreaming, my boy.
I'm as real as your thoughts. I have the power of a thousand men
and women. I have the brains of the greatest inventors to
come!

"I'm Sir Razda, and I'm here on very
serious business."

"I must be dreaming," William
repeated. "My Mom told me I should play with other kids more. Now
I'm imagining little creatures."

"I beg your pardon, Pardon •••••I AM
NOT A LITTLE CREATURE!" I drew in a breath and made myself fill the
entire space of the room. Young William was squished against the
wall gasping for air. I instantly returned to my normal
size.

"No need to get so upset, Mr.
Razda," William puffed.

"Sir Razda," I corrected somewhat
irritated, even though I knew it would not help things for me to
get upset on this important mission. William Pardon Tankerfield the
Third began pacing back and forth in his bedroom.

He had three beds on different
levels of the room. The first bed was set at an angle -- the oddest
thing I had ever seen. It began with an enormous pillow, five feet
in diameter. The actual bed tilted upwards at about a 33 degree
angle. He told me that he used the bed when he wanted blood to rush
to his head so that he could solve some of his programming
problems. It seemed to me that these humans were quite adept in
creating unique positions for their bodies.

The second bed hung from the center
of the room on four heavy chains. A rope ladder hung from the head
and foot of the bed. This bed, he told me, was used for meditation.
It gave him a sense of floating. He climbed up on this bed and
showed me how he could slide back a panel in the ceiling. Behind
the ceiling was a glass panel that brought in a tremendous amount
of light. He told me how he loved to sleep here at night and watch
the stars. His plan was to eventually build a platform on the other
side of the glass panel so that he could set up a telescope that
would electronically be lowered into the room in order to view the
planets more closely before he went to sleep.

I was beginning to feel better about
choosing William Pardon Tankerfield the Third for our project. He
seemed to have accomplished so much on his own, even though he told
me he had some assistance from his mother and dad. The third bed
was a common bunk bed. Yet William had made some changes that were
indeed ingenious. He had put each mattress on sliders, so that the
beds could be made up more easily. The top mattress not only slid
out from the bed frame, but it had a hydraulic lift that lowered
the mattress to three feet above the ground. I laughed so heartily
over this invention, that William showed me how the bed that was
hanging in the middle of the room could also be lowered each time
it was made up.

Now I was sure that we had chosen
the correct person for our project. But I could not be sure that
William would take me seriously. "From time to time," I began to
explain to William, "I am sent to someone on earth to execute an
experiment that will give us an indication of the progress of human
thought."

William listened politely, but I
could tell he was not taking me seriously, nor did he have a clue
as to why I was here.

"Execute an experiment!" William
repeated. "That sounds deadly. I think you better
leave."

"Your English language sometimes
confuses me. Let me begin again. "

"I think you have the wrong house,"
he insisted. "I'm taking my Mom's advice. I'm going out to play
with the kids. You might as well leave."

"WILLIAM! I've come here on very
special business!" I cleared my throat. "I absolutely must grant
you three wishes! Do you understand?!”

There was a great moment of silence.
You could hear William as he took in a sizable breath.

“Now I know I’m bonkers,” he
muttered to himself. “What do you take me for anyway?!

“Do you understand?" I
repeated.

“I'm getting out of
here!"

As he reached for the bedroom
doorknob, I knew that drastic measures were in order. I raised my
hand to my forehead and let my light ray surround William's body.
At once he was raised to the ceiling. He began to struggle, so I
let his motions move him about the room, being sure to extend an
energy field around his body so that he would not get hurt. Before
long, William was enjoying gravity-free aerobatics.

"I don't know who you are, but
..."

"I told you, William. I am Sir
Razda!"

"Whee! this feels like the greatest
time I've ever had!"

I wish you could have seen him, with
his cartwheels and twisting, and waving his hands around like a
bird. He was having a genuinely good time. I let him go on that way
for at least an hour, until I felt he was ready to listen to me
seriously. Slowly I lowered my hand from my forehead, and William
Pardon Tankerfield the Third gently collapsed on the
floor.

"I better lay down a bit," .William
said as he climbed up the rope ladder leading to the bed in the
middle of the room. "If my imagination can give me this much fun,
I've really discovered something BIG!"

William was so excited, I felt he
had forgotten my presence. Time was frittering away. And I couldn't
go back to my home, until I granted him three wishes.

"William!" I said gently as I sprang
to the foot of his bed. "I am real. And you must make three wishes.
Surely there are three things a boy like you can wish
for."

He looked at me with wide open eyes,
"You're really serious about this, Mr. Razda?"

"SIR Razda."

"Sorry. Well, Sir Razda, give me a
couple of minutes. I'll tell you what I want .....in a few
minutes."

Little did I know that this little
ten year old boy, this underground genius of inventions, in a mere
blink of an eye, would complicate the whole universal system of
wishing.

I waited quietly for his answer. The
soft comforter on the bed summoned me to sleep. After all, the
atmosphere on earth was so much more dense than my planet. I began
to feel somewhat weakened by William's hour floating spree. I awoke
to find myself in the hand of William. Instinctively I vanished and
reappeared at the foot of the bed.

"Sir Razda, if you're really serious
about granting me three wishes •••"

"That I am," I
guaranteed.

"First I must know what you want out
of this. What do you want from me?"

"I told you William. I wish to study
the choices of humans, by watching the progression of their wishes.
I only ask that I monitor your wishes -- which I'll have to do
anyway."

"Okay. Then, for my first wish ...
are you ready?"

"That I am," I said
again.

"For my first wish, I wish for one
googol more wishes! He waved his arms around and giggled and
laughed at his cleverness. Certainly he had no idea what he was
wishing for.

"You can't be serious, William!
That's the number 1 followed by 100 zeros! Surely there's not
enough room in the universe for that many wishes from a
boy!

"But that's what I wish for,"
William demanded. "You must keep your part of the
bargain!"

I was completely, totally baffled!
Surely no one in the universe had counted on this type of
wishing.

"But I only have authority to grant
three wishes -- anything you wish for -- but only three. I will
have to report back to the counsel before I grant this most unusual
wish." I shook my troubled head in disbelief, "I will return to you
shortly."

When I left, William Pardon
Tankerfield the Third was rocking with laughter at his clever wish.
Surely his wish-making would put him down in history.

I left William Pardon Tankerfield’s
room and hid in the corridor of the "Tuesday's" stairway. To return
home was no easy task. 1 would again have to undergo a
metamorphosis to fit into the speed of "is".

Perhaps you have only heard of the
speed of "light". On earth that means it takes light one year to
travel 6,000,000,000,000 (6 Billion) miles through
space.

My planet measures three googol
miles away from earth. And you know a the word googol represents
the number one with one hundred zeroes after it. You can probably
figure out how many years it would take me if I travelled the speed
of light. I jotted my notes down on apiece of paper I found in
William Pardon Tankerfield the Third’s room.

Fact One: One year equals 6 billion
miles at speed of light



Fact Two: I live 3 google miles away
from earth

Divide 3 google miles by 1 google
and you get TOO many light years away!!

Instead of breaking myself down into
a light particle, I had to become one with all particles -- sort of
a cooperation with all of life, light and dark. It feels like quite
a scary thing, because one never knows if one can find himself
again, even with the “individual collectors” located on every
planet of the known universe. But I knew the seriousness of my
business.

Right there in the dark corridor,
with only my eyes to light the room, I imagined all of life between
earth and my planet. At once my head began to mushroom until all I
could sense was my tongue. At one point I felt my entire body as if
it was my nose. Then I began to feel my hands swell and then
explode sort of, like into a million particles. The change within
me was more exciting than young William’s floating about his room.
I had again done it! I had entered the world of “is”. Sir Razda was
no more.

In a twinkling of an eye, Professor
Osgord, who was always at his post on Planet Stranet, noticed a
rise in energy waves. He immediately searched for the one factor
that would create this change and discovered my presence. He
quickly turned on the “individual collector” and presto! Sir Razda!
With my eyes shiner than ever standing before him!

Promptly, I raised my hand to my
forehead to check out my powers of concentration. Professor grew
irritated as I raised him off the ground and turned him upside
down, and then placed him right side up next to his
monitor.

“I beg your pardon, Professor, it
must be a leftover from dealing with those frisky humans on
earth.”

“The Counsel waits for you in
their chambers,” he said, brushing himself off. “I’m afraid I do
not appreciate your sense of humor.”

“It is only the high spirits of
one so happy to be home,” I assured him, trying to act like a
dignified Stranet citizen.

I shivered all over at the thought
of what lay in store for me: the dreaded Puzzle of the Maze! I
would have to break the Maze in order to enter the chambers. The
elders of Planet Stranet thought this testing was the most
efficient way to keep out trouble-makers, spies, and downright
miserable thought-thieves! Anyone failing the test, at any point in
the maze, would be held indefinitely in a magnetic field, until
such time as the elders decided to examine them and see why they
were snooping around.

The first step was to enter the wall
of light. This was as easy as putting my hand to my forehead. I
could walk through the light with no difficulty. The skeleton of a
creature on my right, however, reminded me that visitors continued
to sneak into the chambers of the Universal Counsel of
Planets

Once on the other side of the wall,
I saw a sign. It read:

ADVANCE ONLY IF YOU CAN SOLVE THIS
RIDDLE.

The Lasha Tree looks RED

The Rangbad looks WHITE

Where you enter now,

Can only lead right!

Indeed, there were three doorways.
Which one should I enter? And, was there a special manner in which
to cross the doorway? These things I sat and pondered
carefully.

The Lasha Tree was grown only within
the chambers of the Counsel. It was a magnificent color of red, and
the roots began growing three feet off the ground. Another odd
thing about the Lasha Tree was that no matter how high it grew, it
never touched the top of the ceiling.

The part about the Rangbad was easy!
I had seen the bird flying once when I visited our Father Planet,
Omega. This bird was unique not only because it was white, but
because it flew backwards!

I was ready to enter this doorway in
the maze. It would be the door to the right. I would go in
backwards. And, I would raise myself three feet off the floor,
careful not to touch the top of the door.

CRUNCH!! Immediately, I was
stuck!!

“You are forever forgetting
details, Sir Razda!” shouted Lady Sylvia. She was dressed in long
silver robes with a red satin hood that touched lightly upon her
whimsical golden curls. It seemed as if she was always rescuing me
from the Maze.

“We would let you flounder a bit,
if we weren’t so anxious to hear your report. Come with
me.”

As I watched the maze literally
vanish, I asked Lady Sylvia what I had missed in the riddle. “You
looked for the hidden puzzle, which was correct: three feet off the
ground, careful not to touch the ceiling, and flying backwards. But
you utterly forgot the obvious. You were to become half red and
half white. Any miserable thought-thief would have guessed
it!”

I could feel my eyes brighten up the
whole room with embarrassment. What was crystal clear to her, was
seldom within my grasp. I entered the large chambers and seated
myself in a chair around a great round table. Both the table and
chars were made entirely of particles of light.

To my right sat General Protek,
looking like a thick prickly cactus plant. He seemed particularly
disturbed. Next to him sat Lady Sylvia. And next to her was
Professor Osgord. Last but greatest of all, sat the Supreme
Representative of the Father Planet, Omega. Her name was Agaila,
which meant, “happily wise”, but out of respect we did not use her
name but rather smiled into her amazing eyes.

“We have discussed at great length
the wish of William Pardon Tankerfield the Third. It has far
reaching effects on the entire universe,” the Supreme
Representative, Agaila began.

“For that reason I did not grant
it immediately,” I assured the Counsel. “I did not feel I had the
authority to make such a grand wish.”

“And, right you were,” blurted out
Lady Sylvia.

General Protek could not hold
himself any longer. He jumped to his feet, “This whole wish seems
preposterous! Do you realize what kind of power this could give to
the planet earth? Why, William Pardon Tankerfield the Third could
end up ruling the entire universe.” He paused for effect, “...and
with our help!! I cannot hear of it!”

“We have never gone back on our
word,” Lady Sylvia reminded them.

“That may contain truth,”
Professor Osgord agreed. “ I have the historical report right here.
Every wish we offered has always been honored.”

Agaila’s body trembled with a slow,
almost unnoticeable vibration. Her body glowed in the most
beautiful of yellows, oranges and reds. I could tell at once that
she was communicating with our Father Planet. Everyone grew quiet
and waited for her to speak.

“We want to hear from you, Sir
Razda,” she said kindly.

I was not sure what I should say. In
all the millions of earth-years, I had not once failed to fulfill
the wishes of a human and still please the Counsel. Now I was
responsible for causing trouble to only for the Universal Counsel
of Planets, but also for our Father Planet.

“I hesitate to speak.” I looked
around the table, “This boy, William Pardon Tankerfield the Third,
does not seem to be a trouble maker or a thought-thief. Quite the
contrary. His surroundings indicated an ingenious desire to make
improvements.”

“But Sir Razda,” Lady Sylvia
interrupted, “you are not qualified to tell about someone’s
motives. You consistently overlook little details. Just look at
what a mess you made of the Entrance Maze.”

“Quite right,” added General
Protek. “This matter of a googol of wishes could put the whole
universe out of balance!”

“But we must keep our word,” said
Professor Osgord.

“I agree on that point,” added
Lady Sylvia.

Again Supreme Representative’s body
trembled. “The Father Planet Omega agrees that we must keep our
word.”

“Then I insist that you grant me
one googol of wishes also!” demanded General Protek. His face was
bulging with big red blotches. “This way any wish that William
Pardon Tankerfield the Third makes that I deem too dangerous to the
universe can be changed by me!”

“You are going against the point
of wishes,” said Lady Sylvia.

“I don’t think so,” argued the
General.

“How so?” said Lady
Sylvia.

“Because.....”

They argued and argued for an
enormous amount of time. I was a messenger, a granter of wishes.
These serious matters made me feel the way a child does when their
parents argue back and forth. I just wanted to find some quiet
place until it all blew over. I thought about poor William, waiting
for his chance to make a googol wishes.

“Sir Razda! SIR RAZDA!” Agaila
called. “This matter is quite settled. You may grant William Pardon
Tankerfield the Third his googol of wishes. However, we will hold
in reserve a googol wishes to offset any destructive effect. The
reserve shall be held by the entire Counsel.”

She looked directly at General
Protek, “No one person on this counsel will hold this reserve.
Listen to the decision of the Supreme Representative and the Father
Planet. Prepare to go forth, Sir Razda!”

I prepared to travel back to earth
by making myself one with everything living between Stranet and
Planet Earth, when right in the middle of my mind stood Professor
Osgord. His presence was so brilliant I was paralyzed. He left my
mind and appeared beside me.

“Sorry Sir Razda!, Professor
Osgord began his apologies. “Excuse me for such an impolite
intrusion, but I had to stop you before you left for
Earth!”

“I’m a little shaken, but there’s
no harm done.” I did feel a bit dizzy from having someone enter my
mind, but I was sure it would pass.

“The Counsel wants me to ready you
for the magnitude of one googol of wishes.” Professor took a deep
breath. “They are sure you need a fuller understanding of what is
in store for you ...... Come! We have no time to lose!”

I followed Professor Osgord into a
room that was filled with shelves of books, computers and walls and
walls of holograms. I grew more dizzy when I looked up and saw that
the room extended over one hundred feet high.

Professor smiled down on Sir Razda.
“First, I want you to write, as quickly as you can, all the
numerals from one to one googol, just so you will see how many
wishes are involved.”

“You mean I can’t just wish the
numbers into existence?” I said somewhat surprised at such a
request.

“No,” laughed Professor Osgord in
a deep all-knowing manner, “The Counsel wishes you to write them
down by your own hand. This will be an excellent preparation for
things to come.”

I sat down for a minute to think.
Should I write them in columns or straight across the paper? It had
been so long since I used my hands for writing. I was a bit unsure
of the outcome. But I would try. And try I did. (You might like to
take a piece of paper right now and try it along with
me.)

I began.

It was exhausting work. When I
finished, I closed my eyes for a bit. Indeed, I now had a great
idea of the monstrous work I was about to perform at
Earth.

“Have you ever wondered about
numbers?” Professor Osgord asked.

“I don’t think I ever want to
think about numbers again!” I murmured.

“But have you wondered whether or
not numbers have words?” he persisted.

“Could you write a number that had
twenty-seven zeroes after it? Would anyone know what that word
meant?”

“I really don’t know,” I said
wishing he would just let me go now.

“Well, look at this chart. It has
some of the names for large numbers.”

 


 Chapter 2:
Professor Osgord Looks At Words About Numbers

 


1,000,000 MILLION

1,000,000,000 BILLION

1,000,000,000,000
TRILLION

1,000,000,000,000,000
QUADRILLION

1+ 18 zeros after it
QUINTILLION

1+ 21 zeros after it
SEXTILLION

1+ 24 zeros after it
SEPTILLION

1+ 27 zeros after it
OCTILLION

1+ 30 zeros after it
NONILLION

1+ 33 zeros after it
DECILLION

1+ 36 zeros after it
UNDECILLION

1+ 39 zeros after it
DUODECILLION

1+ 42 zeros after it
TREDECILLION

1+ 45 zeros after it QUIDECILLION
(OR QUINQUADECILLION)

1+ 51 zeros after it SEXDECILLION
(OR SEDECILLION)

1+ 57 zeros after it
OCTODECILLION

1+ 60 zeros after it NOVEMDECILLION
(NOVENDECILLION)

1+ 63 zeros after it
VIGINTILLION

1+ 303 zeros after it
CENTILLION

1+100 zeros after it
GOOGOL

1+ GOOGLE OF ZEROS
GOOGOLPLEX

“It just seems
amazing to me,” he continued in a slow, dreamy way, “that people on
earth think they have such a large population. But the population
is only in the billions. They don’t realize that there is room
enough for people once they leave the comfort of Earth.


“And many of
their countries think they have such great debt that they will
never be able to pay back what they owe, but often it is only in
the trillions. They don’t realize that money is just an imaginary
way of controlling the process of exchanging ideas. There is an
unlimited amount of money if you really think about it.


“And they are
always complaining about the number of days left until Christmas.
They just don’t realize they could adjust their calendar to allow
for many, many more days....” 

Professor Osgord was getting excited
as he always did when he thought about ideas and possibilities. He
reminded me a bit of William Pardon Tankerfield the Third. Too bad
the two could not meet at some point.

“Now, if you look at this chart
doesn’t it seem a like a billion or even a trillion is a small
number?”

But after writing all those numbers,
I just couldn’t get excited about his interest in large and small
numbers. My eyes began to feel heavy and I knew I couldn't keep
them open any longer.

I felt a friendly slap on the back
that sent me flying about the room. It was Professor Osgord. “Sir
Razda! Begin to anticipate the wishes of William Pardon Tankerfield
the Third!”

“Well,” I began. “he may wish that
no one wakes him from a nap!” I chuckled somewhat
annoyed.

“Sir Razda, imagine this as
serious business! Start making pretend wishes!!”

“Alright! ... Let me think.... He
may want to change his name,” I began.

“That can be arranged quite
easily. Cross out number one.”

“He probably will want the latest
in computer equipment and software”

“That’s number two.” And,
Professor Osgord crossed out number two.

“And, he said something about
wanting to fix the roof of his house so that he could have a
platform to set up telescopes.”

“Number three.”

“Let’s see. He will probably want
to float around the room again. He really likes that
adventure.”

“... Number four.”

“And, he may want to have his
homework done, without doing it. Or he may want to learn all there
is in school without going to school.”

“You know how to handle that one,
don’t you?” Professor Osgord asked. “Oh yes, just program the
brain. It makes a rather dull intellectual out of the poor person
with not much rich interactive experience. But if that is his wish,
so be it.”

“And, that’s number
five.”

“What about the wish all humans
seem to make: enough money for the rest of their lives, so they
don’t have to work?”

“Yes, that’s a typical wish, and
number six,” Professor Osgord said .
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