GENIE-OUS


Is it Him? Surely it can't be Him... 

But it was Him. The man who only ten minutes ago had been standing on her doorstep,scratched and grazed, dressed in a torn sheet, and stinking of refuse was back. In a smart suit, hair brushed, smelling of eau de cologne, and without a mark on him that she could see. 


Izzy loved a mystery so she opened the door. On its chain..


“Sorry to bother you again, dear lady,” he said. “I saw from your face that my appearance did not impress you so I endeavoured to – as you say – spruce myself up. May I come in?”


“Just tell me what you want. My husband will be home any time now.”


“I would be honoured to meet him of course. But it is you I want to thank you. I am a Genie. Your Genie.”


“I don't care how clever you are. I want to know what you were doing in my Recycling Bin..”


“It is a long story. Of more importance, You are the owner of the Wish. Not your husband.”

“I am the What of the What?”


“You did me a huge favour and I wish to reward you, dear and kind Lady.”


“Are you for real?” said Izzy. Then, “You ARE for real. You're a Genie and you can grant me 3 wishes.”


“So you are familiar with our Rules and obligations? How wonderful. But actually it's only one Wish since it wasn't such a huge favour. I hadn't been trapped in that bottle for very long.” 


“You climbed out of the recycling bin so... You were in that bottle? The one in the back of the cupboard when we moved in? I could never bring myself to touch it. It had this disgusting thing in it. Wayne said it was a tequila worm and he'd drink it one day. He never did.”


“That Disgusting Thing was me,” said the Genie. “At your service.”


“Today I had just about had enough of it, so I threw it away.”


“Strange are the ways of Fate. For today you tossed me into the recycling where the bottle shattered. Thus it is to you that I owe the Wish.”


“That makes sense. A Wish. Wait there while I get a photo of my husband.


“Before you choose, Oh Mistress of my Fate, I must tell you this: I am quite a humble Genie. 
An apprentice, in fact. I can't do world changing things. Only small ones. Local ones”


“Oh. Like what? Middle-sized Lottery win?”


“Sorry, no.”


“Then what can you do?”

“I can tune up your lap top. Make it extra fast and...”


“I don't have a lap top. And I don't want a lap top, thank you very much.”


“I can reduce the junk mail you get. There was a lot of it in the bin.”


“That shows I can do that myself.”


“I can advise on the best broadband deal? Feng shui your bathroom? Train a pet? I can...”


Izzy stamped her foot so hard Wayne's Millwall photo fell off the wall.


“IS THIS ALL I GET? I RELEASE A GENIE! AT AND I GET THE WRONG SODDIN' GENIE!!!! I GIVE UP!


“Forgive me... What about... Hair? Hair colour?”


“You WHAT? WHAT ARE YOU IMPLYING?”


“When I was back in the Bin I saw a bottle, several bottles, of what you call hair dye?”


“Possibly.”

:  
“That's something I can do for you. Not saying you need it, of course. But...”


Izzy thought. “You can do that?” she said. “Really? You can do that? Don't mess with me...”


“That is entirely within my powers. Which colour do you want: Tan, Gold, Marilyn Blonde, Blue Black, Deep Black? To save you asking, Yes, it would be Permanent should you wish.”


Izzy thought some more and said, “Deep Black, please.”


“So... Which?” replied the Genie.


“I just told you. Deep Black.”


The Genie shook his head and smiled. “I mean, which is the one of your so many fine hairs that you want me to transform?”


Izzy picked up an empty bottle of Mateus Rose she had somehow never got round to turning into a lamp, unchained the door, pushed the Genie away and chased him down the garden path, waving the bottle.


“Well this is my wish” she shouted.


The Genie screamed.



Izzy returned later and shut the door. 


Then she went into the kitchen, made herself a pot of tea and sat at the table shaking her head.


“Ever since I saw that film as a kid I've spent years opening old bottles hoping to find a Genie. And when I do find one he's from the Pound Shop!”


Then she went into the hall to rehang Wayne's picture. He probably wouldn't notice the crack in the glass.


A faint sobbing could be heard coming from the utilities cupboard under the sink.
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