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Our two children are life’s greatest pleasure. When they were small, each had soft toy animals on their beds. I made personal puppet shows giving each toy a different personality. 

I delighted in the children’s engagement and reactions, so would seek that out with ever growing stories. I noticed that the children would look at and talk to the toys as if they were alive. The toys were alive in their minds, so in that sense they really were alive. 

This became our nightly ritual, known as a “good night!”. I must thank Christy for her patience, as I ‘put the children to bed’ then hoots of laughter would issue from the bedrooms. Sometimes they would even spy on the other child’s stories. 

I longed to capture and share this magic beyond the walls of our house. 

I eventually suggested to Alex that I might record a series of stories as I told them to him. 

He was allowed to laugh but not to interrupt. I want to thank Alex who was fabulous as my audience of one. I was able to make the story more engaging with an unexpected plot twist if I saw him losing interest, or develop on something funny if he laughed.

At one stage Alex asked me if I knew what I was going to say before each goodnight story began. Truthfully, sometimes I had an idea of where the story would go, sometimes no idea. I would just begin and between us the story would grow, change path and gain life.

I also want to thank Melina. I loved her laughter so much, that I deliberately created scenes and scenarios to listen to it. To watch delight in the eyes and hear the laughter of your child is a very special kind of magic. 

I would also like to thank Tula, daughter of Neal. As I refined this book my children grew too old to ask questions of. Tula agreed to give me feedback, which was essential.

May I also thank Peta, the first person to tell me I could write.

My hope is that in other bedrooms, in places I will never visit, peals of laughter echo down hallways recreating the magic over and over. What a wonderful echo that is.

Each chapter is the right size for one night. As a bedtime story read aloud, or read by eyes just learning the pleasure of reading. 

There are also valuable lessons woven in the stories, such as the need to believe in yourself and to listen carefully to instructions.

I believe that laughter is life magic and that wonder and imagination are two special ingredients of childhood. If we allow it, they help to make our adult life special too.

Welcome to Magic Soup. May you enjoy meeting the Wizard, laugh at the goings on and fall in love with the animals. They are alive!

Mike
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The bedcover twitched a little. Eáster’s blue and white rabbit ears were already poking out. Then suddenly, his little head popped out. He looked left and right. 

Am I the only one awake? he thought.

‘Pssst, Marci, are you awake?’ he said in a very loud whisper to the little white mouse in the bed next to him.

‘I wasn’t, but I am awake now. Thank you Eáster,’ she said in a sleepy but slightly grumpy voice.

‘No problem. Let’s go and get brekko,’ said Eáster leaping out of bed and pulling the covers off his little friend.

‘Where are you two going?’ yawned Piggy Bear, sitting up in her bed next to Marci.

‘Down for breakfast. Hungry?’ asked Eáster.

The pink bear nodded slowly.

‘Morning everyone,’ said Hawthorn from his bed at the far end of their shared bedroom, yawning and stretching his big furry brown bear arms. He was the oldest.

All of the friends in Daisy Cottage were awake, except one.

Hawthorn stopped beside Periwinkle’s bed. ‘Come on,’ he said, nudging a small round lump under the covers.

‘No!’ said the little round lump. ‘Not ready, too early, still asleep!’

‘Well, everyone else is going down for breakfast now. Why don’t you come with us?’

‘Noooo!’ wailed the little lump.

‘Come on, you must be a hungry girl after all that sleep?’

‘Oohhhh,’ a reluctant little grey penguin face appeared out of the covers and two little grey fluffy flippers rubbed two little black eyes. Periwinkle climbed out of bed, yawned and stretched then scuttled down the stairs. 

Daisy Cottage sat on the edge of Gladur forest, a few minutes’ walk from the tiny village of Gladur that was named after the forest. Around the back was a well-kept vegetable garden surrounded by colourful flowers and fragrant herbs. A little pathway led to the front door from a wooden letterbox made to look just like the cottage. The strong walls and mossy roof of the cottage were made from dark wood and the tall red brick chimney produced wisps of smoke on the cold days like today. The safe, warm and cosy cottage sat upon a bright green lawn dotted with daisies. 

Eáster had already poured himself a large bowl of rice bubbles.

‘Hey!’  yelled Periwinkle as she arrived at the large wooden table where they always ate their meals together. ‘Not fair, too much!’

‘I think there’ll be enough for everybody,’ said Hawthorn arriving last to the table. As the oldest of the friends, he often needed to sort out issues. 

‘Would you like me to pour you some rice bubbles?’ Piggy Bear offered. 

‘No, no, I like to pour my own,’ declared Periwinkle, grabbing the rice bubble packet and tipping it upside down above her bowl. Rice bubbles went everywhere.

‘I’ll help you clean it up,’ offered Piggy Bear.

‘I don’t want anyone else to clean up my breakfast,’ said Periwinkle, who was reaching for the milk.

‘Ah, you ... you can’t just pour milk all over that mess,’ said Hawthorn. ‘We need to clean the table up a bit first.’

‘Becauff?’ asked Periwinkle, who had already taken her first mouthful.

‘Because it’s a mess.’

‘Ip oin’t eee whem I’m fimif,’ protested Periwinkle, still munching.

But the others were already scooping up the rice bubbles and sticking them in their own plates.

‘Hey, you’re fteeling my brefiff!’ complained Periwinkle, with a new mouthful of rice bubbles.

‘No, we’re not,’ said Piggy Bear. ‘We’re helping you clean up your mess.’

‘I can clean up my own messes, especially when they’re edible!’ protested Periwinkle.

‘Well,’ said Marci, trying to change the subject, ‘I wonder what will happen today.’

‘I’m not sure,’ said Eáster, ‘but I hope there’s going to be chocolate involved.’

‘You’re a greedy thing!’ said Periwinkle. 

‘I think you’re a little on the greedy side yourself.’

‘He just called me a greedy thing!’ wailed Periwinkle.

‘Well,’ said Hawthorn, ‘sometimes I do think that you show a few little signs of being a bit too keen on eating and, while we’re mentioning it, talking with a mouthful’s not so good either.’

‘Why?’ asked Periwinkle, rice bubbles firing out of her mouth.

‘Because you shoot food everywhere!’ exclaimed Eáster.

Periwinkle scowled. ‘I do not.’ 

‘I hope something fun happens today,’ said Marci, changing the subject again.

Suddenly there was an unexpected knock on the door.
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Periwinkle and Eáster disappeared under the table at the surprise knock on the door. They didn’t get many unexpected visitors.

‘It’s only a knock on the door,’ explained Piggy Bear.

‘Someone needs to answer it,’ squeaked Marci.

‘I’ll get it,’ said Hawthorn. He climbed up from the table and went over to the door.

He opened the door and there, standing in front of him, was a tall, thin, and very old man. He had a funny black hat that was slightly crooked, and a long cloak. His grey beard was curly and he had a matching grey moustache. Despite looking very old, he had bright twinkling eyes.

‘Hello,’ said Hawthorn.

‘Hello,’ said the man. ‘I am Wizard Ferdinand Frizzelfit the Fourth.’

‘I’m Hawthorn.’ 

‘Frerdinand Fooey what?’ said Eáster from under the table.

‘Frerdinand Frizzel Fungus the Third I think,’ Periwinkle whispered to the scared bunny.

‘No, it wasn’t like that,’ said Marci, ‘Ferdinand Funkies the Fifth.’

‘There are five of them?’ questioned Eáster.

‘No, only four,’ corrected Marci.

‘No sillies, there’s only one,’ said Piggy Bear, sniffing the air.

Eáster peeked out from the table and spied the old man standing at the door. ‘Did he say he was a wizard?’

‘What’s a wizard?’ asked Periwinkle.

‘Some kind of magic man, I think,’ replied Piggy Bear.

‘Ooooo, mmMmmm, that does sound like fun,’ said Marci.

‘I have been travelling for days on my way to the annual wizards’ conference, and I wonder if you could tell me where I might stop in this little village for a bit of rest?’

‘Would you like to come in?’ offered Hawthorn.

‘What?’ yelled Eáster from underneath the table. ‘No!  Don’t let him in!’

‘Why not let him in?’ asked Piggy Bear. 

‘Because that man is magic and they do stuff!’ cried Eáster.

‘I don’t believe he’s magic at all,’ whispered Periwinkle. ‘I’ll ask him to prove it.’

‘No, don’t do that,’ said Piggy Bear, ‘that’d be rude.’

‘But he might be fibbing,’ protested Periwinkle.

I might never come out from under the table, thought Eáster. This might go badly.

The old man came into the house and went over to the table.

‘Hello everybody, I’m Wizard Ferdinand Frizzelfit the Fourth but you can just call me wizard.’

‘Ohhhh no, he’s at the table! I can’t stay hidden now,’ whispered Eáster. ‘Ha, ha, ha, hella, hello, ha, hello wizard,’ he said from under the table.

‘Hello table,’ replied the wizard.

‘Arrr, errr, did you say you were a wizard?’ asked Periwinkle, coming out from under the table and taking a seat.

‘Hello little penguin. Yes, I did say that.’ 

‘Whoa! Do you know any card tricks or stuff?’ 

‘Mmmm, yes. Have you got any cards?’

‘I don’t think so,’ said Periwinkle. ‘Hawthorn, have we got any cards?’

‘No, we don’t have any cards,’ said Hawthorn.

‘Oh, but I think you do,’ said the wizard, looking at Periwinkle. ‘You’re sitting on a pack right now.’

‘I am not!’ snapped Periwinkle.

‘Errr,’ said Eáster, still under the table, ‘I think you should look under yourself there, Periwinkle.’

‘Why?’ asked Periwinkle, leaning down and looking at her seat. ‘Whaaa!!’ she yelled, because under her fluffy grey bottom was a stack of cards. A whole pack! She leapt up off her seat and joined Eáster under the table. ‘He’s a wizard, he’s a wizard.’

‘I knew it,’ said Eáster, and the two of them cuddled each other and started to tremble a little. 

Marci leant under the table and said, ‘It’s fine, we’ll be fine. He’s friendly.’

‘H, h, how do you know he’s friendly?’ stammered Periwinkle.

‘Well he hasn’t done anything bad yet.’

‘He has!’ declared Periwinkle. ‘He stuffed a pack of cards under my bottom and I didn’t even know.’

‘It’s magic,’ said Marci. ‘It’s going to be fine, you’ll get used to it, it’s just magic.’

‘Well I’m not coming out,’ said Periwinkle.

‘And neither am I,’ added Eáster.

‘Welcome to our house. Would you like something to drink?’ asked Piggy Bear.

‘Yes please,’ replied the wizard. ‘I’d just like a glass of water, that’d be really nice. And some lemon in it if you could.’

‘Some lemons in it?’ repeated Marci. ‘That’d be kind of weird
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