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A little learning goes a long time…..
Jenny Moon
This is about Sam and a strange hour – and how Sam could have become a very rich 6-year old…
The story starts long before parents, grandparents and even grander parents were alive - in the days when the magic of Magimen was stronger than it is today.  Maybe they knew more – well - some did!  Then, each village had its own Magiman, who lived in a cave beyond the huts.  

The village of Ug had a Magiman called Mogum.  Mogum was not quite a Real Magiman.  It took three lifetimes to become a real one and he was in his first, but he tried hard.  Mogum’s cave was stuffed with herbs, spices, crystals in bottles and powders all higgledy-piggeldy.  On walls were scrawled and scribbled recipes for spells and strung from the stone roof were crushers, mushers, sieves, saucepans - the paraphernalia of magic-making.  Mogum had yet to become a tidy Magiman.
Folks would wander the wooded path over the rickety bridge to Mogum’s cave to ask for spells.  Mogum would grind and mix, stir, wet and dry ingredients to make spells.  Though few spells worked, the villagers wanted a Magiman so they persuaded themselves that Mogum was doing fine - but no-one dared to ask fora big spell.

One day, a cheeky lad broke the rules.  

‘Mr Magiman’, he said, ‘I bet you can’t make me into a Magiman for one hour…..’.

‘Now’, thought Mogum, ‘If this worked, I might jump a lifetime and get Real immediately.  How impressed everyone would be!’.  He giggled and then sent the boy away and pondered his recipes, humming with excitement.  He found one spell that seemed promising, huffed and puffed and set about some spices and powders with pounders and mushers.  He heated and burned, cooked and cooled and dried the smelly substances until they were as he thought they should be. 

Three days later, Mogum, garbed in his most spangled cloak, called the boy back and started to chant around a bowl of brown liquid that looked like gravy, though from it flashed blue and red sparks. 
‘Good’, said Mogum, ‘Good, good…’.  He was about to smear the stuff on the boy when there was a rumble.  The bowl wobbled seriously, poured blue smoke; cats everywhere jumped as happens when magic goes seriously wrong – then - a huge bang!  Mogum and the boy landed some way away.  The boy ran.  Mogum looked at his ragged cloak and at his cave - a heap of rubble.  Blue and red sparks spluttered from everywhere. 
‘Oh dear, oh dear’, he said, then, as any self- respecting magicman would do, he wandered off to look for a new cave and a new village.
-------

All this happened a very long time ago.  The ground splattered by the spell soon covered in earth.  The rocks of the cave were crushed to pebbles.   Plants seeded there.  People forgot the spell - all they noticed was that there were unusually tall trees, with larger shinier leaves there, then they forgot that too. The land was ploughed into fields and houses were built.  Sam’s house was built there and because Sam liked to make things, Sam’s dad made him a sandpit in their little garden.  

On a fine Autumn evening, Sam was playing in his sandpit.  The sun made patterns on the sand as it shone through the apple trees.  Sometimes an apple would fall.  Sam made a sandcastle with a track running down and he tried to get apples to roll down, but they fell off.  He looked for something else and picked up a comfortably round pebble.  He was about to try rolling it when Mum called him for tea.  She had said there were chips so he ran in quickly, slipping the stone into his pocket.

The hour that followed was the strangest ever for Sam, his Mum and Dad.  
Sam reached the door and pulled off his sandy trainers, but he could not smell chips.  On the table was cold meat and salad….
‘You said it was chips’.
‘No, love’, I decided we’d better finish up the cold meat.  I’ve got those nice little tomatoes…’.

‘But you said it was chips.  I wish we could have chips’.  Sam was rubbing the round stone in frustration.  Quite suddenly there was a delicious smell of chips, and in one of Mum’s own dishes on the table, were piled golden chips.  Sam reached forward and took one. 
‘Oh Mum…!’, he said, assuming that she had been teasing.  

Dad arrived and Sam’s mum tried to explain but he did not believe her.  They tucked into the meal and talked about what had happened.  

‘You don’t just wish for something and it happens’, said Dad.  ‘- I think I’ll wish for a piece of best fillet steak ….’.  Of course, nothing happened.

They finished the chips.  Sam sat back, hand in pocket, thinking about wishing. 
‘Now, I wish……I wish we could have the juiciest sausages, creamy ice cream with chocolate sauce, fizzygallop drink’…. he reeled off a list.  By the time he had finished, the table groaned with the weight of the wonders on his list.

‘Well….’, said Dad.

‘Well…..’ said Mum.  ‘I wish I knew …..  But of course, she did not have the stone, so her wish did not come true.  ‘Well I think we could eat the ice cream before it melts…’.

They ate and ate.  They were confused and it was a relief to do something familiar like eat – and eat.  

‘We’ll think about it later’, said Dad, shuffling to a comfortable chair with his hand on his middle.  

Then the magic hour ran out.  The stone, long ago splattered by the magic of Mogum’s spell became an ordinary stone, working its way through the hole in Sam’s pocket.  Sam, his Mum and Dad never did know how they could have used the magic – but they were a happy family and so maybe that was just as well.

