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There are billions of families,
a million ways to be . . .

and in my magic family it’s
Mama,

Mum

and me.




M Um makes my breakfast — M admd blows me kisses, and waves. “I love you, bye!
porridge, toast and jam. I'm late for work - it’s time to go.

I REALLY have to fly!”




I wonder whether many children have two mums like me. Gi(l puts her hand up. “Can I go first?” she cries.
At nursery school our teacher says, “Why don’t we ask and see! She spins in Sp(lt‘k[y circlesand.. ..

Let’s tell our family stories, adding Maqgic to what'’s true,
and we’ll find out who's who to me,

and who is who to you.”
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“My daddy flies a spaceship, : - Bl 4o 3
my mdmd comes from Mars. BN, ’1
We built a home to call our own, el
up among the stars. ik =

At first when we came down to Earth,
[ felt a little wary -
until I met my brilliant friend,
akind and funny fairy”

———————



