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VII

The Secret of the Magic
A Note from the Author

Kiki’s Delivery Service was inspired by one of my 
daughter’s drawings. It was a picture of a witch flying 
through the sky, listening to a radio. Musical notes 
danced around her. It reminded me of photos of New 
York City from a bird’s- eye view that I’d seen in Life, 
an American magazine. They were beautiful images, 
and I felt there was a story there. If I wrote about a 
witch like the one my daughter drew, I could see the 
world through the eyes of a bird. I knew I would fly 
as an author, because writing fiction made me feel as 
though I had wings. I chose to make the protagonist 
witch a twelve- year- old, just like my daughter at the 
time. That’s how Kiki’s Delivery Service got its start. 

I decided one thing right from the beginning:  Kiki’s 
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sole power would be flying through the sky on her 
broom. With only one type of magic, Kiki would need 
to use her brain to solve problems. Overcoming con-
flicts would help her grow, add some ups and downs 
to the story and make her journey more interesting. 

Kiki’s magic is as close to normal as possible –  it’s 
everyday magic. She is a witch, but she’s also a 
perfectly ordinary girl. She has the same worries, 
dis appointments and joys as anyone else, so I knew 
readers around her age would relate to her. And as I 
continued writing Kiki’s story, I realized that even if 
you can’t fly through the air like Kiki, you have your 
own unique power that is equally important. 

As I wrote and revised, wrote and revised, I discov-
ered that I loved writing. As long as I created  stories, 
I could live an exciting life with new discoveries every 
day. And I decided that, if nothing else, I would con-
tinue writing as long as I live. I’ll never forget the 
peace of mind I felt at that moment  –   I sensed the 
magic inside myself. I’ve come to believe that every-
one has some type of magic inside them. If a person 
can find their magic and lovingly cultivate it, they’ll 
truly feel alive every day.

There is magic inside each and every one of you, 
too –  I believe that. 

IX

Now everyone in the world can read Kiki’s story. 
As the author, there is nothing that could make me 
happier. 

Get ready, as Kiki is prepared to fly from Japan 
and deliver her story to you. 
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The Beginning 
of the Stor y

Once, there was a little town sandwiched between a 
deep forest and gentle grassy hills. The town was 

built on an easy southward slope, its roofs the colour of 
dark slices of toast all in a row. Clustered in the  centre 
of town, near the train station, were the town hall, 
the police station, the fire station and the school. It 
was a normal town, one you could find anywhere.

But if you paid close attention, you’d find things 
you wouldn’t usually see.

For instance, silver bells hung from the tops of 
tall trees. Even when it wasn’t storming, these bells 
sometimes made a racket with their ringing. Then 
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the townspeople would turn to each other and smile, 
saying, ‘Little Kiki must have got caught again.’

But how could someone so ‘little’ ring the bells 
in the treetops? Well, if you looked to the east and 
peeked into Kiki’s home, you’d find the answer. 

On a gate pillar facing the road hung a sign that 
read sneeze medicine, right next to a big green gate 
that sat wide open. Beyond the gate was a large gar-
den, and a single- storey house. The garden grew herbs 
in neat rows with broad leaves and pointy leaves –  all 
different kinds –  and a pungent scent filled the area. 
The smell continued into the house and was strongest 

3

around the copper pot in the kitchen. From there 
you’d have a perfect view of the front living room 
wall. Instead of paintings or family photographs as 
you’d expect, two brooms made of bundled branches 
hung there, a big one and a little one. And from the 
living room you could hear the family’s voices as they 
gathered for tea.

‘Kiki, when are you planning to leave?’ said a woman’s 
voice, full of disapproval. ‘I think it’s about time you 
let us know. You can’t keep putting it off like this.’

‘That again?’ A girl spoke now, somewhat annoyed. 
‘Don’t worry, Mum. I’m your daughter, after all. I am a 
witch. I’m thinking about it.’

‘How about leaving it up to Kiki, dear,’ a calm man 
interjected. ‘Until she decides for herself, you can 
prod all you want, but it won’t make a difference.’

‘Yes, you might be right.’ The woman’s voice rose 
slightly. ‘I’m just anxious. I feel responsible, you 
know?’

In this house lived a family of witches. Well, 
Kokiri, the mother, came from a long line of witches, 
and Okino, the father, was human. As a folklorist, he 

the townspeople would turn to each other and smile, 
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studied legends and tales about spirits and magic. Kiki 
was their only child, soon to turn thirteen.

The three were talking over tea about Kiki’s 
coming- of-age day. When daughters of witches and 
humans reached the age of ten, they decided whether 
to follow tradition and live as witches themselves. 
If a girl picked this path, she promptly learned her 
mother’s magic and chose a full-moon night of her 
thirteenth year as her coming- of-age day. For a 
young witch, this meant leaving her parents’ house 
and moving to live on her own in a town or village in 
need of magic. Of course, finding a witchless town on 
her own is a difficult thing for a little girl to do. But 
over the years, witches’ powers had grown weaker 
and their numbers had dropped. Such important 
tradition helped them survive, as well as share the 
existence of witches with as many towns, villages 
and people as possible.

At age ten, Kiki had decided to become a witch and 
learn Kokiri’s magic right away. Kokiri had two magic 
abilities. The first was growing herbs to make sneeze 
medicine, and the second was flying through the sky 
on a broom.

Kiki quickly got the hang of flying. But as she 
grew older, she often found herself distracted by all 

5

sorts of things  –   for example, the big pimples that 
started appearing on the sides of her nose, or  deciding 
which dress she should wear to her friend’s  birthday 
party.

Whenever that happened, her broom would sud-
denly start to fall. One time she was so busy thinking 
about the scratchy new underwear she was wearing 
that she ran into a power line! Her broom broke into 
pieces, and Kiki herself ended up with bumps on her 
nose and both kneecaps.

Soon after, Kokiri tied bells to the tall trees of the 
forest. If Kiki was lost in thought and flying too low, 
her feet would ring the bells and the sound would 
bring her back to reality. Fortunately, they were ring-
ing much less than they used to.

Meanwhile there was the sneeze- medicine- 
making, but Kiki didn’t seem to be cut out for it. 
She was impatient and found it difficult to grow the 
herbs, finely chop the leaves and roots and slowly 
simmer them.

‘Will another type of magic disappear?’ Kokiri 
lamented. In the olden days, witches could use all 
sorts of magic. But over the years, one type after 
another disappeared, until even a genuine witch 
like Kokiri was left with only two abilities. Now her 
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daughter hated one of them, so it was no wonder she 
was upset.

‘But it feels so much better to fly through the sky 
than stir a pot.’ Kiki didn’t see what the issue was.

At these times, Okino would try to cheer Kokiri 
up. ‘Well, we can’t force it. Maybe someday lost magic 
will be relearned. Plus, she has her black cat, doesn’t 
she?’

Witches have long been accompanied by black cats. 
One could say that’s another type of magic, too. When 
a witch has a baby girl, she searches for a black cat 
born around the same time and raises them together. 
As they grow, the cat and the girl learn to speak to 
each other in their own language. Kokiri used to have 
a cat named Mémé, and Kiki had one as well –  a little 
black cat named Jiji. By the time the girl came of age, 
the cat would be a precious companion, and some-
one to turn to during good times and bad. Eventually 
the girl would grow up and find a new companion to 
take the place of her cat. The cat would also find its 
own partner and from then on, the pair would live 
separately.
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Kiki Comes of Age

A fter tea, Kokiri and Okino went out to run 
 errands while Kiki and Jiji sat dreamily at the 

 garden’s edge.
‘I guess I should leave soon,’ Kiki said.
‘You should. You’re not going to decide you don’t 

want to be a witch this late in the game, are you?’ Jiji 
asked, looking up at her.

‘Oh, of course not.’ Then the memory and thrill of 
her first time flying on a broom came rushing back.

For most of her life, Kiki was brought up more or 
less like any normal girl. She knew that her mother 
was a witch and that she would have to decide for 

9

herself one day whether she wanted to be one, too. 
Still, she never gave the decision serious thought. But 
a little while after she turned ten, she heard a friend 
of hers say, ‘I’m going to follow in my mum’s footsteps 
and become a hairdresser.’ Kiki had a vague sense 
that Kokiri wanted her to follow in her footsteps, but 
she didn’t wish to become a witch simply because of 
her mother.

I’m going to be whatever I want, Kiki thought. I’m 
going to decide for myself.

One day, Kokiri fashioned her daughter a little 
broom and asked, ‘Want to try flying?’

‘Me? I can fly?’
‘You’re the daughter of a witch, so I should 

think so.’
She could tell her mother was trying to lure her 

into taking up the family tradition, but it was a rare 
chance, so she agreed to learn the basics. Following 
Kokiri, she shyly mounted her broom and kicked off 
the ground.

Instantly, her body grew light –  she was floating!
‘I’m flying!’ she shouted in spite of herself.
She was only about three metres above the roof-

top, but it felt incredible. The sky even seemed a 
 little bluer. And on top of that, a curiosity welled up 

8

Kiki Comes of Age

A fter tea, Kokiri and Okino went out to run 
 errands while Kiki and Jiji sat dreamily at the 

 garden’s edge.
‘I guess I should leave soon,’ Kiki said.
‘You should. You’re not going to decide you don’t 

want to be a witch this late in the game, are you?’ Jiji 
asked, looking up at her.

‘Oh, of course not.’ Then the memory and thrill of 
her first time flying on a broom came rushing back.

For most of her life, Kiki was brought up more or 
less like any normal girl. She knew that her mother 
was a witch and that she would have to decide for 

9

herself one day whether she wanted to be one, too. 
Still, she never gave the decision serious thought. But 
a little while after she turned ten, she heard a friend 
of hers say, ‘I’m going to follow in my mum’s footsteps 
and become a hairdresser.’ Kiki had a vague sense 
that Kokiri wanted her to follow in her footsteps, but 
she didn’t wish to become a witch simply because of 
her mother.

I’m going to be whatever I want, Kiki thought. I’m 
going to decide for myself.

One day, Kokiri fashioned her daughter a little 
broom and asked, ‘Want to try flying?’

‘Me? I can fly?’
‘You’re the daughter of a witch, so I should 

think so.’
She could tell her mother was trying to lure her 

into taking up the family tradition, but it was a rare 
chance, so she agreed to learn the basics. Following 
Kokiri, she shyly mounted her broom and kicked off 
the ground.

Instantly, her body grew light –  she was floating!
‘I’m flying!’ she shouted in spite of herself.
She was only about three metres above the roof-

top, but it felt incredible. The sky even seemed a 
 little bluer. And on top of that, a curiosity welled up 

Copyrighted Material



8

Kiki Comes of Age

A fter tea, Kokiri and Okino went out to run 
 errands while Kiki and Jiji sat dreamily at the 

 garden’s edge.
‘I guess I should leave soon,’ Kiki said.
‘You should. You’re not going to decide you don’t 

want to be a witch this late in the game, are you?’ Jiji 
asked, looking up at her.

‘Oh, of course not.’ Then the memory and thrill of 
her first time flying on a broom came rushing back.

For most of her life, Kiki was brought up more or 
less like any normal girl. She knew that her mother 
was a witch and that she would have to decide for 

9

herself one day whether she wanted to be one, too. 
Still, she never gave the decision serious thought. But 
a little while after she turned ten, she heard a friend 
of hers say, ‘I’m going to follow in my mum’s footsteps 
and become a hairdresser.’ Kiki had a vague sense 
that Kokiri wanted her to follow in her footsteps, but 
she didn’t wish to become a witch simply because of 
her mother.

I’m going to be whatever I want, Kiki thought. I’m 
going to decide for myself.

One day, Kokiri fashioned her daughter a little 
broom and asked, ‘Want to try flying?’

‘Me? I can fly?’
‘You’re the daughter of a witch, so I should 

think so.’
She could tell her mother was trying to lure her 

into taking up the family tradition, but it was a rare 
chance, so she agreed to learn the basics. Following 
Kokiri, she shyly mounted her broom and kicked off 
the ground.

Instantly, her body grew light –  she was floating!
‘I’m flying!’ she shouted in spite of herself.
She was only about three metres above the roof-

top, but it felt incredible. The sky even seemed a 
 little bluer. And on top of that, a curiosity welled up 

8

Kiki Comes of Age

A fter tea, Kokiri and Okino went out to run 
 errands while Kiki and Jiji sat dreamily at the 

 garden’s edge.
‘I guess I should leave soon,’ Kiki said.
‘You should. You’re not going to decide you don’t 

want to be a witch this late in the game, are you?’ Jiji 
asked, looking up at her.

‘Oh, of course not.’ Then the memory and thrill of 
her first time flying on a broom came rushing back.

For most of her life, Kiki was brought up more or 
less like any normal girl. She knew that her mother 
was a witch and that she would have to decide for 

9

herself one day whether she wanted to be one, too. 
Still, she never gave the decision serious thought. But 
a little while after she turned ten, she heard a friend 
of hers say, ‘I’m going to follow in my mum’s footsteps 
and become a hairdresser.’ Kiki had a vague sense 
that Kokiri wanted her to follow in her footsteps, but 
she didn’t wish to become a witch simply because of 
her mother.

I’m going to be whatever I want, Kiki thought. I’m 
going to decide for myself.

One day, Kokiri fashioned her daughter a little 
broom and asked, ‘Want to try flying?’

‘Me? I can fly?’
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inside her, lifting both her heart and body. I want to 
go higher –  higher and higher. I wonder what I’ll be able to 
see. What’s it like up there? I need to know more.

It was love at first flight. So of course she decided 
to become a witch.

‘It’s in your blood,’ Kokiri said with delight, but 
Kiki told herself, No, it’s not just that. I decided for 
 myself.

Suddenly Kiki jumped up from the grass. ‘Hey, Jiji, 
let’s go check on my project. Just for a minute since 
Mum isn’t here.’ She jerked her chin towards the shed 
in the corner of the garden.

‘Why are you keeping it a secret from Kokiri, any-
way?’ Jiji moaned.

‘’Cause she makes such a big deal out of anything 
to do with coming of age. And she always has to have 
her say, which makes everything more complicated 
than it needs to be.’

‘Well, I understand that. Anyhow, you need to 
make sure it gets lots of sun so it can properly dry out.’

‘Only a little.’
‘OK, but don’t bring it to bed again. If you sleep 

with it, it’ll get mouldy like last time.’
‘I know, I know. I need you to help me out, though. 

Pretty soon it’ll be just us two.’

11

As she spoke, she waded deftly through the 
waist-  high herbs and angled her body into the space 
between the shed and the fence. Then she let out a 
happy yelp. ‘Look!’

A long, thin broom hung from the eaves of the 
shed. It gleamed in the westering sun.

‘If it’s this beautiful, I think it’ll be OK,’ she 
squealed.

‘Yeah, it seems like the drying process went well 
this time.’ Jiji looked up at her, wide- eyed. ‘Hey, Kiki, 
why don’t you try flying? The weather’s nice.’

‘I can’t do that.’ Kiki shook her head. ‘I’m not 
using it until the day I leave. It’ll be here soon. I want 
 everything to be brand- new –  my clothes, my shoes 
and my broom, too. I want to be reborn. I’m sure 
Mum’ll say, “You’re from a long line of witches, so you 
need to value the old”. But I’m me. I’m a new witch.’

‘So how am I supposed to make myself new?’ Jiji 
pouted, his whiskers bristling.

‘You’re fine. I’ll brush your fur till it shines. You’ll 
be all fresh.’

‘Hmph.’ Jiji sniffed. ‘Fresh cat? Don’t talk about it 
like you’re going to cook me. You’re not the only one 
coming of age, you know.’

‘You’re right. I’m sorry.’ Kiki held back a laugh and 
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