Chef Toby and his One-Hundred-Point Soup
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Chef Toby was a boy who wanted everything to be exactly one hundred points. Not
ninety-nine. Not ninety-nine and a half. One hundred. He ironed his apron. He lined
up his spoons in size order. He was the most flawless boy in town.
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Today was the biggest day of his life: the World's Best Chef Competition. His secret
weapon? The Perfect mushroom Soup."It must be the best soup the world has ever

tasted!" Toby declared, marching off to the supermarket.
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He picked shiny red tomatoes. He picked crispy green celery. And... a very strange,
glowing purple mushroom."Perfect," Toby whispered, tossing it into his basket.
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Back in his kitchen, Toby chopped and stirred. Chop, chop, chop! Swish, swish,
swish! He tossed the purple mushroom into the giant pot. Suddenly, the soup started
to bubble. Bloop... bloop... BLOOP! It didn't smell like soup. It smelled like... trouble.
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A giant bubble grew bigger and bigger until... POP! A huge, purple Soup Monster
bounced out of the pot! It had noodle arms and potato eyes. "Roar!" the monster
shouted, and ran out the door. Splat, splosh, splat!
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"Come back! You are my one-hundred-point soup!" yelled Toby, grabbing a big
spoon. He chased the monster down the street. The monster bounced over cars,
Boing! Boing! It slid down the park slide, Wheeeee! People were screaming,
laughing, and running away!
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Finally, the monster bounced right into the competition tent. It flew high into the air
and landed perfectly in the judge's giant bowl. SPLASH! Toby gasped. His clothes
were messy, and his face was covered in soup. He closed his eyes, expecting zero
points.
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The judge took a slow bite. The tent was completely quiet."This is... AMAZING!" the

judge shouted. "It is one hundred percent delicious!"
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Toby had learned something that no cookbook could have taught him: sometimes, the
messiest magic makes the most perfect soup of all.
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FROM PERFECT MUSHROOM SOUP TO SOUP MONSTER MAYHEM! ONE HUNDRED
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