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I Love Magic 

Derek was constantly trying to impress me. I found it both endearing and creepy, but I 

liked the attention. I have to admit, it helped that he was cute.  He had what my mother 

called “olive” skin tone, but that wasn’t accurate at all.  It was more like the golden crust 

of homemade bread. And his shiny black hair was almost prettier than mine. 

Lately, he had been attempting to court me with magic. Each day brought a new sleight-

of-hand trick. Never mind that I didn’t particularly care for magic shows. He claimed to 

have the recipes for a number of magic potions. I told him that my potion of choice was 

Diet Coke. He said that Coca Cola was originally formulated with cocaine, but he had a 

potion that could make you feel even better. He even announced his career goal to be a 

stage magician. It seemed so last century. 

Even so, I watched every trick, every illusion, no matter how laughable. For some reason, 

I had captivated the boy’s attention, and I enjoyed the feeling of power that gave me. Why 

had he focused on me? Maybe because the other kids at school thought he was weird. 

Derek and his parents had emigrated from Great Britain, but he didn’t have a British 

accent. It was more Eastern European. He once told me that he was Welsh Romany. At 

the time, I thought he meant Romanian, but later discovered he was descended from 

what most people would call “gypsies.” To me, it was another endearing quality.  The 

Goth kids just pretended to be non-conformist and exotic.  Derek really was. 

Friday night, I went to see a movie with another boy, and that triggered a chain of events 

that changed my life.  Apparently, Derek was at the theater and saw us together (although 

I never thought to ask him who he took to the movie). Early Saturday morning, he was 

banging on my door and wouldn’t stop. My father shouted, “Who do we know that’s up 

this early?!” I saw Derek through my window, and ran downstairs in my sweatshirt and 

pajama pants before Dad could answer the door and yell at him for waking us up. 

Derek was outraged. He looked kind of crazy; his eyes bulged and he was breathing really 

hard, panting like a dog. He called me “inconstant and capricious,” whatever that means. 

He dragged me outside and literally tossed me into his car. He told me to shut up while 

he drove fast and furious to his parents’ house – a fieldstone mini-mansion in a lush 

neighborhood across town. A pair of Irish wolfhounds met us as we walked through the 

front door. Nice. Scary. 



He escorted me, rather roughly, downstairs to a theater room. It was fully equipped, with 

leather theater chairs, remote-controlled projector and screen. He fiddled with the 

remote, and the screen disappeared into the ceiling, revealing behind it a small, raised 

stage. On the stage was a card table with some soda bottles, along with Derek’s black top 

hat and cane.  He gave me one of the sodas and told me to sit down and watch the show. I 

thought, oh, great, more magic tricks. 

I tried to leave. I really did. I told him I was sorry his feelings were hurt, but we weren’t 

going steady, weren’t even dating. I told him he couldn’t throw me around like a sack of 

dog food. He just shoved me down in one of the leather chairs and put my soda in the 

built-in cup holder. Then he started “performing” his usual tricks, pulling a scarf out of 

his sleeve and a guinea pig out of the hat.  I drank my soda and dozed off. 

When I woke up, I was in a canopied bed, wearing what appeared to be a very fancy 

formal gown. The two wolfhounds were staring at me from the foot of the bed. They 

actually looked friendly, not scary anymore. 

Derek walked in, wearing a suit and tie.  I had never seen him look so handsome.  I was 

instantly drawn to him, excited in a way I had never experienced. He swept me up in his 

arms and kissed me. My entire body tingled, right down to my toes. I blinked, then 

blinked again, trying to ascertain if this were real or just a dream.   

Derek laughed and, as if he read my mind, said, “No, this is real.” I smiled. I understood, 

now. His potions were real, and there was one in my Diet Coke. I didn’t care. I didn’t care 

that he had stolen my independence, my free will. Possibly for the first time, the cola 

company’s claim was true – I felt refreshed!   

It felt good to be in love. Years later, it still does. 

 


