For my birthday, my mother asked me if I’d prefer to have a clown or a magician. I think clowns are stupid, so I chose the magician.
He turned out to be a thin, pale man, with black trimmings—hair, mustache, tuxedo, tie and his bag of magic tricks.
He greeted us all in an old fashioned way, very polite, and we all started shouting:
“Ma-gic, ma-gic, ma-gic, ma-gic!”
The man smiled, pleased, and did several tricks that I’d seen other magicians do before. He turned one handkerchief into seven or eight, he pulled out a white dove from a top hat. Then with a pack of cards like they use in cowboy films, he did a number of tricks I couldn’t understand.
“This conjurer knows what he’s doing,” said my dad under his breath.
I don’t know how, but the magician heard him.
“Thank you for the compliment,” he answered, “however, I’m not a conjurer, I’m a magician.”
“Alright,” said my dad, smug, as usual, “We’ll say you’re a magician, not a conjurer.”
“I can see that you don’t take me seriously. To convince you I’m going to turn you into an animal. Which animal would you prefer to be?”
Papa let out a laugh that nearly deafened us, opening his mouth as wide as a hippopotamus. He seemed to read my thoughts because he said:
“Since I get to choose, turn me into a hippopotamus. And turn the rest of them into whatever animals you like.”
The magician gave a little wry grin, moved his fingers and his arms, and Dad turned into a hippopotamus and for a minute I could see a spark of terror in Dad’s bulging eyes.
“This hippo’s filling up the whole apartment,” said the magician reprovingly, “I’d better turn the others into smaller animals.”
And straight away he turned my mom into a toucan, taking advantage of the nose she already had, probably. Then he turned my grandma into a turtle. He really did a good job on my maiden aunts and turned them into an owl, an armadillo and a seal, all very much like they’d been before. When it came to my bossy married aunt, he turned her into a spider and her henpecked husband into a fly.
He was nice to the kids though. He turned them into cute, cuddly animals: bunny rabbits, squirrels, canaries. But Gabriel who had a broad face and was spotty, he turned into a toad. Little Lucila was only two months old so he turned her into a humming bird.
When I was the only one left he put his hand on my shoulder and told me:
“You’re going to have to take care of all these animals, though the spider and the fly, and some of the others will be able to get along without you.”
And he packed up his bag of tricks and left.
I tried for four days to look after them and see they were fed, but I could soon see that the job was far too much for me to do so I called the zoo. The director himself thanked me and accepted my donation.
I used to go visit my family and friends every day at first, then once a week, but I have to admit that now I hardly ever visit them any more.