Magic Man

By M. Stanley Bubien
My newborn son dozed warmly upon my lap on his
first night at home. It was totally different than |
expected. No crying, no fussing---just a tiny baby
resting quietly, adding to the peace that was
Christmas.
He gurgled softly and smacked his lips. I lifted him
and cradled him against my chest, wondering at
how small and vulnerable he was. It reminded me
that |, too, had once been completely helpless. For
most of life, actually, it seemed that way---and
sometimes still.
My own father, however, had always been totally
capable. He was a sort of magic man, always
having the right thing to say, the perfect thing to
do in any given circumstance---like magic.
This thought, coupled with the steady rhythm of
my son's breathing, sent me back to one Christmas
in particular. | have no recollection to how old |
was, but | do recall how much | weighed: forty
pounds. My jaw had nearly dropped when my
mother announced the size of our turkey.
"Twenty-eight pounds," she said, pulling it from
the oven and setting it upon the stove. "Enough to
feed an army."
| bent my head to examine my own stature,
thinking that surely this beast of more than half
my weight had to be an anomaly of nature.
"How...?" | began to ask, but my mother was
already off, dashing about the kitchen in search of
one utensil, then another. The mystery would have
to wait because | was forced into dodging both left
and right to avoid being trampled under foot.
Upon obtaining her quarry, she laid out a cutting-
board and stood over the turkey holding a fork and
spoon, but these were so oversized, | would swear
someone designed them for the giant from "Jack
and the Beanstalk." She examined the steaming
bird from above, and nodding, she reached inward
to extract it.
From my vantage, first fork, then spoon
disappeared below the rim of the pot. With a lick
of the lips, my mother began lifting. But, instead of
turkey coming free, the pot rose wholesale from
the stove. Worse still, in her straining, my mother
leaned back, bringing bird with her, so that when
she lowered it again, the pot rested only partway
upon the range-top. When she relaxed her grip, it
teetered forward and began to slide from its
resting place.
| scrunched my arms to my sides. My mother,
however, reacted like lightning. She stabbed fork
and spoon back into the pan with a shriek and
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Moa poBHOE AbIXaHWE MOETO CbIHA 3Ta MbIC/b
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- ABapguatb Bocemb GyHTOB, — CKa3asna OHa,
BbITAaCKMBasA ee U3 AYXOBKM M BO3ABMIas HA NANUTY.
— DTMM MOXHO /bl NOJIK HAKOPMMUTb.
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- KaK... - xoTen A cnpocuTb, HO MaMa yKe
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3aragKy npuLWAOCh OTN0XKNTb, NOTOMY YTO A 6biN
BbIHYK/EH YK/IOHATLCA TO BMPaBo, TO B/IEBO, YTOO
He BbITb 3aTONTaHHbIM.
[Jo6bIB BCe, UTO HAaA0, OHa BbIIOXKKUAA
pa3fenoyHyo A0CKY M BCTana Hag UHAENKoM ¢
JIOXKKOW 1 BUNKOM B pyKax. OHU, KCTaTH, 6bian
TaKue OrpoMHble — 5l MOKNACTbCSA MOT, YTO UX
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«[»eK u 6ob60Boe gepeBo». OHa ocmoTpena
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Xy»Ke Toro, B CBOEM YCU/IMM OHa OTKAOHMACh
Hasag BMecTe C MHAEMKON, TaK YTo, Koraa oHa
onycTuna ee Hasag, KacTptoas HaNoOIOBUHY
cBucana c nauTbl. Koraa mama ocnabuna xBaTky,
KacTplons nowaTHyAacb U cTana cnonsaTtb.
Al 3acTblN HA MecTe, KaK 0/10BSAHHbIM CONAaTHK.
OaHaKo Mama oTpearnpoBsasia MOJIHUEHOCHO:
pPEe3KOo BCKPUKHYB, OHa BOTKHYA NIOXKKY C BUIKOM




halted our dinner's free-fall.

"Are you all right?" my father's voice questioned
from behind me.

"Your turkey!" my mother replied, pointing the
fork threateningly at my father's chest. "It's stuck!
And | almost dropped it on the floor trying to get it
out."

"Hmm," my father mumbled. "Would you like me
to help?"

"No," she blurted, "l wouldn't! So why don't you
go back into the living room and finish your drink."
Instead of leaving the kitchen as my mother
demanded, he placed his half-full glass onto the
counter. "I'm sorry," he said calmly. "l didn't know
you were having trouble." He extended his hand,
"Please. I'm here to help."

Wiping her brow with her apron, she sighed, "all
right," and presented him with fork and spoon.
My father took position before the stove. He
shuffled his feet to gain proper footing and raised
fork and spoon to shoulder height, preparing his
attack. In one motion, the utensils disappeared
below the pot's rim. And again, just as my mother
had, my father lifted the whole thing from the
stove. He puffed under the exertion, but
fortunately he possessed both the strength and
foresight to return it to a secure resting place
before letting go.

My father shook his head at the turkey and said to
my mother, "You're right."

With those words, | knew we were defeated. |
imagined Christmas dinner without a main course:
we'd be left with just potatoes, stuffing and
cranberry sauce---and | hated cranberry sauce!
But just then, when we needed it most, my father
worked his magic.

"Why don't we do this together?" he asked my
mother.

After scooting the cutting-board as close as
possible to the stove, he directed my mother to
grasp the pot with both hands as he pushed his
tools back into the abyss. But, before yanking at
the bird a second time, he paused. He took one
long breath and held it. The kitchen fell silent in
anticipation. But, within the silence, my father
breathed words which drifted into the air and
reached my ears.

"Dear Lord," my father prayed, "by your grace."
With those words, he winked at my mother and
lifted.

Like my father, | held my own breath; afraid to
watch, yet transfixed.

The pot rose slightly, but my mother forced it back
down and my father strained harder. Suddenly,

06paTHO B KacTpLo/Ilo M TEM CaMbiM
npepoTepaTuna ceobogHoe NageHue Halero
obepna.

- Y70 cnyumnocs? — ycablwan A c3agm ronoc oTua.
- 9Ta TBOA MHAEMKA, — OTBETMU/IAa Mama,
YrpoXatoLle HacTaBAAA BUIKY Ha NanuHy rpyab, —
OHa 3actpanal U a ee 4yTb Ha NON He YPOHUAA,
MoKa MblTaaacb BbITalLUTb!

- M-m-m, - npomblYyan nana. — Xoyellb, A nomory?
- HerT, - Bcnblinna oHa, - He xouy! Uau, nydwe B
roCTUHYO M AonMBaii ceoe nmBeo!

Ho BmecTo Toro, 4toObl BbIATY U3 KYXHU, KaK
npwKasana mama, OH NocTaBu/ CBOM NOYNyCTon
CTaKaH Ha cTon.

- 3BMHW, - NpoM3HEC OH CNOKOWHO, - Al BeAb He
3Han, yto y Teba npobaembl. — OH NPOTAHYA el
pyKy — Moxxanyncra. Jasai nomory.

- TagHo, - B3A0XHyNa OHa, BbITUpas 106
nepeaHUKOM, U BpyYMUaIa eMy NIOXKKY C BUIKOMN.

OH 3aHAN No3uUUIO Nepes NAUTOM, NepecTaBun
Horu, 4Tobbl BCTaTb NOYA06HEN, U NOAHAN NOXKKY C
BWUJIKOW nepeg, coboit, rotoBaAck K aTake. OaHO
ABUXKeHWe — 1 npubopbl ncyesnn B Kactptone. Ho
M OTLY, TaKXKe KaK U Mame, yAanocb NoAgHATb
WHAENKY TONbKO BMeCTe C KacTptosield. OH pesko
BbIAOXHY/ OT HaNpPsKeHUA, HO, K CHACTblo, emy
XBaTUI0 U CUNbI U AOFAAIMBOCTM BEPHYTb MX Ha
6e3onacHoe MecTo nepes Tem, Kak OTNYCTUTb.
Moi1 oTeL, NoKa4an ro/IoBoN, rAaa Ha UHAEMKY, U
CKasan mame:

- Tbl npaBa.

Mocne 3TMX CNOB A TOYHO 3HAA, YTO Mbl MPOUTPaNM.
A npeacTtaBun cebe PoxaecTso 6e3 rnaBHOro
6nt0a: ocTannck 6bl TONIbKO KapTodesb, HauMHKA
W K/IIOKBEHHbIN COYC — a A OM1 KaK HeHaBuaen
K/TIOKBEHHbIN coyc!

M Kak pas B 3TOT MOMEHT, Koraa Mbl 60blLUe BCero
B 3TOM HYXA3a/IMCb, MOM OTeL, COTBOPWUA OA4HO M3
CBOMX Yyaec.

- A noyemy bbl Ham He caenaTb 3TO BMecTe? —
CNpPOCUA OH Mamy.

MpnaBUHYB pa3aenoyHyto AOCKY KaK MOXKHO
6u1xKe K NnnTe, oTew, CKazan mame, YTobbl OHa
Kpenko yxBaTu/acb 3a KacTpto/ito 06enmm pykamu,
a Cam CHOBa 3anuXHy NPUBopPbI B 3Ty 6E340HHYI0
nponactb. Ho, nepepn, Tem, Kak AepHYTb BO BTOPOW
pa3, OH ocTaHOBWACS, caenan rnybokuii Boox u
3aZeprKan gbixaHue. KyxHsa 3amep/ia B OXKUOAHUN.
N, cNOBHO He HapyLwasa 3Ty TULIWHY, OH BblAOXHYN
CNOBa, KOTOpPbIE, MPONJIbIB MO BO34YXY, BOCTUMN
MOMUX YLLUEeN.

- C boxkbel mmnocTbto, — ckasan otel,. C aTumm
CNOBAaMM OH NOAMMUIHYN Mame U NOTAHYA.

Kak 1 oH, 7 3agep»Kan ApixaHWe, UCNYraHHbIN, HO




with a sharp report, the turkey cracked free. As it
ascended into view, | saw that my father impaled
one end with the fork while cradling the spoon
beneath the other.

"Whoa!" | gasped as our main course flew from
pot to cutting-board. Once safely upon its final
perch, my father slid it away from the counter's
edge.

"Now you get to carve it," my mother told him.
My father grinned, and as he began inserting the
blades into the electric knife, he noticed me
watching, hand over mouth, awestruck. For a
moment, | believed he was going to bow like so
many performers | had seen on TV. But instead, his
grin widened to a beaming smile and, with a wink,
he reached across the distance between us and
patted me on the head.

My own son stirred, and | was moved away from
the memory. He smacked his lips in the same way
that had sent me into my reverie. | gazed at this
beautiful baby, body so close that he warmed me
like a furnace, and wondered if | would be able to
perform feats of magic for him as well.

"Dear Lord," | uttered over my infant son, "by your
grace, by your grace."

He B CU/1ax NOLLEBENNTLCA.
KacTptons npunogHanacb, HO Mama AepHyna ee
BHM3, a Nana nogHanpaArcsa. BHe3anHo ¢ rpoMKum
CKpUNOM MHAEMKa BblpBaiacb Ha cBoboay. Kak
TOJIbKO OHa MOKa3asacb, Nana o4uH ee KoHel,
NPOTKHYN BUAKOW, @ BTOPOI NOAAEN JIOXKKOA.

- Oro! — axHyn 5, yBMAEB, KaK Halle ri1aBHoe
611040 OTNPABAAETCA U3 KAacTPoN Ha
pasaenoyHyto Aocky. Korga nHaemnka
6.1aronoly4Ho AOCTUrIa MeCcTa HasHa4YeHusn, oTel,
OTOZBUHYA ee OT Kpas cToNa.

- A Tenepb AaBai pexb, - NPUKasana emy mama.
Mana ycmexHyaca 1, BCTaBAAA 1€3BUA B
SNEKTPUYECKMNI HOXK, 3aMETUJ, C KaKNUM
6naroroBeHMem, NPUKPbIB POT PYKOW, s CMOTPIO Ha
Hero. Ha KaKyto-To cekyHAy A nogyman, 4To OH
cenyac NOKNIOHMUTCA, KaK BCe 3TW apTUCTbI, KOTOPbIX
A BUgen no tenesnsopy. Ho Bmecto atoro ero
YXMbI/JIKa NPEBPATUAACH B CUSIOLLYIO YbIOKY, U,
NOAMUIHYB MHE, OH NOAOLUEN U NOFAANA MEHSA
no ronose.

Mot Manbll NOLWEBENNUACA, U A BEPHYCA B
peanbHOCTb. OH MPUYMOKHYA ry6amu TOYHO Tak
e, KaK 1 B TOT pas, Koraa A Norpysunsicsa B CBou
rpesbl.  CMOTpen Ha MOero NpPesiecTHoro
MaJOTKY, KOTOPbIM 6bla1 Tak 6AM3KO U corpeBan
MEHSA Nyylle BCAKOro oyara, U Aymal, a CMory i u
A coBepLUaTb TakMe BOT BoJ/ILWEBOHbIE NOABUTM ANS
Hero.

- C boXKbel MmunocTbto, — NpobopmoTan s, rnaga Ha
MOEro masblwwa, — ¢ boXbel MUOCTbIO.




