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The Magician Who Fooled Everyone but Not the Mirror

November twentieth, Friday, cloudy.

Tonight I finished my homework early, and my father kept me company watching a
film. In the film there is a genius magician whose shows grow more and more
sensational, the audience goes wild for him, and his rivals fear him. But halfway
through there is a shot that still troubles me. After a performance, the magician
returns alone to the dressing room, sits before the mirror, and slowly wipes off his
makeup. Wiping, he stops, stares at himself in the mirror, and suddenly says: they
have all been fooled by me, only you have not. He admits that every one of his
successes came from buying people off in advance and swapping things in secret, and
he knows better than anyone that not a single second of that applause was real. The

man in the mirror neither applauds nor comforts him. He only looks at him.

I squirmed in my seat with sweaty palms, because I know that feeling of not

daring to look into a mirror. This month I scored seventy—eight on the physics test,
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and the whole class praised my progress. But I alone know how that seventy—eight was
made. In the week before the test I sat at my desk with the book open and my phone
face—down under its pages, flipping the screen every twenty minutes. I copied three
pages into my mistake notebook without letting the words pass through my brain, as if
making an exhibit for the teacher. My mother tells everyone that I have become
sensible and hardworking. I listen with a hot face, and at night in the dark I know
exactly how much water is inside that seventy—eight. I am that magician. I fooled my
mother, my classmates, and the score itself, and the only one I cannot face is the

real me sitting at my desk.

At the end the magician does something nobody understands. He gives one last
show, and on stage he exposes every trick, how he bought people off, how he swapped
things, one by one in front of the lights, then bows and walks off. He is banned from
the profession, but when the makeup-removing shot appears again, he finally looks

straight into the mirror.

I thought for a long time before closing this diary. My plan is not a performance
for anyone; it stays on this page. From tomorrow, studying answers only one question:
did today me fool today me. I will redo the physics mistakes, not copy them, close
the book and write them from memory, and whatever I cannot write is what I do not
know, and what I do not know I will ask about in the teachers office the next day. On

the next test, even if I score only sixty, I want that sixty to be real.

The man in the mirror will not applaud. But I want to try, so that next time he

looks at me, his eyes can be a little steadier.
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