
“Equivalent exchange is a prevalent concept in magic. Energy and mass can’t come from a vacuum. Something must be provided that is equivalent to the laws of the universe,” the rabbit fur wearing an ostentatious magician’s outfit explained to his audience. “For instance,” the illusionist gestured to a black cloth covering a table that had been wheeled on stage. 


Upon unfurling it, there seemed to just be a pile of white cottony material and a few other bits and bobs. With a snap of his fingers and a wave of the cloth such that line of sight was broken, the pile of materials had seemingly constructed itself into a fully-formed teddy bear plushie. 


The audience halfheartedly clapped, having seen similar tricks before. This was the set-up to the much larger reveal.


“And what once was equal...remains equal,” the rabbit said, snapping his fingers a second time. With a flourish of that black cloth, the pile of materials had returned. Seeing that the theater wanted more, the rabbit spun the table around to show that there were no tricks. 


“But not just two things are equal. Equality can take many forms,” With the table facing the other way, he snapped his fingers again. When the black curtain flowed away, this time, the pile of materials had transformed into a pair of overalls. He tilted the table another 90 degrees and snapped his fingers again. A blanket. 


Again. A pillow.


Again. A sundress.


Each snap and turn accompanied a new form that seemed less like an illusion and more like real magic. And as that feeling became more pronounced, the audience began a raucous applause.


Yet someone in the audience was still seated, staring at their phone with nary the slightest hint of admiration for the feat that had occurred before him. The middle-schooler lion rolled his eyes at his little brother who had grabbed his arm and pointed towards the stage as if telling the older boy that he was missing out.


The magician, not one to miss out on key details like this, picked up on it, but allowed the applause to naturally end before transitioning his trick. “I’d like a volunteer to demonstrate my next trick. Do I have any volunteers?” He asked, peering over the entire audience to a handful of eager paws. Yet he already had someone in mind and waited for the young lion to raise his paw. “Ahhh, yes, the young fierce lion there at the table with his bored chaperon.”


The audience laughed. Riley, the older lion, felt a tinge of embarrassment. He put away his phone as his brother made his way on stage. He didn’t believe in magic. These were petty tricks and for kids. He didn’t understand why adults would ever come see this junk. The only reason he was here was because his mom and dad forced him to babysit his little brother. 


Tai, Riley’s little brother, introduced himself at the magician’s request. The audience let out a collective “aww” when he told them he was seven. 


Then, the rabbit introduced his next trick. “Sometimes, equivalency can get a little subjective. What is important to some...might not be so important to others,” he stated, seamlessly incorporating a trick where he transformed a rose in his paws into a lollipop for Tai. “But that is where we get into the realm of souls, memories, and dreams.”


Riley silently scoffed. Every magician was trying to be a mentalist nowadays too. Children were easy marks for these kinds of tricks and the audience would always willingly play along even if the trick was obvious to them. 


“What would you say is something you really wish you knew how to do?” the magician asked the young lion on stage with him, noting the doubtful expression of the sole teen. 


“Umm…” the lion blushed, looking down at his pull-up, but too embarrassed to bring it up. 


As was tradition, the magician noticed every little detail. “Now, nobody laugh,” he said as he turned to the audience, “you wish you were a little better about making it to the bathroom, huh?”


Tai nodded. 


“Well, thankfully, we have your chaperon here, and he looks like he could use a task. Why not join us on stage?” he said, direction the attention over to Riley. 


Riley meekly waved and began to approach, noting the bunny’s smug expression. He didn’t want to cause trouble for his little brother, so he went along with the charade. If his brother cried, he’d be grounded for a month. 


This time, it was Riley’s turn to introduce himself and told the audience he was twelve. When the audience didn’t do it, the magician mimicked the “aww,” from earlier causing a few chuckles. 


“Alright, Riley. Your brother says he wishes he could use help with the bathroom. Is there something your brother has that you wish you had?” he asked, playing dumb for the sarcastic answer he knew was coming. 


“Gullibility,” the middle-schooler grumped, expecting a laugh from the audience, but receiving nothing. 


“I’d say we’re all gullible enough, but Riley say he wants more,” the magician joked. “I’d say that’s like throwing kerosene on a wood fire, but it’s your trade. I’m just the dark alleyway where you’re making it.”


A few voiced chortled before the magician continued, “I think I can work with that. First, I need you both to close your eyes and breath in and out a few times.”


Once the duo had done as instructed, he continued, “Good. You both looked like you were about to die of embarrassment of being up here for so long.”


After a pause for a snicker, he added, “Then, hold each other’s paws. It’s not important to the magic...it’ll make what I’m about to do more impressive,” he said, drawing a few more laughs. 


“And-a-1 and-a-2, and-a-” the bunny said, punctuating the last word with might blow of his lungs towards the two boys that caused both of them to fall on their butts.


It took a moment for the audience to process the change that had occurred, given the sudden movement and concern for the two boys. As the two boys stood, it became more obvious, and the laughter changed from a handful of invested furs to a theater-wide cackle at the boys’ outfits. 


Tai was wearing a black cap and gown. Riley, meanwhile, was wearing a onesie with a pull-up showing underneath and a dunce cap. 


The older boy blushed furiously and tried to hide his embarrassment. How had he done that? Despite the humiliation, he was legitimately impressed at the magician’s powers. He hadn’t felt anything at all other than his brother’s paw until the wind had blown him over. It must’ve been magic! His eyes sparkled with envy for the rabbit who was smiling proudly at his work. 


Tai, meanwhile, was seemingly annoyed as he looked at his brother’s state of dress. He didn’t know his brother wore pull-ups too...All those times his brother picked on him. There was no way this so-called magician could’ve done magic. Riley was already wearing a onesie and a pull-up before the trick and the magician must’ve taken off the clothes he was wearing over them. 


Little did the pair know that they had in fact traded...Tai’s belief in magic for Riley’s potty training. 


The show continued for a period of time after that, with Riley being given back his pants and shirt. While Tai still enjoyed the show as an illusionist, he was still miffed at his older brother. And now he was enjoying the show more than he was despite the fact that Tai practically begged his parents to let him go.


Once the show was over, their parents showed up to pick them up, but were stopped by the magician. “Just so you know, your boys were excellent volunteers for the show. Good sports,” he said, clapping Riley on the shoulder. “Just one thing,” he said, blowing a kiss to both of them that caused them to blink their eyes a few times. “Some of the audience did see Riley’s onesie and pull-up during the trick, so I’m sorry about that.”


The pair appeared to be dazed for a moment, but after processing the information, their father spoke, “don’t worry. It happens. Sometimes we have to change him in public. He’s used to it.”


“W-wait...what?” Riley said, “I think you mean, Tai. I don’t need...”


“It’s okay honey,” their mother said. “Accidents happen. It’s nothing to be ashamed about for a boy your age. You don’t need to throw your brother under the bus just because you’re shy.”


As the teenager was preoccupied with his parents, the bunny approached Tai and knelt down. “For my final trick, I need to tell you something. The good thing about exchanging something that you had plenty of is that it can be earned back quickly. That goes for both your brother and for you. I hope that you regain your zest for magic soon and come find me. I hope to teach you many things.”


Tai scrunched up his expression and looked doubtfully at the crying teen who was trying to convince his parents. Would he be having such a meltdown if he actually wore pullups regularly? 


He then turned his attention to the bunny, who had a finger pressed over his muzzle in a “shhhh” motion as he took out a large bit of cotton from his coat and pointed towards Riley. He snapped his fingers and the pants Riley was wearing had disappeared. Instead, the snaps of the onesies had audibly popped open and rather than a pull-up, Riley was clearly wearing a much thicker diaper.


When he turned to the bunny again, he was gone. Tai’s eyes sparkled with wonder. It really was magic!


Tai giggled when his parents pulled Riley by his ear to the bathroom, remarking at how he should’ve used the potty and his diaper was on the verge of leaking. Maybe he’d tell his parents what he knew some day...but for now, this was his fun little secret.

