Magic 
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The city was never a place I has considered beautiful in any way. It had always been too noisy and too polluted for my liking, with too many people and not enough benches or grass just to sit and watch the world go by. However, tonight it was where I found myself alone, walking home from a party.  But it was not the crowded, bustling, thriving, polluted place I knew. It was still and quiet with only a few people here and there who were like me, just trying to get home to a nice, warm bed. It was amazing the transformation this place could go through in just a couple of hours. But the stillness scared me a little. It was like someone had taken the people and the noise away and replaced it with something more sinister, something that I did not want to think about. 

I turned onto an empty street that was lined with puddles from the day’s rain. There was no moon. Thick, grey clouds were holding its pale light hostage and I wished they would release it from its dark, foggy prison. The water from the puddles reflected the lights that streamed from windows of modern apartments above me. In the distance I could hear the faint thudding of bass coming from a nearby nightclub and I could see people stumbling as they fell out of bars, slightly tipsy after having a good night out, their shouts echoing through the stillness, cutting through it like a knife. 

The darkness was impenetrable. I knew it was stupid of me to walk home so late when it was so dark but I hadn’t wanted to wait around for a taxi that I knew would have smelt like vomit and then have to listen to an old taxi-man complain about the economy and the government for twenty minutes. I’d had that conversation with another taxi-man earlier and I hadn’t wanted to repeat it anytime soon.

Cars passed by me now and again, their headlamps illuminating the street for a few seconds before rushing away from me again. But for those few seconds, more of the city was revealed to me. In the doorway of a nearby newsagent, I could see a homeless man curled up in a sleeping-bag trying to get some sleep and, as I looked up, I saw some teenage boys in a window above me pointing and laughing at the man simply because they had nothing else to do. The sight of their laughing, cruel faces sickened me as I walked on.

As I passed the empty playground outside my apartment building, I could hear the soft creaking of an empty swing. It was swaying in the wind as if waiting for some little boy or girl to sit on it, swing and then fly through the air screaming with laughter and pretending they were an airplane or a bird. I smiled to myself thinking about how I used to do that. Just before I reached the main door, I realised how much I’d missed of the city and how little I had appreciated it. It truly was a spell-binding place. 

But then, as if the city wanted to show me how magical it really was, the clouds parted and released the moon from its foggy prison. The sudden pale light that streamed from it lit up every reflective surface around me. It was breathtaking. Stars glittered like diamonds in the sky, their reflections bouncing off windows and puddles. It was as if someone had switched on a light. Suddenly everything was coming to life. Owls hooted from nearby trees, their calls softy echoing around the empty street. A light breeze picked up fallen leaves and blew them everywhere like a mini-hurricane. It was astounding how many faces the city had. It was like a character in a book who you think is evil but turns out to be the good guy in the end.

And then like magic, everything stopped. The moon was captured again. The city stopped breathing. It was as if someone had cut the power. There was no more hooting or rustling. The city had fallen back into its deep slumber and as I turned to go into my apartment building, the thought came to me that the city had cast a charm on me and now I’d be spellbound forever. 

