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Like Watermelon Magic	Comment by Mike: Fun title
	You never know when you’ll find a magical moment.  The birth of your children is an expected one.  Proposing to your wife is a planned one.  Giving your wife a kiss while she sleeps and seeing her smile is an unexpected one.  In the past three years, two unexpected magical moments just kind of happened at my kitchen table.	Comment by Mike: I really like how the intro explores the different magic moments and does so in a tight rhythm
The first happened when Tadpole, my son, was close to two.   I grabbed a fork from the drawer and a tub of watermelon from the fridge and headed to the dining room table.  “Hey T,” I shouted.  “Do you want some watermelon?”  He said, “Yes” in that long drawn out way of his, turning each letter into its own syllable. 	Comment by Mike: Grounding detail
We met at our small circular dining room table. It just fits four.  I sat down.   He climbed onto the chair to my left. I set the tub in front of myself.  He stood up on his chair.  I looked at him standing there, his waist just below the table’s top, and knew he was ready.
	I cracked the tub’s seal, and that distinct c-r-a-ck filled the room.  I picked up my fork, speared a big chunk of watermelon and lifted it to my mouth.   It tasted delicious.  	Comment by Mike: Good detail here.
I rolled a few large chunks out of the way and speared a smaller chunk.  I lifted it and held it in front of Tadpole’s mouth.  It hung there, suspended in air, as he thought about what to do.  His mouth opened, I slowly slid the chunk on the fork into his mouth.  I dropped the chunk just a little bit, and pulled back scrapping the watermelon off with his bottom teeth.  His mouth closed.  He chewed and just a little bit of watermelon juice dribbled down his chin.  His raggedy hair flopping over his face, his little grin showing his two dimples, and that light red string of juice dribbling down his chin: it felt magical.  It was just “Us Guys” eating watermelon.	Comment by Mike: I really like how you drew this moment out, like Tadpole drew out his Yes.
	Time passed, we still shared watermelon.  He had grown up a lot and at some point he decided he needed his own fork. I didn’t need to feed him anymore.   He needed to feed himself. 
 That second fork changed things.  I didn’t set the tub in front of myself to feed him; instead I set it between us so he could reach and spear his own chunks. He even developed an opening line that he still says to this day.   Before he speared his first chunk, he said, “I need a little bite.” So I pushed chunks around, moving big chunks here and there, until a little Tadpole sized chunk appeared.  I held it in place with my fork and said, “Here’s a little bite.”  He didn’t respond, just speared it and ate it.	Comment by Mike: The evolution you’re showing here is very smartly done, and heartfelt.  Lots of love in these details.
He wasn’t always successful.  I watched him stab into the tub, missing chunk after chunk as they squirmed out from under the tongs of his fork.  His incompetence made me laugh, but I helped again, and held the desired chunk in place with my fork.  Now it couldn’t squirm and it was his.
When he accidently speared a big chunk, a big daddy sized chunk that couldn’t fit in his mouth, he pulled it up to his mouth, paused, looked at for a second, and then reached across the table. Holding it in front of my mouth, hesaid, “Daddy eat.”  So I did.   Things were different but it was still just “Us Guys” eating watermelon.
Even more time passed.  We were both spearing and eating watermelon, going back and forth, devouring the tub.  It tasted delicious but then I heard a noise to my left, a little grunt.  I ignored it.  I heard the grunt again, a little bit louder, but still I pretended it wasn’t there. The grunt kept happening over and over.  It was very unique, a soft guttural “eeehhh.”  It was annoying but something about it made me smile, so I turned to my right, glanced downwards and spotted Mirabelle.
****
Oh yeah, Mirabelle.  She’s Tadpole baby sister and my daughter.   .	Comment by Mike: This is hilarious, and the fact it’s separated out collage-style adds to it.
****
 Mirabelle was strapped into her booster chair at the edge of the round table. Her face was covered with slimy Gerber’s that had missed her mouth and ended on her face.  It was in that strange stage, dry in some spots and wet in others. It wasn’t appealing. “Having a good lunch?” I asked and turned back to the watermelon.  
I knew why she was grunting as soon as I saw her eyes.  She had that look, the one that says, “Feed me.” She wanted watermelon, but I didn’t want to share.  It was “Us Guys” eating watermelon, not “Us Guys” and Mirabelle.  The watermelon was just for Tadpole and me.   	Comment by Mike: Ah, the domestic dramas.  Who needs TV?
The grunting continued.  I went on eating and ignored it.  Finally, my wife who was standing in the kitchen chimed in.  “She wants some watermelon.”
“Oh,” I said, pretending I didn’t already know that.  
“Give her some watermelon.”
“She can have some?” I asked, hoping to hear no but knowing I wouldn’t.
“Yes.”
“Isn’t she too young to eat solids?” I asked hoping to prevent this third person from mooching melon.	Comment by Mike: Ha!
“It’s watermelon.”
“She’s too young to have solids,” I replied defensively.
“She can handle it.”	Comment by Mike: The dialogue is pitch-perfect.
I looked in the tub.  There was still a lot of watermelon left, big chunks for me, little chunks for Tadpole.  I scanned around and found a little tiny chunk. I speared it, lifted it to her mouth, that was already open, slid it in and pulled it off with her teeth. She chewed it up and just a little bit of watermelon juice dribbled down her chin.
I wish I could say that sharing watermelon with Mirabelle for the first time was the second magical moment but it wasn’t.  It felt like a messy mooch, with Gerber’s here and watermelon juice there, was trying to weasel her way into eating watermelon with “Us Guys.”  It wasn’t magical at all. 
I fed myself more watermelon.  Tadpole fed himself more watermelon. Mirabelle grunted again.  “Us Guys” continued to ignore her and eat our watermelon. My wife didn’t ignore her.  
“Give her some more watermelon.”  
“There’s just enough for us guys”, I said.
“Give her some more.”
“OK.” I sighed. 
I fed Mirabelle again; and again; and again.    A little lady, with the help of her mother, had grunted her way onto the team.  Everything seemed kind of ruined.  I can even say the rest of the bowl didn’t even taste that good.  It wasn’t “Us Guys” eating watermelon anymore.	Comment by Mike: Hilarious
 Last night Tadpole and I shared another tub of watermelon.  Tadpole was sitting on the table.  I was sitting on my chair. It tasted delicious.  Then Mirabelle, playing in the living room spotted us.  She crawled over to my chair and pulled herself up. There she stood holding onto my chair, her head leaning back with an open mouth, like a baby bird waiting to be fed. I speared a little chunk.  “A Mirabelle sized bite,” chimed in Tadpole.   I reached down and placed it in Mirabelle’s mouth. Tadpole fed himself.  
Watching my children chew their watermelon, I smiled.  I hadn’t planned to smile.  I just did. It was the “Three of Us” sharing watermelon and it felt pretty magical.	Comment by Mike: Good conclusion here.  I wondered how you were going to end it.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Steve:  This slice of fatherhood and father-son bonding is one that reminds me so much of when my oldest nephew was Tadpole’s age in this story.  There is something to the male bonding, and I’m glad you gave voice to it.  The addition of Mirabelle complicates that, and you faced a decision.  What else could a good father do?  Well-told story with plenty of voice and humor.  -Mike
