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      Sarah stood brushing her teeth at the gold-flecked white vanity in the basement bathroom of Bobbi Cleary’s house. She was using the last of the Crest toothpaste she’d squeezed from the travel-sized tube Dr. Gardner had given her at her dental appointment a month ago. She’d gotten two cavities filled.

      In the mirror above the vanity, she stared at herself and watched her reflection lean into the mirror, getting close enough to study the zit on her chin and prod at it between the pads of her index fingers. She saw herself do this while she continued to brush her teeth. She looked down at the toothbrush in her hand and then back at the mirror. Her reflection was not brushing its teeth. Her teeth. Her reflection was doggedly picking its face. Her face. Sarah closed her eyes.

      Her mom always told her not to pick her face. That she’d get scars and that she was only pushing the pus from the zits deeper into her skin. Her mom had nice skin for a thirty-three-year-old woman, so Sarah figured she knew what she was talking about. Her mom had also sold Mary Kay briefly, which probably provided her with some insider skin care knowledge.

      Purposefully avoiding her reflection in the mirror, she opened her eyes and spat the toothpaste foam into the sink. She turned on the faucet, watching the white stuff go down the drain. She rinsed her toothbrush and put it back into its hot pink holder and tossed it into the front pocket of her lavender backpack. Cupping her hands, she filled them with water and took a big slurp, swishing the water around in her mouth and spitting into the sink again. She turned off the faucet and used her wet hands to wipe off her lips and moisten her crusty, tired eyes.

      She hadn’t gotten much sleep. All the girls at Bobbi’s slumber party had stayed up until one watching Poltergeist on VHS, and convincing each other that there were people crawling out of the TV Bobbi’s dad had set up for them on a rolling cart in the basement rumpus room.

      Sarah couldn’t help herself. Her eyes were drawn to the mirror. Was she seeing things? Or still asleep? She pinched her forearm hard.

      “Ouch!” she said, surprised that she was, in fact, awake.

      Her reflection cursed and turned on the faucet, splashing water on her red splotchy chin and getting it all over the mirror in the process. The other Sarah pulled a length of Charmin off the roll attached to the side of the vanity and scrubbed at the water dripping down the mirror, leaving little bits of white linty toilet paper behind.

      “You are so gross!” the other Sarah snapped at the mirror.

      Sarah stepped back at the admonishment. She didn’t feel particularly gross. She wasn’t in tip-top shape either, since she was clearly losing her mind seeing her reflection-self doing things other than what her regular self was doing.

      She wondered if maybe this had something to do with hormones? She’d only got her period for the first time last month and although she and her mom had gone over what Sarah had believed were all possible scenarios and what to do in case any of them came true … maybe her mom skipped this one? Although, this seemed like something worth mentioning.

      She looked around the bathroom and then behind the shower curtain. No peepholes. No hidden cameras. Which is also a crazy thing to think. She rolled her eyes at herself and shook her head. Her mom would know what this was all about.

      She took her purple plastic hairbrush from the second biggest zip pocket on her backpack and ran the brush through her shoulder length brown hair, all the while watching Other Sarah rifle through the medicine cabinet along the length of the bottom of the mirror. She pulled out a tube of Preparation H, a bottle of Visine, a blue plastic disposable razor, and a bottle of peach baby-aspirin.

      Sarah liked the way those baby aspirin tasted. She’d eaten a bottle of them when she was three and had to go to the hospital. She didn’t really remember it happening to her, but her mom liked to tell the story of “the worst day of her life” to people all the time. Especially to ladies at church in her Bible study. They always seemed to be coming up to Sarah and jokingly calling her a drug addict. Sarah would mimic downing a handful of pills and then clutch at her throat and fall to the ground, right there in the lobby of their Lutheran church, her wool plaid pleated skirt riding up over her knees, showing off the top of her knee-high pantyhose. Everyone laughed at that. Sarah was such a gas, the ladies would say, and then one of their creepy husbands with big clammy hands would reach down and pull Sarah up onto her feet, a strange look in his eyes.

      “What do you think you’re doing?” Sarah’s friend Nikki said to Other Sarah – she guessed there was an Other Nikki too. Did the Nikkis know about one another?

      Could they see her? Sarah waved her hands above her head. She crossed her eyes and stuck her tongue out and made fart noises with her mouth. Nothing.

      Other Nikki was dressed in her green and white Girl Scout uniform, ready to go on their trip to Six Flags in St. Louis.

      Other Sarah shrugged and started putting the stuff back into the medicine cabinet.

      “I can’t believe you’re staying here instead of going to Six Flags with us. That sucks,” Other Nikki said.

      Other Sarah shrugged again. “I feel like we’re getting too old for Girl Scouts. I’m having fun at Bobbi’s party.”

      Other Nikki rolled her eyes. “Sure you are. I saw the look on your face when Angie suggested we put Bobbi’s hand in the water to make her pee.”

      “Okay, yeah, I don’t think that’s nice, but I’m still having fun.”

      Other Nikki edged her way in front of Other Sarah at the sink and brushed her teeth. Other Sarah stood off to the side, taking up the wad of wet toilet paper again. She chucked it at the ceiling and it stuck.

      Other Nikki snorted. “I’m totally telling Bobbi’s mom you did that. You’re turning out to be a bad friend, you know? Ever since you decided you wanted to be in Angie’s group you’re acting like a bitch.”

      Other Sarah flipped Other Nikki off. “Sit and spin.”

      Other Nikki snatched up her toiletry case and bolted from the bathroom.

      Sarah took her Girl Scout uniform out of her backpack and set it on top of the closed toilet. She didn’t feel too old for Girl Scouts. She stepped over to the corner away from the mirror and took her Tweetie bird night shirt and underpants off quickly – there wasn’t a lock on the bathroom door. The basement was only kind of finished and didn’t get used much from what Sarah could tell. She got dressed as quickly as she got undressed and was sitting on the toilet pulling on her knee socks when Nikki came in, carrying her toiletry bag.

      “Are you going to ride the Screamin’ Eagle this time? You pussed out last year,” she said, loading her toothbrush with toothpaste.

      “I’m thinkin’ about it,” Sarah said. “I didn’t puss out last year, I’d just eaten an elephant ear and didn’t want to barf. Besides, the line was long.”

      “Uh-huh,” Nikki said through a mouthful of foam. She’d spit, but hadn’t rinsed.

      Sarah leaned over and turned the faucet on for her. Nikki jabbed her toothbrush under the water, brought it to her mouth and sucked it dry before spitting again. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and dropped her toothbrush, uncovered, into her toiletry bag.

      “Bobbi’s mom got up early to make pancakes for us.” Nikki’s eyes widened. “Blueberry.”

      “Yes!” Sarah said, jamming her nightshirt and underwear into the largest pocket of her backpack. “Did you see if she has real syrup or Mrs. Butterworth?”

      “Mrs. Butterworth.”

      “Good. The real stuff is gross and runny.”

      Nikki opened the bathroom door and Sarah followed her out. They cautiously made their way through the maze of sleeping bags laid out on top of gym mats on the linoleum floor. The basement smelled of Love’s Baby Soft, sweat, and pizza farts.

      “Have fun at Six Flags, dorks,” whispered Angie. She’d quit Girl Scouts in fifth grade and thought that made her cooler than everyone.

      Sarah took a cue from Other Sarah’s playbook and flipped Angie off. “Have fun doing nothing while we’re riding the Screamin’ Eagle.”

      Angie rolled her eyes and snuggled back down into her black nylon sleeping bag stuffed with down. Her parents were doctors and had been in the Peace Corps. Angie had been camping for real – not just in her backyard.

      Sarah and Nikki picked up the sleeping bags they’d already rolled up by the stairs. Nikki’s was bright blue with baby blue interior. Sarah’s was lavender with a pastel rainbow interior. She loved it. Her mom got it for her for her 12th birthday last month to replace her Miss Piggy sleeping bag she’d been using since she was eight. It had elastic straps you slide around to keep the roll together so she didn’t even have to mess with ties. That was the best part.

      Upstairs, Bobbi’s mom was laying out two plates with a stack three high of blueberry pancakes on each. Sarah and Nikki dropped their stuff off by the front door and sat down at the kitchen table.

      Mrs. Cleary plopped a can of frozen orange juice concentrate into a beige Tupperware pitcher and filled up the can three times from the sink faucet. “You girls can help yourself to syrup,” she said, as she stirred the juice with a big metal slotted spoon.

      “Thank you for getting up early and making us breakfast,” Sarah said, drowning her pancakes in syrup. Nikki eyed the bottle, ready to do the same.

      “Oh, honey, this isn’t early for me really. Sometimes I’m about going to bed at seven when the kids are getting up for the school bus, but I’m good at sleeping whenever.”

      Mrs. Cleary was a nurse and a good blueberry pancake maker. Maybe she could explain Other Sarah? But, then again, maybe she’d think Sarah was nuts and tell her mom to take her to the doctor instead of letting her go to Six Flags.

      “Want juice?” Mrs. Cleary asked, taking two small Tupperware cups down from the cabinet.

      “Yes, please,” Sarah and Nikki both said.
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      After breakfast, Sarah and Nikki waited by the front door for Sarah’s mom to pick them up and take them to the high school to get on the bus for St. Louis. Since Sherry’s mom was chaperoning the girls from their troop, Sarah’s mom didn’t have to go this year. Nikki’s mom never went. She was a nurse too, didn’t have a husband, and was always working.

      In Sarah’s family, it was her dad who was always at work. He was the boss of a veterinary research lab. They called it The Farm, although they didn’t grow crops there. All Sarah really knew about the place was that her dad had to wear dress shoes with steel toes, there was a whole room where they kept coveralls, and her dad had his own office with his own secretary who kept Brach’s pick-a-mix candies in a bowl on her desk.

      Sarah’s mom honked the horn twice from her blue Astro van and Sarah and Nikki lugged their stuff down the front concrete steps to meet her.

      “Thanks, Jan!” Sarah’s mom called from the van, giving Bobbi’s mom a quick wave.

      Bobbi’s mom nodded from the doorway and then shut the door.

      Sarah and Nikki climbed onto the first bench seat in the back of the van.

      “How was the slumber party?” Sarah’s mom asked. “Is Bobbi excited to be twelve?”

      “I guess so,” Sarah said. “She liked the make-up kit I gave her. Her mom says she can’t use it until junior high next year, but that she can practice over the summer and maybe wear some eye shadow to the skating rink.”

      Sarah’s mom bobbed her head. “Sounds fair.” She pulled out of the driveway. “Are the girls that quit Scouts jealous you girls are going to have such a fun day?”

      “I don’t think they care. They’re mostly still asleep,” said Nikki.

      “Except Angie.” Sarah made a barfing sound. “She’s so mean.”

      “Hippie parents,” Sarah’s mom said. “Let her run wild.”

      “They don’t even make her go to church,” Sarah scoffed.

      Nikki nodded in agreement even though she didn’t have to go to church either.

      Sarah wished that she was alone with her mom in the van and could ask her about Other Sarah now. She’d have to wait until after Six Flags. It’s gonna be okay.

      When they got to the high school parking lot, Sherry’s mom, Mrs. Julian, was standing with Sherry and three other girls – Melissa, Becky, and Katie. All the girls were dressed identically, except Becky, who had on green ball socks and newer, whiter Keds than the other girls’.

      “Thanks for watching out for our young ladies, Carol,” Sarah’s mom said to Sherry’s mom with a wink. “You all behave for Mrs. Julian.”

      “We will,” Sarah said, kissing her mom on the cheek to get her to leave. The sooner she left the sooner this day would be over and they could talk. “See you at pick-up.”

      “Okay, okay, I get the hint.” Sarah’s mom handed her a ten-dollar bill. “Don’t buy a bunch of junk please and at least get diet soda instead of regular. Mrs. Julian doesn’t need you all strung out on sugar, acting like a kook.”

      The Girl Scouts loaded onto the school bus and sat two to a seat. Sarah sat down next to Nikki.

      “Crud,” Nikki said. “I left my Walkman in my backpack in your car.”

      Sarah shrugged. “I didn’t bring mine either. We can just play a game or something. The ride is only a couple of hours.”

      “Yeah, okay, maybe I’ll try to sleep for a little bit first.” Nikki leaned her head against the window and closed her eyes.

      Sarah looked out the window and waved to her mom who was still standing outside the bus waiting for them to go. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Other Sarah in the reflection of the bus window. Her stomach lurched with excitement and a little bit of fear.

      The bus engine roared to life and drove out of the high school parking lot onto Business Route 70, many of the Girl Scouts turning in their seats and getting up on their knees to talk to the girls behind them. There were a few shouts of “turn the radio on!” and then “louder!” once the poor bus driver – a guy who looked like Willie Nelson – did turn the radio on.

      98.7 blared John Cougar Mellencamp as Sarah was drawn to her reflection in the bus window and settled in to watch Other Sarah still at Bobbi’s slumber party. She couldn’t look away. She didn’t want to be weird, but she was also afraid that this strange thing that was happening to her would stop if she didn’t pay it attention.

      Other Sarah was out of the bathroom now – which was good because she would’ve definitely been thought a weirdo and been accused of having gross diarrhea if she’d stayed in the bathroom much longer. Other Sarah hung back from the remaining group of girls all huddled around Kimmie. They were drawing on her face with permanent marker.

      Slut, Angie wrote on her forehead, giggling and checking in with the other girls to make sure they saw how daring she was writing such an evocative word on her supposed best friend’s face.

      “Let me try!” whispered Becky – there were four Beckys in the sixth grade at their school that year – one was at the party and another was on the Six Flags trip. Becky slipped the fat black marker from between Angie’s fingertips and made thick freckles across Kimmie’s nose and cheeks.

      “Ooh, color in her eyebrows,” said Susan, scrunching up her shoulders with glee.

      Becky started to color in one of Kimmie’s eyebrows, but then hesitated and scribbled out the slut that Angie had written. “That was too mean. That’s not a nice word.”

      “But drawing on her face is totally fine?” Sarah said aloud, wishing Other Sarah would butt in.

      Angie snatched the marker back. “Don’t be such a baby. She’ll think it’s funny. It’s only a joke.” She wrote ass on Kimmie’s cheek that was face up and then dick along her jawline.

      “Stop,” Other Sarah piped up.

      Angie rounded on her. “Shut up, baby,” she taunted. “You should’ve gone with the other goody-two-shoes Girl Scouts. What a bunch of immature babies you all are.”

      “I’m not a baby,” Bobbi said. She’d had to change her night shirt and underwear because Angie had finally succeeded in getting her to pee her pants.

      Angie handed over the marker. “Prove it. If you want to be in my group, then you have to do what I say.”

      Bobbi knelt down beside Kimmie and with shaking hand wrote fuck underneath the ass that Angie had written.

      “You girls ready for breakfast?” Bobbi’s mom said, coming down the stairs, the hem of her robe visible.

      Bobbi froze, her hand poised over Kimmie’s face, the downward leg of the k still forming.

      Angie grabbed the marker and threw it across the room where it rolled underneath the washer and dryer set in the corner.

      Everyone scrambled to get back in their sleeping bags, but Bobbi didn’t have one to get in because she’d peed it and already tossed it in the washing machine. Angie took hold of Bobbi’s ankle and pulled her onto her sleeping bag.

      As Mrs. Cleary stepped onto the linoleum floor all the girls squeezed their eyes closed tight, pretending to sleep.

      “What in the hell?” Mrs. Cleary said, flipping on the lights, the fluorescent tubes taking a second to warm up.

      Other Sarah sat straight up in her sleeping bag. “Angie did it. She started it.”

      Sarah turned away from the window, unable to watch anymore. Kiss. Of. Death. Before, Other Sarah was just a baby that was never going to be allowed into Angie’s group, but now Angie was going to torture her.

      Mrs. Julian smiled at her from across the aisle. She was sitting by herself. Sherry had chosen to sit with her best friend Melissa. “You okay, hun? You look a little peaked.”

      Sarah took a deep breath in and licked her lips. “I’m fine. I didn’t get enough sleep last night.”

      “Oh, yeah? How was Bobbi’s party? Sherry was sad she wasn’t invited.”

      Sarah’s stomach dropped. Sherry knew about Bobbi’s party? “It wasn’t that fun. The best part was pancakes this morning,” Sarah said, not wanting to hurt Mrs. Cleary’s feelings if she could somehow hear or sense what Sarah was saying. She thought for sure Mrs. Cleary would be less hurt about Bobbi having an unfun party if she thought at least her blueberry pancakes were good.

      “Jan does make good pancakes.”

      “You’ve had them?” Sarah asked. She was always somewhat shocked that her friends’ parents did anything together besides drop off and pick up and chaperone.

      “Yes, she was one of my roommates during college. We lived in the same sorority house.”

      “Neat. I didn’t know that,” Sarah said, smiling to herself, thinking about young Mrs. Cleary and young Mrs. Julian sitting in their nightgowns at a big fancy wood table eating stacks of pancakes together.

      “Well, now ya know,” Mrs. Julian said. She turned her gaze from Sarah just as Sarah was about to ask her if she saw another Mrs. Julian in the mirror. She figured she was already on the bus and no one could make her go to the doctor until after Six Flags.

      Sarah sat back in her seat, scrunching down and putting her knees up on the seat in front of her. She closed her eyes. She was horrible at taking naps on buses or planes or trains or anything that moved. But she always tried. It always seemed like such a good escape, like some trick that other people could master easily. Want to get there faster? Sleep through the trip!

      She opened her eyes and stared at the back of the seat in front of her. She was not going to look at the window. The seat was crinkly brown vinyl. Someone had written Stacy is a bitch in blue ballpoint pen just under the top of the seat.

      She licked the pad of her thumb and rubbed at the offensive sentence, smearing the words together, but not succeeding in erasing them completely.
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      One million hours later, the bus lumbered into the vast Six Flags parking lot. Sarah elbowed Nikki awake and only then did she dare look out the window. No reflection. All was fine. Except she was annoyed that she was relieved and annoyed that she was annoyed.

      The girls hurried off the bus, shouts of slow down and stay with your group coming from the few adults on the bus.

      Sarah and Nikki, Becky, Katie, Melissa, Sherry and Sherry’s mom met up underneath a tree growing out of a bare square in the sidewalk.

      Sarah toed at an anthill with her Ked.

      “I don’t expect that we’ll all want to go on the same rides, but let's try to stick together in pairs at least,” Mrs. Julian said, handing everyone their pre-printed tickets. “Please remember you’re representing the Girl Scouts here today and to be on your best behavior.”

      “We know, Mom,” Sherry drawled. “Can we go in now?”

      Mrs. Julian smirked. “All right, fine. We leave to go back to Columbia at 4 o’clock sharp. Meet at this tree.”

      Nikki grabbed Sarah’s hand and dragged her toward the entrance to the park. “We gotta do Screamin’ Eagle first before you puss out on me.”

      Sarah didn’t say anything even though she was terrified. She didn’t want Nikki to think she was a baby any more than Other Sarah wanted Other Angie to. At least Sarah and Nikki were friends. She couldn’t imagine flipping Nikki off like Other Sarah had. Other Sarah was not making good choices. If she even exists.

      They stood in line – it was already long, winding between the metal bars under a covered area all the way out to the entrance gate – and didn’t talk about much of anything. Sarah liked that about Nikki. She wasn’t a gossip. She liked what she liked and didn’t care about stupid Angie or being in her group. Sarah had cared a little bit. It would’ve been nice to be popular. Boys liked the popular girls more for some reason, which was dumb because the popular girls weren’t nearly as nice as the regular girls.

      “Have you ever seen another you in the mirror?” Sarah asked after a long, long, long while. She just needed to know.

      “Doesn’t everyone, duh?” Nikki said. “It is so hot out here. I feel like I’m dying.”

      “No, not your reflection,” Sarah said, shaking her head, frustrated. “Like you, but not exactly you?”

      “You’re not making sense,” Nikki said plainly, fanning her face with her hand. “Think we can take turns going to the drinking fountain?”

      “Sure,” Sarah said, thankful that Nikki hadn’t made fun of her for saying weird stuff. “I’ll hold your place and then you hold mine.”

      Nikki took off, pushing her way past all the people in line behind them.

      Sarah leaned back against the metal railing and surveyed her feet, poking her toes into the tops of her shoes like the man at Montgomery Ward always instructed her to do when she and her mom went back to school shopping. Her toes were awfully close to the end of the shoe. She was going to need new shoes soon. But, it was almost summer and then she’d just wear flip flops or go barefoot all the time and her mom would tell her there would be new Keds in the fall for her to choose from, so she wouldn’t even bother asking.

      They had plenty of money to buy shoes, but her parents had been dirt poor growing up – Sarah didn’t even really understand what that meant. Like, their floors were made of dirt? They were dirty because they never took baths? She did know neither of her parents had indoor plumbing until they were teenagers – and that meant she got new clothes for back to school and those pants got cut off for shorts in summer time or maybe, maybe, maybe her mom would order a couple of outfits from the Penney’s catalog for her birthday or at Christmas because as she was getting older she was asking for fewer toys.

      You’re not making sense. Nikki didn’t know what she’d been talking about.

      Nikki rushed back through the line and edged Sarah off the railing. “Your turn. It’s not that far back. We’re gonna be in this line forever.”

      Sarah scooted past people, several of them giving her dirty looks and muttering no cuts. When she got to the end, which was the beginning, she looked around for the water fountain that Nikki had talked about. She hadn’t been paying attention. She saw it off to the right by a stand selling cotton candy. Sarah would rather have cotton candy than go on the Screamin’ Eagle. Especially more than stand in line for the Screamin’ Eagle. But, she wanted to have a good day with her friend, too, so she walked toward the water fountain.

      Two boys were taking turns holding the handle down for the other while they each took a prolonged drink.

      “Can I get a quick drink and then you two can go again?” Sarah asked.

      The boys, who were younger than her by maybe two years, backed off the water fountain.

      “It’s clogged,” said one of the boys. He was wearing a blue and brown striped shirt and had a buzz cut that revealed a long scar across the top of his head. “Someone shoved popcorn in the holes.”

      “Gross,” Sarah said, stepping up to the fountain.

      “You wasted my money and my time,” Other Mom said to Other Sarah. “I couldn’t get a refund for the Girl Scout trip. That was bad enough, but then Mrs. Cleary calls me to come get you early because someone wrote bad words all over poor Kimmie’s face!”

      Other Sarah rested her head against the passenger side window of the van. Other Sarah got to sit in the front seat? No fair!

      Sarah swallowed her gulp of water but continued to look into the fountain.

      “Hey, you said we could have it back,” the kid with the buzz cut said.

      “In a second.”

      “I’m sorry I wasted your money,” Other Sarah said. “I didn’t join in on writing on Kimmie. It was all Angie’s doing.”

      Other Mom sighed. “That girl. They let her run wild. Treat her like an adult for cryin’ out loud.”

      “I wish I had gone to Six Flags. I always have fun on that trip. It was dumb of me not to go.”

      Sarah stood up, satisfied that Other Sarah had seen the error of her ways. She gestured to the water fountain. “All yours.” The boys went back to taking turns holding the handle down for each other.

      “Jason and Jonathan!” a chubby woman with curly blond hair said, walking toward the boys. “I didn’t pay fer you to come here to play in the water fountain. C’mon now.”

      Sarah walked over to the concession stand and read the price board.

      “What’ll it be?” a zitty teenage boy wearing a red shirt and white suspenders asked.

      “One cotton candy – pink – and two frozen lemonades, please.”
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      Sarah took a deep breath to keep herself breathing and stop from freaking out as she walked to her car with the driver’s testing guy with the clipboard. This was her third attempt at getting her driver’s license. The first time she’d run a red light – which was remarkable because most of the test took place downtown where there was a total of three stoplights.

      That time, she’d pulled out into the intersection and was yielding to oncoming traffic and then the light turned red and she panicked. Instead of staying put and waiting for the light to go green again, she’d turned left into oncoming traffic. Of course, it was traffic of one car that was going probably two miles an hour, but still, the tester – or whatever they were called –spazzed and told her to go directly back to the DMV. That guy had been a different guy than the one she had today. There had been a lady tester in the middle. Sarah had failed to parallel park with the lady and missed getting her license by one point.

      This time she was determined to do everything right. Third time and third tester were the charms. At least she hoped.

      Tonight, there was supposed to be a party out at David’s parent's property – basically a big field with a small house on it – and her favorite band, Prozac Destiny, was going to play. However, this wasn’t the sort of party your mom dropped you off at. This was a real, like, teenage experience party where people would be drinking beer and cheap liquor purchased from the gas station on the way to Hallsville that didn’t card. This was the kind of party where someone would get knocked up, someone would get in a fight and that someone might even be the same person.

      David had these parties a few times a year and Sarah had always heard about them, but this was the first time David had personally invited her.

      “Hey, there’s a party. You should come,” he’d said as he’d given her a hand-drawn flyer illustrating the evening’s acts after school outside of Bruegger’s Bagels.

      “Cool, cool. I totally will.”

      The plan was that she would get her license and then tell her parents that she wanted to take her new car downtown to get Shakespeare’s pizza with Nikki and Katie and that she would be home by ten o’clock. Her parents had bought her a car for her sixteenth birthday the month before – a reasonable, bright red two-door Pontiac Sunbird. Prozac Destiny was supposed to play at nine o’clock and her house wasn’t that far from David’s property, so she could feasibly stay until 9:45 pm and drop Nikki and Katie off at Nikki’s house and still get home in time for curfew.

      Sarah stood in front of the driver's side door and saw Other Sarah opening her car door in the reflection of the window. Other Sarah had also failed her driver's test twice and for the exact same reasons. Sometimes they were so much alike and other times Sarah thought Other Sarah made the worst choices.

      David’s party, Prozac Destiny, and their crush on its drummer were happening in both of their lives. Somehow, they’d both gotten to this exact point at the same time. It hadn’t always been like that.

      Sarah opened the door and climbed into the driver's seat. The tester did the same. They both put their seatbelts on. Sarah checked her rearview mirror and adjusted it. Other Sarah was doing the same, looking so nervous like she was about to crap her pants.

      Sarah didn’t feel that nervous. She could do this. She checked her side mirror. Other Sarah checked hers as well.

      Sarah blinked her eyes twice, hard. That usually made Other Sarah go away for a while when Sarah needed her to. After much experimentation over the past four years, Sarah was confident in her ability to handle Other Sarah. She’d accepted that there was another her in the mirror most of the time, and that other her wasn’t always her favorite person. Didn’t everyone feel that way about themselves? Even normal people? Sarah had rationalized as much to herself on many occasions. She hadn’t had that many embarrassing moments or missteps in her life – that was Other Sarah’s job.

      So, while a lot of Other Sarah’s life made her cringe, Sarah was also grateful for the heads up about what not to do in difficult to gauge situations.

      “Ready?” the tester asked.

      “Yes,” Sarah answered.

      “All righty then. Put the keys in the ignition and start the car.”

      Sarah did as she was told. She’d removed the copious key chains she’d gotten for her birthday for this test as she and Other Sarah both got dinged for that last time.

      “We’re going to check that your vehicle is working properly.” He poised his pen over the paper on the clipboard. “Right turn signal.” Check. “Left turn signal.” Check. “Parking lights.” Check. “Headlights.” Check. “High beams.” Check. “Okay, now I already saw you adjust your mirror, but let’s do it again just to humor me.” He reached his hand up and flipped the lever on the bottom of the mirror.

      Sarah flipped it back, Other Sarah looking right at her. “Uh,” Other Sarah said. “It looks weird behind me now? Darker?”

      “That’s because I flipped the mirror up. It helps with glare at nighttime. Did you not know that?” the lady tester asked Other Sarah.

      “Oh, that’s right,” Other Sarah smiled at the lady and then giggled. “I’m sorry. I’m nervous and being kind of a spaz.” She stuck her tongue out and crossed her eyes.

      The lady laughed. “It’s okay. Just relax. You were very close to getting your license last time you tested. Let’s just take everything slowly and make sure you pass.”

      Other Sarah’s shoulders dropped and she flipped the mirror. “Okay.”

      “Miss Willis, are you with me?” the man asked. “I’ve indicated that you could go ahead and pull out of the parking lot.”

      “Yeah! Yes,” Sarah said, shaking Other Sarah free from her head. “Here we go.” She put the car in drive and drove to the parking lot exit.

      “Turn right,” the man said.

      “Go left,” the lady said.

      I am listening to the man’s voice. She made it her mantra. She turned right.

      “Make another right at the stop sign,” the man said.

      Sarah drove to the stop sign and made a full stop.

      “Go straight,” said the lady.

      “Pull over to the curb anywhere in this next block,” said the man.

      Sarah put her foot on the gas and pulled over to the curb just on the other side of the intersection. Thankfully there weren’t any other cars parked on this side of the street for the entire block. So much easier to parallel park when there weren’t any cars to hit!

      “All right, now pull away from the curb and do a u-turn in the street.”

      “Oh,” Sarah said. “I thought we were going to parallel park.”

      “Nope. Not on an empty curb.”

      Sarah looked over her shoulder. A car was coming. She put on her left turn signal and looked in the side mirror to gauge when the car was going to pass.

      The car went by and Sarah pulled out into the street.

      Suddenly, several things happened at once. The tester grabbed the steering wheel and turned it hard to the right and then a car that felt inches away from Sarah’s face honked and slammed on their brakes.

      “You just saw that car when you looked over your shoulder!” the man yelled.

      The driver of the other car honked again and then sped around her, flipping her the bird.

      Sarah checked the side mirror again. The car was moving. Things were going by. She’d seen what Other Sarah was seeing, not what was actually there.

      “I’m … I was distracted. I apologize.”

      “Get out and trade seats with me. I’m not going to let you drive this car back to the DMV.”

      Sarah slowly opened the door and skulked around the front of the car, trying not to burst into tears when the man huffed as he walked past her. Sarah got into the passenger seat, scrunching her feet over to the side so she didn’t step on the man’s clipboard he’d left face up on the floor. There was a big slash across the entire checkbox section.

      “Put your seatbelt on,” the man ordered.

      Sarah did as he asked. She looked into the side mirror on the passenger side of the car and everything was still. The mirror on this side was in her life.

      Hot tears bubbled over the edge of Sarah’s eyes despite her trying to keep them back.

      “Don’t you start crying. I’m immune to that. I’ve got three daughters and two ex-wives. I don’t put up with that nonsense.” The man looked over his shoulder, put on the left turn signal and then pulled away from the curb, making a u-turn in the street and then stopping at the sign on the corner. “You’ll get another chance in three months. You’ll have the whole summer to practice,” the man said, his voice softer now that Sarah had reined in the crying.

      “But I needed my license today,” she whined, knowing he didn’t care and that he probably thought she was an idiot.

      “Not gonna happen. You can’t be distracted.”

      “Could you please just give me another chance? I can’t wait the entire summer. My parents need me to drive my four younger siblings to swim lessons.”

      The man shook his head and snorted. “Sarah Willis, I know for a fact you’re an only child. When you work at the DMV, you get to know a whole lot about a whole lot of people.”

      A car behind them honked lightly and the man said, “Yeah, yeah,” and turned left, heading back to the DMV parking lot.

      Sarah closed her eyes and shut her mouth for the rest of the two-minute drive.

      Dammit, Other Sarah! Damn her stupid eyes. Fucking fuck!

      The man parked the car. “I’ll go get your mom and send her out to drive you home.”

      Sarah opened her eyes and nodded. “Fine.”

      A few minutes later Sarah’s mom came fast walking toward the car. She got into the driver’s seat.

      “What happened? You seemed so confident this time,” her mother asked.

      Sarah stared straight ahead. She’d never mentioned Other Sarah to anyone besides Nikki that one time at Six Flags. Her mother was not going to believe her.

      Is Jesus real? Yes. Is Santa Claus real? As long as you believe. Is there another version of yourself that you see in the mirror sometimes? No, honey, you’re batshit crazy.

      “I got distracted. I thought that the car I’d seen in the side mirror had gone past me but it didn’t and we almost hit each other. End of story.”

      “Well, I’m sorry. I know you were looking forward to picking up Nikki and Katie for pizza tonight. I can still drop you all off if you want and come pick you up.”

      “No.” Sarah shook her head vehemently. “I don’t even want to go now.”

      “Don’t be so dramatic, honey. It’s not the end of the world.” Sarah’s mom turned on the car with a sigh and drove home.
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      Sarah went straight to her room when she got home and flung herself across her queen-sized bed. Her social life was basically over if she couldn’t go to David’s party. Nikki and Katie both had summer birthdays so they couldn’t drive either. It had been up to her and she’d totally messed it all up. The three girls didn’t really have any other friends who would go to a David party. Either they were mega goody-two-shoes or they’d been going to parties with drinking since the seventh grade. All the rest of the in-between people, like Sarah and her friends … they were staying home tonight, or also getting dropped off downtown by their parents to meet their friends at Shakespeare’s.

      Sarah rolled onto her back and looked up at her bedroom ceiling. It was painted beige and had slight bumps on it. She’d been looking up at that ceiling for sixteen years and it was always  the same.

      Why couldn’t everything stay the same? Why couldn’t everything be like the ceiling? She just wanted to see what she saw and not what Other Sarah saw anymore.

      But…

      Sarah sat up at the end of her bed and looked into the two large mirrors above her dresser. Other Sarah was looking back at her through the car rearview mirror and grinning like crazy. She reached to turn the radio on. Other Mom slapped her hand.

      “You’re not allowed to have the radio on while you’re driving. You’ll get distracted.”

      “But, Mom, the car has a radio for a reason. So people can listen to music while they drive. You do it. Dad does it. The radio doesn’t seem to be distracting you.”

      They were driving down Business Loop 70 toward home, just passing the Empire roller rink on the left.

      “You’ve had your license for less than fifteen minutes, young lady. I would shut my trap and knock off the backtalk if you want to have it for fifteen minutes more.”

      Sarah bent her head between her legs. She felt dizzy with envy. Other Sarah had passed her test and could go to the party at David’s tonight. She could do the most interesting thing that had ever happened to either one of them. Other Sarah could do it and Sarah could not. This was all so unfair!

      Sarah stood and grabbed the cut glass box with her initials etched in the top from her dresser and threw it at the right-hand mirror above the dresser.

      “Why won’t you just go away!”

      The box made a hole in the mirror before dropping on top of the dresser and shattering. The hole in the mirror splintered outward in circles, distorting Other Sarah’s image.

      But it didn’t break into a million pieces like Sarah had wanted it to. It didn’t make a crashing dramatic noise blasting the image of Other Sarah from Sarah’s mind. No, she’d just royally screwed up her mirror and gotten herself into deep trouble with her parents.

      Sarah flopped back onto her bed and resumed staring at the ceiling. She stayed that way through the afternoon and well into the evening.

      No, Mom, she wasn’t hungry for dinner. No, she didn’t care that Nikki and Katie had both called. Yes, can you just leave me alone?

      The moon made an appearance around nine o’clock and shone through the sheer white curtains of her second-story bedroom window.

      The reflection of the moonlight on the splintered mirror lit Sarah’s dark room up like a disco ball.

      The effect was mesmerizing and Sarah smiled.

      Maybe if Mom and Dad could see this they wouldn’t be so mad? Yeah, right. The smile deepened.

      Sarah finally sat up and moved to the end of her bed again. She looked into the unbroken side of the mirror. Other Sarah and Nikki left Katie out underneath the carport and went into the house. Prozac Destiny was set up in the corner of the main room of the ranch house on David’s property. They were playing by the fireplace. A couple of freshman boys – tall and lanky and gaunt looking in their black t-shirts and flannels – stood on the fireplace with anticipation. Others lined up in front of the band, the girls in tank tops and cut-offs and Doc Marten Mary Janes, all vying to be right up front.
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