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I want to get one thing straight; this is a confusing story.


If at any point you find yourself feeling disorientated,


overwhelmed or bewildered, just try imagining how I felt.


After all, you only have to read the story. I had to live it.


So, where to start …


It was 08:27 on Monday morning, and I was brushing


my teeth when I saw the shower curtain twitch behind


me. I wiped the steam from the mirror with my hand


and saw myself standing behind me.


“It worked,” said the other me.


I dropped my toothbrush into the sink, splattering the


mirror with toothpaste. I was about to turn around when


the other me said, “No, don’t turn. I don’t know what


happens if you ‘see me’ see me.”


“Who are you?” I asked.


“I’m you, of course,” said me.


“How can you be? I’m me,” I replied.


“I’m future you,” said the other me. “Look, it doesn’t


matter. The point is, it worked. How great is that?


I did it.”












“Did what?”


“Ha. I remember saying that.”


“Eh?”


“Forget it. You’ll think this was just a weird dream.


I know because that’s what I thought. But the point


is, you need to do everything you’re going to do then


you’ll be here talking to you.”


“Wha-what?” I stammered.


“You mean ‘when?’” said the other me.


“Do I?” I asked.


“Yes, and the answer is soon,” said the other me, and


she pulled the shower curtain back in front of her face.


I spun around and pulled it back, but she had gone.


“Eva,” I heard Dad calling from downstairs. “Are you


ready?”


“I won’t be a minute,” I responded. I was feeling


shaken, but I rinsed my toothbrush and made my


way downstairs, trying to act like everything was fine.


Dad was standing by the door, car keys in his hand.


“Come on,” he said. “You don’t want to be late.


Have you got your football kit?”


“No. Hold on.” I ran back upstairs and grabbed the bag


with my kit and football trainers in them. I followed him


to the car and we set off.


“Is something wrong?” enquired Dad.


“No,” I lied.


“You were so long in the bathroom I thought you’d


fallen asleep in there,” he said.







I realised this was the most plausible explanation.


“Of course,” I said. “It was just a dream. I was asleep.”


“Are you feeling all right?” asked Dad.


“Yes,” I insisted. “Why?”


“I …” He paused, then spoke wistfully. “Your hair used


to be much lighter when you were a little girl, you know.


You’ve changed so much.”


This didn’t really follow but my dad got like this


sometimes, usually when he had been thinking about


Mum. I said, “Yes, when I was a toddler, I know. It was


curly too. What’s your point?”


“You look so much like her now,” he said with a faraway


look in his eyes.


Mum was run over when I was little. Dad said she died


on my birthday, but I don’t remember that. We didn’t


talk about her often, but I thought about her every time


I looked at the picture on the mantelpiece. I was in the


picture too. Dad was right. I looked more like her now


than I did back then.


“Do you remember me talking about the random girl


who broke into the house on the day Mum died?” asked


Dad. “She looked like you.”


“Dad, you’re freaking me out,” I said. “Can we just listen


to the radio instead?”


I didn’t want to dwell on the past. I had more than


enough in the present to occupy my mind. I’m a busy


person by nature. I had school and homework. I was on


the eco-council and I volunteer in the library. On top of


that, I had all of my clubs. I’m not one for just hanging


around the playground, wasting time.







This is a list of my after school clubs.


Like I said, I like to keep busy.


On this particular Monday, I was supposed to go straight


to the local sports club for football training, but I had


told our librarian, Jeff (real name, Mrs Jeffries) that


I would help tidy up the library. Because of this, Dani


and Yaheetah were already in the changing room,


tucking their shin pads into their socks and pulling


their laces tight as I rushed in.


“Eva,” said Dani, “you’d better get ready quickly.


Coach Beth is picking Saturday’s team today.”


“I know,” I said. “I’ll be ready.”


“I bet she puts me in goal again,” grumbled Yaheetah.


“She always puts me in goal.”







“That’s because you’re the goalie,” stated Dani.


“Only because she always puts me in goal,” replied


Yaheetah.

























