
The In-between 
MIKE 

All my life, I had of a fear of mirrors. I know that 

sounds stupid, but I just didn’t trust them. The 

mirrored version of yourself. The opposite of the 

person staring into the eyes of… what? How can you 

know if it really is you? You are there, and yet 

somewhere else entirely. All that separates you from 

the person you fear most is a reflective piece of glass. 

Easy to break, impossible to understand. 

 

SARAH 

Oh, come on. There is nothing worse than the sound of 

an alarm clock waking you up at 6:00 in the morning. I 

hauled myself out of bed and trudged along to the 

bathroom. It was early morning on a Tuesday, and I 

was sick of high school. One more year, I told myself. 

Once I was out of that prison called school, I planned to 

dive straight into what I love. The family business, 

fixing cars. My ma, my pa and everyone else (except 

the dog) had committed to working at the shop to 

uphold my grandad’s dream. My pa had let me work 

there for a bit, not fixing cars, but staffing the phone 



for people to call up and get their car fixed. Fantastic, 

isn’t it? I couldn’t wait. But first, school. I took a 

shower, I got dressed, made some coffee, and slapped 

some bread into the toaster. Both my ma and pa came 

downstairs and poured themselves a cup of the 

magical black brew that is coffee. No one in the family 

is a morning person so coffee was a lifesaver for the 

weekdays. As I buttered my toast, Ma turned on the 

news and Peter Michael’s face appeared on the screen. 

I kissed my parents on the cheek, slipped my bag over 

my shoulders, and headed out the door. Munching on 

my toast, I saw my friend Derek ahead of me and called 

out his name. “DEREK!” I yelled, and he swiveled 

around. He grinned and walked toward me when I saw 

a boy over his shoulder. 

MIKE 

There was something so familiar about that girl. I had 

seen her, 2 weeks ago, walking along the hall with a 

book in her hands. Head down in the book, her hair 

falling in her eyes, she seemed oblivious to what was 

around her. One of the boys, Tyler was his name I 

think, stuck out his foot and tripped her. She fell hard 

on her chin and dropped her book. The group laughed 

and walked away, as the girl gave them a cold stare. I 

picked up her book and offered to help her up. She 



refused and took her book, and I met her eyes. A deep 

blue, with a fleck of orange in the left. She gave me a 

worried look. “Are you okay? You look a little pale.” She 

asked. I nodded and walked away, heading to the 

bathroom. I splashed water on my face and looked up. 

No, it had to be a coincidence, I thought. I stared into 

the mirror and nearly fainted at the sight. The same 

colour hair, the same speck of orange in my left eye. 

We were so similar. And I don’t even know her name. 

Walking out of the bathroom, I headed to class, a 

million questions swirling in my mind. 

SARAH 

I glanced over Derek’s shoulder to get a better look at 

the boy, but I couldn’t see him well enough. “You go 

ahead” I said to Derek. As I headed towards the boy, 

his pace quickened, and I met his gaze.” Can I help you, 

or are you just following my mate?” I questioned him. 

His eyes widened and he looked surprised, like he 

didn’t know I was tough. “Just follow me and I’ll 

explain everything. I get it if you leave but if you can 

trust me, I have something to show you.”  I was 

surprised now, but I didn’t show it. There was 

something strange about him. Like he feared me and 

wanted to be my friend. “I’m Mike.” He said as he 

stuck out his hand. My eyes narrowed and a flash of 



fear glinted in his eyes. “Sarah” I said and as soon as I 

took his hand, he pulled me towards a public restroom, 

probably to kidnap me or something. 

MIKE 

I felt bad about scaring her, but this was something she 

had to see. “Hey! Let me go!” she struggled. I spun 

around to explain, and a fist met my eye. I fell to the 

ground and saw stars. As my vision cleared up, I saw 

Sarah kneel in front of me. “WHAT WAS THAT!” she 

screamed angrily. “I’m sorry, ok!” I pleaded. “This was 

the only way to get you here.” She snorted and started 

to walk away, but I grabbed her wrist and she spun 

around. “Just follow me.” I said with a sternness in my 

voice that I didn’t even know I had. She looked 

concerned, but she nodded, and I let go of her wrist. I 

led her to a mirror stuck to a tattered brick wall. I 

pointed in front of it and told her to stand there. She 

complied and looked into it. Please work. She stood 

there for a while, and she nearly collapsed. “Well, you 

have a whole lot of explaining to do.” 

SARAH  

I was frozen, stuck in place with fear. As I stared into 

the mirror, my face began to change. My hair was 

getting shorter, my nose getting bigger. A dark circle 

covered my right eye. The black eye I gave Mike. But 



there was one thing that stayed the same. The same 

fleck of orange on my left eye. “I don’t know how and 

why, but we are… connected somehow. We are the 

same, but somehow different. I have never liked 

mirrors, and this isn’t helping. But I need your help. I 

want to find out what is going on with us, so you can 

walk away. Or you can find out who you really are.” I 

looked away from the mirror and looked deep into 

Mike’s orange specked eyes. “Where do we start?” 

 

THE END… for now. 


