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MIRROR, MIRROR

I'll tell you straight.  I've nothing to hide.  You look at me and think 'What a great guy' or 'He'll
do all right...'  But the truth of  the matter is that I'm not what you think.  I may look good; on
some days, I don't look quite so good.  But I tell you, on most days I just feel sad - so would
you in my position.

See, I was born just to serve others.  Didn't have much choice in the matter.  'Get out there and
get on with it', they said.  So I did.  Still do.  Always will.

You bend left: I bend right.  Part your hair on the right: I part my hair on the left.  Do this: I do
that.  Stick your tongue out at me: I stick my tongue out at you.  Show me the word  pterodactyl
: I show you the word .  Smack me in the face: I smack you in the face.  You
stick a finger up your right nostril: I stick a finger up my left nostril.  Pick out a bogie with your
left pinkie...it goes on and on.

I'll tell you straight.  It's not much fun.  You get the ugly ones and you get the wicked ones -
remember the evil stepmother in Snow White?  You get the pretty ones and the handsome ones
- well, you know all about them yourself, of  course!  You get the ones who pull faces, and it's
hard work keeping up with them, let me tell you.  The ones who can wiggle their ears, they're
the pits!  It took me ten years to learn that trick and I still can't do it very well.  People who
cross their eyes, or try to out-stare you, or can touch their nose with their tongue - I hate them
all!

There's been times when I just couldn't be bothered to get it right.  Luckily, they don't notice if
it's early in the morning.  If  they do notice, they rub their eyes, look again and I just have to get
it right then or give the game away.

There's been times when I just got it completely wrong.  Well, you try standing in front of
someone for hours on end, doing exactly what they do, except in reverse - bet you wouldn't last
more than about ten seconds!  Come on, try it!  One...two...three...four -  there!  Told you so.
Now think of  me doing that twenty four hours a day, seven days a week.  Of  course, when
there's no one in the room, I can relax, put my feet up, have a cup of  tea, read the paper.  But
you always have to watch out.  Worst times are in the middle of  the night: dark outside, all quiet
and  zap!  -  suddenly  the  light  goes  on  and  there's  someone  there,  expecting  to  see  their
reflection.  Phew!  You have to have fast reflexes then, I can tell you.  And it doesn't always
work - people think they've seen a ghost, but it's only me struggling out of  my easy-chair to
look just like them!

I'll tell you straight.  It's not much fun being a mirror.  

My career hit a low patch some years back.  I might as well tell you about it.  I'm not proud of
it.  I was still young, fresh out of  the Academy of  Reflection.  One of  my first customers was a
boy just like you.  His hair was never combed.  The hair on his right side was always sticking up,
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and the hair on his left side always stuck out sideways.  So I had to get the hair-gel out on the
evening before the job started, stick my hair on the left upwards and on the right sideways.  But
me and him, we got on all right.  He would look at my uncombed hair and I would look at his,
and we could have a laugh about it.   We talked.  Got so that we used to go out on bikes
together...

People thought we were twins.  The tricks we played, I tell you!

But I got cute.  Stretched too far, they said, when the story came out.  Well, I was young and I
make no excuses now.  I mean, it was dead boring just doing the same things as him all the time,
day after day, night after night.  So I thought, time for a break.  So I took to being a perfect
mirror-image: a perfectly wrong one.  When my boy stroked a cat in the street, I would find a
cat and give it a kick.  When he smiled at a baby in its pram, I would find one and call it an ugly
little brat.  It got so bad that he would be cleaning his teeth and I would be chewing toffees last
thing at night.  Or he would have his hair washed and I would smear mine with jam and have it
sticking up like a hedgehog.  Over the weeks, my appearance got worse and worse - bad teeth,
torn shirts, scuffed shoes.

So one evening he was sitting  at  home reading a book quietly;  I  was outside in  the street
shouting at the stars, knocking over the dustbins, snapping off  car-aerials.  The neighbours were
twitching back the curtains, looking to see who was making the noise.  At length, a police car
turned up.  Of  course, they wanted to know who I was and what I was doing.  I gave my name
and address, and the policeman rang the doorbell.  My boy answered.
"This your brother, sir?" asked the policeman.  My boy nodded, appalled at the sight of  me.
"You going to keep him nice and quiet indoors, or am I going to have to take him down the
nick?"  asked the policeman.  My boy pulled me inside, led me upstairs to our mirror, took one
last look and then broke the mirror.

Seven years bad luck I got for that.  My next assignment was at a fun-fair where they have these
trick mirrors - you know, the ones that make you look fat and short, or tall and spindly, or
missing bits in the middle.  You think you know what hard work is?  I'll tell you this, the fun-
fair's no fun.  Still, serves me right.  I learned my lesson.

I'll tell you straight, my friend.  I'm getting too old for this game.  I need a holiday.  I've got a
friend I can visit  -  she's got the same problems as me.  Echo's  her name.  You ever tried
repeating the last words of  a sentence, every time?  Gets boring, she says.  I'll bet it  does!
"What's your name?"  "...name...ame...m..."  "My name's Stuart Pidder"  "...stu...pidder..."  Ah,
it's a temptation, I tell you, to just break all the rules of  the job and have a good time.

What's that?  Time to get ready for school?  Oh, all right, let me get my hair-brush out too.  OK
- one, two, three, and off  we go...
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