
 One look is all you need
	

I am the reflection of your life. I’ve seen you cry, I've seen you laugh, I’m the thing that makes you diddle daddle in the morning. You hate me and you love me. Who am I you may ask? I’m your mirror... Huh, that was way too deep for my liking. Let’s try this again.   

Hey there! I’m Jasper Shiner, your handy dandy wall mirror. I was created in 1858, made up of dazzling silver, laced with gold flowers, I look like I’m on fire. I am absolutely stunning. I was built along with my best friend and sister, Mira. She’s made out of silver and dotted with tiny emeralds, with lace ribbons that fall from her frame. We live in this lovely workshop in Pennsylvania. She and I hang up on this delightful wall, William. We always have the best of times. Here on our simple wall. The perfect life, but of course nothing's perfect. 

Soon we noticed the sign being put up on the door. “Sales day, October 13th. 50% off on all mirrors, everything must go”. I realized it a split second before Mira did. We were going to be separated. Mira and I panicked. We tried throwing ourselves off the wall, so we could crack, but we couldn't get enough momentum. I remember Mira glancing up at me, just as our shopkeeper took her off the wall and handed her to this ancient woman who looked about as old as a dinosaur. She had such terror in her eyes. I wanted to reach out to her, to protect her, like a big brother should. I couldn’t. I was completely helpless. Immobile, attached to this wall, by iron brackets. It felt like my whole world was slipping away from me, I wouldn’t be able to catch it. She gave me one last look before she was loaded into the truck, but it was all I needed. There I decided that this was not the last time I saw her.

 As I watched them drive off I remember trying to grab every memory I have of her, and store it. I didn’t ever want to forget her. She was just too important. Suddenly I was being lifted up into the air, taken off my restraints. I was flying! It was like I was dancing in the air. Well it was until I was tossed into the recycling bin. I mean really. Can my life get any worse? I peeked through a crack in the bin, and I saw lots of feet. I figured I was still on the ground. I still didn't know where I was in general though, so I tried peeking through the higher bit of the crack, but that just landed me at butt level. Instead of trying to figure out my whereabouts. I chose to get my bearings in order so I didn't have a stress related meltdown. Alright say it in order and think about your next move I told myself.

My sister was sold to who knows who, nobody wanted me. I was tossed into the recycling bin, and now I’m at butt level. Huh, ok. So rough start to my morning I suppose. Alright so if I’m in the trash, then that means I’ll be heading to the dump, soon. I haven't exactly got feet to help my get away, but maybe I can roll. I’ll have to wait till no one's looking but I'm sure I can tip this bin over and roll to safety, which couldn’t come soon enough. It smells like rotting baloney in here.

Through the crack I saw there were no more people around me. I have an opening. At first I just tried to battle ram myself into the side and tip it over, but that just scraped up my side, which feels like sandpaper now. I soon realized I was going to have to rock back and forth and back and forth to tip. So that's what I did. At first I did it once slowly, then twice but faster, and soon I had a increasing speed that would soon send me flying outta here.

With a final rock I tipped. I used the momentum from the fall, to start rolling. I swerved around tables, and houseplants, even a couple of screaming people. I wonder what they're screaming their heads off for, well I guess I'll never know. And then out of nowhere I door appears in front of me, I crash right through it I was like a ninja! Great now I have the sudden urge to jump off of something. Too bad I have acrophobia. Anyways, off topic. 

I began to roll down the street. You see I’ve never left my wall before. This was quite the moment for me, too bad it's been ruined by worrying about Mira. It's been almost 20 minutes, I wonder if there already far away. Or maybe she's fallen out of there truck and I’ll miss her or… And so my head whirled with different scenarios which screw up my entire plan. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]I’ve began to slow down on my rolling, which means I’ll fall over until I get another push, so I had to find Mira fast. I look around and notice all the shops, but one particularly catches my attention. In its parking lot is the truck that took Mira away in. The truck that holds my sister.

With my last bit of power I rush to the truck and lean up against the giant tire, that smells so much like gasoline I can almost taste it. In the window I catch sight of her shiny emeralds of which she was so proud of. I bang up against the side of the truck, to get her attention. She looks down at me and screams. She screams of joy and sadness, and excitement all at once. I smile of ear to ear. Now it's time to rescue this ball of joy. 

She yells that's she's going unlock the door and when she does to catch her. So I rolled underneath the door and line up against it hoping this is where she's about to jump to. Once I hear the click of the door unlocking and opening, I brace myself for the impact of her glass against mine. Just before she jumps she takes a deep breath. Then she leaps. The impact is hard, definitely hard enough to shatter glass. Which it does. Just not hers. Mine does. 

Thankfully it was minor, but it still hurt tons. Once we get our bearings I swoop her up into a giant hug. It was so warm and happy I never wanted to let go. Yes that's right. Two mirrors just hugged. Hey it happens!!

Now that we were together, I decided we should head down the hill to the bridge for the night which was approaching. So together we rolled, past the stores, away from the roads and down to the hill and under the bridge where it was warm and cozy. We made beds out of moss and dead leaves. It wasn't like our wall back home it's better than nothing I say, and laid down.

There we were laying in a pile of dead leaves and moss, covered in mud, shattered glass and faded colours, exhausted and homeless. Yet Mira still, looked at me with the same intensity she did when she was being taken off the wall. Except this time, her look is more than just terror. It’s hope, and love, and happiness, and the knowledge that things will be better. With that look I know we’ll be okay. Because you only need that little look of hope, and suddenly one look is all you need.
