l am Simon Gaunt, your story-
teller. | am sure of that. But

/" have you ever wondered who you

really are? ' When you look into a

mirror, are you sure that you are

P real, looking in at a reflection; or is

the real ore looking from the other
side of the mirror at you? This
problem had worried Tommy
Wymmot ever since he noticed

that his name looked the same in

-

““He was born on 25-11-52, and could write just as easily
with one hand as the other. In fact he was never sure inl
which hand he should hold his fork and in which his
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; Here is his diary. A strange

document, with each facing
page exactly matching the
othar in mirfor writing.,
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L The—diury tells how life started to go really wrong when
a reflection in a shop window seemed to sneer at him.”
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“He hurled a rubbish bin ot the window.
—— " fortunately the glass cracked, but did not

shatter.”
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Stop it! Stop taunting ')
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“Shaving became a battle of wills

“"He was arrested and made fo pay a fine, -
e - between himself and the mirror.”

which made him hate his reflection even

more bitterly. It seemed to mock him from

“Finally he gave up and grew a bear:d. His
arents worried, thinking he was ill.”

every angle of mirr?reci glass!”"
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(Tommy. be careful-with Y- i

that mirror. It was a ,])_ = 4
I\ present from Aunt N




