“The Midway of Reality” by Lauren M.
“Come on, Nat—give it a try.  What’ve you got to lose?”
A burly teenage boy stared innocently into Natalie’s emerald eyes.  Natalie turned away from his puppy dog facial expression and gazed at the spectacle before her; a large Ferris wheel decked out in white lights paused momentarily while other rides spun children into a never-ending abyss of adrenaline.  Gray clouds were rolling in from the east, casting an ominous pall over the night sky.  Children, parents and teens didn’t seem to notice or care.  The wind was slowly starting to pick up and an icy chill swept through her body, leaving her breathless.


“Are you okay?” 


“I’m fine.”


‘Fine’ was the only word she could come up with, understanding it was the only word she could use that Chris wouldn’t question.  ‘Fine’ was a word she used when she didn’t want to talk about whatever was going on.

A nearby clown drew her attention away from her friend.  She observed the creation of extravagant balloon animals for eager children.  They squealed with delight when they received two foot tall pink dogs and blue horses.  Her initial feeling of foreboding seemed to subside.


“Peer pressure.  You know you want to take a dab at the unknown,” Chris wiggled his fingers, trying to entice her.


“I’ll go to the psychic if it means that much to you,” she turned her back on the clown as Chris motioned her forward, pointing the way to the nearest tent. 

Natalie entered the blue tent alone and rather apprehensive.  She pushed back the velvet curtain outlined in gold tassels and stepped forward.  A woman with a dark over-done perm sat with her back turned towards the opening.

“Welcome,” her voice was airy and light.

Natalie laughed to herself.  How could she possibly think that a carnival psychic was anything but a fraud?

“The money jar,” the psychic spoke, her head facing the back of the tent. 


Natalie spotted an old coffee jar to the left of her and fished some money out of her jeans pocket.  She placed a couple dollars into a slit at the top.


“Thank you.  Now, if you please, come in.  Let me have a look at you.”  She reminded Natalie of a distant relative whom she hadn’t seen in a while.

Shoving her way past old boxes marked ‘Fragile’, she sat herself opposite the woman claiming to be an all-knowing psychic.

The woman had a gaunt face covered in lavish makeup.  Her small brown eyes were smeared in violet eye shadow and her high cheekbones shimmered with dark pink rouge.

Natalie looked to her bony fingers stretched across the sheer tablecloth.  A large crystal ball was placed in the center of the table.  Natalie wondered briefly why the ball wasn’t reflecting her image.  She shrugged it off and blamed it on the dust; ignoring the little voice inside her head that softly whispered warnings of impending doom.

“I am Madame Evangeline.” 


“I’m—” Natalie began, but was immediately cut off by a wave of the Madame’s hand.


“You are—” Madame Evangeline paused and stared up at the dangling light bulb overhead.  The wind outside began howling and sped through the opening of the tent, faintly moving the light bulb.  “Oh, this darn thing.  It makes it look like you’re fading in and out.  I must get a new light bulb.”

Natalie swallowed her trepidation and grinned weakly.


Madame Evangeline shrugged and moved her hands delicately over the crystal ball.  Her body swayed from side to side as she closed her eyes and hummed.  Natalie’s eyes followed the hypnotic sway of the psychic’s body.  She let herself fall into a shallow trance.


Madame Evangeline stopped suddenly and jolted upright.  Her folding chair fell back as she jumped up, her eyes locked onto the crystal ball.  Her fingers were shaking as she lifted them to her thin mouth.  All blood seemed to have drained from her face and into her rouge, now strongly accented.


Natalie sat, immobilized with sheer terror.  What had Madame Evangeline seen?

The little voice in the back of her mind had now floated through her veins and shrieked loudly, “Get out, NOW!”


Natalie moved her gaze back down to the crystal ball, trying to avoid eye contact with the frightened psychic.


“Imposter,” Madame’s voice was breathy and lifeless.


“Excuse me?”


“Imposter!” she exclaimed loudly. 


“What?” Natalie glanced up to meet Madame’s eyes and saw something she never expected to see:


A short teenage girl with long black hair, emerald eyes and light freckles stood rigid in the entrance.  She gawked at Natalie and Natalie returned the gaze, unable to fathom what she was looking at.  This girl resembled her in every way, from the clothing she wore to the placement of freckles.


Madame Evangeline turned to face the girl in the entrance, tilting her head to shake herself from the nightmare.  The girl stepped forward inside the tent while the Madame turned back to where Natalie was.  The chair was now empty.


“She’s gone,” Madame paused and tried to regain her breath, “she was doomed to walk the earth as the shadow of her former self.”

“She’s gone,” the girl mimicked, staring at the barren chair.
