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Sophie had no choice 

Daisy and Rose, twins, so different even though they looked 

virtually the same, the same to anyone who didn’t know them and 

to their mother they were completely different because nobody 

knows you just as well as a mother: that is nice, and scary. 

Look at her. Daisy on her phone. Ba ba ba, fingers twitching, 

messages running wild, followers screaming like pop fans. Rap 

blared on speakers. Time to make up, time to go out, time to come 

back, time to go out again. Daisy had it all. Three boyfriends 

fighting for her attention and nearly always somebody to take her 

out and wander around, have fun, enjoy and forget that there was a 

world where you did have to do things and take responsibilities. 

Daisy shook her hair, long, brown, purple highlighting swirled in the 

light. Lips bright red, finger nails well-polished, the latest fashion all 

ready to go out. She pushed her books under the desk, found her 

sneakers, the good ones, wished she had more money, zapped off 

five hundred messages and ran out the door. Bye said Dad. Daisy 

hadn’t heard him. Her mother sighed. Just a little work she thought, 

you are wandering around without taking care of yourself. 

Rose stayed at home. She was studying. She had passed everything 

but still wasn’t happy. The marks just weren’t good enough. No 

phone, no music Just a little less work she thought. You are working 

without taking care of yourself. Internet was only for research. 
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Fingers for writing notes, underlining important clues, detecting 

paths that would yield better grades. Come on dear, have 

something to eat. Rose didn’t hear. Have a break hon, said her 

father. Rose frowned. She couldn’t quite understand this math 

problem, it kept swirling around and around like her sister’s music, 

making no sense, just driving her crazy. Her tracksuit was dirty, her 

hair tangled up in a blue ribbon that really needed to go to bed and 

back on her teddy bear. Her mother sighed. Just a little less work 

she thought, you are concentrating away without taking care of 

yourself. 

Their mother sad down with a coffee and wondered. If she put 

them both together maybe she would have a perfect daughter. But 

she had two for the price of one and it was an offer she couldn’t 

refuse. Making them into one might be twice the trouble their 

mother mused. She’d just have to be patient and keep trying. 

Meanwhile, they never stopped trying. Their father folded the 

newspaper, patted the dog and decided it was time for a siesta. 

Four females in the house made him tired. 

 


