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Sunshine Forever?

The sun was baking hot®’. There was a terrible heat wave@ in South-
ern Célifomia® and it showed no sign of ever ending. Down in Los
Angeles there had been no rain for more than a year. Everywhere
gardens, fields and parks were burning up. Even the trees were be-
ginning to die.

Jain was glad she lived in a small town in the mountains. A
town where there was still plenty of water. A town where the trees
were tall and strong. A town where the heat didn’t drive people crazy
like it did in L. A®. Pristine Falls was beautiful, clean and very
peaceful. A good place to live and grow up. Sometimes she thought
that life was too good in Pristine Falls. In some ways it was almost

unreal.

Jain and her sister Belinda had just finished high school. One period
of their lives was over, and another was about to begin. Both of
them thought a great deal about what they were going to do with the
rest of their lives. Jain wasn’t sure what she wanted. Half of her
wanted to go to college in San Francisco® and study history or psy-
chology®. The other half wanted to do something totally crazy.

Maybe go and become an artist in New York, or play the guitar in an
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all-girl rock’ n’ roll band®. Anyway, Jain had made up her mind to
take a year off® and go overseas. It would give her time to think
properly about her future.

In contrast, her sister, Belinda, had everything planned down
to the smallest detail. Jain could hear music coming from Belinda’s
room. Belinda had tuned into the ‘Love Station’ on her radio. The
‘Love Station’ played love songs twenty-four hours a day, and not
much else. Jain pulled her pillow® over her head and tried to sleep.

It was hopeless, so she got out of bed and went to the bathroom.

Jain met Belinda out in the hallway. Belinda was smiling, and hum-
ming® the tune of a hit® record. She looked amazingly® happy.
Jain was sure Belinda was thinking about her boyfriend, Brad San-
some.

“Hi,” Belinda said in a soft, dreamy? voice, “isn’t it just a
wonderful morning, Jain? Don’t you feel glad to be alive?”

“Ummm. .. yeah, I guess so. It’s... it’s a nice day. I just
wish it would rain down on the coast. They really need some rain in
L.A”

“Oh, we don’t want rain, Jain. Look outside. It’s a perfect®
day today. "

“Yeah, sure, Belinda. I was just thinking about the people
down on the coast and the farmers. You know they’ve started to ra-
tion® drinking water in Los Angeles and San Diego. ”

“Oh, who cares about them? Everything’s wonderful up here in
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Pristine Falls.’

“Yeah, I know. Everything is still wonderful here. As long as
it all lasts. ”

Belinda looked puzzled.

“As long as what lasts? Are you talking about the water, or
what?”

“Yeah, the water, the air, the food, the way we live up here —
everything. We're so comfortable, privileged® and protected here.
We live in a... in a kind of dream, Belinda. Just think about what
life’s like in the rest of the world. ” She still wasn’t sure Belinda un-
derstood.

“Oh, don’t be so miserable® and gloomy®, Jain. It's so typi-
cal® of you. We’re going to have a wonderful day and you start on
about how the world’s falling apart, and we have to change every-
thing from top to bottom. I don’t want to think about all that now.
I’'m getting married soon. Try and be a bit more positive, Jain.
Look out of the window — the sun’s still shining!”

“1 know that. It's just that sometimes I think that none of it’s
real. ”

“Oh, God, I just give up on you, Jain!”

Belinda’s cheeks were red now, and Jain could see she was angry.
Jain liked it when Belinda was angry. When she was angry she
seemed to be really alive. Normally, she looked like a Barbie doll®.
Belinda shook her head, turned and walked off towards the bath-

room. Jain watched her. She seemed almost to float® above the

@ to privilege % F------ #H @ miserable By, THE & gloomy [MH
W.x%% @ typical #%# O Barbie doll g ® tofloat ¥ K3



floor when she moved. She was so elegant® and so lovely. Belinda
already looked fantastic® and she hadn’t even combed her hair,
washed or put on her make-up®. Belinda was easily the most
beautiful girl in Pristine Falls. She heard Belinda turn on the shower
and start to sing.

Sometimes Jain thought that Belinda sounded so selfish. She on-
ly thought about herself and Brad and their glowing® future. The rest
of the world didn’t matter. Belinda really didn’t care about how peo-
ple lived in Bangladesh® or Africa. The rest of the world was almost
like another planet far, far away. It hadn’t always been like this.
When they were younger they’d always been together and agreed
about almost everything. Now it was different. It was like they were
on two different roads, marching to the beat® of two different
drums. And Jain didn’t know why.

Jain went back to her room and sat on the bed. She looked into
the big mirror hanging on the wall. Some days she felt like she was
in a beauty contest® with Belinda. A contest that would never end.
A contest she had no hope of winning. Belinda was so beautiful and

Jain sometimes felt so. .. so ordinary.

The radio was still on in Belinda’s room. It started to play the song
Belinda had just been singing. Everyone in America knew it. It was
from the smash-hit® movie, ‘Love and the Roses’. Jain had heard

the song ‘ My Heart Still Beats for You’ a thousand times or more.
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It was a country-rock ballad®, dripping with strings and a heavenly
choir@. The song had been Number One in the charts® for six solid®
weeks. It was impossible to escape from it. Jain thought it was a

melody® made in Hell.

Jain looked at herself again in the mirror. Jain knew there was more
to life than being attractive or beautiful. The surface of her body
couldn’t be the only important part of her. She had intelligent eyes
and a good, kind face. But the world, America, California, and
Pristine Falls didn’t seem to be interested in these qualities. No, the
ideal® woman looked like Belinda, more beautiful than Barbie.
Switch on the television, go to a movie@, or watch a rock video. It
was all the same. There were no ugly plain® people there. It was a
fact. Jain didn’t like it, but she couldn’t do anything about it on her
own. Living so close to beauty and perfection® made everything
worse. It was like standing close to the sun. Everyone was blinded
by the brilliant® light and Jain felt that nobody could see her. Only
the sun was visible®. That was the main reason she wanted to get
away from Pristine Falls. It would be good to get out from under the

sun.
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@ solid £#4t% (& melody # i, % © ideal EE £ £% O gotoamovie
£4% @ plain &% 9 perfection £ £ 0 briliant £ &% 1) visble & #

B






Soap Bubble? World

Jain had a shower and went downstairs. In the kitchen her mother
was baking little pancakes® and watching an episode® of her favou-
rite morning soap® on the TV. Jain said ‘hi’, sat down and started
to eat her corn flakes. She looked up at the television which stood
next to the oven.

All the people in ‘ Love Carrousel’ were absolutely perfect.
None looked like Jain. They were all dressed in beautiful clothes.
Had wonderful hair, great personalities® and looked like gods and
goddesses. It was a fairy-tale world. The people in ‘ Love Carrou-
sel’ were always in love. Week after week, month after month,
year after year, they were always in love. Jain thought they were
mostly in love with themselves and their mirrors. Their *lives’ went
up and down, but nothing really bad happened to them. They always
survived® to live and love again and again. . .

“Mom, I wonder...”

“SSSSh. .. just let me hear this bit, Jain. Byron is going to ask
Camilla to forgive him. He’s sorry about all his affairs® with Rox-
anne, Lynette and Chelsea. He wants Camilla to marry him again. I
think he really means it this time, don’t you, Jain?”

“Sure, Mom. They always mean it. Round and round® they

(D soap bubble £ # @ pancake M # @ episode (X ¥ # & F ) —
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go.

Jain watched her mother standing like a statue® in front of the oven.
The wooden spoon she was holding dripped pancake mix onto the

pink marble®@ floor. Splat, splat, splat.

Suddenly, there was a commercial® break. Jain’s mother immediate-
ly returned to the real world. Jain’s mother had brought up two girls
on her own, and it had not been easy. After her marriage had en-
ded, she had been forced to get a job in a bookstore in town. She
was still only forty and looked almost as lovely as Belinda. Jain
knew that she had always tried to be a good mother and give them
everything she could. They didn’t have a lot of money, but she had
always given them all her love.

“What were you saying, Jain dear?”

“Nothing important, I forgot, Mom. ”

“Have you seen Belinda this morning?”

“Yeah, she’ll be down soon, Mom. ”

“Brad called a little while ago. He’s going to be a little bit
late. "
“Really?”
“Yeah. I really like him, Jain. He’s so polite and respectful.
He’s got a great future. The Sansome bank is solid as a rock. ™

“Yeah, Brad’s a truly wonderful human being, just beneath#
the President of the United State of America. The man who stands at

God’s right hand.”

(I statue B fg 2 marble k2% (& commercial &~ & D beneath



“That’s not very funny, Jain. I...”
“Sorry, I was only joking, Mom. ”

“One day Brad will be your sister’s husband. I wish you could
find yourself a nice young man like Brad Sansome, Jain. "

“Please, Mom, don’t start all that again. I'm not Belinda. I
don’t look like her. I don’t dress like her. 1 don’t think like her. I
want to do something with my life. Belinda’s your °princessC’ and
she’s found her prince®. ”

“Jain, sometimes you talk like you’re crazy. I don’t understand
what’s happening to you. You're wrong..."

“Mom, let’s just drop it, shall we?”

“No, I want to get to the bottom of this thing with you!”

“You’re missing ‘ Love Carrousel’ , Mom. ”

Jain’s mother turned back to the television and stopped speak-
ing. On ‘Love Carrousel’ Camilla Montana brushed a tear from the
corner of her eye and looked up into Byron’s strong, handsome face.
She told him about her discovery in New York. She clearly didn’t
want to tell him, but she had no choice. Camilla had discovered she
was really Byron’s sister. It would, therefore, be absolutely impossi-
ble for her to marry him again. Byron looked like all his dreams had

been smashed to pieces®.

Jain shook her head and looked away from the TV. Her mother
worked in a bookstore, but she never read a book all the way

through®. Jain knew that her mom was almost addicted to ¥ soaps.
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