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Ticket to the Future
I open the door lazily to pick the regular newspaper as is the case every other morning. However, today there is no newspaper at my doorstep. As I turn to close the door and restore back to bed, I realize there is a small sheet of paper near the flower vase of my doorstep. I bend down and pick it up to see what is on it. Shocked and in disbelief, I shout, “Lauren Shrel- ticket to the future!!” I am in confusion but happy at the same time. “How could I have a ticket to the future with my name on it?” I wonder, “Could I be dreaming?” I pause for a moment to think and realize that I am standing right at the front door, holding a ticket, with my name written in bold. I also wonder how I would actually get to the future. “Would I need to book a flight or board a bus?” are some of the questions running through my mind, “Or maybe the train would be the best means for this kind of adventure.”
 	As I am caught up in my thoughts, I realize I am in a totally different place. This is not home, where I live. Everything is so bright yet so different. I am lost in a big city and cannot trace my steps back. There are newly developed technology-driven cars being driven down the streets. ”Where am I?” I ask myself. Should I seek help from someone on how to get back home? Who will I ask? There are so many people walking down the streets yet nobody seems to notice my presence. People walk past me minding their own business, knocking me down while others even walk through me. This is quite annoying as nobody acknowledges my presence in the street paths.
Suddenly, I see a glittery post written Schulenburg, Texas and discover that I am in my hometown, where my family lives. I board a bus that drops me closer to home and as I alight, nobody seems bothered that I did not pay for the bus fare. As I walk towards home I am shocked and amazed by all the changes. There are new tarmac roads and buildings all over. I could not even recognize my parents' house, although there was a big mansion that almost looked familiar to the one I had designed during my artwork back in high school. The mansion was located exactly where my parents’ small house was. I had to confirm that they had relocated so I knocked at the door to enquire where they moved to, but there was no answer. 
Out of curiosity, I walked into the house, whose door was not locked. It was a beautiful mansion and I feared that I was trespassing. There were photographs of my parents, siblings and me all over the living room. There were pictures of me in a graduation gown, others at my sister’s wedding, with family friends that I did not recognize.  It then dawned on me that this was my parents' house. My little brother, Mike, had grown really big as I watched him walk into the living room. With open arms, I ran into him for hugs and greetings since it felt like I had not seen him in a decade. To my disappointment, he assumed my presence and continued with his own business. I realized I was invisible when my mother walked in and sat on the sofa without saying hi. Things had changed a lot. Mum had aged and could not walk straight. Dad was not in the house and I felt some emptiness in the house like he had left for good. Sarah, my little sister, was also not around though I heard Mike tell mom that she would come to the event.
I walked around the house wondering what event those two had been talking about. I searched through the whole like I was looking for answers to the many questions in my head.  When I entered my parents' bedroom, I realized mom's stuff was all that was there. I thought that dad had left but a picture on mother’s desk confirmed that he had passed on the previous year. I left the room quickly, wondering where I had been all this time. Maybe that was the reason nobody greeted me when I walked in. “Could I have abandoned them long ago?” I thought. As I was heading back to the living room, I noticed three different doors with Mike, Sarah and my name on them along the corridor. Those were our bedrooms I supposed. I ran into mine to see what was in it. It was dark and a bit dusty so I switched on the lights. I was surprised to see several medals and photos of me receiving awards in the Olympic Games. There was so much more that I did not look at. This whole scenario was overwhelming and I had to find answers. I had to find me and see what I had become. 
I joined my mother and brother in the car, as they left for the event which I had no information about. When we arrived in the city, Mike received a call being informed that Lauren’s launch had begun and that we should hurry. Mike drove fast, past the traffic and in a few minutes we had arrived at the grounds where the event was taking place. I was overwhelmed at the sight of myself at the front, with thousands of people watching and waiting to hear from me. I was launching my first book, “A Dream Come True,” before all these people. Seating next to me was a handsome man, whom I learned I had been married to a few years back and we both had two beautiful kids. All this was overwhelming as I watched me from a distance.
During the speech, I watched and listened carefully as the new Lauren addressed the crowd. I introduced myself as Professor Lauren Grey, a Chief Executive Officer at Designer Arts Company, an arts and craftwork corporation in Texas. I also thanked God for his blessings throughout my career since my parents had brought me up in the Christian faith. The speech was long and as I stood at the back in my pajamas, tears of joy ran down my cheeks, at the thought of achieving all my dreams. 
Suddenly, I heard someone call my name thrice. It was my mother telling me to bring in the newspaper; they all wanted to read what was on news today. I was surprised that I had been standing there all along through my fantasy to the future. I wiped my tears, picked the newspaper and closed the door after entering the house.
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