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This side of the mirror...

I woke the next morning lying face down on my bed. Rain was splashing against the window and the wind was a low groan about the eaves. With my head feeling as if I’d been hit with an axe, I rolled over onto my back. I covered my eyes with one hand against the light that was streaming through the window. Although it was a weak and washed out grey as ever, it was too much for my sore eyes and befuddled brain to bear. I instantly regretted the wine and the brandy sherry I had consumed the night before. My head felt like a dead weight as I lifted it from the pillow. I could see that I was still wearing my dress and boots. From where I lay on the bed, I could see my reflection in the dressing table mirror. I winced. I looked horrendous. My hair was a mess, the ringlets had unravelled and were plastered to the sides of my face. Where was Espen? Not here, I hoped, for I didn’t want him to see me in such a state. Dragging myself into an upright position, my mind became full of vague thoughts of him kissing me, although I could barely remember it.

Standing beside the bed, I unbuttoned my dress, letting it fall to the floor at my feet. I stepped out of it and went to the washroom. Although the water in the jug was cold, I washed myself with it in the hope it would bring me fully awake. Shivering uncontrollably, I wrapped a towel about me and went back to my bedroom. Once I was dressed in my trusty trousers, shirt, waistcoat and boots, I fixed my hair. I went downstairs and drank some coffee. The thought of food made me grimace, and my stomach seesawed. As I sat at the kitchen table sipping the hot coffee, I began to recall the events that had taken place the night before. I slowly began to remember the conversations that had occurred while having supper with Inspector Rowlstone and his wife, Angela. I began to feel troubled as I remembered the Inspector confirming that he believed my father had been murdered by the same person responsible for the killings of the young women out on the moors. What I couldn’t understand was why the killer had taken such a long break between killings. Had the killer been panicked because he had murdered a member of the police watch? But anyone who removed his victim’s eyelids wouldn’t be worried about killing a Police Constable. Either way, the killer was going to hang.

Taking the mug of coffee with me, I got up from the kitchen table, headed along the hallway and into the parlour. The weak sun that shone through the square windowpanes made something glisten on the floor at my feet. I looked down and saw the broken looking glass. Splinters of the mirror lay scattered across the floor. It was then I remembered Espen knocking the looking glass from my hand before he had kissed me. Why had he done such a thing and where was he now? Had he had too much to drink at supper? But as I stood and scratched my head, I was sure that Espen had only drunk water the night before. He had refused the offer of wine and brandy sherry from the Inspector and his wife. Perhaps Espen had accidently knocked the mirror from my hand as he’d tried to kiss me? Had it been a mistake? Had the kiss been a mistake? Was that why Espen had left during the night, leaving me to wake on my own?

Setting down the mug of coffee, I went to the fireplace. On my knees, I began to rebuild the fire. As I worked, my mind turned once more to my father. I couldn’t help but wonder why his body had been found next to one of the murdered young women. Had my father simply stumbled across the crime and the killer by accident and then been murdered? Had he discovered the identity of the killer, followed him to the crime scene, and was then attacked? But if my father had discovered the identity of the killer, why hadn’t he passed this information on to his friend, Graham Rowlstone? Why had my father kept it a secret? I knew that my father kept secrets, like the location of the cabin, but where was it? Before my mother’s death, she had told me that my father had kept secrets and therefore not to return to England. Perhaps it was that secret place – the cabin – that she had been referring to? Inspector Rowlstone had said that he didn’t know the location of it either. Although I struggled to remember, I was sure of its existence. I was sure there had been a lake nearby. But why had my father kept such a place a secret? What, if anything, was he hiding there? Perhaps it was a place where he had liked to visit so that he could be alone and gather his thoughts. Perhaps he had liked to fish by the lake? But I could not remember my father ever being interested in such a pastime. I knew I would only ever uncover the truth about the secret place if I discovered where it was.

Brushing soot from the knees of my trousers, I stood up. I then gathered together the broken pieces of mirror from the looking glass. I took the pieces to the backyard and placed them in a box in the outhouse. 

Back in the kitchen, I began to think of ways as to how I might yet find the location of the cabin again. My father had left his entire estate and belongings to me. Everything had been sold and put into trust for me until I was twenty-one. Perhaps the solicitor who had handled my father’s will and affairs might know where the secret place was. If my father owned such a place, wouldn’t it have been sold like his own home had to raise capital for my future? Feeling hopeful that I might have seized on an opportunity to unravel the mystery of my father’s secret place, I headed upstairs to my room. I pulled open the wardrobe door and took out the case I brought with me from America. At the bottom of it, and beneath cartons of bullets for my guns, I found the documentation that I’d been looking for. Sitting down at the dressing table, I untied the ribbons that secured the paperwork. At the top of a letter, which had been sent to my mother some years ago informing her of my father’s death and the fact that his estate had been left entirely to me, was the solicitor’s name and address. The solicitor was called Mr. David Kimball and his offices were situated in Fogmin. I folded the paperwork, retied the ribbons, and left my room. I went downstairs and put on my coat and Stetson. My bicycle was propped against the front garden wall. I mounted it and set off in the direction of Fogmin and the offices of Mr. Kimball.
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