
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


"For now, we see through a glass, darkly; but then face to face: now I know in part; but then shall I know even as also I am known."

— 1 Corinthians 13:12 (NTV)
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The Deadline That Never Ended

The cursor on my laptop screen was a steady, rhythmic pulse—a digital heartbeat mocking the silence of the newsroom. It was 3:14 AM. In the world of journalism, this is the "dead hour," that liminal space where the adrenaline of the evening edition has evaporated and the caffeine of the morning shift hasn't yet kicked in.

I sat at a desk cluttered with the debris of a career spent chasing truths that didn't want to be caught. There were lukewarm dregs of black coffee in a stained mug, a stack of court transcripts with curled edges, and a digital recorder that had run out of batteries three hours ago. But mostly, there was the file.

It was an old-fashioned accordion folder, the kind that smells like damp basement and forgotten intentions. Across the tab, someone had scrawled two words in faded red ink: UNFINISHED COLUMN.

In the newspaper business, a "finished" story is a mercy. You find the facts, you verify the sources, you file the copy, and you move on to the next tragedy. But some stories refuse to be filed. They linger in the back of your mind like a phantom limb, an itch you can’t scratch because the person who holds the answer is no longer in this dimension.

I leaned back, my chair creaking in the hollow quiet of the office. Through the window, the skyline of East New York was a jagged silhouette against a bruised purple sky. I thought about the first time I’d heard the term "The Unfinished Column." It was from my mentor, an old-school investigative reporter who’d spent forty years smelling like newsprint and cheap bourbon.

"Every hack has one, kid," he’d told me, his voice a gravelly whisper. "The case where the forensics make sense but the feeling doesn't. Where you check the locks three times and still feel someone standing behind you while you type. Those aren't just cold cases. They're open invitations."

I opened the folder. The first thing that fell out wasn't a police report or a witness statement. It was a photograph, grainy and overexposed, taken at a crime scene in 1992. It showed a living room frozen in a moment of domestic violence—a knocked-over floor lamp, a shattered vase, and a smear of something dark on the floral wallpaper.

But it was the mirror in the background that caught my eye.

Captured in the silvered glass was the reflection of the photographer, a man long since retired. But beside him, barely a smudge of light, was the shape of a woman. The police had dismissed it as a "lens flare" or a "double exposure." Yet, the autopsy report underneath the photo stated that the victim had been found in that exact spot, three days after the photo was taken.

I felt that familiar chill crawl up my spine—the one that isn't about the temperature of the room. This was the intersection where my two worlds met. On one side, the journalist: the seeker of hard evidence, the believer in "who, what, when, where, and why." On the other side, the witness: the person who had seen enough "impossible" things to know that the "why" often lived in the shadows.

I pulled the keyboard closer. The title of the book—The Unfinished Column—felt heavy, like a promise I was finally starting to keep. I began to type, the clacking of the keys filling the room.

I wrote about the victims who check into morgues but never truly check out of the houses they died in. I wrote about the "lingering guests" who move the furniture or whisper into the ears of new tenants, desperate to tell the part of the story the detectives missed.

As I typed, the air in the cubicle grew inexplicably heavy. The scent of old perfume—lilies and ozone—wafted over my shoulder, though the windows were sealed shut. I didn't turn around. I couldn't. If I turned, the spell would break, and the "guest" might leave before I finished the lead.

"I hear you," I whispered to the empty room. "I’m writing it down now."

The cursor didn't blink alone anymore. It felt as if another hand was hovering just over mine, guiding the narrative toward the dark corners of the truth. This wasn't just a report. It was an exorcism on paper. And for the first time in years, the deadline didn't feel like a threat. It felt like a release.
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1 Corinthians 13:12 – The Blurred Mirror

I have always been a creature of light. Journalists must be. We carry high-lumen flashlights into dark basements and point high-definition cameras at things people would rather keep hidden. We believe that if you shine enough light on a subject, the truth will eventually reveal itself, naked and undeniable.

But after a decade on the "Ghost Beat," I realized that light can be just as deceiving as the dark.

I kept a small, leather-bound Bible on the corner of my desk—not out of a sudden burst of piety, but because crime and religion are the twin pillars of human tragedy. I flipped the thin, onion-skin pages until I found the passage I’d highlighted years ago: 1 Corinthians 13:12.

In the Nueva Traducción Viviente (NTV) version I’d picked up at a garage sale in East New York, it read: "Ahora vemos todo de manera imperfecta, como imágenes en un espejo borroso..."

In English, the old King James called it seeing "through a glass, darkly." But I preferred the "blurred mirror" of the NTV. It felt more like my job. I wasn't looking through a window at a clear landscape; I was looking at a distorted reflection of a reality that had been shattered by violence.

I pulled a file from the stack—the Miller Case, 1978.

It was a standard domestic homicide on the surface. A husband, a wife, a heated argument in a hallway lined with decorative mirrors. The husband claimed an "intruder" had pushed the wife through the glass. The police, seeing no forced entry and a history of temper, put the husband in a cell. He died there five years later, still screaming that the mirror had reached out and taken her.

I laid out the crime scene photos. They were black and white, the silver of the broken glass shards looking like spilled mercury on the floor. In my world, a mirror is just glass and silver nitrate. It’s a tool for vanity. But in the world of the "lingering guests," a mirror is something else entirely. It’s a boundary. A threshold.

If the Bible was right—if we only see "imperfectly"—then what happens when the imperfection isn't in our eyes, but in the medium itself?

I remembered an interview I’d conducted with a forensic photographer who had worked the Miller case. He was ninety years old when I found him in a nursing home, his hands shaking as he held his tea.

"I took three rolls of film in that hallway," he’d told me, his eyes clouded with cataracts. "Every single frame came out crisp. The blood, the dust, the fingerprint powder... it was all there. Except for the mirrors. Every time I aimed the lens at a reflection, the image came out 'blurred.' Like the camera couldn't decide which world to focus on."

I looked back at the verse. Then we shall see face to face.

That’s the journalist’s ultimate goal, isn’t it? To see the Truth "face to face." To pull back the veil of the paranormal and find the cold, hard logic of the crime. But as I stared at the grainy photos of the Miller hallway, I began to wonder if the "blur" wasn't a technical failure. Perhaps the blur was the only honest part of the evidence.
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