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Look inside and decide who you want to be, then be it... 
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Preface

Please note that while some of the story has connection to a real historical person, Harry Houdini, it is no way actual fact. He was just the inspiration for the story as well as the many people who lived in that time period with him. 

Chapter 1

“When you look in the mirror, what do you see?” Dr. Adam Swanson was sitting in an oversized chair, looking at a thin man with greasy brown hair. His patient, James Enderson, had been coming to his office every week for the past three years and was now staring into a mirror in Adam’s office. James’s family had requested Dr. Swanson’s help, as James had been telling everyone that there were evil people in his mirror.

“I told you before, doc, it’s the same as always. My reflection changes, then speaks to me. He asks me for my help in getting free. He wants to come out of the mirror and take my place. He says there’s a man trying to kill me. He says I’d be safer in the mirror. Though, I don’t see him now.”

“Do any other people hear their reflections?” Adam asked his patient. 

“No, just me at the moment. He says that the man trying to kill me doesn’t want reflections to be noticed. Not until it’s time to come out. That day will be soon, doc. Soon, they will all start moving and changing and talking. Soon, when people touch their mirrors, the reflections will touch them back. Then they will switch places and people will be stuck. They won’t be able to switch until their reflections touch the mirrors. But I know they plan to break the mirrors and trap us all there forever. So, don’t touch the mirrors.”

Dr. Swanson sat in silence for a minute, contemplating this. He wasn’t sure what to think. In school, paranoid schizophrenic behavior warranted a lot of medication and overnight hospital stays. However, his story stayed the same for three years and only gets more detailed as it went on. That was something very uncommon. Either his patient was literally living this hallucination and was sicker than he seemed, or he was being one hundred percent truthful, which seemed absolutely ridiculous. But then again, this was his only hallucination and those with schizophrenia usually had several or changing visions.

Dr. Swanson wrote everything James said on his clipboard. Clearly, this was a case that would need to be brought home again, as he had so many times before, since his patient never wavered from his story and, technically, seemed to get worse. Making a note to have this patient possibly institutionalized in a long-term facility after all these years, he rose from his chair.

“Thank you so much for coming to your session, James. I hope you found it helpful.” He said this to all of his patients at the close of each session. This helped him get feedback. Some would always say that it helped, but not James. Not today.

“Please, Dr. Swanson. I know what you guys think of me. I know I sound crazy. A few years back, I’d have agreed. But I’m not. It’s time for them to come out into our world. I can’t stop them. I’ve been telling everyone to stop touching mirrors and to cover them up. I’ve lost all the people I care about because of this. But I wouldn’t say it if it wasn’t true. I promise I’m not schizophrenic. If I had been, wouldn’t my family have noticed my issues sooner? It’s time for the mirror people to take over. They are more powerful in our world. They are the connections between the living and the dead. All the old stories are true. You can trap spirits in the mirrors, but you can trap people too. I can’t save everyone by myself.”

“I understand, James. Thank you for sharing. I will take that into consideration. Have a wonderful evening. Don’t forget to reschedule with Maggie on your way out.”

James left the office looking a bit more haggard and sadder than usual. He always looked tired and stressed, though, so Dr. Swanson brushed it off and started collecting his files to bring home. How did people view the mirror as such an evil thing? In his option, it was just glass. Nothing harmful about that unless you broke it. Putting a box of files and notes in the back of his car, Dr. Swanson saw his reflection in the car window, and jumped. It’s nothing to be afraid of. It’s just a reflection. 

Stop being dumb, Adam. You’re a psychologist, for goodness sake. Pull it together. This is NOT rational thinking.  He thought to himself. He opened the driver’s side door and climbed in, driving the road he had taken a thousand times between work and home. And there was nothing unusual about that.

Chapter 2

Adam walked in the front door and into his home office. He set down all the files he was carrying on top of his large, oak desk and took a deep breath. While he hated bringing his work home, he felt that this time it was necessary to help James out and sort this particular part of his psychosis, if that’s what it was. There had to be a way to help him get better. It’s just going to be a challenge. There was a small knock on the door.

“Hey sweetie. Can I come in?” Julia’s voice floated in, and Adam instantly felt more relaxed.

“Of course.” He stood up and walked over to her, wrapping his arms around her, and kissing her softly.

“How was your day?” Julia asked.

“Stressful. I had to bring some stuff home today. But I’d love to take a break for now. Should we eat dinner and watch a movie?” Adam and Julia had rules of spending at least 2 hours together each day, no matter how crazy life got to be. It worked well for them, and both partners always felt closer when they did.

“I’d love that. Lucky for you, I made fettuccini alfredo for dinner. Your favorite.” She kissed him on the cheek.

“Thank you, my love.” He smiled at her. She was always so sweet to him. She looked extra beautiful tonight too. 

They went to the dining room that was beautifully laid out with their wedding china. They enjoyed using it as often as possible to make each day feel special. His mom always told him that you should use the pretty dishes, wear the nice suit, and listen to your favorite song because you never know when you won’t get another chance.

Julia served out the meal and James briefly left Adam’s mind. They made small talk as most couples do, talking about their days, chatting about household projects, and the like. If Adam could stay in this moment with her forever, he would. He really enjoyed being able to relax with his wife and not worry about mirrors or people crying all the time. 

“I have an announcement to make before we watch the movie.” Julia said, as she was clearing up the dishes.

“Ok, what is it?” Adam asked. He started putting away the leftovers as she walked to the sink.

“Today, I went to the doctor’s office and found out that we are expecting!” She walked over to her purse that was on the kitchen counter and pulled out a sonogram of their baby. It looked like a bean, but it was their bean and Adam couldn’t be more excited. He ran over to her, scooping her up and kissing her.

“That’s amazing! I’m so excited! I can’t wait!” He told her, constantly kissing her face and then her stomach. “We get to be parents!” He couldn’t help but do a little dance, making his wife laugh. “We should go to the store and start getting things ready for the baby!” He searched for his keys, but Julia grabbed his hands. 

“I am only 9 weeks along, so there’s plenty of time to get ready. But I thought I’d tell you first so we can let our families know together.” She told him gently, still smiling at his excitement. 
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