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“Edgerton is one of the best writers around for
inventing dire dilemmas for his protagonists, and here he’s at his
best because he’s created a paranormal environment where he’s not
bound by laws of physics, time, or space. Turn Les loose like that
and you’re in for a scary ride.” —Carl R. Brush, author of The
Second Vendetta

 


“Fantastic! Fast-paced and written in
Edgerton’s distinctive, take-no-prisoners-style. I’m not your usual
YA fan, but this was right up my alley.” —Maegan Beaumont, author
of the Sabrina Vaughn novels

 


“This is Les Edgerton’s only YA book, and it’s
a great one. It reminds me a little of some old-school Twilight
Zone tales, in that Edgerton starts with an original premise
and then executes it with precision and thoughtfulness. He keeps
the tension bouncing along nicely, too.” —Rob Boley, author of the
Scary Tales books

 


 


PRAISE FOR LES EDGERTON’S
BOOKS

 


“Les Edgerton has swiftly become my favorite
crime writer. Original voice, uncompromising attitude and a pure
hard-boiled style leap him to the front ranks of my reading list.
He will become legendary.” —Joe R. Lansdale, bestselling
author

 


“Les Edgerton brings to this short story
collection an unerring ear for dialogue and a sure-handed sense of
place (particularly New Orleans, where many of the stories are
set). In the best story, ‘My Idea of a Nice Thing,’ a woman named
Raye tells us why she drinks: ‘My job. I’m a hairdresser. See, you
take on all of these other people’s personalities and troubles and
things, ten or twelve of ’em a day, and when the end of the day
comes, you don’t know who you are anymore. It takes three drinks
just to sort yourself out again.’ Here Edgerton grants both the
reader and Raye the grace of irony, and without his authorial
intrusion, we find ourselves caring about her predicament.” —The
New York Times Book Review

 


“Les Edgerton is the new High King of Noir.”
—Ken Bruen, bestselling author

 


“Edgerton is much more than a fiction writer or
a story teller. When you read his work, your ears prick up, your
eyes go wide, and your spine tingles. You get the sense that
Edgerton has been there, lived the lives of his characters, fought
their fights, cried their tears, placed their bets, drank their
Wild Turkey, smoked their cigarettes. He writes with a stunning
accuracy, a convincing authority and a stark reality. At the same
time, he strikes a balance between beauty, sensitivity and humor.
Edgerton is not just another stunning narrative talent, he is an
important narrative authority—a master of his or any other
generation.” —Vincent Zandri, author of The Sins of the
Sons

 


“A Hillbilly Elegy with a deep, pulsing heart,
Adrenaline Junkie makes sense of one man’s life while
showing us all new aspects of our own.” —Jenny Milchman, USA
Today bestselling and Mary Higgins Clark Award-winning
author

 


“The Genuine, Imitation, Plastic
Kidnapping is a dark crime comedy that will have you laughing
from page one. It crackles with manic energy and mad thrills. If
you’re looking for a different kind of edgy crime novel, this is
the one to grab.” —Bill Crider, author of the Sheriff Dan Rhodes
mysteries

 


“Masquerading as a novel, Les Edgerton’s newest
gem—The Genuine, Imitation, Plastic Kidnapping—is really a
debauched weekend in steamy New Orleans, loaded with alcohol,
drugs, whores, pistols, and a menacing bookie, all available for
your personal and private entertainment between the covers.
Narrator Pete Halliday—ex-con, gambler, boozer, ex-baseball pitcher
and unwise wiseass—takes us places most don’t really want to go,
only to have the time of our lives when we get there.” —Jack Getze,
author of the Austin Carr mysteries

 


“No one can accuse Les of being a ‘crime
tourist.’ He’s lived the life, done the bird, and now he’s written
the book. Adrenaline Junkie should be on any prospective (or
established) crime writer’s list. An entertaining, darkly-rendered
tale of one man’s adventures in the very belly of the beast.” —Tony
Black, author of Her Cold Eyes

 


“Adrenaline Junkie is a raw and
harrowing memoir that brilliantly combines great sensitivity with
brutal honesty. Les Edgerton is never afraid to reveal his
vulnerability—and culpability—as he takes us on a head-spinning
ride through the bizarre and terrifying experiences in a life that
was often defined by violence. The result is a breathtaking
page-turner that will keep readers hooked from page one and will
never let them go.” —Lisa Lieberman Doctor, former Warner Bros.
prodco president, president of Robin Williams prodco, Blue Wolf
Productions

 


“Filled with stories of knifings, armed
robberies, brutal prison fights, and Charles Manson (yes, that
Charles Manson!), Edgerton proves that life can be stranger (and
certainly more violent) than fiction. But Edgerton isn’t just a guy
with a tough story to tell. He’s a poet who startles you with
sentences both stark and darkly beautiful. An astonishing
accomplishment.” —Jon Bassoff, author of
Corrosion

 


“There’s nothing fake about The Genuine,
Imitation, Plastic Kidnapping. Les Edgerton’s latest book is
the real deal, and has everything to keep you turning the pages.
It’s a caper, full of fun and high-jinx, but it’s also bittersweet,
engendering a full range of emotions. You’ll smile, you’ll wince,
you’ll laugh out loud, and sometimes you’ll even cringe, but you’ll
come away from the read feeling thoroughly satisfied and
entertained. A terrific read.” —Matt Hilton, author of the
best-selling Joe Hunter thrillers
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FOREWORD

 


I wrote this book many years ago and not to
publish it but just as a labor of love for my oldest daughter
Britney. She was a voracious reader and I simply wanted to write
something just for her that she could look at and say, “My dad
wrote this for me.” In other words, I wanted her to be proud of
me.

When she read it, she turned to me and told me
it was the scariest thing she’d ever read. Keep in mind she was
about nine years old at the time, so it wasn’t as if she’d read
thousands of books. But, it made me feel great.

When her little sister Siena came along, both
Britney and I urged her to read it. She did and she had much the
same reaction as her sister had. Scared the pants off her! I
thought for the first time that maybe it might be publishable, but
it wasn’t until a few years ago when Britney and I were talking
about everyday things, when Britney suddenly said, “You know, Dad,
after I read Mirror, Mirror I couldn’t look into a mirror at
myself for more than a few seconds at a time before I had to look
away. It just scared the crap out of me!”

And that’s when I realized it was publishable.
And so, I find myself with the pleasurable task of determining who
to dedicate this, my fifteenth book published, and it’s a
no-brainer. Mirror, Mirror is dedicated to both of my little
girls who taught me anew that it’s the joy of writing that affects
another person’s emotions that’s the real reward of being a
writer.

And, upon this reissue, I have a great
opportunity to include someone else in this dedication. In the last
year, my long-lost daughter, Maria Sherer-Lutz found me with a DNA
test and now I have a new daughter!

Thanks, Britney and Sienna and Maria! I love
you.

 


 



CHAPTER ONE

 


I’m inside my bathroom mirror.

I don’t mean in the cabinet behind the mirror.
I mean, I’m inside my bathroom mirror.

The bad news is, I can’t get
out.

There isn’t what I’d call a lot of good
news.

I’m trapped. Forever, if I want to believe
Liz.

Liz is my mirror-world counterpart. See, my
name is Elizabeth, Elizabeth Mary Downing, and I’m inside this
mirror and Liz—she’s the original occupant, the one who trapped me
in here—is out where I used to be. She’s three-dimensional and I’m
flat like a Gumby character. It used to be the other way
around.

She tricked me.

She had two powerful weapons that she used to
get me to trade places with her. Vanity and curiosity. My
vanity, my curiosity.

It’s a long story.

And it’s still going on…

 


 



CHAPTER TWO

 


It all really started years ago, ten years ago
to be exact, when I was six years old. Ever since I can remember
I’ve had this strange feeling whenever I looked into a mirror that
there was someone on the other side staring back at me. I mean,
someone not myself. Every time I passed a mirror, I swore I saw
something that wasn’t supposed to be there. What, I couldn’t tell
you, just something extra in there that didn’t belong.

When I was in kindergarten, I had an
experience that convinced me this was more than just some wacko
dream I’d gotten from standing too close to my mom, inhaling Drano
fumes, when she was using it on the sinks. I was in my parents’
bedroom, fooling around, “getting into trouble” as my dad likes to
say, and I climbed up on the chair that sits in front of their
dressing table. Of course, it had a large mirror and, of course, I
had to look into it. What kid could resist? At first, all I saw was
myself looking back, a girl dressed in the same brown overalls I
was wearing, hair the same whitish-blonde as it was then (it’s a
darker blonde now) and every other detail mine, except for one tiny
difference: My eyes are the brown of dead oak trees and the person
looking back had gorgeous blue eyes. I swear I’m not making this
up! I didn’t even notice the discrepancy right away, and if I had
been the average six-year-old and not too observant, maybe it would
never have dawned on me that the eyes were a different color. But I
have always been all too aware of the color of my eyes, having
wished long before I was even six for blue ones instead of these
mud-colored things I’m stuck with. I saw the difference right
away.

I scooted my cute little butt right off that
chair and ran screaming into the kitchen where my mom was fixing
sandwiches for lunch.

“Mommy!” I screeched. Naturally,
my mother thought I had chopped off a finger or something so she
checked me all over for blood and broken bones, and when she saw I
was in one piece she just laughed while I tried to tell her about
the girl in the mirror.

“Mom, there really is. Honest,
Mommy, honest.” Even my tears didn’t help. My mother can be a cold,
cold woman sometimes. Joan Crawford’s kid was a lucky slob,
compared with me.

“Well, of course there is,
Elizabeth. Just like there was an alien in your bedroom last night,
sitting on the dresser. Now go play and let Mommy get lunch
started. Go outside and ride your bike, dear. You need fresh
air.”

What I needed was a mom who didn’t think I
suffered from hallucinations.

I’ll admit, after a few more tears, she did go
into her bedroom and look into the mirror with me, even forcing me
to again look into the mirror, at which I did some healthy yelling,
but she was right—there was no one there this time, except her and
me…and my dumb brown eyes. I stayed mad all that night, refusing to
eat anything at supper except my dessert, which was chocolate
pudding, my favorite at the time, and I got mad all over again when
she told my father about it and he yukked it up.

“Quite the imagination, little
princess,” he said, reaching over and patting the top of my head. I
ducked and gave him my best glare, but all he did was laugh and
say, “Here we have the next Steven Spielberg. We’ll want to
remember this moment when she’s rich and famous.” I’m frightened
out of my wits and all they think is that I have this retarded
imagination. Is that fair?

The mirror person never appeared again…until
two weeks ago. For years and years she’d stayed away until even
I began to think I’d imagined the whole deal.

I wish I had imagined it.

 


 



CHAPTER THREE

 


She’s baaaa-aack.

 


Miss Blue Eyes.

In the hall mirror, where I do my last minute
face-on-right check. She was the same age as me and dressed
identically, which shows, at the very least, extremely good taste
on her part. I was on my way out of the door to go to school—my
boyfriend, Jimmy French, was tooting his horn like the Doofus of
the Month he is sometimes (like on days ending in “y”)—and I just
peeked into the mirror to see if my hair was okay and if there was
anything from breakfast on my teeth, like a piece of egg or
something, and lo and behold, there she was again, blue eyes and
all.

Oh, boy.

Yow.

Double yow.

I didn’t scream this time, but I did jump like
I’d been poked with one of those cattle prods, and I tore out of
the house like Freddy Krueger had just peeked in the window. I
jumped into Jimmy’s car and slid over by him, quick-like, and being
the slowhead that he is, ol’ Jimmeroo thought I was that glad to
see him and not scared out of my Calvin Klein jockeys, which is
what I was. For a minute, I thought about clueing him in but
decided not to, remembering Mom’s response a century before.
Jimmy’s comments would be a thousand times worse than anything Mom
had ever said.

“Whatsa matter?” he said. “You
look like you’ve seen a ghost.” Originality is not one of Jimmy’s
hot traits. I hope he doesn’t decide to become a writer. He might
make a decent president, though. I’ve noticed they use clichés like
they invented them.

“It’s nothing,” I said. “Look
out!” He was bearing into the opposite lane and a bus was
coming at us. Jimmy’s one of those guys who turns the car in the
direction he’s looking. I have an uncle like that. Every time he
goes to change the radio station and reaches for the dial or pushes
the cigarette lighter in he ends up in somebody’s front yard. I
think he’s trying to invent a new way of dying from smoking. It
must be a guy thing. You want to keep Jimmy’s attention on the road
ahead at all times, just like Uncle Rob; otherwise, he ends up on
somebody’s front yard or standing on his brakes.

I shook all the way to school, my teeth
clacking like a set of castanets, and Jimmy dummied up. Mad, at my
backseat driving. About a block from school his pout ended and he
asked me again what was wrong.

“I’m freezing, hon,” I said, and
patted his arm. The fact that it was Indian summer and eighty-two
degrees Fahrenheit at eight a.m. didn’t enter his brain cavity
because he just grinned like a game show host and hugged me closer
like he thought he was saving me from frostbite. Comfort was what I
needed, so I didn’t say any more, and by the time we pulled into
the school parking lot I was only shaking like an Indiana
earthquake, which doesn’t do much to Mr. Richter Scale. When we
went up the steps I saw a bunch of my friends and we started
yakking and screaming like we always do, and I pushed the mirror
person to the back closet of my mind for the time being. I waved
goodbye to Jimmy and went on into the building with my
buds.

Like hel-lo. Like I could really forget
something like that. Duh.

First period class was all right; it’s algebra
and you have to use your brain waves to keep up, so I was okay
there. But second period is English and we were studying Wordsworth
the poet, who I know is this great literary figure and all, but
kind of a mood-setter for naps sometimes, too—I mean, why can’t we
study song lyrics more, like, for instance, the words from Green
Day’s “Longview”—that’s poetry too, isn’t it? Unless you’re a
hundred and thirty-five. Anyway, my mind zoned out on me in English
and up popped the mirror girl. Next class was health and that was
the bummiest. I got embarrassed when Mr. Swartz asked me what the
chief cause of drowning was and I said “water” without thinking. It
got a big laugh from everybody except Mr. Swartz. who just gave
this famous frown he’s notorious for, but which doesn’t intimidate
anybody except maybe his poor wife, but the bad thing is now I’ll
bet you any amount of money he thinks of me as the class clown or
something totally zero like that, and which I don’t need. I have to
have a good grade in his class to get into medical school
eventually, which is where Mom and Dad want me to go, but I think
I’d rather be a marine biologist—I mean, aren’t those seals just
the cutest things? I’m with Jane Fonda on this one, even though as
an actress I think Angela what’s-her-name from that series “My
So-Called Life” is yards better, but who knows what Angela thinks
about our ocean friends? At least Jane Fonda puts her money where
her mouth is and I admire her for that.

Already that mirror person was getting me into
trouble!

At noon, all of us girls go into the bathroom
to trade makeup secrets and talk about our boyfriends and teachers
and who’s the worst-dressed in school and who’s the best-dressed
and then we picture them out on a date. It’s a hoot! Sometimes it
gets a little cruel and I don’t like it when that happens; I mean,
those are people, too, but usually it’s just in good fun and nobody
gets hurt, unless you call getting a reputation for being the
worst-dressed a harmful thing, which, as I think about it, is, so
maybe we shouldn’t be doing that. I’ll bring it up, see if some of
the others think the same.

It’ll have to be tomorrow, because I
absolutely couldn’t enter the bathroom. Do you know how many
mirrors there are in the girls’ bathroom? Only about a million and
a half!

In fact, I never once even looked into my
compact to see if my mascara was running or if my cheeks were too
pale, because I just knew Blue Eyes would be staring back out at
me. I could have had a hunk of Pizza Hut pretend cheese between my
teeth and looked like a gomer all day for all I knew, except no one
said I did and I know that if I did Missi Smith would have been
only too glad to point it out as she thrives on telling you your
faults and bad points whenever she can. Not going to the bathroom
with my friends caused me all kinds of grief, since now they all
think I’ve got some kind of nose problem and I’m too good for them,
which is, of course, ridiculous, but I certainly can’t tell them
the real reason I didn’t go to the bathroom. My kidneys must look
like one of those water balloons stretched out. I’m developing a
serious phobia about mirrors. I’ll have to look up in my psych book
to see if there’s a cure. Probably I’m the only one in the universe
that has it and there won’t be any info on it that I can research.
If I was a psycho killer they could probably do something but I
just bet there’s nothing about people sitting in mirrors and
scaring innocent bystanders like moi.

Somehow, I got through the day and the last
bell rang and I was emancipated from Grover Cleveland H.S. Jimmy
had Chess Club so I had to walk. I don’t mind. Kathi Mueller lives
in my direction and we always walk together. I just thought of
something—it seems half of my friends’ names end in “I”—there’s
Missi and Kathi and Teri and Joni and somebody else, I can’t think
of her name right now but it’ll come to me. I wonder if they’re all
the same ethnic group or what! Patti. That’s the one I couldn’t
think of. Most of them dot the “i” in their names with these little
hearts. That’s incredibly brilliant, isn’t it?
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