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      The girl in the mirror isn't me...

      

      From the outside looking in, Mora's life appears perfect. She lives in an affluent neighborhood, attends one of the most prestigious schools in Maryland, and has a father who is one of the top psychiatrists in the nation. But if you take a closer look inside, things are not as wonderful as they seem.

      Voices whisper in Mora's ear, ghosts flicker in her peripheral vision, and chilling text messages warn her to be quiet. Then, a reflection that resembles her appears in the mirror - even while she's medicated.

      Everyone thinks she needs more drugs.

      

      As her parents seek medical help, they all are convinced she’s harming herself and that her condition is worsening. Mora starts to question her own sanity and wonders if her mind is playing tricks on her or is a sinister force really reaching out from beyond the mirror to do her harm.

      

      There is only two questions that needs to be answered. Is Mora losing her mind or Are her parents losing theirs?

      

      Dive into this gripping supernatural/ psychological thriller. For Fans of Coraline, Behind Her Eyes, and Hidden Pictures.

    

  


  
    
      I dedicate this book to my mother, Lena Edwards, she’s the best mom ever. She believed in me before I believed in myself.
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        “Life and death are in the power of your tongue.”

      

      

      

      
        
        Book of K. L. 9:99
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            Dear Diary

          

        

      

    

    
      I hate my parents. They are the reason for all my pain. I know that sounds dramatic, but I blame them for my unattractive appearance and the frightening reflection that stares back at me in the mirror.  Most children would be happy to go to a private school and live in a big, beautiful home, but what good is that if you’re unattractive and borderline crazy?

      Let’s start with the unattractive part. Having material things is nice, but people treat you better and are kinder to you when you fit in with what they consider conventional beauty. When you look in the mirror and your reflection is hideous, unattractive, and unsightly, it can be damaging. Trust me; I know.

      My name is Mora Manning, and I am grossly underweight. Yet my mother, Mary Anne, calls me lean. If the wind blew a little too hard, it would wrap me up in a tornado like Dorothy and I’d find myself in the middle of Oz trying to find my way home. My mediocre and impolite peers remind me of my ever so visible flaws by giving me nicknames. The boys call me “Dark and Buggly” referencing my big brown eyes and dark skin and the girls have coined the oh so creative and mentally stimulating, “Bora Mora,” because my mother refuses to allow me to wear make-up, resulting in my plain and boring appearance.

      She says its toxins are harmful for my skin.  I wear my thick, bristly hair in a big puffy ponytail at the top of my head with long bangs to distract from my oversized forehead. If I were a couple shades lighter, had contacts to replace my bifocal lenses, and received a relaxer that straighten my coarse bristly hair, maybe I might be attractive enough to find a boy who likes me.

      I’ve begged my mother for two things for my seventeenth birthday. A relaxer, to straighten out this kinky hair and contacts. Apparently, it’s unsanitary to stick pieces of plastic in your eye, and according to her my hair is thick and healthy.

      She’s a beautician and specializes in healthy hair, but I don’t care about thick and healthy hair. I want a relaxer, because it will straighten my coarse curls and not only make them more manageable—it will make me more beautiful.   I often fantasize about having hair like the girls in those Pantene Pro-V commercials that dance in the wind.

      Even a lace front wig would be an improvement to the hair I have. How else am I supposed to compete in this new school and new grade? These eleventh-grade girls look like supermodels. Long, straight, flowing hair rules the world. 

      Unfortunately, because of my mother’s prehistoric beliefs, I have to continue to wear unattractive bifocal lenses and walk around with this big poof of healthy, but unmanaged hair on my head.   I look like a dark-skinned Olive Oyl with glasses. The only difference is, I don’t have a Popeye to save me from this pitiful existence. Mary Anne, my mother, has nice, wavy, flowing long hair like my sister Rain, so they don't understand what I’m going through.

      Now couple that with my unattractive name, and hopefully you understand why I’m unhappy.  I mean, who names their child Mora? It sounds like a rip off Dora doll that you buy at one of those second-hand stores. Why couldn’t I be a Marissa or an Emily? They named my sister Rain Falls, while I’m Mora Lyndora. Apparently, I’m named after some great-great grandparent that I have never had the pleasure of meeting.

      Now let’s discuss the crazy part.  Did I tell you I see ghosts and experience vivid nightmares that cause me to wake-up drenched in sweat and on the verge of a panic attack? I also received strange, cryptic text that seem to deliver the same message: “Be quiet.” They disappear when I show them to others and reappear when I view them alone.

      My earliest memory of seeing a ghost was at eight.  One night while I slept, the abrupt slamming of my bedroom door awakened me. My parents allowed me to keep my door open so the light from the hallway would spill over into my bedroom. They thought a little light might ease my imagination and keep me from hijacking their bed and inundating them with my late-night screams.  When the door slammed shut, I jumped up, backed up against my headboard, and pulled my knees as close to my chest as possible.

      My quivering fingers held my plush blankets just high enough to cover my face but low enough to keep my eyes visible. As my eyes peered through the darkness, I caught a glimpse of moonlight. It crept through the open curtains, like a thief tiptoeing in the night. I thought the draft from the enormous bay window in the corner of my room might have been the culprit, but when I looked at my window, it was closed—and right before me was a ghost hovering above the floor. I nearly screamed, but when I opened my mouth, no sound came forth.

      The ghost had coarse thick hair that was put into a ponytail and big round eyes covered by spectacles. It floated toward me and was wearing a long night gown identical to mine. The gown danced around her without the aid of wind.  I can still envision her solemn face. It resembled mine but was void of color. She didn’t smile, and she moved as if she was in slow motion.

      It looked like me, if I were reimagined  in one of those black and white movies from the ‘40s and ‘50s that my mother loved to watch. She had my rounded nose, hair style and my facial expression. It was terrifying. She raised one of her folded hands in front of her, brought it to her mouth, and pressed her long and wrinkled index finger against her crusted black lips. I can still smell the odor that her presence produced. It was like black tar being repaved on an old road.

      On many of those nights when I had nightmares and received those unfamiliar text notifications, I would scream and run into my parents’ room, but this time I froze.  My fear cemented my legs to the ground. She crept toward me; her index finger still pressed against her lips. The closer she approached, the more fearful I became.

      When she was halfway toward my bed, she stopped and placed her hand down in front of her. My racing heartbeat slowed, and for a moment I thought she would leave and go about her business. Then, she dashed toward me and pressed her face toward mine and said, “Shh…, Mora!!” in a petrifying and spine-chilling tone that sounded like a child’s voice.

      I screamed so loud that my mother and father ran into my room and tried to calm me down, but she dissipated into the air like an early morning mist. At first, my parents responded as any parent would. They consoled me and told me it was just a nightmare and that if I stopped reading horror novels and watching scary movies, it would go away.

      So, I followed their suggestions and traded my horror novels for romance. But the ghost sightings and nightmares didn’t stop. They kept happening.  My parents made me believe that something was wrong with me, and I believed it too. They made me question if my idiosyncratic behavior was responsible for the dissolution of their marriage.

      Then one day not long after the incident, my parents called me down from my room and told me they were taking me to see a psychiatrist. Since my father was a psychiatrist,

      The American Medical Association considered it unethical for him to treat me, so he referred me to one of his colleagues. I had to decide. Would I lie or tell the truth? I broke down in my best fake cry and told them I was doing it for attention. I quoted an article from Psychology Weekly

      that talked about child abandonment issues and being an insecure attachment. Yes. I lied, but I would not be ugly and crazy. Ugly mocha girls that are crazy end up in mental asylums or small cramped jail cells. Pretty girls that are crazy become pop stars who get a slap on the wrist and go to rehab.

      So, I did what any scared child would do: I stopped telling my parents about my weird occurrences, but that didn’t stop the occurrences from continuing, and it didn’t stop them from taking me to see a psychiatrist. A few days later, I was on medication. At first, all the abnormal occurrences stopped, but it wasn’t long before it all started happening again. The nightmares, ghost, and text messages became more frequent and got stronger and more intimidating with each encounter. I knew I was unattractive, but now I wondered if I was losing my mind.
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      Mora closed her big brown eyes, took a deep breath, and boarded the crowded and noisy school bus.  As she watched her high school peers adorned in ghost, demon, and devil costumes in preparation of Halloween, fear enclosed in around her. Although her body was physically on the bus, an unforgettable memory from last night’s dream invaded her mind.

      The abrupt rain that beat against the bus’s windows was another potent trigger that reminded her of the rain that beat aggressively against her window in her dream. She struggled to stay focused on the present as her reoccurring nightmare infested her thoughts. It dragged her from conscious into unconscious. Within seconds, Mora was in a trancelike state, reliving the vivid nightmare from the last few nights. 

      She dreamed that a familiar ghost-like entity who resembled her was in her room, but this time its demeanor was not solemn and serene. She felt its malice as she could feel someone’s negative vibe when in a dreadful mood. On previous occasions, Mora knew it was a ghost by the way it moved, but this time it was not floating in the air.

      It looked like it was standing and had a more statuesque form. Its back was turned away from her. The evil that discharged from its body suffocated her. Mora likened its presence to a multitude of dark human energies, absent their bodies.  Her neck tightened as adrenaline rushed through her body.

      She breathed faster and harder. The rhythm of her heartbeat escalated to levels she had never experienced. She placed her hand over her chest and took long slow breaths to calm herself, but she was still frightened. The entity wore a long, flowing black nightgown that hung all the way to the floor. The apparition's hair was identical to Mora’s.  It was in a big, puffy, and bristly ponytail at the crown of her head.

      A loud continuous clicking sound echoed through the room. It mimicked the ticking sound a stove made before a fire ignited on one of its burners. The movement of the ghost-like entity was in sync with the bizarre sound. With every movement it made, a click followed. Mora knew that whenever she heard the sound, the entity was moving toward her. When the ghost-like entity turned its head toward Mora, its neck made a click…click…click… clicking

      sound. It looked like her evil twin. It had bangs that covered its forehead just like Mora, and a few loose tendrils of hair hung along the sides of her face. Its eyes were black, round, and hollow and its teeth were Tic Tac white, which was a sharp contrast to its mocha and porcelain-like skin.

      It resembled a real-life evil doll. Its movements were sporadic and stutter like. Its face was only visible because of the streetlight that shone through Mora’s window.  It stood in the corner by the unopened window, yet somehow a sharp chill swept through the room which caused the spirit’s gown to rise and fall as if it was doing so independently and of its own volition. She lifted her small wrinkled right hand and placed her index finger against her crusted black lips. The sound it made was like sandpaper rubbing against wood.

      She stroked her finger in an up and down motion against her lips and black dust particles fell from them like sawdust to the floor. Mora stared at the ghost-like entity with a apprehensive expression, unsure of the message she was seeking to communicate.

      At first, the demented ghost-like figure stood in the back corner of her room between her big bay window and her mahogany dresser. But every night in her dream, it would move a few feet closer.  With every step, its presence grew stronger, and the clicking sound became louder and more pronounced with every movement. Mora closed her eyes, covered her ears, and wished that it would go away.

      Mora turned her head to her bedroom door and wondered if she could outrun it. She pulled the covers off of her body and slid her left leg out of the bed, while keeping a close watch on the entity. It was moving closer, but ever so slowly.

      As she put her first foot on the floor, the apparition took its index finger from off its lips and moved her finger from left to right like a mother would to her naughty daughter. Mora ignored the warning and dashed for the door. As she ran, a tingling sensation crept down from her knee until it reached her feet. It was as if her legs had fallen asleep. She fell to her knees and her left cheek collided hard against the hardwood floor.

      A single tear escaped her eye, and the cold rough breaths from the apparition like entity blew on the back of her neck. Every time Mora stood up, she fell to the ground, her legs still asleep. As she reached for the doorknob, she felt a strong tug on her night gown.

      She opened her mouth to scream, but just as she did a frigid hand wrapped itself around the base of her throat. Its fingers lengthened and circled around her neck until it reached her mouth and muted her sound. The entity picked up Mora and threw her down on her bed. Mora closed her eyes, afraid of its appearance.  She tried to scream, but the harder she tried, the more forceful the phantom’s hands pushed against her face.

      The artic chill of its breath against her face gave her shivers. It floated above her bed, its body directly parallel with Mora’s. The apparition-like entity kept one hand wrapped tightly against Mora’s throat and used the other to signal her to be silent. Its hand pushing firmly against her throat.

      She prayed that it would release her and hoped that the oily residue would not continue to drip on her skin. Every drop felt like freezing water. The scent she emitted was no longer of black tar; it now smelled of decayed flesh. It was so foul she thought she would vomit. The apparition released a loud sound. “Shh!!,” it uttered.  The sound was so disturbing, it caused Mora to open her eyes.

      Mora’s fear paralyzed her. She attempted to move, but no matter how hard she tried, she could not move her body.  The apparition’s grip tightened against her throat. She tried to move her feet, then her legs. She had no control. It was like a waking version of sleep paralysis.

      The worst she had ever experienced. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw shadows of someone’s footsteps from underneath the crack of the door. The ghost-like figure slowly turned its head toward the door. Click, click, click, click, was the sound her neck made. The doorknob moved, and the ghost like entity released its grip on Mora and disappeared. Mora’s voice returned and she let out an uncontrollable and piercing scream. When Mora returned to consciousness, over one-hundred eyes were staring at her. Did I just scream like a lunatic while riding  the bus?

      Mora scanned the bus in search of a single seat. She preferred sitting alone. She noticed an empty one in the back.  She held her head low to avoid eye contact, threw the hood of her purple pea coat over her head and hurried toward the empty seat. Curious eyes watched her as she made her way down the aisle of the congested school bus.

      Normally, she preferred her own scent and despised the stench of musty boys who smelled of wet dogs and cheerleaders who wore too much perfume, but it was a pleasant distraction from the dreadful smell from her nightmares. It had been years since she had taken a bus, and now she knew why. The silent judgement coupled with concentrated glances from her peers made her uncomfortable.  If my father had arrived on time, I wouldn’t be in this predicament!

      She contemplated walking home but knew that her hair and make-up would not survive the onslaught of rain that speedily fell on the roof of the school bus. She gripped her backpack with both hands, held her breath, and continued down the bus aisle. One student threw his backpack in the empty seat next to him, which resulted in laughter from a few of the surrounding students.

      “Find another seat Dark and Buggly,” he replied. Mora stopped and glanced at him as he turned his attention to the game he was playing on his phone. She thought about grabbing his phone and throwing it out of the bus window, then imagined grabbing his golden ponytail, wrapping it around her small mocha fingers, and pulling it so hard that he fell out of his seat. Instead, she focused on the words of her psychiatrist: “Feel the anger; but don’t act on it.” Mora took a deep breath, let the anger pass, and continued toward her intended destination.

      The double seat all the way in the back was empty, she hurried to grab it before someone else would. Once she reached her desired seat, she plopped down on the hard-cushioned seat, placed her backpack on the floor in front of her, and peered down the aisle to see if her peers were watching. They were not. They had their heads glued to their mobile devices and tablets. Mora sighed in relief and reached into her backpack for her ear buds.

      She smiled when her fingers touched the square case that contained them. These two little devices were her sanctuary. They provided her refuge in a time of trouble. She placed her earbuds in her ears and listened to her favorite classic solemn R&B jam, “Boderline”, by Brandy. Its smooth baseline and intricate strings provided just the right amount of tranquility she needed. She closed her eyes and listened as the drumming of the raindrops moved in sync with the bass of the song.

      Her wish had come true. She had her own seat and was uninterrupted.  Mora placed her head against the window and put her feet on the empty cushion beside her, cautious not to mess up her hair or smear her makeup. Her cell phone buzzed in her pocket, and she froze. She had a sound inkling of who it was because she always got a notification on her cell after a nightmare or ghost sighting. Mora ignored it, but it kept vibrating. She powered it off and put it back in her pocket. It’s just a coincidence, she thought.

      Mora was overjoyed when the bus driver closed his door and the bus moved. It relieved her because the longer he stayed, the greater probability she would have to share her seat.  Mora contemplated checking the text message just in case it was her father calling to say he was in the parking lot, but had a powerful feeling in the pit of her stomach that it was another warning telling her to, “Be quiet.”  She ignored it and put her attention on her music.

      She raised the volume of her music to its peak. Its loudness kept her mind focused on the present. She noticed that when she gave her attention to things she enjoyed, the dreams appeared to be less powerful and the thoughts surrounding them less frequent. One of her classmates nudged his friend, stood up and pointed to a girl running alongside of the bus. She was hitting the door with her fist and yelling at the top of her lungs.
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