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Silver moonlight streamed through the paned glass floor-length window, providing the only illumination in the room as he crawled laboriously across the polished wood floor. Pain wracked his thin, twelve-year-old frame but not even the barest hint of it showed on his face.

He’d learned long ago to hide any response or it just enflamed them more. He couldn’t stop the shuddered breath hissing through his clenched teeth though as he finally reached the far corner of his room. Pushing himself up with shaking hands to sit with his back against the wall, he allowed himself to release a tiny, pain-drenched breath.

Tucked between the large wardrobe and the full-length mirror, the corner was out of immediate sight if the door opened, giving him a few precious seconds before any attack came. Seconds meant a great deal if the attack was in the form of a spell tossed his way, intending to inflict as much agony as possible.

Letting his head fall back against the wall, he fought against the sense of hopelessness, of being completely alone, that threatened him.

No one ever saw. Or rather, when they did...no one cared.

“Are you alright?”

The concerned voice of a child had him jerking up in wild surprise, ignoring the punch of pain the action caused while sweeping the room for the source. A motion to his left had him turning, a spell of defense springing to his lips before he froze, blinking, at what he saw.

A young girl, several years younger than him, looked back from the other side of the mirror. Rich nut-brown hair fell in loose ringlets around her shoulders, tumbling onto the white, lace-trimmed nightgown she wore. She sat on a thick rug, a porcelain doll held in her lap while behind her flickered a dying fire.

Concern darkened a pair of bright bottle-green eyes as she peered at him through the mirror.

“Are you hurt?” she asked, head tilting to the side as lines wrinkled her forehead.

He stared at her in silence for a long moment before answering cautiously, wondering if this was another game his parents were playing.


“Who are you?”



“I’m Everly.”

“Why are you here...in the mirror?” he asked finally and she shrugged lightly.

“I’m not sure. I was playing with Clarice,” she admitted, raising up her doll so he could see and before glancing quickly over her shoulder before lowering her voice, “I’m supposed to be in bed, not playing” she confessed.

“Will you get in trouble?”

She nodded with a tiny sigh. “Last time, Mama said I couldn’t have dessert. It was my favorite, strawberry shortcake.”

“They won’t...hurt you, will they?”

Eyes more innocent than he’d ever seen studied him with a hint of disquiet. “No. Most of the time I have to sit in a chair if I get in trouble,” she paused seeming to connect his comment with her first question, “do...do your parents hurt you?”

He ignored the question while sweeping the mirror to see if he could spot any sign of a spell at work. “How are we talking like this?”

“I don’t know. I was playing and then...there you were in the mirror. You were breathing like Uncle Edward did after he got thrown by his horse. He got hurt really bad and had to stay in bed for a long time but Mama helped make him better. Did you tell your mother so she can help you?”

Eyes of deep violet shifted away as he shook his head. “No.”

She opened her mouth to speak and then hesitated, biting her lip. “Oh.”

“Where are you?” he asked curiously. He still didn’t know if this was some sort of trick but felt oddly drawn to her and when her gaze met his, the pain seemed to lessen. He knew it had to be firelight touching her, but he could swear there was a soft glow about her, a lightness he hadn’t ever seen in anyone else.

“I’m at home.”

“Where’s that?”

“Shaelford.”

He looked at her in surprise. “I live there!”

“Oh! We could play together at the park,” she answered eagerly, “Mama takes us there every day.”

“I’m not allowed to play.”

“Not ever?”

“No.”

“Oh. Well, I could tell you what we did at the park and then it would almost be like you were there” she offered sweetly and he stared at her, not sure how to respond. No one had ever cared if he played or not.
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