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There's a skeleton staring back at me in my family mirror. I have to say that repeatedly to myself to keep from screaming as the bleached collection of bones in front of me wiggles his fingers at my face. I never stopped to think about it before, but skeletons have a permanent grin. Maybe that's going through my head (instead of the rational flight response that should’ve kicked into high gear by now) because of what I was doing earlier.

I'd staggered away from my couch and a few lines of cocaine to take a late-night piss. It was during an unsettling marathon of The Twilight Zone, and the episode "To Serve Man" had just ended when a commercial for Viagra began. Talk about a wake-up call. It's almost like my television speaks to me now. I'm sixty-four years old, sure, but I'm not there yet, America. I can still crank a few good ones out back to back on the toilet with a couple of nudies, and if that's not impressive at my age I don't know what is.

As I sloppily relieved myself, I reflected on "To Serve Man" and couldn’t help but marvel for the hundredth time at what a fantastic experience it was for me each and every time. Those tall alien bastards had a massive effect on my childhood, and that crazy twist at the end still gets me like few things do. It started me down a dark, winding path to becoming a Hollywood special effects master, and, with a good amount of luck, hard work, helpful connections, and sabotage, it wasn’t long until I achieved my goal.

After I’d finished pissing and stumbled out of the bathroom, I checked myself out in a grand heirloom hanging in my living room: a towering bronze mirror. It’s supposed to be worth a few million, but it's so chipped, scuffed, and scarred (even on the glass) that it doesn't look worth much at all.

I was astounded to see that I didn't have eyes. In their place were holes, bottomless cavities that felt like they’d suck me right into the mirror. And then I took a step back and absorbed the whole picture. My hair had disappeared. So had my flesh. There were no wrinkles. No parched lips. No streaks of white powder on the tip of my nose. Instead, I found myself staring at a bright white skeleton that grinned at me with two rows of flawless teeth.

So imagine how I’m feeling right now. The shock from being confronted with such a frightening self-image is still making me stiff, but I shake it off and make an effort to test my grip on reality. I slowly lift my arm and the skeleton does the same. He copies my speed perfectly, and even shimmies his shoulders when I randomly decide to jig a bit. I tilt my head and he does as well. Finally, I cover my face with both hands. I wait before parting my fingers to peek at my reflection, and what do you know, Bones is still there. His empty eye sockets are staring right back at me through his crooked fingerbones.

“You can’t be me,” I whisper to myself while dropping my hands. The skeleton just stands there, exactly like I am. I hunch my shoulders and he hunches his. I poke my nose and he stabs his nasal bones.

“I’m you, doofus,” he suddenly says, and I swear I rocket to the ceiling in surprise. His voice bites at my ears. It sounds like two jagged rocks being rubbed together. “And I’m starting to regret being you, too. What’s up with this reality grabbing bullshit?” He lowers his arms and dances in place. I can hear his bones rattle. “You can see me, right? Seeing is still believing, right? So wake up and smell the coffee, will ya? I’m you, and you’re me, and it’s almost a pleasure to make your acquaintance.”
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