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It’s reflected her life for years, 

Or so she thought. 
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MIRRORED 
 

I first noticed a difference about forty years ago.  I remember I was 
standing in the hall, looking in the mirror that hung a few yards from the 
front door.  I’d accidentally got mascara in my eye, and it had watered, 
and I wanted to check that I didn’t have any smears or blotches on my 
cheek.  A small chest of drawers sat underneath the mirror with a bowl 
on it for keys and bits and bobs, and there was usually a pile of letters 
waiting to be opened. 

So, I was looking in the mirror and dabbing at my eye with a bit of 
tissue and something made me stop.  I looked at my reflection with a 
frown, and my hand froze half way down to put the tissue back in my 
pocket.  I interrogated myself, what is it Caroline?  What’s wrong?   

Without really thinking about it, I scanned the scene in the mirror. 
Everything looked ok, but then my gaze fell to the reflection of the bowl.  
At first glance it was exactly the same as the one in my hallway - full of 
an assortment of house and work keys, including ones for the padlock 
on the shed and some loose change.  Our car keys were sitting on the top 
of the pile, and that was when I saw it.  My heart stopped. 

We had a ten-year-old VW, but the car key in the reflection in the 
mirror was the key for an Audi.  Like an unstoppable force meeting an 
unmoveable object, these two colliding facts, both undeniable yet 
impossible, overwhelmed me with a wave of something that felt not 
unlike fear. 

My hand shaking, and my throat dry, I picked up the keys and studied 
them.  My reflection did the same, and we shared a look of shock and 
incomprehension.  I put the keys back in the bowl, so did my reflection.  
My keys were still for a VW, my reflection’s keys were still for an Audi.  I 
looked into my own eyes in the glass and shook my head.  So did my 
reflection.  What the fuck is going on, I said, and so did my reflection. 

I put my palms flat on the dresser under the mirror and leaned 
forward to study the details of the hall in the mirror.  Black and white 
pictures of the kids on holiday in Sardinia; check.  Umbrella on the mat 
by the front door still wet from yesterday’s rain, check, door to the living 
room slightly ajar and showing the back of the sofa, check,   carpet…I let 
out a squeak of shock.  The reflection of the carpet in the living room, 
was a different shade of blue.  ‘My’ one was a cornflower blue, the one in 
the reflection of the living room was darker, like the colour of the sea 
under a clear sky. 
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I had an idea. Grabbing the car keys I ran to all the other mirrors in 
the house.  In every other one, my battered VW keys were reflected back 
as normal, and the house reflected back was exactly the same as the one 
I was in.  Heart beating fast I returned to the hall mirror.  I didn’t know 
what I preferred to find.  If the hallway and car keys in the mirror were 
still different, then something inexplicable was happening.  If they had 
gone back to the ones I was expecting, then the only answer was that I 
had experienced some kind of hallucination.  Either option terrified me. 

I held up the keys, and the ones reflected were for an Audi again.  I felt 
like crying.  What did it mean? Had I gone mad? 

 
It’s hard to recall how I got through that day, but what I can remember 
is that when Phil came home, I found a way to contrive to get him to look 
in the mirror.  I met him in the hall and after he had kissed me hello, I 
turned to face the mirror and pulled him against my back.  He put his 
arms around my waist and rested his chin on my shoulder.  That’s nice, 
he said, and smiled.  We looked each other in the eye, via our reflections.   

With a catch in my voice I picked up the car keys and dangled them in 
front of me so he could see them in the mirror.  They’re getting rather 
bashed up aren’t they I said with feigned annoyance, maybe we should 
get some new ones.  He looked at the keys in the glass then shook his 
head slightly and the bristles on his chin tickled my neck.  Don’t be daft 
Carol, the car’s bashed up too, so what’s the point? 

That confirmed it. Only I could see it; the ever so slightly different 
world in the mirror.  And as the rest of my life went on as normal, it 
became something I accepted and learnt to live with.  Enjoyed even.  I 
told no-one, but I scoured books in the library; everything from 
mythology to quantum physics, but found nothing to explain what was 
happening.  When the internet started to be a thing, I researched there, 
but apart from some tantalising stuff on the ‘many worlds’ theory, I was 
still in the dark.  So I decided to keep a journal.  Every time I saw 
something different in the mirror I would write it down.  One year, Millie 
came in late after going out for her 18th birthday.  I was worried, so sat 
at the bottom of the stairs waiting for her.  When she finally came in, and 
walked past the mirror, I saw she had died her fringe pink.  Another 
time, when I came home a little drunk after a work’s Christmas party, 
the me in the mirror wasn’t wearing the flashing Christmas earrings that 
I had been given in the secret Santa.   

After about ten years of this I stepped things up.  I laid traps.  I would 
put things on the dresser and see if they were different.  Mostly they 
would stay resolutely the same, but sometimes there would be small 
differences. One time, the reflection of a sandwich I had made had a 
different filling; another, a glass of red wine became white.  Sometimes 
the differences were more obvious; for example Marge Piercy’s ‘Woman 
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on the Edge of Time’ became Margaret Atwood’s ‘The Handmaid’s Tale’.  
After that, leaving books on the chest of drawers became a kind of sport 
for me.  Phil was always complaining about it, Surely you don’t read in 
the hall?  So why do you keep leaving your books there?  But it was too 
much fun, so I kept doing it.  Sometimes the book exchanges seemed to 
have wit behind them; as if they were chosen specifically to amuse me.  
A biography of Matthew Hopkins, the notorious Witchfinder General, 
became a biography of Margaret Thatcher, for example.  It occurred to 
me that I didn’t know who the joke was on; was I amusing the me in the 
mirror with my choices, or was she amusing me with hers? 

 
And then there was the day that changed everything.  We were 
redecorating the house, and while I was out, Phil had decided to paint 
the hall.  When I got home, the carpet was covered in dust sheets and the 
mirror had been taken off the wall, and put glass side down on the sofa.  
I was caught off guard and couldn’t hide the panic in my voice.  What are 
you doing?  I rushed into the living room and retrieved the mirror.  When 
I came back into the hall, Phil was pushing the chest of drawers back 
against the wall. He turned to me and saw the look on my face, what’s 
the matter Carol?  I managed to compose myself, nothing, nothing, I just 
worried that it might have got broken.  He frowned, It’s fine, bring it over, 
the wall’s dry now so I’ll hang it back up.  I handed the mirror to him and 
watched anxiously as he squinted between the wall and the back of the 
glass, trying to marry up the hook with the picture wire.  I held my 
breath when he removed his hands and stepped back with a smile.  
There you go, all good! 

He wiped his hands on his overalls.  Fancy a cup of tea?  I nodded 
mutely.  He gestured at a note on the chest of drawers.  As you’re off 
tomorrow can you nip out and get the stuff on that list for me?  I’ve run 
out of white spirit and a couple of other things.  If you can get that lot, I’ll 
finish at the weekend.  He smiled, his lovely big smile at me and headed 
off, whistling, towards the kitchen.  Shaking, I went over to the mirror 
and looked into it at myself.  I had a strangely expectant expression on 
my face.  Without really thinking I picked up the note and read it: 

 
Brush cleaner 
One small tub of white eggshell 
Masking tape (not the cheap stuff, it pulls the paint off) 
A 3” paint brush. 
 
Thanks love xx 
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An urge I can still not explain compelled me to do what I did next.  I 
angled the note towards the mirror.  It was backwards of course, so took 
a bit of time to decipher. 

 
 
I stood there, my mind in such a state that when Phil came back with our 
drinks he nearly dropped them.  Love, you’re white as a sheet, what’s the 
matter? He made me sit down, then went and put two sugars in my tea, 
even though I never have sugar. 
 
 
And now here I am, a lifetime later.  Phil died five years ago, and with 
the kids leaving home it’s been a lonely few years.  They’re good kids, 
they come and see me, and I’ve got great friends; but it’s not the same is 
it?  It doesn’t stop those long evenings where you know you aren’t going 
to be touched, or talked to.  But then, I’ve always had you. 

When I got ill, Millie was confused when I asked her to bring the 
mirror up to my bedroom, I think she may have thought I’d got a bit of 
dementia.  It took me five minutes to get her to put it in just the right 
place.  In the end we went for the dresser by the window, so the version 
of myself I saw, despite the sunken cheeks and lines, was one that was 
bathed in the early summer sunshine.   

We still played, you and I.  No more notes though. I worked out that 
the mirror has to be turned around for that to happen, and I’m too poorly 
to be getting in and out of bed all the time; but at least I could get Millie 
to put books out on the bedside table.  I’d close my eyes for a second 
then open them, and see what you left for me.  And once, when I looked 
in the mirror, you’d put bright red lipstick on!  That made me laugh out 
loud, and you did too, of course. 

 
And now, here we are, and I suspect it is getting near the end, as the 
family have been coming round a lot more often.  They tumble through 
the bedroom door, kids and grandkids, trying to be jolly.  In your room, 
they flood in too; Billy, I notice, has spiked his hair up, and Dave has a 
bigger beer-belly, but otherwise it’s the same family as mine. 



©Corinna Edwards-Colledge 2020 
 

6 
 

Mum, Millie comes up to me smiling and carrying a large flat parcel, I 
got you something, I hope you like it.  She sits beside me and starts to 
unwrap it.  I know how much you love your mirror, so I got you this.  I 
smile at her and manage to lean forward and kiss her.  Thank you, it’s 
beautiful, and it is.  It’s oval, and has a border of mosaic tiles in shades of 
green.  I’ll put it over here, Mum, opposite the other one.  It’ll help reflect 
light from the window.  As she angles it to catch the sunlight, it reaches a 
point of perfect parallel with my other mirror.  For a moment, they 
reflect each other with myself caught in-between. A million million 
bedrooms, and a million million me’s; spinning out into infinity, and 
each one slightly different from the other. 

 
I smile.  I know I will never be alone. 
 
 
 
 

 

 


