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Reflections of our Mind 

By David Rowlandson 

 

Alice awoke with a start. Something had changed, but she didn’t 

know what. Dawn was just breaking and her attic bedroom was 

being gently lit through the skylight. Alice’s bed was a simple wooden 

structure, barely wide enough for her to sleep on. Of a pillow, there 

was no sign and in an effort to keep herself warm throughout the 

preceding winter months she had used the thin woollen blanket to 

cover herself and piled it high with what spare clothes of hers that 

were available.  

Alice lay on her side and opened her eyes slightly as she 

surveyed the surroundings in front of her. A wooden chest, which 

contained the clothes her grandmother died in; a small metal framed 

table with a pottery wash bowl and jug adorning it’s surface and a 

wooden three legged stool. All standing on an old oak floor. Her 

favourite book, “Black Beauty”, sat closed beside the bed. She 

couldn’t see anything untoward. 

Slowly she turned over to look in the opposite direction. What 

struck her was the light shining in the distressed Cheval Vanity full 

length mirror standing in the corner of the room. She looked around 

the rest of her room to see where the light in the reflection was 

coming from. Of that, there was no sign.  
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Suspiciously, she swung her legs out of the bed, planting her feet 

on the cold wooden floor and stood up. Alice was dressed in a simple 

cotton shift and shivered to herself, having left the relatively warm 

bed clothing on the bed. Cautiously she walked towards the mirror to 

have a closer look at this new illumination. It was quite eerie, looking 

at her own reflection in the mirror, lit up by a back light. Alice was 

quite a vain girl and forgot about the light as she admired herself in 

the mirror. So, what if her step mother had confined her to the attic 

to sleep and made her carry out all the daily household chores, she 

could never take away Alice’s classic looks. Black shoulder length 

hair. A little untidy today, but not unexpected having just climbed 

out of bed. Her little nose shone under the mirror’s back light and 

her icy blue eyes already hid that wide-awake look. She was too 

young yet for lipstick, but she had little need of cosmetics as her 

complexion was peach perfect and her red lips a nice heart shape. 

Quite doll-like in fact. Her slim build was in proportion to her five-

foot frame, although for a girl of fifteen, her feet were quite large. 

Subconsciously, she rubbed the front of each foot in turn against the 

back of her legs. This was the only part of her body she was self-

conscious about. 

Alice wished to wipe away a smear on the mirror glass and 

admired the slim hand that likewise in the mirror came up to meet 

hers. 

There was a sudden flash and the light in the mirror 

disappeared. Instead, the light was now behind her. She turned 

around to see it, but didn’t recognise the small lamp which provided 

the illumination, as it didn’t belong to her. As she spun back to the 

mirror, she saw the figure in the glass turn and walk away. This was 
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not something Alice had ever seen before. She couldn’t take it in. Her 

reflection had just walked away and out through the bedroom door. 

Alice pinched herself, thinking perhaps this was a dream, but it 

hurt, so she reasoned it wasn’t. Stepping away from the mirror she 

noticed something else that was different. The stool and table with 

wash basin and jug had been moved to the opposite side of the bed 

and the bedroom door was on the wrong wall. Alice began to think 

she was going mad and sat down on the bed to collect her wits. She 

closed her eyes and took five deep breaths. Slowly she opened them 

and now she was frightened because everything remained wrong. 

Spying her book by the side of her bed, she definitely knew things 

were wrong as she couldn’t read the title of the book. It looked like it 

had a foreign title. She peered at the reflection of herself, now 

showing again in the mirror, and found she could clearly see the title 

of the book.  It read “Black Beauty”.  

Panic set in and Alice ran for the bedroom door and opened it, 

but there was nothing beyond but a black hole. She rushed to the 

wooden chest and opened it up. Once again there was nothing but 

blackness in there. Out of the corner of her eye, Alice noticed a piece 

of paper pinned to the side of the mirror. Like her book, she couldn’t 

read the words written on it. A sudden thought sprang in to her 

mind. She held it up to the mirror and read: 

It’s your turn to spend a lifetime in this room, never leaving and 

having to do the opposite actions of whatever the figure in the mirror 

is doing when it is in the room. I’m off to explore the world. 

Enjoy. 

Alice. 

Alice gave an almighty scream. 
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