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Mirror Mirror 

Author: Alan Goodchild 

It was a bit snug, but Bobby felt as never before, free. She walked 
slowly to the study and made sure she heard the heavy clunk of the 
lock as the door closed behind her. The room was dark, she parted 
the screens just slightly to let the early evening light in. Turning to 
the far wall, she reached up to release the ribbons, the silk cover 
glided down to the floor. Slowly she raised her eyes to see this 
reflection for the first time. Still unsure but with the frustration of 
years of denial willing her on, it was now or never. The words didn’t 
come easily: 

‘Mirror, mirror on the wall.’ 

‘I’ll just stop you there if I may?’ said the mirror. 

‘You can’t.’ said Bobby indignantly. 

‘I can, and I just have, cos if you’re going to ask me the usual 
question, I’ll save us both a considerable amount of embarrassment.  

She ignored it. ‘Mirror, mirror on the wall,’  

‘Whoa! hang on, hang on.’ 

‘No, I won’t hang on, you’re just a magical thingy, you must do as I 
command.’ 

‘Magical thingy? I’m not even in the right fairy story, you’ve 
borrowed me! Now take me back before I say something you’ll 
regret.’ 

She persevered, ‘Mirror, mirror on the wall how.’ 
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‘La, La, La.’ The mirror was making la la noises, loudly, it would 
have had its fingers in its ears if it had some. She picked up the silk 
cover and slung it back over the gilded frame, she was panting, 
breathless, the noise stopped. A minute passed, her panic subsided. 

‘What is that you’re wearing anyway?’ asked the mirror from 
behind the silk. 

‘What do you mean?’ Replied Bobby tersely. 

‘That floral little miss primmy thing.’ 

‘You are overtly sexist,’ said Bobby with venom. 

‘I most certainly am not,’ replied the mirror with equal verve. 
‘And I can prove it, step forward and remove the cover, come on.’ 
Bobby took a pace towards the mirror, wobbling slightly on the 
heels, she pulled the silk from the frame.  

‘Now, read the inscription on the left lower edge with me.’ They 
both read out loud:  

‘LGBT ready.’  

‘And, the one on the right please?’  

They both read again: 

‘Race, creed and colour fast.’  

‘See,’ said the mirror. ‘If there’s anyone here who’s sexist racist or 
whatever, it can’t be me! So, let’s get back to it can we? Why are you 
here? Only tell me, don’t ask me.’ 

‘It’s her, she’s in my head, everywhere, all the time, I want to be 
her.’ 

‘Ah, I thought it might be, but just to be sure, we are talking about 
the young lady currently on her knees in the kitchen scrubbing the 
floor, something she alone does with monotonous regularity, are 
we?’ 

‘Yes, we are.’ 
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‘And, do you actually want to be her? Or one of her kind?’ 

‘I don’t want her to be her, she’s what I want.’ Little miss perfect, 
I want to kill her!’ 

‘That’s as may be, but let’s talk about you first. Right, stand up 
straight.’ Bobby drew up and wobbled again, slightly. ‘Turn to me. 
Half turn left. Back to me. Half turn right, show me your bum.’ 

‘No!?’ Said Bobby looking over her shoulder. 

‘Good girl! Just checking, Weinstein watch, know what I’m saying? 
Hashtag On ya bike Romeo and all that. Can’t be too careful. Right? 
Back to front!’ Bobby obeyed and turned back towards the mirror. 
Silence fell in the room as Bobby looked in the mirror, she waited, 
this was going to hurt. It started. 

‘Girls take pride in their appearance, take a long hard look.’ As it 
spoke, reflections of Bobby appeared in the mirror in the different 
angles she had posed. Its words cut like a knife, but it was right.  

‘Wig, off, no need, grow it, style it, colour it, don’t hide it! Tights 
in white, do me a favour, not bad legs, though please shave’em! The 
over the shoulder Lycra Instagram shot is not for you darlin, lay off 
the Mars bars, it’ll help. Make up too heavy and eyes are usually the 
same colour, aren’t they? And you have a chin I could grate cheese 
on!’ She giggled. This went on for a good few minutes, then Bobby 
softened and began to discuss things with the mirror, she finished 
with these words: 

‘I know the dress is tight, but I can’t try things on in a shop.  I can 
only get them mail order, I have no choice, it wouldn’t be allowed.’ 

‘What bollocks! said the mirror. ‘You just need to go to a big 
enough city, you won’t be out of place, trust me. Take down this 
address.’ It displayed the address of a shop in Carnaby street as well 
as the name of the proprietor. ‘He’ll sort you out, just be careful of 
the colours and no huge flowers, as in the current garb, and watch 
your bum he’s a bit handy. Oh, and before you go, one last image.’  
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A thin mist appeared across the mirror and when it cleared there 
was Bobby with it all done, beautiful natural hair, classic line in 
clothes, perfect subtle make-up, she was wonderful.  

Bobby looked at herself, himself, herself and said; ‘But what if this 
stay’s? What if this is the new me? What if it’s the way I want to be, 
the way I should always have been? What will the family say?’  

‘Ah, do you want the truth?’ asked the mirror sympathetically. 

‘Yes, I think I do, please.’ 

‘You’re not the first.’ 

‘What do you mean I’m not the first?’ 

‘Your brother was in here last week.’ 

‘Chris, was here?’ The mirror paused before replying. 

‘No, Christine was here.’ Talk about peas in a pod, stripes, really, 
like really? with his frame? had to tell him. Result- car crash, went 
completely mad, nearly smashed me!’ Bobby was shocked, confused, 
elated, she wanted to scream. 

‘And another thing,’ continued the mirror before she could get a 
word in, ‘Leave Cinderella alone, it’s not her fault and you may need 
her. You’ve already got a bloody good tail with you two using your 
step-sister as a skivvy while you go partying at the prince’s ball. But if 
you both want to dress up like you are now, you may need to re-
think it and make her the subject instead of you, though I doubt 
anyone in their right mind would believe that two ugly six-foot 
strapping lads in flowers and stripes are actually sisters, a right 
pantomime that’d be!’ 

Bobby knew the mirror was right, but it didn’t matter, he’d given 
her the confidence to be who she wanted to be, who she was. She 
hugged and kissed the mirror smack in the middle and stumbled as 
she ran from the room, laughing as she went, the mirror looked 
through the bright red splodge down to the floor. 
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‘Jesus, must be size 14 at least, I’d use one of Cinderella’s if I was 
them…’ Hang on a minute? Bobby! come back! I’ve got an idea!’ 
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