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SYNOPSIS


In “The Trap”, a seemingly innocent mirror hides a dark secret, ensnaring those who dare to look too closely. When a young student is trapped within its reflective world, his teacher embarks on a desperate quest to uncover the mirror's origin and save him. As they unravel its mysteries, they face eerie, otherworldly dangers lurking beyond the glass.
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NOTICE


This text is a work in the public domain and reflects the norms, values and perspectives of its time. Some readers may find parts of this content offensive or disturbing, given the evolution in social norms and in our collective understanding of issues of equality, human rights and mutual respect. We ask readers to approach this material with an understanding of the historical era in which it was written, recognizing that it may contain language, ideas or descriptions that are incompatible with today's ethical and moral standards.


Names from foreign languages will be preserved in their original form, with no translation.
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It
was on a certain Thursday morning in December that the whole thing began with
that unaccountable motion I thought I saw in my antique Copenhagen mirror.
Something, it seemed to me, stirred—something reflected in the glass, though I
was alone in my quarters. I paused and looked intently, then, deciding that the
effect must be a pure illusion, resumed the interrupted brushing of my hair.


I
had discovered the old mirror, covered with dust and cobwebs, in an outbuilding
of an abandoned estate-house in Santa Cruz’s sparsely settled Northside
territory, and had brought it to the United States from the Virgin Islands. The
venerable glass was dim from more than two hundred years’ exposure to a
tropical climate, and the graceful ornamentation along the top of the gilt
frame had been badly smashed. I had had the detached pieces set back into the
frame before placing it in storage with my other belongings.


Now,
several years later, I was staying half as a guest and half as a tutor at the
private school of my old friend Browne on a windy Connecticut
hillside—occupying an unused wing in one of the dormitories, where I had two
rooms and a hallway to myself. The old mirror, stowed securely in mattresses,
was the first of my possessions to be unpacked on my arrival; and I had set it
up majestically in the living room, on top of an old rosewood console which had
belonged to my great-grandmother.


The
door







































































































































































































  
    
      
       

      


        
      

    

[image: Logotipo-Sampi-Stacked-Preto-para-o-miolo]


  
    

  

OEBPS/Images/image001.gif





OEBPS/Images/Logotipo-Sampi-Stacked-Preto-para-o-miolo.png
A

Sampi Books





OEBPS/Images/capa-interna.jpg
H. P. Lovecraft & Henry $. Whitehead

The Trap





