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Michelle Marshall,

who knows why.

&

For

Toby Gray,

who helped me through.

For two friends, this tale of doubles.


“Thy loving smile will surely hail

The love-gift of a fairy-tale.”

—Lewis Carroll

Through the Looking Glass
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I

LATE NIGHT FEARS & A DRIVE

Where’s Alice? was Brad’s first thought when his eyes popped open at 2 AM. Strangely, it wasn’t Alice he saw in his mind’s eye—for he knew no one named Alice—but instead his friend Miranda. Her dark red hair, her pointed eyebrows over crystal blue, ever-knowing eyes, her Cheshire Cat smile. It made sense. She loved Lewis Carroll’s Alice books.

His first thought was immediately followed by, She needs help.

Though he believed his imagination was playing with him, the idea that Miranda was in trouble lingered, wriggling into every fiber of his guts and his heart.

At 2:05 AM, Brad threw off his sheets and got out of bed. His hands trembled as he grabbed the phone. His mind screamed, What the hell are you doing? Miranda wouldn’t like getting a frantic phone call at five-past-two in the morning just to make sure she was all right.

Brad put the phone down. His right hand went to rub his wedding band. It wasn’t there of course, hadn’t been for a couple of months now. And still, Miranda didn’t seem interested in taking their friendship further. Yet. He went to the refrigerator and poured himself a glass of white grape peach juice. He sat on the couch. Dull yellow light from the streetlamps outside slid between the blinds’ slats but the white light of the full moon came in stronger, throwing Brad’s shadow on the floor in the small, dark living room. His bachelor pad, he mused. Brad looked at the clock on the cable box. 2:09 AM. In the dark, the shape of his sleeping notebook computer taunted him. He’d tried writing tonight before finally giving up and going to bed. For some reason, the words wouldn’t come. Perhaps they were trapped in his heart?

His heart. Even as the thick, sweet juice coated his tongue like liquid silk and rolled down his throat, his heart raced. Miranda was in trouble.

He didn’t want to call her. If nothing was wrong—and that was the probability—then he’d seem crazy. Still, all the rationalizing in the world wouldn’t drive the sense of trouble away from him. If he just knew she was all right…

Maybe a quick drive would ease your fears, a voice suggested. It was his voice but a little deeper, more secure in itself. It was the voice that often told him what to write.

The nervous energy, while not disappearing, eased a bit. A drive sounded good. Brad finished his juice, threw on jeans, and grabbed his jacket. At the least, the fresh air would be good for him.
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He drove aimlessly, mindful of the happenings around him if not his surroundings. If something out of the ordinary happened, he’d be fine. But what was ordinary on a night like this?

Brad didn’t realize where his subconscious had led him until he turned onto South Andrade Road. His heart sank with guilt. Sometimes it felt as though his own mind was fucking with him. South Andrade Road. The street where Miranda lived.

Why not? the voice asked. You’re concerned about your friend.

Upon thinking of Miranda, the surety that she was in trouble returned. It was insane, of course—paranoia—but he still couldn’t stop the dreadful feeling as he pulled to the curb.

Miranda rented a small house that she’d shared with her boyfriend until a month ago. Inside were two small bedrooms, a living room, an eat-in kitchen, and a bathroom. The front porch was screened in and she and Brad had sat on it a few times, talking, sipping tea, Miranda smoking a cigarette. They talked about books (they had several favorite writers in common) movies (they both loved horror movies and Star Wars) philosophies (there were many) and dreams (he wanted to write, she wanted…happiness). She, like his best friend Tommy, who lived with his wife and young son in New Hampshire, was one of the few people Brad had ever met with whom he had so much in common, including his ex-wife Karen. Their relationship had been easy and comfortable from the start. Except for—

He stopped his thoughts from going down that road. That couldn’t happen. Miranda had drawn the line, and though he hoped the line was in the sand and could someday be washed away by the tide, it remained a line that he’d respect. Everyone could use a friend.

The full moon dropped a blue-white blanket on the house and surrounding bushes. The lights were off. If anything were happening, one couldn’t see it from the outside.

Then go inside, the voice said. There was something about it that chilled Brad.

Brad realized how preposterous this whole thing was.

He sat looking at himself from a distance. At almost three in the morning he was in his car outside his friend’s house because a dream he couldn’t remember had convinced him that something bad was happening to her. It was fucked-up, no other term for it.

And it wasn’t even Miranda, he told himself. It was Alice.

The specifics didn’t matter because the whole thing was ridiculous. It was insane that the same imagination that allowed him to produce fiction would intrude on his real life in such a way. It had been an issue during his three years of marriage to Karen. How many panic attacks had they sat through together? Wasn’t the very fact that he married her a sign of his fears? At the age of twenty-three, he hadn’t the confidence to believe anyone else would ever want him. He and Karen had been together since his senior year of high school (she’d been a year behind) and marriage seemed like the safest bet. Never mind his feelings that he was settling, that they would both be happier with
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