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By Haleigh Overseth

Mom just won’t listen to me. Why do moms never listen? She says I’m just having bad dreams. She won’t believe me. It's not a bad dream. I know I’m not dreaming, I never fall asleep. I try to. Sometimes I think if I can fall asleep fast enough then I won’t hear the mirror man when he comes. But I do hear him and I can’t fall asleep.

My bedroom is in the basement at the end of a long hallway. You can walk straight down the long hallway to my bedroom door and walk in. And the first thing you see is the enormous vanity mirror and little desk in front of it. Mom says every girl should have a vanity mirror. I don’t want one. I hate it. The mirror man lives in it. 

The headboard of my bed is against the wall next to my door. When I lay in bed I can see right into that stupid vanity mirror. I can see all the way down that long hallway. I can see the door next to my room that opens to the weird closet under the stairs. When you go in you can look up and see the steps, like an upside down staircase on the ceiling. Across the hall from the staircase closet and just further down the hall is the bathroom door. And further down from the bathroom door is another closet with a cement floor where the water heater is. I don’t think the shadow comes from that room, but that’s how far down the hall it was when it started. When the mirror man first appeared. When he first told me, “Don’t look!”

Mom insists on leaving the hall light on all night. She says it will help me, that it will stop the bad dreams. But I’m not dreaming. And the light just makes it easier to see the mirror man. To see down the hallway. To see each door. To see the shadow that I’m not supposed to look at. 

I lay in bed and I can see into that stupid vanity mirror. And down in the bottom corner of the mirror is a man’s face. Just his face. The mirror man. Like he’s hiding somehow. Peeking above the desk and looking at me. Just a face inside the mirror. He keeps telling me, “Don’t look!” The mirror man says if I look into the mirror and see down the hall, that’s when the shadow can move. If I look at the shadow it can come closer. 

The mirror man has a round face. It might be a friendly face if he didn’t have those dark circles around his eyes or that pointed nose. He comes every night and tells me, “Don’t look! If you look, it can move! Don’t look!”

When I first looked at the shadow it seemed to walk out of the air from the very end of the hallway. Like there was an even longer hallway behind it that I couldn’t see. It just walked straight out of the air. Shaped like a person. It’s too tall to be my mom and too thin to be my dad. It's just a shadow. But I can’t look. When I look it can move. “Don’t look!”  When I look it can walk, it can run. “Don’t look!” It can come further down the hallway, closer to my room. “Don’t look!”

Every night the mirror man comes to warn me. And every night I pull the covers over my head tight so that I won’t look, I can’t look. I try to sleep but the mirror man keeps telling me not to look. Stay under the covers. But I can’t!  It’s so hot and the blankets are so heavy. The covers are around me too tight. I can’t breathe. I need air. I can’t breathe! And that’s when I come out from under the covers, I have to or else I’ll suffocate. I come out even though the man in the mirror with his stupid round face tells me not to. “Don’t look!” But I look. I can’t look toward the man in the mirror without catching a glimpse of the shadow. “Don’t look!” But I look. And the
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