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Arthur woke up to disorienting darkness. He frowned slightly, trying to figure out where he was. As he lay there, he could hear a burst of static echoing through his aching skull. There was a strange humming sound that thrummed through the air, vibrating deep inside his chest. Arthur’s eyes slowly fluttered open, and he glanced around at his surroundings. He was lying in a strange room that should not exist; its walls were made up of translucent glass that stretched into impossible angles, their surfaces reflecting not just him – but memories that he did not recognize. 

Arthur rose unsteadily, legs trembling. He was weakened, and even the very act of standing had worn him out. He reached out one hand, bracing himself against the glass wall. The surface was warm, almost alive. As he stood there, Arthur saw a door shimmering into view. It was there for a moment, clear as day – until it vanished from sight. The reflections in the glass moved independently, smirking, gesturing, whispering in voices that were unmistakably his own.

“Where . . . am I?” Arthur whispered.

“Arthur.” The voice that spoke his name was soft, nearly affectionate. 
“Welcome. You built this, Arthur – although you don’t remember.”
Panic clawed at him, and Arthur swivelled his head back and forth, anxiously looking around. The room rippled as if reacting to his fear. He stumbled against the wall, pressing himself further against it. Then, in a jolt, the glass dissolved beneath his touch – leaving him falling through darkness.

Arthur screamed out in fear as he tumbled through the darkness, terrified of what was happening to him – and what came next. He landed roughly, his body slamming painfully against the cold tiles. Arthur groaned in pain, slowly pushing himself up to a sitting position. The space around him was a corridor of mirrors, stretching infinitely. His reflections multiplied, with versions of Arthur. He was old, then young, tired and weak, full of energy, angry and bitter, laughing Arthur, grief-stricken Arthur – multiple versions of himself, spanning the years. These reflections of himself moved in ways that he did not, their eyes burning with accusation.

“You know why you are here,” the voice whispered, now echoing from every surface. “Deep down, Arthur. You know.” 

Arthur shook his head, nausea twisting his stomach into painful knots. No, he didn’t know. He didn’t! As he stood there, half-formed memories flickered – walking down a familiar street, a face he loved, a choice that he regretted. Memories that were not quite attainable. They were there, on the cusp of his recall – but not quite able to be accessed. 

Arthur tried to run, but the corridor stretched – twisting, and morphing around him. Each step was both progress and regression, a cruel trick that left him entrenched in frustration. Arthur knew that he needed to get out of there, to escape this prison around him. But it seemed like an impossible task. 

Then one mirror shattered violently. A reflection stepped out – a twisted, snarling version of himself. Arthur’s first encounter with violence came in that instant. The reflection lunged, slamming him to the ground. Pain seared through his shoulder, and blood blossomed on the floor beneath him. Arthur cried out, overwhelmed by the pain. But when he looked down at himself, he was surprisingly unharmed.

Arthur stumbled into another room. It was a wholly familiar space – his childhood home. The wallpaper was peeling in impossible patterns, furniture warped, shadows stretching unnaturally. His mother’s voice, distant and hollow, whispered through the air. As Arthur stood there, he saw images flashing across the walls: a birthday, a fight, a secret he had buried. Each memory was slightly off, the details wrong. Faces were distorted, laughs turned sinister. Arthur touched the wall, and it felt viscous, like wet clay.

The voice returned: “Why do you resist, Arthur? You built this maze in fragments, in moments of pain and fear. Now it calls you back.”

A door appeared, but when he stepped through it, the floor vanished, and he fell into darkness again. Arthur began to notice that the maze had rules. It was responsive. His fear shaped it, and the maze was feeding from his memories. Every choice led to corridors that twisted around his psyche. 

Arthur met other reflections – some pleading for help, some screaming accusations. One figure, a boy he recognized but could not name, lunged at him with a knife that cut only air. Each encounter left him disoriented, questioning his own
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