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Diary of the Mirror Man
October 7th, 2012:
Hel lo. I don’t usual ly write for fun, but I figured that I would keep this diary until I am
either dead or found in case anyone wants to write a book about me. Here goes nothing.
For the past three months I’ve lived with the Meyer family, or more accurately I’ve
been living amongst them. It probably sounds creepy, but it’s real ly not that bad– I’m
just living in the wal ls of their bathroom, pretending to be their mirror.
October 10th, 2012:
I’ve been a mirror for about a month or so ever since the construction company I worked
for built me into the wal ls by accident when I was napping. It took me a week to realize
that I was not with God yet, but rather in a lightless rectangular jail. I thought I was a
man doomed. I cursed myself and my sleepy ways. Then on the fourteenth day I found
the spot where the mirror was, and everything changed.
When I made my escape from the wal l-prison, I destroyed the mirror that hung in front
of Mr. Meyer’s sink. As I clambered over the shards of broken glass into the fresh air,
I realized the finality of my decision. Where there was once a mirror, now there was only
me. To preserve the integrity of my construction company, I needed to manufacture an
alternate reality, one where workers would occasional ly go missing, but mirrors were never
faultily instal led. From that moment on, I became the Mirror Man.
October 12th, 2012:
Being a mirror-man is a dif ficult job. The mirror is my portal to the outside world, but it is
also my burden. When the Meyers go away for the day, I immediately start working to
make sure that Mr. Meyer never realizes that when he stands at his sink, he is staring
face to face with a ful l stranger. I begin with the basics—sewing copies of his shirts (the
mirror is waist-up so I never wear pants) and drawing his facial features over my own
with sharpie— then move to the more dif ficult tasks like studying his movements and
speech patterns. Sometimes he wil l give pep-talks to himself, and I have become pretty
good at mumbling along with him.
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Occasional ly there are slip-ups. An out of place hand movement here or a twitch there;
sometimes when we’re brushing our teeth I spit toothpaste in his face, etc. This is when
I know to use the Do-Over Bat. The Do-Over Bat is a wooden bat I keep in the
wal ls, and it does exactly what you think it does. It is very ef fective. I have found that
duping Mr. Meyer becomes progressively easier the more I use the Do-Over Bat.
November 11th, 2012:
I have taken a liking for Mrs. Meyer. Marlene is her name. I think she could be the
one. Since this is 2012, I’l l describe her the way Flo Rida does in his song “Who Dat
Girl”: “She ain't no rock star, but she got groupies, she ain't no actress, but she makes
movies, and when she struts that thing around, everybody be breaking they neck like, who
dat girl, who dat girl, who dat girl?”
I dream often that one day I wil l run of f with her, and Mr. Meyer wil l be behind the
mirror.

To Be Continued… On Phonymag.net!
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Sleep Paralysis



11



12



13



14

Why?

What does that mean?

Give me give me give it to me!!!

I peed the bed last night

Why does doggie not play with me
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Why is the kitty like that why is kitty asleep

Big toe big toes... Mommy you have big toes

For the Lord himself will descend
from heaven with a cry of

command, with the voice of an
archangel, and with the sound of

the trumpet of God. And the dead
in Christ will rise first.

Ok where roblox sex game. Sex game roblox.
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A Dhar Mann Murder
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10CreativeAutumnCrafts for theWholeFamily!

Ph'nglui mglw'nafh K’tharmolep R'lyeh wgah'nagl fhtagn
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The Horrors of Shakespeare
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