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She	
  isn’t	
  anyone,	
  really.	
  Another	
  punch-‐drunk	
  

performance	
  artist	
  standing	
  in	
  the	
  lonely	
  

dressing	
  room	
  of	
  Harkins	
  Theater.	
  The	
  dingy	
  

walls	
  painted	
  black	
  now	
  to	
  cover	
  old	
  graffiti	
  

and	
  lost	
  memories.	
  A	
  single,	
  bare	
  bulb	
  hung	
  

between	
  her	
  and	
  the	
  dilapidated,	
  three	
  

mirrored	
  vanity	
  used	
  by	
  an	
  unknown	
  number	
  

of	
  failed	
  attempts	
  at	
  a	
  big	
  break.	
  She	
  stood	
  in	
  

front	
  of	
  that	
  vanity,	
  staring	
  in	
  disdain	
  at	
  her	
  

slumping	
  form.	
  	
  

She	
  was	
  wearing	
  a	
  dull,	
  Silver	
  sequins	
  vest	
  

that	
  was	
  meant	
  for	
  a	
  performer	
  likely	
  three	
  

times	
  her	
  size.	
  The	
  thick	
  shoulder	
  straps	
  of	
  

the	
  vest	
  hung	
  loosely	
  and	
  she	
  could	
  see	
  deep	
  

shadows	
  beneath	
  her	
  collarbones.	
  	
  Times	
  

were	
  getting	
  lean	
  again,	
  and	
  her	
  body	
  showed	
  

that	
  fact	
  all	
  over.	
  Her	
  cherubic	
  face	
  was	
  gaunt,	
  

her	
  eyes	
  sunken	
  in	
  two	
  dark	
  circles.	
  	
  The	
  

glitter	
  in	
  her	
  hazel	
  eyes	
  was	
  gone	
  again.	
  	
  Her	
  

landlord	
  sold	
  the	
  small	
  building	
  she	
  was	
  living	
  

in	
  and	
  left	
  her	
  moving	
  between	
  fellow	
  artists	
  

couches	
  and	
  squats.	
  

“Life	
  is	
  getting	
  tough,	
  but	
  you	
  will	
  make	
  it.	
  	
  

Your	
  name	
  in	
  lights	
  on	
  Broadway	
  when	
  they	
  

finally	
  hear	
  your	
  true	
  voice.”	
  Her	
  inner	
  voice	
  

whispered	
  to	
  her	
  as	
  she	
  looked	
  at	
  herself	
  in	
  all	
  

three	
  of	
  the	
  vanity’s	
  mirrors.	
  



A	
  small	
  tear	
  began	
  to	
  form	
  in	
  her	
  right	
  eye	
  as	
  

the	
  weight	
  of	
  her	
  situation	
  pressed	
  down	
  on	
  

her	
  shoulders.	
  She	
  shuddered	
  as	
  she	
  fought	
  

back	
  the	
  urge	
  to	
  cry.	
  	
  The	
  tears	
  began	
  to	
  flow,	
  

and	
  she	
  suddenly	
  felt	
  woozy.	
  	
  She	
  slowly	
  

reached	
  a	
  skeletal	
  hand	
  toward	
  the	
  vanity	
  to	
  

steady	
  herself.	
  	
  She	
  brushed	
  her	
  fingertips	
  

against	
  the	
  cool	
  glass	
  of	
  the	
  mirror	
  in	
  the	
  

center	
  of	
  the	
  vanity.	
  	
  

	
  

As	
  she	
  stood	
  with	
  her	
  eyes	
  closed	
  and	
  

tears	
  dripping	
  down	
  her	
  cheeks,	
  the	
  glass	
  

began	
  to	
  feel	
  warm.	
  The	
  warm	
  feeling	
  in	
  her	
  

fingers	
  grew.	
  After	
  a	
  few	
  moments	
  of	
  hard	
  

sobbing,	
  she	
  grew	
  curious	
  about	
  what	
  she	
  was	
  

feeling.	
  She	
  opened	
  her	
  flooded	
  eyes	
  and	
  

looked	
  in	
  the	
  mirror.	
  	
  

	
  

She	
  was	
  looking	
  at	
  herself	
  in	
  the	
  center	
  

mirror	
  of	
  the	
  vanity.	
  A	
  gaunt	
  hand	
  was	
  

touching	
  her	
  hand	
  where	
  she	
  physically	
  met	
  

the	
  mirror.	
  The	
  hand	
  was	
  wrong	
  in	
  some	
  way.	
  

She	
  looked	
  at	
  the	
  hand	
  for	
  a	
  moment	
  trying	
  to	
  

place	
  exactly	
  what	
  it	
  was	
  that	
  was	
  different.	
  

She	
  realized	
  that	
  unlike	
  her	
  hand,	
  the	
  hand	
  

touching	
  her	
  back	
  was	
  not	
  skeletal.	
  The	
  

fingers	
  were	
  plump	
  and	
  well	
  groomed.	
  The	
  

arm	
  in	
  the	
  mirror	
  was	
  thick	
  too.	
  She	
  studied	
  

the	
  figure	
  in	
  the	
  mirror.	
  It	
  was	
  not	
  her.	
  She	
  felt	
  



the	
  tears	
  running	
  down	
  her	
  cheek,	
  yet	
  the	
  

form	
  in	
  the	
  mirror	
  was	
  smiling	
  back	
  at	
  her.	
  

She	
  gasped	
  and	
  took	
  a	
  step	
  back	
  from	
  the	
  

vanity.	
  The	
  figure	
  in	
  the	
  mirror	
  stayed	
  in	
  

place.	
  	
  

“That	
  can’t	
  be	
  possible.”	
  She	
  whispered.	
  	
  

“That	
  can’t	
  be	
  possible.	
  Not	
  at	
  all.”	
  The	
  figure	
  

in	
  the	
  mirror	
  whispered	
  back	
  at	
  her.	
  	
  

	
  

The	
  young	
  artists	
  knees	
  began	
  to	
  shake	
  

rapidly	
  as	
  she	
  stood	
  in	
  place.	
  The	
  figure	
  in	
  the	
  

mirror	
  looked	
  like	
  her.	
  Just	
  not	
  exactly.	
  The	
  

figure	
  looked	
  like	
  her	
  A	
  few	
  years	
  back,	
  when	
  

there	
  was	
  plenty	
  of	
  food	
  to	
  eat	
  and	
  she	
  was	
  

living	
  with	
  her	
  father	
  in	
  the	
  West	
  Village.	
  Her	
  

head	
  spun	
  as	
  she	
  tried	
  to	
  figure	
  out	
  what	
  

could	
  possibly	
  be	
  going	
  on.	
  	
  

“Oh	
  dear.	
  Why	
  don’t	
  you	
  come	
  closer?	
  Maybe	
  

we	
  can	
  coax	
  the	
  others	
  out	
  of	
  hiding.	
  Come	
  on	
  

now,	
  come	
  close.”	
  The	
  figure	
  in	
  the	
  mirror	
  

said	
  as	
  she	
  waved	
  the	
  young	
  artist	
  toward	
  the	
  

vanity.	
  	
  

	
  

	
  The	
  young	
  girl	
  took	
  two	
  small	
  steps	
  

toward	
  the	
  vanity.	
  Curiosity	
  washed	
  over	
  her	
  

body	
  and	
  would	
  not	
  allow	
  her	
  to	
  stand	
  in	
  

place.	
  	
  

“That’s	
  it!	
  Take	
  one	
  more	
  step	
  towards	
  us	
  and	
  

I	
  will	
  bet	
  that	
  the	
  others	
  will	
  come	
  out	
  and	
  



play.	
  There	
  you	
  go.	
  You	
  are	
  such	
  a	
  good	
  

listener.”	
  The	
  figure	
  in	
  the	
  center	
  mirror	
  said	
  

to	
  her	
  patronizingly.	
  	
  

”That	
  was	
  always	
  our	
  problem	
  wasn’t	
  it?	
  

Failed	
  every	
  time	
  we	
  branched	
  out	
  and	
  tried	
  

to	
  accomplish	
  things,	
  so	
  we	
  just	
  followed	
  what	
  

everyone	
  else	
  said	
  instead.”	
  A	
  hoarse	
  voice	
  

said	
  into	
  her	
  left	
  ear.	
  	
  

	
  

The	
  young	
  artist	
  looked	
  in	
  the	
  

direction	
  of	
  the	
  new	
  voice.	
  An	
  old	
  woman	
  now	
  

occupied	
  the	
  mirror	
  to	
  her	
  left.	
  	
  The	
  old	
  

woman	
  had	
  wrinkles	
  below	
  her	
  hazel	
  eyes	
  

that	
  made	
  her	
  cheeks	
  look	
  like	
  a	
  small	
  mound	
  

of	
  putty.	
  

“Who	
  are	
  you?”	
  	
  The	
  young	
  artist	
  asked	
  

quietly.	
  

“Oh	
  never	
  you	
  mind	
  child.	
  	
  It’s	
  not	
  us	
  you	
  need	
  

to	
  worry	
  about	
  knowing.”	
  	
  The	
  old	
  crone	
  

replied.	
  

“No,	
  it’s	
  you	
  girl.	
  	
  It’s	
  you	
  that	
  you	
  need	
  to	
  

know.”	
  	
  A	
  hard	
  voice	
  said	
  to	
  the	
  young	
  artist	
  

from	
  the	
  right.	
  

“Yes,	
  it’s	
  you	
  that	
  needs	
  to	
  be	
  introduced	
  

Kayla.”	
  	
  The	
  figure	
  in	
  the	
  center	
  suddenly	
  

called	
  out.	
  

	
  

Kayla	
  swiveled	
  in	
  every	
  direction,	
  

taking	
  in	
  the	
  faces	
  she	
  saw.	
  	
  The	
  newest	
  face	
  



was	
  in	
  the	
  right	
  mirror,	
  smiling	
  at	
  Kayla’s	
  

confusion.	
  	
  Kayla	
  stared	
  at	
  the	
  figure	
  in	
  the	
  

right	
  mirror.	
  	
  It	
  was	
  she.	
  	
  Not	
  exactly	
  maybe,	
  

but	
  it	
  was	
  the	
  face	
  she	
  thought	
  she	
  would	
  see.	
  	
  

Tears	
  dried	
  down	
  each	
  cheek,	
  haunted	
  eyes	
  

screaming	
  their	
  pain	
  on	
  the	
  backs	
  of	
  pizzicato	
  

violin	
  notes.	
  

“I	
  am	
  not	
  you	
  child.	
  	
  Look	
  at	
  you.	
  	
  I	
  remember	
  

that	
  very	
  moment.	
  	
  Or	
  maybe	
  it	
  was	
  all	
  made	
  

up	
  by	
  some	
  awful	
  puppet	
  master	
  who	
  wished	
  

to	
  see	
  you	
  squirm	
  for	
  their	
  amusement.”	
  	
  The	
  

figure	
  in	
  the	
  right	
  mirror	
  said	
  with	
  the	
  

taunting	
  voice	
  of	
  a	
  grade	
  school	
  bully.	
  

“I	
  am	
  not	
  you	
  either	
  child.”	
  	
  Came	
  a	
  voice	
  from	
  

the	
  center	
  figure.	
  “I	
  was	
  you	
  at	
  a	
  time	
  maybe,	
  

before	
  our	
  paths	
  split	
  in	
  the	
  darkest	
  woods.	
  	
  I	
  

am	
  you	
  no	
  longer.”	
  

“And	
  I	
  will	
  never	
  be	
  you	
  dearest.”	
  	
  The	
  figure	
  

in	
  the	
  left	
  mirror	
  said	
  loudly.	
  	
  “I	
  will	
  never	
  be	
  

you,	
  as	
  you	
  never	
  were	
  anyone.	
  	
  You	
  never	
  

knew	
  you,	
  and	
  you	
  never	
  knew	
  us!”	
  	
  	
  

	
  

Kayla’s	
  head	
  was	
  spinning.	
  	
  She	
  

couldn’t	
  stand	
  anymore.	
  	
  The	
  room	
  began	
  to	
  

tumble	
  around	
  her	
  as	
  the	
  three	
  distinct	
  voices	
  

began	
  cackling	
  in	
  rhythm	
  that	
  matched	
  her	
  

racing	
  heartbeat.	
  	
  Kayla	
  felt	
  her	
  stomach	
  flip	
  



and	
  her	
  body	
  give	
  out	
  in	
  unison.	
  	
  She	
  fell,	
  

slumped	
  against	
  the	
  vanity.	
  

“Hey	
  Kayla,	
  you’re	
  on	
  in	
  five.”	
  	
  A	
  male	
  voice	
  

called	
  from	
  behind	
  the	
  door	
  of	
  the	
  dressing	
  

room.	
  

“Kayla.”	
  	
  The	
  voice	
  called	
  again	
  after	
  a	
  

moment	
  of	
  silence.	
  

There	
  was	
  a	
  click	
  in	
  the	
  room	
  as	
  the	
  young	
  

man	
  slowly	
  opened	
  the	
  door.	
  He	
  peered	
  in	
  the	
  

room	
  from	
  behind	
  the	
  door	
  and	
  saw	
  Kayla,	
  

slumped	
  against	
  the	
  vanity	
  with	
  a	
  needle	
  

jutting	
  from	
  the	
  crook	
  of	
  her	
  right	
  elbow.	
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