
 

In a dimly lit backstreet alley, the remnants of a once beautiful mirror were discarded 
and leaned against a fading brick wall covered with graffiti. The mirror was surrounded 
by several garbage cans that were long overdue for emptying. A buzzing light from the 
second floor of the brick wall cast the scene in a yellowish, flickering glow. 

The soft cone of light delicately traced the contours of a once ornate frame, now 
weathered by time yet retaining a few of its details. Regrettably, the mirror within had 
been shattered, revealing the wood panel behind it. Slivers of glass peeked out from 
beneath the edges of the frame while the rest of the mirror lay strewn across the 
ground in hundreds of sparkling shards and a thousand specks of dust. 

—————————— 

1:52 A.M. 

In the darkness of the night, a solitary figure emerged from the shadows and stepped 
into the glow of the alleyway. It was a man, his weary form, pushing a grocery cart piled 
high with flattened cardboard, some dirty clothes, plastic containers, and a couple of 
blankets. A small dog trailed faithfully behind, matching the man's uneven gait step for 
step. With a determined air, the man surveyed the row of garbage cans, methodically 
sifting through each one in search of containers with leftover food that would sustain 
him and his loyal companion through yet another day. 

He noticed the mirror behind the cans and walked over to it. His dirty, trembling hand 
traced the frame's edges. Looking down, he saw the ground reflecting countless 
sparkles up at him. 

The man knelt on the alley ground, surrounded by the shattered slivers of the mirror. 
He picked up a small shard from the mirror and, with a shaking hand, traced the sharp 
edges with his finger while his companion sniffed the glass with curiosity. 

The mirror shard was barely big enough for the man to see a fraction of his reflection. 
He peered into the shard, and all he could see was the tired, shadowy, grimy creases 
beneath one of his bloodshot eyes.  

At that moment, the tiny reflection replayed a heart-wrenching narrative that 
summarized countless chapters of suffering and struggle. He found himself transported 
back to the darkness of a closet, witnessing his father's fists repeatedly strike his 
mother. Then, he saw himself as a husband and father who loved his family the best he 
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knew how. But he also loved the adrenaline rush of winning money at a high-stakes 
card game. It was that love that cost him everything. 

Scene after scene flashed through his mind like a tragic montage, depicting the 
unraveling of his life as he lost his home, his reputation, his job, his friends, his wife, 
and his children. Everything he had tried to build came crashing down around him like 
the shards of the mirror beneath his feet.  

Now, all he possessed was shoved into a grocery 
cart. 

The jagged reflection in his fingers snapped him 
back to reality. He noticed a tear beginning to form 
in the tiny piece of mirror. A wave of anger came 
over him, and he hurled the glass shard against the 
mirror's wooden panel. Although small, the shard 
shattered into several pieces, scattering in front of 
the mirror. 

He looked up at the fragments of jagged glass still 
in the edges of the frame before him and muttered 
under his breath, “Hopeless.” 

He shook his head and slowly stood up. Returning to his grocery cart, he took 
inventory of what little he could call his own. His small companion looked up at him 
with soulful eyes, wagged its tail as if in silent understanding, and kept in step as they 
began to walk off together into the night. 

—————————— 

2:23 A.M. 

The door into the alley burst open, splitting the silence with the sounds of a techno-
dance grove and loud conversation. A young man stepped into its yellow glow. The 
door closed behind him, making the alley silent once again. He looked up to see the 
flickering light overhead. It buzzed as if it was about to die. The light cast long, 
haunting shadows across the graffiti-covered brick walls of the alley. The young man 
looked around and stepped into the alley.  

He had left the party, feeling the need to relieve himself. Surveying the surroundings, 
he deemed the dimly lit alley as good a place as any. Despite the high-priced suit he 
wore, he was determined to keep it immaculate. He scanned the area for a spot where 
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he could remain out of sight. His eyes landed on a set of stuffed garbage cans that 
promised at least a little privacy, and he approached them. 

As he walked behind the row of trash cans, a sudden crunching sound startled him, 
causing him to freeze. Worried that he might have inadvertently stepped on broken 
glass or some other filthy trash, he gingerly lifted his foot and discovered small, 
glistening pieces of mirror stuck to the sole of his shoe. Carefully removing the glass 
fragments, he looked around, half-expecting to see someone watching him. His eyes 
landed on a weathered mirror frame leaning against the wall in front of him. Intrigued 
by the possibility of using it as a makeshift wall to hide behind, he walked up to the 
frame. 

He was impressed by the mirror, envisioning its former grandeur in an upscale 
apartment one would find in his fashionable neighborhood. It puzzled him how such an 
elegant piece had been shattered and ended up in a less-than-desirable part of town. 

As he touched the frame, his fingertips traced the intricate contours of the wood. 
Pausing at a piece of mirror still embedded in the frame, he gazed at his tanned 
reflection and affectionately whispered to it, "Perfect.” 

He thought about how he had carved his own path to success. He was respected as a 
self-made man by many of his peers. Sure, he often played games with ethics and 
morals, but it was always to protect his image. Rules rarely applied to him. He was the 
one who made the rules. Anyone who dared to challenge him would find themselves 
steamrolled. He was who he was. If anyone had a problem with that, screw them. 

His fascination with the person in the mirror shard was interrupted by a sudden need to 
do what he had ventured outside into the alley to do. He found a shadow where he 
would be somewhat inconspicuous, faced the wall, and relieved himself.  

He knew he needed to get back to the party. He still hadn’t decided which woman 
inside would be the ultimate benefactor of his charm and serve as his evening’s 
conquest. Candidly, it didn’t matter who it was as long as he got what he wanted. 

He returned to the piece of mirror in the frame. Straightening his tailored suit jacket, he 
carefully adjusted the lapels, ensuring they lay just right. He checked to make sure that 
his pants were zipped. With a composed demeanor, he put the tip of his finger against 
his tongue, then meticulously ran it over each of his eyebrows, smoothing any stray 
hairs into place. As he prepared to return to his awaiting company of admirers, he took 
a moment to ensure every detail of his appearance was immaculate, exuding 
confidence and charm. 
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He walked back to the alley door. The dance beat spilled into the alley again as he 
pulled it open. For some reason, he felt compelled to look over his shoulder at the 
mirror one last time before returning to the party. 

This time, seeing himself in the mirror from a distance had revealed cracks in his 
reflection. For a split second, it caused him to stop. The reflection made him shudder. It 
was like he had seen someone completely different, someone grotesquely splintered. 

He quickly regained his composure and realized he wasn’t sure what he saw, nor did he 
care. It had probably been just his imagination. He shook the image of that reflection 
from his mind, stepped inside, and closed the door. 

The alley fell silent once again. 

—————————— 

3:06 A.M. 

The sound of clicking high heels echoed up and down the alley. It wasn’t a confident-
sounding walk—a few steps, then silence, another couple of steps, and another pause.  

A silhouette materialized just beyond the reach of the alley light. It stood motionless 
for a few heartbeats. For a moment, there was nothing but silence. The sound of its 
heels echoed again as the silhouette entered the cone of the yellow glow.  

A young woman emerged, adorned in a dress undoubtedly reserved for special 
occasions. She stepped forward. As she eased into the light, it was apparent that her 
dress was badly crumpled and had been hastily put on. Her once impeccable makeup 
had succumbed to disarray, with mascara smudges betraying the evidence of tears. 

This was not the place she had intended to be in the early hours of the morning. 

The distant sound of a squeaking wheel, reminiscent of a faulty grocery cart, reached 
her ears, causing her heart to quicken. She quickly dropped to a crouch behind a 
cluster of garbage cans, ensuring she remained out of sight. As the squeaking noise 
gradually faded into the distance, the faint barking of a dog confirmed that the 
potential danger was receding. She remained concealed behind the garbage cans until 
she could catch her breath. 

She tried her best to remain silent, yet the unmistakable crunch of broken glass 
beneath her heels reverberated through the stillness, shattering the silence. 

As she bent down to clear the glass shards from around her shoes, she caught a 
glimpse of her fractured reflection in the pieces of the mirror beneath her. The light 
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from the alley cast an eerie glow around her face, fragmented by the shards. As she 
stared into the broken reflection, she felt a wave of emotion overcome her, and tears 
began streaming down her face again. 

The vibrant, hopeful face of the high school senior from three years ago had 
disappeared without a trace.  All she ever wanted at the time was to feel accepted and 
loved. Now, she lived in a city far from her family, engaging in activities she had never 
imagined she would be involved in. A few short years of trying to be what she thought 
others wanted her to be had taken their toll and led her into this alley. Her pursuits had 
cost her everything. She couldn’t recognize the face reflected in the shattered glass 
and wasn't even sure who she was anymore. 

The only thing that mattered at the moment was to return to the safety of her 
apartment without attracting attention after yet another one-night stand. In her 
confusion, she couldn’t even remember the name of the man she had just left. She felt 
used, cheap, and crushed, like the glass beneath her feet. 

A mix of humiliation, anger, shame, and despair began to shake her entire body. She 
couldn’t bear to look at her reflection any longer. It was as if all the negative emotions 
were swirling, creating a storm inside her. Every breath felt heavy, and the collision of 
emotions was tearing at her sanity. The mirror revealed a version of herself that felt 
unrecognizable, and the sight was almost unbearable. 

She stood up, her heart pounding in her chest, and violently stomped the broken 
pieces with her foot, the sound echoing in the silence. Her voice trembled as she 
screamed at the top of her lungs, “Slut!" 

Her voice reverberated through the narrow alley, fading into the distance. In response, 
a lone dog's bark pierced the air, its source far away. The sudden outburst scared her as 
though it had originated from another realm. Glancing left and right, there was no one 
else there. A sharp, persistent pain started to radiate from her foot, prompting her to 
look down and discover that she was bleeding. 

Tears cascaded down her cheeks, their flow unstoppable. The urge to flee consumed 
her, yet she was directionless. What terrified her the most was the thought that the 
haunting reflection in the mirror would follow her home. 

Emerging from behind the trash cans, she began to limp down the alley. Her flow of 
whimpers grew faint as she disappeared into the darkness. But the agony of her 
shattered heart could not be consoled. 

As the sound of her heels faded into the distance, the alley grew silent except for the 
irregular buzz from the flickering light above.
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