The Magic Mirror
A Strange Tale
By MARY S. BROWN

rented for the summer. I was alone

in the large living-room, watching
two kittens frolicking on the floor, when
gomé one near me laughed softly. On
one side of the room was a full length
cheval mirror, and diagonally across
hung a triplicate mirror.

As T turned to discover who had come
in, I saw reflected in the central glass of
the three-fold mirror the piquant face of
a young girl who was smiling softly at
the kittens. She wore a large hat of
gauzy material which partly hid dark
ringlets of hair that clustered around the
clear olive skin, and I noticed how white
and perfect were the teeth disclosed by
the parted lips. Suddenly two soft dark
eyes looked straight into mine. A look
eame over her face like that of a child
eaught in some naughty act, and then she
disappeared.

I rushed to the door to resssure her; 1
ran around the house; I vanlted the stone
well at the rear and hurried along the
edge of the woods. Not a glimpse of the
girl did I ecatch.

“Hiding behind a tree,”’ I muttered.
“I won’t gratify her by hunting.”’

I supposed she must be some neigh-
bor’s daughter, but no one in the vicinity
seemed to know of any girl that an-
swered my description, and I was begin-
ning to forget the occurrence, when she
appeared again.

This time I was playing on the violin
when, in turning the music, I noticed
how the triplicate mirror was reflected in
the long glass near me. I
move for fear of frightening this myster-
ious maiden for whom I had so vainly in-
guired. So I smiled encouragingly, and
said quietly:

““Come in! Do not be afraid. Can’t
we be frionds ?”’

She nodded brightly, but when 1
turned to welcome her the room was
emply. I felt annoyed, and reyolved to
pay no further attention to so capricious
a creature. Yet, when I returned to my
seat, the face in the mirror was still gaz-
ing at me sudly und appeulingly.

‘“Are you lrying to play u joke ¢n
me?”’ 1 asked.

IT WAS a new house which we had

I dared not

She shook her head.

¢¢Would you not like to be friends with
nmed”’

An emphatic nod was her reply.

“If you will not come in and talk to
me, how can we be friends?”’ ’

A puzzled look came over her face, and
then the mirror was empty.

“Of all the queer girls!’’ I thought,
and this time I went outside, walked to
the end of the piazza, and came back as
mystified as ever. '

“‘That glass is certainly bewitched,”’ I
said, thinking of the enchanted omes in
my child-time fairy books. Suddenly
fingers appeared. in it, holding a slip of
paper.

‘“Shades of Julins Caesar!’’ I cjaen-
lated, ‘“This house must be haunted, but,
whether fairy or spirit, she doesn’t look
very formidable. I will see how far I
can unravel the mystery.’’ :

T went nearer to the glass and read:
““I can come so that you can see me, only
in this way.”’

Evidently she could hear and compre-
hend, so I said aloud: *‘Is it because you
won’t or can’t?”’

'The paper disappeared, and soon an-
other took its place. It read: ‘‘Because
I can’t.” .

¢‘Can you explain why?"’

For answer shie herself appeared and
sadly shook her head. Now that she was
nearer I saw that was very attractive.
Her face was thoughtful, and her eyes,
which had been merry as she watched
the kittens, now startled me with their
sadness. Impulsively, I advanced, desir-
ing her to feel sure of my friendliness,
but when I came close to the mirror her
face disappeared, and I saw only the re-
flection of my own. ,

““Y don’t believe you really want to be
friends,’’ T exclaimed, somewhat angrily,
and, turning away, I left the room,

HE stone wall behind the bhouse di-

vided our lund from that of Profes-
sor Dolber, the world-renowued seientist.
As he was called a recluse 1 was much
pleased to be invited there u few days
later for luncheon.

In the dining-room I was at first so en-
grossed in my host’s conversation and in
the subtle melancholy of his face that I
was oblivious to anything else. At lastI
noticed two oil paintings on my right,
and was much surprised to find in one a
portrait of the girl in my mirror.

As the professor followed my gaze, 1
remarked : ‘‘That is a fine likeness, only
now she looks older and more thought-
ful."

He gave me a curious look, but said
nothing.

‘““How old was she then?’’ I asked.

“Do you mean my daughter?’’ he said.
““That was painted in Holland four
years ago.’’

“Your daughter? I am glad to dis-
cover who she is. I hope we shall meet.
I know we both like kittens.*’

His amazed stare checked me. I bit
my Lip in vexation. It occurred to me
that he would scarcely approve of his
daughter’s coming alone to see me, so I
changed the subject and began discussing
a new scientifie discovery,

‘When I reached home the daughter of
the Episcopal rector was calling on my
sister. This young lady was much inter.
ested in my good fortune in finding Mr.
Dolber so sociable. Although he had
many distinguished visitors from all
parts of the world, she said he was a
man whom strangers found it diffeult to
approach,

“Do you know his daughter?” I
asked.-

‘‘His daughter? Was a young lady
there! It must have been some visitor.
He has no family.”’

‘‘But the portrait—he told me it was

‘painted from his daughter.”’

““Yes, wasn’t she a beauty? It must
have been very hard for him to lose his
only child, and his wife died of gricf
only two months later.”’

No wonder the man had stured at me!
e must have thought me either stupid
of crazy! But the mirror—I had sup-
posed that T had found a clue, but now
the affair had assumed the proportions of
a real mystery. Tlow could T ever svlve
it?
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The next morning the family went off
on a week’s excursion. I had intended
to go with them, but now I changed my
mind, hoping that their absence would
give me a better chance to see more of
my uninvited guest who haunted the mir.
ror.

The next day, when I began my music,
T was conscious of her presence even be-
fore I saw her face in the glass. There
was one curious fact in regard to this.
I looked directly at the triplicate mirror
and saw nothing. It was only when I
saw its reflection in the long cheval mir-
ror that she became visible—just as if it
required a four-fold reflection to enable
the image to become apparent to my
sight. This time the face was partly
eovered by a paper on which was writ-
ten:

“Do not come too mear. You were
angry last time because you thought 1
had gone, but you came so close that you
could not see me, although I had not
moved.”’

‘“Forgive me,”’ I said contritely, as the
paper disappeared, leaving in full view
the pretty face. ‘‘I will be careful. My
people are away, so we can have a talk
and get acquainted. I saw your portrait
-at your father’s and I know who you are,
so I stayed at home today because I
hoped you would come again. We can
talk quite well, for I can ask questions
and you can answer by ‘yes’ or ‘no’ with
your head, or you can write. First: Why
do you come here$’’

“I go to many places, for I am very
lonely, but you are the only person that
has seen me for two years. I was frighi-
ened at furst, bul when you offered to be
friends I was glad. I have wanted o
friend so long.”’

““You poor child!
friends anywhere elset”’

She shook her head sadly.

‘‘Can you tell me the reason?’’

““Because I can neither come back nor
go on,’’ she wrote,

Can’t you find

T- THIS moment the door-bell rang.
It proved to be a college chum un-
expectedly in the neighborhood, and 1
could do no less than invite him to spend
Sunday with me.
" Often in the lulls of conversation I
pondered on that strange answer: ‘I
can neither come back nor go on.”” What
could she have meant by that? And for
the first time since I had known .him I
was glad when my chum left and I was

free to wateh for my new-found friend -

again.

I waited nearly all the afternoon be-
fore she came, and then I reproached her
for her lateness.
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“I have been here several times,’’ she
wrote, ‘‘bul you were not alone, and to-
day I was very busy.”’

‘““Busy! What were you doing?”’

“Primming a hat,’’ she replied, to my
astonishment, and then I noticed that she
did have on a different hat.

My ghostly girl, then, was not above
coquetry, so I complimented her on the
new creation, and she seemed as pleased
as any ordinary girl.

‘“Tell me why I can see you only in the
mirror.”’

She shook her head slowly as though in
doubt, and after a minute’s reflection
she wrote: ‘I cen not explain, only that
I am higher than you and you can not
find the direction.”’

‘‘How, then, can I see your image in
the mirror!”’

“I do not understand it well myself,

for I am not free from the body, but I
think it {3 because I am permitied to gel
indo the right angle of reflection, because
they are sorry for me and they are try-
ing to help me.”’

‘““What astonishing philosophy -is
this!?’’ T mused. ‘‘ What can she mean?”’

Aloud I asked, ‘“Who do you mean by
they?”’

“The ones higher up shat take care
of me—and, ok, will you tell my father
that they take GOOD care of mef—only
I am lonely because I don’t belong any-
where.”’

““Why can’t your father see you?’’

“] do mot know, but perhaps he can
ezplain &t all to you; he knows so much
more than I do; but will you be sure to
tell him for me, because he has grieved so
every day, and he is so unkappy. They
are calling me nourand I must go. Prom-
i8¢ me to tell him.”

I promised, and instantly the mirror
was empty. I was left to meditate on
what she had said. She was not yet free
from her body.
a spirit? Was it a dream I wag living
or was I becoming insane?

I sat down at once and sent a note to
her father, asking if T could see him on
a matter of importance, and received the
reply: “‘‘Come this evening at seven~
thirty.”

EN I said I wisked to speak of
his daughter, Mr. Dolber -an-
swered, ‘‘No, no, I cannot talk about her.
You spoke the other day as if you had
met her, but how and where?’’
“Listen to my story, which only you
can explain.’’
Several times as I told of my experi-
ences with the mirror he started as if

How then could she be’

most excited, but resirained himself un-
til I had finished, when he rose and hold-
ing on to his chair as if to steady himeelf
said:

““Thank you for coming. ‘The mes-
sage is a relief and comfort to me, but to-
night’’—his voice faltered—‘‘I must
think—this has overcome me, I will
send for you soon and explain what I
can.”

Early in the morning I received 1 tele-
phone message from Ilugelschon, asking
me to come over at once. I found every-
thing there in confusion. Professqr Dol-
ber had been found dead in the library.
His physician had just come and pro-
nounced it heart failure. As I was the
last person to see him, and as on the ta-
ble there was a letter addressed to me, 1
was sent- for.

As soon as the doctor had gome the
housekeeper begged me to come into the
library. She told me she had been in the
family for thirty years and that since
his wife’s death he had taken hier into his
confidence and had depended upon her in
many ways.

‘‘Something entirely upset him last
night,’’ she added, ‘‘for when I took in
some tea as I often did when he sat up
late, his head was buried in his hands,
andwhen I spoke he did not look up nor
answer.’’

I decided to tell her of my experience
and what I had said to the professor, and
to ask her advice. As I told my story she
did not seem in the least surprised.

‘I am glad you told me about this, for
many things of a strange nature have
happened here since Freda disappeared,
and Mr. Dolber allowed no one but me
to enter her room. All her things were
kept just as she had left them, only
many of them had to be replacéd. That
is the strange part of it and what wor-
ried my master most of all. In fact,
night or day, he had no peace of mind for
fear she might need something he
couldn’t remember. Ah, my poor mas-
ter—my heart ached for him, and I am
glad he isat rest.’’ Here'she broke down
and sobbed bitterly.

‘When ghe was calm I asked : ‘“What do
you mean by things being replaced?’’

‘I mean that her clothes, hats, dresses,
and many other things disappear. And
we have to buy new ones.”’ She lowered
her voice. ‘‘We are sure that Freda
takes them, for everything is kept
locked and no one but ourselves has gone
in there since she disappeared. It is all
2 mystery to me, but I never questioned
Mr. Dolber, though he trusted me, and I
bought new things as fast as he thought

(Continued on page 83)
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she needed them. But, sir, perhaps he
has explained. Here is the letter he left
for you.” ’

I walked home sad and- troubled.
Finding my family away still, I sat down
where I was wont to see her face in tho
mirror. I wondered if she would come
again, but first I must read the letter,
and I began to unfold it, when suddenly
I felt the strange sensation I always ex-
perienced when I became conseious of her
presence. I raised my eyes involuntar-
ily to the mirror, and there—and I con-
fess for the first time in my life that I
was afraid—there, instead of Freda, was
Mur. Dolber himself!

He smiled as if to reassure me, a smile
so glad that the fear left me, and I was
-sure he had a message. I was right, for
in & moment the writing came:

“Hurry at once to Hugelschon and go
to Freda’s room.”’

Then the mirror was empty, nor did I
ever see in it anything but the reflection
of material objects.

I NEVER thought of disobeying the
command, 50 I hurried to Hugelschon.
The housekeeper met me, saying excit-
edly, ‘‘I was just going to send for you.
Come with me."”’

She led me upstairs to Freda’'s room
and unlocked the door. We entered, and
she locked it again on the inside—and
then, to my wondering amazement and
Jjoy, I saw the reason for her caution, and
for his message in the mirror. Freda
herself lay on the bed apparently fast
asleep. The housekeeper bent over her.
and in a voice of mingled delight and
fear, exclaimed, ‘‘Oh, what shall I do?”’

She voiced my own feelings. How
could we account for Freda’s appear-
ance? We must act quickly. Would the
letter help us? I drew the envelope from
my pocket, and read:

‘For years I have been wnvestigat.,
ing every phenomenon that seemed
n any way to suggest the presence
of a higher space, adjacent to that in
which we live. The record of my ex-
periments and their results fills vol-
umes. It is enough to say that I
succeeded so well in my tnvestiga-
tions that I became able to place
objects, even animals, within this
space. These objects were always
connecled with my experimgnting
table by lubes containing powerful
magnetic. currents, by means of
which T could bring back anything
within range of my vision again. The
tdea at last came to me that if 1
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could find an intelligent being, will-
ing tn the dinterest of scientific
knowledge to co-operate with me, my
discovery would be famous. Such a
being, if sent into the invisible space,
and reclaimed again into our own,
would mnot only immoriclice my
fame, but also prove my theories by
his testimony. .. .”?

Here the writing abruptly ended. We
could only conjecture the rest. He had
undoubtedly used Freda as his ‘“intelli-
gent being.”’ She had trusted him, but
he had failed to re-attract her sufficiently
for her to become visible again. Possibly
a human being required more forceful
power than he had calculated. ITence
the grief which had caused the mother's
death and his own torturing remorse.
Death must have shown him the way to
release her, and he had nsed the mirror
as a medium of communication. He had
believed that I would do my best to help
Freda, nor was he wrong.

The only time we spoke of her curious
experiences, Freda said: ‘‘It is not very
clear to me now. I know that my father
raised the rate of vibration in my body,
so that it became irivisible to people on
this plane, but his formula for bringing
me back refused to work—to his tragic
dismay. While T was in this higher, or
perhaps more inclusive, space, it became
clear to me that nothing is ¢ver really de-
stroyed. It only changes its form, as ice
becomes water, water turns into steam,
and steam into an invisible gas; the cle-
ments vibrate differently, and each vary-
ing vibration bas its own individual
form. That is as much as I can explain
in terms that you could understand.”’

Be that as it may, the mirror still re-
flects my Freda—and I am content. Who
now, however, shall prove Professor Dol-
ber’s theory of the fourth dimension? I,
for. one, dare not try.
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