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Requires a pencil, an eraser, print outs of the game, and an
hour or so of your time.

This game calls for introspection into memory and the
self, in these moments of recollection it may be possible
to get lost in the haze of memory in a way that is not
enjoyable. While the game does not explicitly ask you to
recollect harm, the associations with specific imagery may
cause memories of harm to surface. Go into this
mindfully and knowing your own limits, if you wish to
avoid anything that may elicit potential harm associated
memories, avoid pages with this symbol in the bottom
right corner:



You see a mirror, its reflection hazy and distorted. As
you move closer you notice a sheer gauze draped over it,
thin enough to let the light through, to reflect, but still
veil the mirror from view. As you look into it, your eyes
searching for your own, your hand reaching out to touch,
you feel as if the gauze descends over your vision, the veil
draped over your head. In the memory you are veiled. A
world somewhat softer, a place you are removed from
you, your vision blurs through the veil and all you see is
soft impressions of all that are around you. A sense of
familiarity, of knowing, but of the disconnect of feeling
over seeing.

What does the mirror show you? What impressions of
yourself can you make out? A familiar nose, eyes, a
mouth? Do the shapes your body make curve and pose as
they sink back into a comfortable iterative still image of
yourself? What can you not see but must feel, like an
afterimage, in your mind? All you perceive a gauzy haze,
showing simply soft recollections of what looks back.





You see a mirror, its frame a curving mess of
driftwood and seaweed. As you move closer you can hear
the sound of slow water droplets falling from the seaweed
onto the floor. The sounds fall flat on your ears and it
begins to fill like the room is filling with water. Looking
into it, as you meet your own eyes you are lost in a
moment where all sounds are muted as you feel as if your
head is deep below water. In this memory you are
submerged. In this suspended moment all sounds are far
away, distorted, muffled through the density of water
around you. You struggle to hear and be heard, to move,
as all things around you feel slow and as if they are only
drifting downward. You move so slowly it seems as if it is
only a matter of time before your body will be still.
Suspended in time and water.

What does the mirror show you? Your face, your eyes,
mouth moving unsounding, your limbs as they oscillate
between reaching and drifting, writhing and lingering.
Where are you? What surrounds you, feeling as if it is
floating with you, waterlogged and close but yet so far
away. The things around you do they fall away as no
sound moves through you, all movement all words are
dampened into a hush under the surface. The mirror
reflects your body suspended, warped through the
refractions, murky and distant.



You see a mirror, its frame a thing of twists and curls
that cause the eyes to wander and cannot stop. As you
move closer you feel your body want to twist, turn, bend
like the curves and lines in the frame. Looking into the
mirror you meet your own eyes in the slow trails they
leave behind as your head slowly rocks back and forth. In
this memory you are rhythmic. There is a beat in your
body that moves it. A rhythm rises and falls as do your
limbs, feet, as your body chases a sound, a feeling
through the air surrounding you. Your eyes closed you
know in the impressions in the back of your eyelids the
reflection that does not look back. A moment of motion, a
blur, a beat, suspended in crescendo.

What does the mirror capture? In this moment that
defies stillness, frozen movement that threatens to burst
through frame. What is your expression? Eyes closed and
lost in your own rhythm? How are your limbs posed,
suspended in air in the moment before their fall? How
does your body bend to the world around it? Your
surroundings but a captive frame that your body is fit to
burst through.



You see a mirror, circled by a simple wooden frame
chipped and worn. As you move closer you can see
hairline cracks in the surface of the mirror, your
reflection off-kilter and reflecting back at odd angles.
Your eyes skip slightly every time they cross the surface
of a crack in the mirror. As you look into it, as you meet
your eyes you see the cracks across your vision, you feel
the sharp small disconnects deep under your skin, body
recalling a time when it couldn’t know itself. In this
memory you are shattered. Your body is riddled with
unseen cracks and breaks, the slightest movement
threatens it to fall apart. Every sense a heightened
impression probing into the fragmented sections of
yourself. Your static body in this moment is reflected, for
the fear of shattering keeps it still.

What does the mirror show you? What do you wish to
not be seen? How does your body hold itself, in a
moment of keeping itself together. What expression do
you wear, one of knowing and daring and fearing stillness
and movement. What surrounds you in this moment,
does it exist to cushion, to protect and soothe? Or do your
surroundings threaten your fragile state, one slight
collision sending you scattered. The mirror reflects your
body shattered but breaks unseen, disjointed in the
reflection, its hairline cracks overlapping your own.



You see a mirror, its frame a shiny polished silver cast
with the impressions of ripe fruit into the silver. As you
move closer your palette waters, the imagery of food
perfect to eat despite being cast in metal entices you. As
you look into it and meet your own eyes you are lost in a
moment of contemplative savouring. In this memory you
are indulgent. In this suspended moment your palette
works its ways through tastes and textures, allowing a
delicacy to sit, like an offering, on your tongue. All of
your body is lost in taste, eyes roll back, lids sag as you
savour the taste, the moment, wanting it to last forever.
You are so still in this moment of indulgence that you can
barely tell you are frozen in time. A suspended moment
lost to taste and sensation.

What does the mirror show you? Your face, your eyes,
the shape of your mouth, your hands as they are all in
servitude of a small divine moment. Where are you? What
is closest to you, keeping this moment so small and self
contained to yourself, your delicacy, how the things
around you are simply reflections of your experience in
this suspended moment. The mirror captures your
exquisite delight, in all its hazy details.



You see a mirror, circled by a frame of brown and
black wood, of once charred kindling. As you move closer
you smell it, the earthy scent of wood and the acrid scent
of charcoal. The smell grows, wafts, until smoke and the
smell of fire and heat flood your senses. As you look into
the mirror, you see it in your eyes, the fire flicker that
reflects in them, you feel the heat in your hands and your
feet and your face. In this memory you are ablaze. There
is a forest fire that runs through you and makes kindling
of your bones, you can smell the smoke from the fire
within it in the back of your throat. Something burns
within you, an internal combustion that dares you to defy
stillness, that urges you into motion, movement, action.
The mirror struggles with stillness, reflecting back a brief
moment like a spark, like a flash of light and heat.

What does the mirror show you? How do your eyes
look, fire burning within them? How do your limbs
motion, pose, set with purpose, the heat from them
almost as if to leave their surroundings scorched with a
simple touch. What do you look like and where do you
look? Where does your set jaw point as if a compass
divining direction, where do your eyes search and find?
What about the world around you looks feeble, like soon
to be fuel to your fire?



You see a mirror, a frame of bunching rings pulling
into itself and away from the wall. As you move closer the
mirror feels bigger, a mess of metal and glass that reaches
out to you, expanding in your presence. As you look into
the mirror and meet your own eyes, you feel the reaching,
all shadow and suffocation. In this memory you are
surrounded. Every surface, angle, limb, movement,
encroaches into you. Too close and getting closer still.
You become lost in a moment, yourself shrinking inwards
as the things around you grow bigger and bigger still,
consuming space and light until nothing is left but their
overwhelming presence. Your body in this memory
wishes to flee, to move, but your body, like this reflection,
is frozen, trapped in this space and this fragment of time.

What does the mirror show you? How little of you can
you see? Mouth, an eye, a hand, through the shadow and
obstruction of something else. How much of this
reflection is taken up by the things that surround you,
that make you feel small? What frames you, what crops
you out? Obscured and alone despite crowded, contained.
What demands the attention more, reflecting back itself
and not you.



You see a mirror, a frame adorned in petals and
butterflies, its patterns anxious, reaching and retracting.
As you move forward the detail in the frame brings heat
to your cheeks, you reach out to touch it but pause, your
hands suddenly sweaty and trembling. You look to the
mirror, to your reflection, to meet your eyes but find you
cannot, each time you meet your own gaze the heat burns
brighter in your cheeks. In this memory you are flushed.
You are heat and disparate moving parts uncertain of how
they may be still. Hot cheeks, slick palms, a stomach that
churns like a high tide. Every movement feels stumbling,
and you try to keep still. The mirror reflects back your
timid gaze, as you find yourself lost in thought.

What does the mirror show you? Do your cheeks
betray you? Looking as red as they feel? Are your fingers
twisting knots into each other as they work themselves
into sweaty fits? How do you hold your body, so timid and
yet looking to reach out, to touch, to make contact and
exchange warmth for warmth despite the unbearable
heat. What surrounds you as you don’t notice it, as the
world falls away, and you are all feeling and thought and
no notice, no presence.



You see a mirror, a hint of a thin silver frame
encircles it, almost identically reflective that you cannot
discern the difference between the two. As you move
closer your eyes want to inspect, to find the moments of
separation between glass and metal, where the mirror
ends and the frame begins but it makes your head swim.
As you look into your own eyes you search for a moment
of recognition in them but cannot find it, your
appearance unrecognizable, your eyes unlike your own.
In this memory you are lost. You are searching your own
appearance for any small thing that anchors you, that
reminds you of the you you once knew but you cannot
find. Your body and mind numbs as the person looking
back looks more and more unfamiliar with each passing
second. A minute passes and you and your reflection are
still, frozen in uncertainty, in terror, in time.

What does the mirror see? Is it you? Who is this
person? Similar and yet so strange? Do they have eyes like
yours? A mouth that moves to voice words that sound like
they could come from you? How does your body hold
itself not knowing what it is anymore? Who is this person
lost within you? Close and yet so far, a reflection but yet
utterly unrecognizable. Who is this person who is not you
looking back?



You see a mirror, with no frame keeping it contained,
just a suspended sheet of reflective glass hung upon the
wall. As you move closer, the room falls away and you see
only yourself. The mirror reflects every detail in your
visage back at you with perfect clarity, nothing can be
seen but you. As your eyes meet your own you feel your
stomach drop with the weight of each past moment your
eyes have met your own, and looked into them deeply,
truly comprehending who was looking back. In this
memory you are laid bare. Everything falls away as you
face yourself, looking into your own eyes and seeing
yourself for who you truly are, everything is suspended in
the moment of gut drop and set jaw and in seeing,
looking, knowing yourself. In the stillness of your
introspection you are frozen, the mirror reflecting you
and only you.

What does the mirror show you? What about your
face and features, your body is so strikingly clear to you?
What parts of you are shown with such clarity that can
only be offered by eyes that have stared too deeply into
themselves? There is no room behind you, there is
nothing else, there is nothing but you. Who is the you
that looks back?



Once glanced all reflections fade but one. The one whose
memories called out to your body the loudest the memories of
yourself that left more than an impression.

Its image remains, a portrait in the room of mirrors.

Let these other reflections fade away. Return to their
pages and erase the text, only until the impression of your
words remains. Only until one reflection remains, static
and reflective of a moment in time.

This portrait of you hangs solitary on the wall. Each
mirror reflects back fragments of you, but no image of you
remains within their frames.

As you prepare to leave the room, look back over each of
the mirrors, of the reflections that once were, of a time that was
once, and no longer is and never will be again. Look to
yourself, the you that stays, and even then, trapped in time,
stays static in the past.

Look knowing, with time, this image will also fade.
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