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Unveiled

by Mehmet Ekmekci

There is an old clock down the hallway.

Tick.

It takes a brief pause for a moment.

Tock.

Every morning I find myself sitting on the edge of the bed for thirty minutes.

Thinking about how things got this way.

I keep staring at the wall, thinking about what pushed us apart this much. I keep

listening to the clock.
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Tick.

I know it’s going to take a pause.

Tock.

There is a body mirror at the corner to my left standing next to the wall. It was

her idea to place it there. She said it would be indulging to look at ourselves each

morning. It would make us see how we were alive. Feel grateful for it. So we would have

a grand reason to go through each day.

It’s all so very quiet now and I don’t have any place to be. No sound except the

clock, some creaking sounds coming from the walls. And my breathing.

This is an old house. We inherited it from her grandparents. A few years back

when the opportunity came out of nowhere, we had to take it. We discussed moving to

the countryside back when we were dating. It was our dream. We got tied to our jobs

back then but her being a teacher meant that she could commute. I could quit my job to

paint. We thought this to be a blessing.

The interior is wood. There is some sort of an exterior structure protecting

what’s inside. Bricks? Cobblestone? Cement? I apologize, to me it makes no difference.

I’m a man of abstract things. Actually, how someone approved the building of such a

house is beyond me. It looks calm like it’s offering you a deep, numbing tranquility.

Though it annoys me how it actually does.

It’s so quiet inside. Especially when you’re alone.
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You may hear some clattering or a distant window giving in to the wind, trying to

force itself open. Doors move by themselves. An occasional thump followed by dust

making its way from the ceiling. The roof needs fixing. We stress when it rains. Some

windows we haven't cleaned since we moved. So we don’t get too much sunlight.

The house was built for a big family, so the members could fill it with noise. 3

floors, 7 rooms, 3 bathrooms, hallways, stairs and an attic. We can’t use all this space so

we closed off most of the rooms.

Each morning she gets up at the same time. She has a small routine starting with

her going downstairs to the kitchen. Back in five minutes with her cup filled with coffee.

She leaves it on the bedside table and makes her way to the bathroom. I stay in bed and

listen to her. I keep my eyes closed so she doesn’t know if she woke me up. I listen and

follow her movement in my head. She gets out of the bathroom. Her hair is all done and

she has light makeup on. Enough to make all the other teachers appreciate her making

an effort. She walks towards the mirror while I sit up on the bed. She looks at herself,

adjusts her hair and makeup a little more. She doesn’t talk to me. She hasn’t in a

meaningful way in almost a year.

She heads towards the bedroom door, stops at the last moment and turns to me.

"Let me know if there’s any news about a job okay?"

I nod with doubt. She leaves. Another cycle is complete. I’m left with myself for

the rest of the day.



Ekmekci / Unveiled / 4

I didn’t mean it to come to this. I wasn’t supposed to keep looking for a full year. I

wasn’t supposed to blame her for wanting the house. I didn’t want to postpone having

kids. I didn’t want her to despise me. I didn’t want us to be strangers.

Tick.

It’s mocking me.

Tock.

She was different this morning. She skipped the coffee and went to the bathroom.

Once she got out, she went in front of the mirror but didn’t adjust anything. Instead she

kept staring at herself. She turned her head towards me at a very slow pace and started

talking to me. Her eyes were moving left and right very fast as if she was chasing a tiny

fly with her eyes. She couldn’t decide if she should be laughing at telling me this or be

afraid of how she’s sharing it.

She had a dream. An unsettling, daunting dream.

She found herself awake in the middle of the night. It was dark but you could still

see things. The mirror at the corner faced the bed. She sat up to look at it and there was

someone watching us. She couldn’t believe her eyes, so she squinted them to focus.

It was me. Not me me she said. I was still asleep next to her. It was another me

who looked exactly alike. He was standing up. Just standing up, she said. Imagine the

mirror being like a door, do you know what she means? Like it was a transparent door

and right on the other side, a step away, there was another me watching us. Nothing else.

She waited for him to blink. Flinch a little, or make an expression. He didn’t blink. He

didn’t smile. He didn’t move a muscle. He stood there. Looking at her with a stone cold
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face. She felt eerie. We were being violated. She moved her body a little to see if the

other me would move too. He didn’t, but his eyes did. His body, his face stood in the

same exact position. His eyes, though, were following her wherever she moved on the

bed. She tried to look away and break eye contact but she couldn’t. She felt captured.

The more he kept looking, staring, piercing her with his gaze, the harder her heart kept

pounding. She wanted to reach out to me and wake me up, scream so she could break

the contact but she couldn’t. Finally, without saying anything or moving any other part

of his body, he took a step back. That’s when she closed her eyes. She fell back to sleep.

"Strange." she said. "I should stop drinking so much coffee."

"Anyways, I should go. Let me know if there’s any news."

She left. Now I’m sitting as I do every morning going through my thoughts.

Evaluating how we ended up here. I’m looking at the long mirror. What a bunch of

bullocks. Another me, on the other side. Watching us when we sleep. There is no one but

me on either side. We are both sitting. We both look miserable. We need to get up. We

need to shave. We need to look for something. We don’t need to feel this way tomorrow

morning.

I get up in one swift movement. Now I’m standing right in front of the mirror. I

force myself to smile and so does he. We are both standing up, imitating each other’s

movements. Nothing is out of order.

I’ll go wash my face, make the bed, shave and have breakfast. Today may be the

day. I may be able to hug her today as she enters the door and tell her. I finally did it. I
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found something which could help us make a living. Things may work out for us. We

don’t need to live lives fueled by a decade of old happy memories anymore.

There is a red blanket on the bed. It’s made out of wool and we use it to warm

ourselves when it gets a little chilly in the afternoon. If I enter the room and it’s not on

the bed I know if she’s reading somewhere. Even during the summer when it gets humid

inside the house, she rolls it around her legs.

I pick up the blanket to feel it on my hands. I don’t understand what attracts her

to this specific piece of fabric. She loves it when I show the same kind of attachment to

it. It doesn’t look soft enough to make you want to feel it. It’s not big enough to cover an

adult. It often doesn’t smell decent even. The color reminds you of an old toy truck, left

under the sun for years.

I can cover the mirror with it so when she enters she can see. I made an effort.

The dream she talked about spooked her. I can use this to comfort her. Today can be

different. Today we can finally talk about things.

I put the blanket over the mirror. With the top half covered, the oval shape of it

makes the bottom of the blanket go all wavy and wrinkled. I can see the reflection of my

legs. Behind them some of my clothes lay on the floor. Everything seems about right. The

blanket looks like a veil placed on the mirror.

I make my way to the bathroom. I need to prepare the shaving cream and the

razor. It’s been months. This will cheer her up. She always tells me how I look younger

without the beard. But let me make the bed first.

Something’s off.
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I should be seeing the window through the mirror. It’s covered so I should be

seeing the wall below the window through the opening. The tree outside should be

casting a shadow on the floor but something is blocking my view.

There are 2 legs standing on the other side. I’m seeing legs. My legs. Facing

towards the spot I was standing a few seconds ago. I blink a few times. Did I fall back

asleep on the bed? Did the same bad dream she had found its way into my head? I look

towards the bedside table to see the digital clock. Twenty two minutes have passed

since she left but that doesn’t prove anything.

This is nothing. I’m scaring myself for no reason. There is no one on the other

side. I should get on with it and go into the bathroom. It’s time I did something. I’ll blink

and it will go away. I won’t lose the motivation. Take a few steps towards the bathroom.

Step one. Step two. Almost there. You’re tired. Nobody is there.

A soft knock followed by the silence of this wretched house.

The blanket is swinging at an agonizing speed, still covering the mirror. It's

standing on its legs rocking back and forth. The synchronized movement is subtle. If the

room wasn’t so quiet one could ignore what happened.

Tick.

It’s there to always remind me how untamed silence is the only option in this

house.

Tock.
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The legs are standing there. I don’t think they are going away. My body is facing

the bathroom door but my head and eyes are on the mirror.

I turn towards the mirror. I can’t find a logical explanation. It may be a reflection

through the windows. It may be a piece of furniture placed in a funny way. It can be

many things. I have to see for myself and make sure it’s nothing.

I start walking towards the mirror. Accompanied by sounds and vibrations my

body generates. Seconds later he and I are standing equally away from the mirror. Both

of us are only a step away. Like it’s a door. I can see his fingertips. I can see his legs. He’s

not moving.

I raise my left arm and reach out towards the blanket. I grasp it to remember the

feeling of holding it. The wool is as rough as it was before. My hand is not steady. Each

second, another idea of what may be happening is bouncing in my head. Not knowing is

taking its toll. I start pulling the blanket. It’s the only way which will help m

understand. I’m a servant of my will to know. He is there. Without any movement.

It’s only me moving. He already knows I’m here.

I uncovered the mirror. We are both standing, not moving a muscle. He’s wearing

the same sweatpants I’ve been wearing for weeks and the same shirt I was too bothered

to wash. I’m afraid if I move he may not imitate me. If I smile he may as well. I’ll know if

this is happening. It worked minutes ago. My neck is sore like a rock. The forced smile is

causing my veins to reveal themselves. I must be smiling. I’m sure I’m smiling. He

doesn’t.
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I raise my right arm this time. I’m not sure if my dispirited smile still persists. As

my arm raises towards my shoulder I see his left arm flinching for a fraction of a second.

He doesn’t give in. My arm stays raised but both of his arms are stationary beside him.

He is not imitating. I turn my head right but he doesn’t. He is refusing to move. He is

forcing me to acknowledge his existence. His eyes look cold and detached. He hasn’t

blinked once since we made eye contact. I bend my body towards the right. I take half a

sidestep to try and get out of his glare. His eyes won’t stop following me. He won’t rotate

his head, he won’t move his body. He is showing me his awareness with his eyes. His

eyes and nothing else.

A cold drip of sweat at my back is working its way down. The way he looks at me

doesn’t change. His gaze is getting stronger. I need to escape and cover the mirror again.

He wants something but I’m not ready to know what it is.

I’m remembering her dream.

I need to cover my eyes so he can’t look at me. I don’t think I can take the staring

anymore. He is taking control. My arms and legs are cramping. My bones feel like parts

made from cast iron. I need him to stop seeing me.

I’m trying to raise my arms towards my face. If I can’t close my eyes, I will cover

them. If I can’t cover them, I will poke them out. I need to scream. I can’t make my body

accept the orders. My own shriek is echoing in my head traveling from one ear to

another. The house remains silent. My head hurts. I’m getting red all over. I can’t open

my mouth. I can’t think of an explanation for this.
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His gaze is needles stabbing my eyes. His undisturbed face is torching mine. His

still body is chaining my limbs. I need to prevent him from seeing me. My energy is

running out.

My hands are shaking but they are getting closer to my face. I have to keep

moving them. I have to push through. The pain is consistent. The dread is overwhelming.

My hands are cold. He sees me struggling. I’m moving through water. Each request

receives a heavy force as a reaction. I can see my hands over the horizon. His head tilts at

a dashing speed. He knows he may be running out of time.

A few more inches and I can be free. Someone is hitting my bones with hammers.

I’m struggling to breathe. I’m hundreds of leagues under the surface and I keep sinking.

Each tiny movement is shattering my elbows. I’m almost there.

I can see the palm of my hands. I did it. His gaze is no more. I may be free. I may

be able to cover the mirror. I don’t have to live through this again.

All the sounds in my head fade away. I can’t move but I’m back where I started.

There is only silence now. Silence of the house. The window upstairs is trying to open to

let a gentle breeze in. You could fool someone that an owl lived in the house with the

sound. The door of the kitchen is moving. Things should be getting back to normal. I’m

not confident to uncover my eyes again.

I’ll wait. I’ll wait and listen. I will consume all the silence this house can give me.

All the bothersome clips of random events. All the acts of it remind me how it’s more

alive than I’ll ever be. Until I’m certain he is no more.

Tick.
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I hear a hushed footstep moving away from me.

Tock.

Did he decide to leave? Will he let us be now?

I count to five. I hear another footstep followed by the familiar sound of the

wooden floor. Not yet. Keep your eyes covered. He’s still there. He’s waiting for an

opportunity. Don’t fall for it. One more footstep. The third one.

Tick.

I’ve never thought I’d be happy to hear the old clock again.

Tock.

The fourth step is far away. He is almost gone. He has taken the final step. I may

gather enough courage to uncover my eyes now. I may be able to face myself, not him,

once again.

There is a conflict in me. I can’t risk him taking over again. He may still be

standing there. This may all be a trick for him to lure me in. I can’t decide.

I hear a distant thump.

Then another. This time it’s much closer.    

 I hear another, followed by another. The sound is getting closer. Closer to me.

Closer to the mirror.

He is running towards the mirror.
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I can’t uncover my eyes. My ears are ringing. A deep humming voice is raising its

volume. I can’t hear the old clock anymore. Its old, familiar, annoying, unnerving, ear

provoking damned sound. It's hidden behind the loud noise of him running towards me

as fast as he can.

I can’t think. I can only exist and wait for what comes next.

I am consumed by the deafening explosion of the mirror. Breaking into hundreds

of pieces and falling to the floor.


