Chapter Eleven: C.C. and the Mirror





	Brittany and I both gasped and said "No way!!"  I thought about the picture of Homely Hilel.  C.C. must have had a dream and was confusing it with reality.  There was absolutely no way that little guy could ever be anything but dorky.  I'm sorry, but it's true!  Even Brittany wouldn't believe C.C.'s story.  C.C. looked hurt.


	"C'mon, guys!  You're acting as if you don't believe me or something...  You guys!  I'm telling you the truth!"


	While C.C. started trying to convince us that her story was true, I noticed that a drawer in Brittany's dresser was lit up from the inside.  I thought quickly.  "Well, Britt, I guess I should be going- it's getting kind of late.." I started.  I knew that if I left, C.C. would, too.


	"What?!" Britt exclaimed.  Then she, too, caught sight of the illuminated drawer.  "...Oh. Okay..." she said.


	"Well, I might as well go, too," C.C. said, as planned.  She was still annoyed with us.  "At least at home, no one thinks I'm a liar."  She put on her coat.  I did too, and we went out to the elevator.  I told Brittany, very quietly, that I'd be back soon.  C.C. left, and I went back to Brittany's room.


	She had already taken the mirror out of the drawer when I got there.  "What do you think happened?" I asked her.  The mirror was still glowing.


	"I don't know!" Brittany exclaimed.  "It's like C.C. made the thing go whacko!"


	"But that doesn't make any sense... It never reacted to her before, so why should it now?  ...Why would it react at all?"  We both sat and thought about it for a moment.


	Our thinking was cut short by the mirror.  It was on the floor and had started shaking.  Brittany freaked out.  "What the hell?!?"


	The mirror was emitting the same eerie green light it did when we used it to make wishes, but it was much, much brighter than ever before.  Brittany hid behind her desk.  I went over to the mirror and looked in it.  It was fogged over, but I could see a face.  The only problem was that it wasn't my face!  Plus, the face in the mirror was trying to say something!  It was my turn to freak out.  "Oh my god!" I said.


	Brittany came out from hiding.  "What is going on , Chrissy?  Who is that in the mirror?"  The mirror had quit glowing, but the face remained.


	"How should I know?  And why does it matter who it is?  Why is it there in the first place?  The only face you should see in a mirror is your own!!  And why would anyone's face be trying to speak?!  What the hell's going on??"


	"I know!" Brittany said, with a screwy smile on her face.  "Maybe... I'm dreaming!!  Yeah!  That's it!  It all makes sense now- the girl in the mirror is a product of my overactive imagination and that fourth piece of pie I ate last night, and that means Hilel is still Homely Hilel!  That's why C.C. said he was a hottie!  Hmm.  Too bad... I'd like to see him if he's really cute..."


	I got annoyed, and reached over and pinched Brittany.  "Ouch!! Whatcha do that for?"


	"To prove to you that you're not dreaming, and neither am I."


	"Oh yeah?  Who's gonna pinch you?"  Brittany was rubbing her sore ankle.


	"Believe me, I already did."  I looked at the mirror again.  I could see the girl now from head to toe.  She had long golden hair and was wearing a really odd outfit:  a long white unitard-type-thing that had a sheer dress that went over it.  And a purple choker, and a pair of long lavender silk gloves.  She looked really weird and mysterious, like some strange kind of princess.


	The girl in the mirror was still trying to talk.  Brittany asked me, "What's she saying, Chrissy?"


	"I don't know!  I can't... read lips!"  I watched the mirror princess.  She looked sad, and desperate for someone to understand what she was saying.  The image faded away after a while.  I could almost swear I heard her say something as she faded away.


	I looked up at Brittany.  She was standing over me, kinda watching the girl over my shoulder.  She took the mirror, and put it back in the drawer.  She took out the gold key and locked the drawer with a “click.”  
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