Chapter Twelve: Shocked





	C.C. came over after school every day with me for the next couple of weeks.  And every time she left, we noticed the mirror princess was acting up.  The Mirror Princess seemed to be more and more desperate each time we saw her.  Finally, one Saturday afternoon, I phoned Brittany to discuss what we should do about the mirror.   Brittany suggested talking to Lydia, and I agreed with her that it was a good idea.  I went over to Brittany's house.


	We talked to Lydia through the intercom first, and told her we had to speak to her in person.  She said okay, and we went up to the attic, with the mirror.  She was sitting in the same chair she had been in when I first met her.  She looked up at us and smiled.  We didn’t smile back.  “Lydia,” I started, “there’s something weird about your mirror.”


	Lydia grinned.  “Yes.  It’s a magic mirror- it can give you whatever you wish for.”


	I glared at her and Brittany shifted her weight nervously.  “No,” I continued, “that’s not what I’m talking about.”


	Lydia quit smiling.  She looked upset.  “What then?”


	“There’s someone trying to communicate with us in that mirror.”


	“It’s a girl... trying to talk to us,” Brittany said.


	Lydia got indignant.  “I don’t know what your talking about.  There’s no such thing.  That mirror is used for making wishes, and making wishes only,” she turned around in her big chair.  “I’ll ask you to excuse me now, I’m very busy.”


	“Well, then, what made this girl appear?  Is it our friend?  What’s the deal, Lydia?”  Brittany was getting upset.


	Lydia spoke up once more.  “I’m sure your friends have nothing to do with anything the mirror does.  Now, I’ve told you once and I’ll tell you again.  The mirror’s only use is for asking for things.  It works, doesn’t it?  Well, then, don’t worry about it.  Now please, girls, leave me alone.”


	I looked at Brittany.  She’d been defeated.  She took my arm and whispered, “C’mon, let’s go.  She’s not gonna be any help today.”  I reluctantly went back downstairs with Brittany.  I would have liked to punch Lydia square in the face...





	C.C. continued her visits.  The three of us became closer over the next couple of years,  yet there was still something odd about her to me.  I couldn’t help believing that C.C. must have somehow been the cause for the girl to show up in the mirror.  Brittany took Lydia’s side for some time though, and I found it difficult to convince her otherwise.


	As always, C.C. came over after school the day we decided to figure things out once and for all..  The mirror was sitting out when she showed up.  We wanted to prove to ourselves either way whether C.C. had been the cause of the Mirror Princess's arrival or not.


	C.C. brought a guest with her.  Following her into the room was the most beautiful guy I have ever seen in my 16 years on this planet.  He introduced himself as Hilel, and Britt and I practically fell over.  If that wasn't a shock, I don't know what is!  In any case, I could tell just by watching him that Hilel cared for C.C. just as much as she cared for him.


	Hilel had to leave after a little while.  That's when C.C. rubbed it in our faces.  "What have I been telling you guys?!  He's just perfect now!  He can't possibly get any better!  He’s still the same sweet guy.  It’s almost as if he was a junker car, and now he’s got a new paint job...  Isn’t he gorgeous?!"


	Brittany spoke up.  "That's not really fair... How come C.C. gets Mr. Perfect, and I don't get anyone?"


	"Brittany," C.C. blurted out, "you have absolutely no idea what you're talking about!  It's more like someone up there's playing a really weird, sick joke on me."  C.C. was on the verge of tears.


	"What's the matter," I asked, "does he still think you two should just be friends?"


	"Yeah, I think so.  I mean, after seeing him almost every day for the past two years and hinting around that I really still like him, and I actually probably like him a little more now,” she said, blushing, “don't you think he would have gotten the hint and... at least asked me out on a date by now?  I'm 16 years old, for crying out loud!  He could've taken me out a year ago!"


	"Whoa!  You were allowed to date last year, at only 15?" Genius Brittany strikes again, I thought.


	C.C. ignored her.  "You guys, it's just not fair!"  She was about to start bawling.  Then I noticed a little box wrapped up in gold foil paper, sitting next to her.


	"Hey C.C., what's that?"  I pointed to the box.


	"Huh?  Oh, uh... I... don't know..."  She picked up the little box.  There was writing on it.  It said:


	Chi-Chi's - Open this box when you think you can handle it. © ~ Hilel


	"It's in Hilel's handwriting..."


	"Well, open it!!"  Brittany rushed over to see the box.  "Open it!  I bet it's a ring or something!"


	"Oh, come on, Brittany!  C.C. just said she doesn't think Hilel wants to be her boyfriend," I said.


	"So!  Maybe she thinks wrong!"


	"Gimme that box," I said, snatching it from Brittany.  I looked at it, puzzled.


	"Give!"  Brittany took it back.  "I am the love expert around here- I'm telling you it's a ring!"


	"No, it's not!  And where did you get the silly notion that you are an expert in love?"  I grabbed it back.


	Brittany took it back once again.  "Okay, so I'm not a love expert.  But I do know the scent of fine jewelry better than either of you two."


	"Guys, can I just please have the box back?"  Poor little C.C. looked confused.  Britt was embarrassed.  She gave the box back to C.C.


	Her sheepishness wore off quickly.  "Open it!!" Brittany said.


	"I dunno... it says to open it when I'm ready.  Am I 'ready'?  I'm just confused..."


	"Open it!!!" Britt and I yelled at C.C.


	"Okay.  Here goes..."  C.C. started unwrapping the little package, slowly and carefully.


	"No, no!  You gotta speed it up!  Do you open your birthday and Christmas presents like that?  You're insane!  Here, lemme help."  Brittany jumped over and started ripping the paper.  I jumped over, too, and grabbed the box away from Brittany to give it back to C.C.


	The box was tossed back and forth between us a couple of times, and then C.C. shouted, "GUYS!!  KNOCK IT OFF!!"


	We both sat down, away from C.C. and the box.  "Chrissy started it..." said Brittany.  I glared at her.


	C.C. got the rest of the mangled wrapping paper off of her package.  She opened the box.  Inside was a smaller, blue velvet box.  She opened it, and found a ring.  There was also a little note inside, and C.C. started to read it.  Then she started crying.   And laughing.


	"C.C.?" Brittany implored.


	"I... I can't believe it!  He says he’s in love with me!  Hilel, my-"


	That was all she managed to get out.  The mirror was surging with a weird power, and the energy leapt out and attacked C.C.!  Brittany and I rushed over to her.


	"C.C.!"  She was unconscious.


	"Wake up, C.C.!"


	"Wake up, girl!"


	No matter how hard we tried, nothing would shake our friend.
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