Chapter Thirteen:  Run-Around Part Two





	"Lydia!!" Brittany screamed at the top of her lungs.  "C'mon, help me take her upstairs."


	We carried C.C. to the third floor, down the hall, and through the door.  In the attic, there was Lydia, sitting in her big chair as usual, thinking.


	"Lydia, you've got to help us!  It's C.C.!  The mirror just zapped her and now she can't move!!  You've gotta help her!"  Brittany was crying.  Lydia looked confused.


	I got really upset.  "You've been ignoring everything we've said to you about your damn mirror.  Well, now it's gone and attacked C.C.  You are the only person who can possibly know what the hell the mirror is doing!  You've got to tell us what's going on now, before she dies!"


	"I'm sorry," said Lydia, "but like I've said before, I can't help you."


	"You are a damned liar!"  I ran to attack Lydia, but Brittany stopped me.  She looked at me, tears in her eyes.


	"No more senseless violence, okay?"  Brittany looked at Lydia.  "Lydia, I've known you since I was three years old.  You've always been willing to help anyone in this house, at any time.  Why won't you help us now?"


	Lydia looked down and sighed.  She looked back up at Brittany.  "Alright.  I'll try to help you.  But I'm going to have to explain everything before I can do anything."


	"No!" I yelled.  "You have to help us before she dies!"


	"She is not going to die, I promise you.  And I'm not lying.  Just please, listen to what I have to say."


	I was reluctant, but said, "Okay."
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