Chapter Seventeen: Tragedy





	"Four years passed, and Henri and I were happier than we'd ever been in our lives.  Odessa was truly a sweet child.  She had a pleasant disposition and was always courteous and kind.  The love in our happy family grew deeper every day.  But our happy lives were about to come to an end.


	Somehow, my family came to know about Odessa.  At first, Henri and I were able to convince them that she was a 'normal' daughter.  I thought, at first, about telling that she was adopted, but I'd made her look so much like Henri and I that I knew it wouldn't work.  So then I created an elaborate story to explain why they hadn't seen her for ten years.  It was so believable, no one questioned it for years.  Until Aunt Deidre came to town.


	When Odessa turned 'fourteen,' my aunt came in town from New Hampshire.  She was very upset that she'd had a great-niece for fourteen years, and never knew about her.  She decided to make it her business to find out exactly what was going on.


	One day, when Henri and Odessa and I had gone out to the park, Deidre sneaked into our house.  She was determined to find some evidence of witchcraft.  She, after all this time, still believed that I was some kind of evil sorceress.  Eventually, she came across my diary.  In it, I had kept a record of my whole life for the past seven years.  My aunt read the entire thing and stole away with it before we returned home.  That was the last night our happy family got peaceful sleep.


	My sneaky aunt told the entire city of Orangeburrow about my 'evil deeds.'  People began rioting against Henri and me.  Our home was no longer a home, but a prison.  Somehow, Odessa managed to repel most of the angry people.  She had found out that she could use the mirror to get anything she wanted- even to make people disappear.  Soon, there was but one enemy left to conquer: my aunt.


	It had been a week since the first attacks when Deidre burst through the door.  She had a carving knife.  She threatened to kill all three of us, if I didn't promise to destroy Odessa, my 'evil creation.'  I told her that I would never do such a thing.  That was enough to set her off.  Right as my aunt was about to stab me, Henri...  Henri jumped in the way.


	I was holding the mirror.  Power surged through it and leapt out to attack Deidre... But Henri was still.. between us.  He screamed out in pain in such a way that I'll never be able to forget it... To this day, it haunts me still.  He was wounded very, very badly.  My aunt fled upon seeing this, promising to come back for Odessa.  I didn't know what was going on, let alone what I should have done.  I was in a state of utter shock.  I tried to care for Henri, but he died in my arms that night.  I buried him soon after, and cried myself to sleep, Odessa at my side all the while.


	I was overcome with sorrow, guilt, hatred, and fear.  I fled out of Orangeburrow, taking Odessa with me.  We stopped in a wooded area.  While we were there, I did the most difficult thing in my life.  It was even harder than burying Henri had been.  I knew Deidre wouldn't go back on her promise to kill my daughter, so I did the first thing I thought of.  I held up the mirror and trapped Odessa inside it.  ...That's who the girl in the mirror is.  She's still alive, but I put her in a state of suspended animation.  I guess that's why she seems to have only aged a couple of years.  In any case, the trauma threw me into a huge depression that lasted nearly a year.


	When I finally got straightened out, I sought refuge here, at the Bopper-Pickleton mansion.  And, well, you know what's happened since then."





	I looked at Brittany.  She had finally stopped crying.  I then turned my attention back to Lydia.  "So, can you help us now?"


	Lydia turned away.  She was obviously in pain.  "I'll see what I can do."
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