Chapter Eighteen: A Little Talk With Odessa





	With Lydia slowly trailing behind us, Brittany and I went back into the room.  When we were situated and Lydia had caught up to us, Britt grabbed for the mirror. She reached for it, and when her hand was about two inches away from the handle, it blasted her.  I ran over to her just to make sure she was okay, but she got up on her own.  Lydia stayed where she was, away from us.  I glared at her and said, "Now do you see what this thing does?  Do you believe me and Brittany now?  Neither of us wished for that to happen."  Lydia just looked down at the ground.


	Brittany had moved over to C.C. and tried to wake her up again.  She sat down next to her, and took her pulse.  "At least she's still alive," Britt said.  We all three stayed there waiting for a while, not really knowing what to do or say.


	Then Lydia got up and walked toward the mirror.  When she picked it up, nothing happened to her.  The room was quiet.  Lydia looked down at the mirror.  I wondered why it hadn't shocked her.  She took a deep breath and whispered, "Odessa..."  Nothing happened- everything was still.  "Odessa, it's me... your mother."  There was a slight pause before the eerie green light appeared.  Lydia smiled.  "I'm right here, darling!"  The mirror floated up, out of Lydia's hands.  It turned around in the air to face the three of us.


	The girl from the mirror appeared before us.


	I just stared in awe.  She was beautiful- with deep blue eyes and translucent blond hair.  She looked very frail in her chiffon gown.  Our eyes met.  She looked upset. "I'm sorry... I'm sorry I've hurt your friend.  I really didn't want to cause any harm."


	"Can you fix it, Odessa?" Lydia asked.


	"Yes," she replied.  She looked at Lydia with determination in her eyes.  Britt and I glanced hopefully at each other and then looked to her.  Odessa glared at us.  "Yes, I can fix it...  But I'm not going to."


	"What?!"  Brittany and I stood up simultaneously.


	Lydia looked worriedly at her daughter.  "Odessa, why not?  I never taught you to attack people... for no good reason!  Back then, it was only for self-defense!  You only attacked people to protect those you love, and yourself!  Remember?"


	"Can't you see, Mom?  That's just what I'm doing!  With this girl trapped, I'll finally be able to get what I want- and I'll finally be free!"


	"I don't understand..." said Lydia.


	"Just believe me.  In time, I'll get what I need... and deserve."  The mirror then cracked, and Odessa was gone.


	Brittany and I ran back over to C.C.  We looked at her pale face and watched her breathe.  Slowly, her lips began to move.  "Bring me... bring..."  She was breathing harder.  It was obvious that she was trying to overcome Odessa's spell.  "Bring Hilel to... me..."  Her face winced in pain, and she became silent again.


	Lydia looked old beyond her years.  Her face was littered with grief and worry.  She looked up at us, then back down at the mirror.  "Bring him here.  But be sure to tell him everything that's happened.  He has to know the whole truth."
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