Chapter Twenty-One: Try, Try, Again...





	Hilel was in charge now.  He stood up in the middle of the room.  Lydia looked at him.  He glared back at her.  Changing focus, Hilel looked at Brittany and me, and told us to stand as far away as possible, just in case something was to happen.  Brittany and I took the advice, and we went outside.  Out to the gardens.


	As we stood in the gardens, I told Brittany about how I'd wanted to see them since the day I came to her house for the first time, in the third grade.  I told her about how C.C. and I had joked about leaving her to see the gardens if she got boring or whatever.  At first, Brittany laughed with me.  Then her eyes started watering.  "What's wrong?" I inquired.


	"I don’t like this.  We shouldn’t be here in the gardens.  Lydia always told me that no one should come here.. that you only come here when bad things happen.... Chrissy, what's gonna happen to C.C.?  What if that mirror girl can't get outta her mirror?  What's she gonna do then?  And what about Hilel?  Not to mention us, Chrissy.  What about us?  I mean, think about it.  The girl in the mirror has weird powers.  She did ...that to C.C.  What the hell did she do to her, anyway, Chrissy?  What's going on?"


	Brittany was in hysterics.  I knew I couldn't calm her down.  I knew that reassuring her about what Hilel had said wouldn't do any good.  I knew that telling her that Odessa knew what she was doing would just bring on another slew of questions.  I knew that nothing I could come up with would make her feel any better.  In fact, I was even beginning to wonder about what might happen.  So I didn't try to make things better.  I just gave her a hug and cried with her.  Sometimes that’s the best thing you can do for a friend.





	Hilel, meanwhile, had set things up in Brittany’s room.  Lydia and her daughter watched him as he paced up and down the room, recalling the events of that tragic night.  When he was done giving the play-by-play of what they had to do, he stopped in front of Odessa.  “Are you ready for this, Odessa?”


	“Of course.”


	“Are you going to keep your end of the bargain?  Are you going to free C.C.?  I remembered for you, now it’s your turn.”


	“Yes.  Of course.”


	“Alright then.”  He hesitated.  “If you don’t keep your end of the bargain, I swear it, Odessa, I will smash this mirror over your head so hard that even you won’t be able to survive the blow.  Do you understand me?”


	“Yes.”


	“Do you believe me?”


	“Yes, Hilel.  You’ve proven yourself to be quite frightening.  Now, please, can we just get on with it?”


	Hilel liked being in charge.  He gave the word, and then began the chant.  Odessa was absorbed back into the mirror as Lydia held it tight.  Hilel continued chanting the words Lydia had forbidden herself to say, and hoped with all his might that it would work.


	But it did not.  Hilel had gone through the entire chant.  He had said every word letter-perfect.  But the spell was not broken.  The mirror was still cursed, and Odessa was still a part of it.  She looked at her mother and cousin and cried.  She was a vision of pure innocence.  All the hatred and anger had dissipated, so that all she had left was consummating sorrow.  She came out of her mirror and Lydia held her.  Hilel walked towards her.  “...I’m sorry it didn’t work.  I really tried.  I did everything how I remembered it...”


	“I know, Hilel.  I remembered it like that, too.  Maybe... maybe you’re not the one to do it...  But you tried your best,” Odessa replied.  “And you kept your end of the bargain.  So now it’s my turn.”  She turned around to face C.C.  Still speaking to Hilel, she asked, “do you want the girls here to meet up with her again, or would you prefer to be left alone?”


	Hilel thought about it.  “...They need to see her, too.  I can be alone with her later.  They’ve taken good care of her so far.  It’s their right to see her again as soon as possible.”  Odessa nodded.


	Hilel came down to the gardens to bring us back upstairs.  Brittany’s eyes were red from crying, as were mine.  Hilel gave us both a hug before saying, “It’s gonna be okay.  C.C.’s alright.”


	We went back up to Brittany’s room and found a weak, but alive, Cassandra Chino smiling at us.





Christina's Story, © 2000 Jessica Prather





