Chapter Twenty-Three: Making Up for Lost Time.





	Brittany and I watched Lydia and Odessa.  Lydia was holding her daughter.  Odessa was crying.  “It’s going to be okay, Odessa,” Lydia was saying, “I know what has to be done.”  Odessa looked up at her mother.  She looked very worried.  “Don’t worry.  Everything should be just fine.  I’ll pick a beautiful bouquet for you in the garden.”  Odessa cried harder and buried her face in her hands.  Lydia kept a straight face, but she couldn’t hold back the tears.


	For the next few weeks, C.C. stayed at Brittany’s house.  Her parents had gone on a business trip, and we told her band director that she’d come down with the flu.  We told her voice instructor that she had laryngitis.  The whole school knew she was sick, but no one knew the full extent of it.  None of the excuses we gave seemed nearly as far-fetched as the truth, so it was all believable enough for the citizens of Pickleton.  Brittany’s parents never even realized that she had taken occupancy in Brittany’s room.


	Hilel came by every day after school, and sometimes he ditched a few end-of-the-day classes to be with C.C.  He was really the force that kept her alive.  She seemed to come to life whenever he showed up.  Little by little, C.C. got back to her normal self.  A little weak, but nevertheless she recovered as the friend who we’d grown to love.


	One afternoon, Hilel decided to try giving the ring to her again.  Brittany and I pushed him into the room when he got there.  We waited outside patiently.  He went through the door and smiled at Brittany and me as he pulled the door shut.  C.C. sat up and looked at Hilel.  He went across the room and picked up the small blue box.  He took out the ring and asked for C.C.’s hand.  She giggled and held it out to him, and he placed the ring on her finger.  Then he bent down and kissed her.  “Sorry I’ve been such a dork all these years...”  Hilel looked at C.C. and she laughed at him.


	“Don’t apologize for that... that’s always been part of your charm.  However... what was with the whole ordeal that day in ninth grade?  You never explained that to me, and neither did Heather.  Did you two plan that little fiasco or what?”


	Hilel let out a huge laugh.  “Of course not!!  Neither of us had any idea you wouldn’t recognize me!  I had no idea I’d changed that much!”  He was laughing so hard that tears were falling.


	“Really?”  C.C. was bewildered.  “Well, I hate to say it, Hilel, but before then, you always looked... well....”


	“What?”


	“Well, you looked horrible!!”  C.C. was doubled over in laughter.


	“What are you saying?”


	“Well, you looked like a dork!!”  She couldn’t stop laughing.  “Those glasses of yours... are those the same frames you had when you were ten?”


	Hilel was a little embarrassed.  “Uh, well, yeah... actually, they are...”


	C.C. calmed down and smiled.  “Well, at least you finally grew into them.”  


	Hilel smiled at her.  “Gee, thanks.. glad you approve.”  C.C. laughed again, and so did Hilel.   “So you really think I changed a lot?!”


	C.C. blushed.  “Well, yeah!  ‘Cause, now, you’re, well..”  She burst out laughing.


	“What’s so funny?”  Hilel tried to understand C.C. but she couldn’t stop giggling.


	We could hear them out in the hall.  I looked at Brittany.  She rolled her eyes.  “Those two just don’t know when to stop having fun.”  I glanced at her and let out a laugh.  We opened the door to make sure C.C. could still breathe.  Recovering or not, I didn’t want the poor kid to die laughing.


	She was laughing her head off, and poor Hilel looked utterly confused.  None of us were sure exactly what was so funny, so I decided to ask her.  “C.C.?  Umm.. you okay?”


	“Yeah,” she got in, between laughs, “I’m fine!”


	“What’s so funny?”  Brittany questioned.


	“Hilel...” C.C. began, “that picture...”  She gasped for breath.  “And now he’s... but he... Ha ha ha ha!!!!!!”  We all glared at C.C. and she finally reduced her hysterics to a smile.  “He doesn’t think he’s changed very much!!”


	There was a brief, silent pause, then all of us broke out into a wild roar.  Everyone, that is, except Hilel.  The poor thing was bewildered.  “What is so funny about that?!”


	Brittany quit laughing for a moment and looked him straight in the eye.  She got very serious, which I found hilarious.  I started laughing again, and Hilel told me to shut up.  I quit.  Brittany cocked her head to the side, as if she were measuring him up.  Then she spoke.  “Hilel, when you were twelve, you looked like a geek.  Are you aware of that?  I hate to be mean, but it’s true.”


	“Yeah.. I know I look like a dork, I can’t help it,” he began.  C.C. and I couldn’t contain our giggling fit.


	“Hilel,” Brittany’s voice was crisp, and Hilel jumped with a start.  “You are hot.”  Hilel placed his hand to his forehead.  I swear, if there’s a male version of Brittany, Hilel’s it.  They both take things way too literally.  Brittany shook her head and C.C. walked up to stand next to him.


	“Hon, I think she’s trying to tell you that you don’t exactly look like a dork anymore.”  C.C. looked him up and down, and landed in his eyes.	


	He blushed and said, “You really think that?”


	Brittany rolled her eyes.  “I said you were hot, didn’t I??”  We all laughed at that, including Hilel and Brittany, herself.


	It suddenly occurred to me that I was getting really tired.  I looked at the clock and realized that Brittany’s dad would be home from work soon.  I mentioned this to Brittany, and she told everyone, as friendly as possible, to get themselves out of her room as fast as they could.  Lydia, who had been staying down by C.C., took her mirror, Odessa still inside it, back up to the attic.  Hilel and C.C. stayed a minute.


	Hilel walked over to Brittany and me.  “Thank you both for taking care of C.C.  I don’t know how I can ever repay you.”  He then took both of our hands and kissed them.  Brittany turned bright red. 


	 C.C. laughed.  Then she spoke up, “Yeah. Thanks, guys.  I couldn’t ask for better friends.  And you know you’re good friends, ‘cause I wouldn’t let Hilel kiss just anyone..”  She looked at him.


	He smiled.  “Don’t worry.  There’s plenty more for you.”  He winked at her. 


	Brittany rolled her eyes.  “Oh, please.  Not in front of me.  That just ain’t fair.  I don’t have a guy, remember?”


	Hilel’s eyes lit up.  “Hey... that might not last very much longer.. I’ve got a friend named Tim who’s got a crush on you...”


	Brittany’s eyes got so big I thought they were gonna pop out of her head.  “What?!  A guy likes me?”


	Hilel and C.C. laughed.  “Heh... Tim... yeah, he’s a good guy.. but I don’t think he’s your type, Britt.”  C.C. was playing games with poor Brittany.


	“Why not? C’mon, tell me more before you gotta leave!!  At least tell me something!!  Why hasn’t he talked to me before??”


	C.C. smiled.  “His name is Tim Waechlatic.  He’s in the freshman band... I help them out a lot... he plays the trombone and a few other instruments... He’s been afraid to ask you out ‘cause you’re so popular.  That’s all I’ll tell you for now...  We gotta get going before your dad finds out.  Thank you so much for letting me stay here, Britt.”


	“But.. oh!!!!!”  Brittany was flustered.  She knew they had to go before her dad got home and she got in trouble.  Today he was coming up to her room to help her with a science project.  So the two left me a question-firing Brittany.  Unfortunately, I knew nothing about Tim Waechlatic, and I had to keep explaining this to Brittany.  The night went on as any night ever had, as if nothing unusual had happened at the Bopper-Pickleton mansion.
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