Chapter Twenty-Four:  What Must Be Done Must Be Done.





	I went to school the next day and waited at the table in the courtyard for Brittany and C.C. at lunch.  I wondered what was going through their minds.  I know what was going through mine.  For the past eight years, my life had been run by a charmed mirror.  Now that we’d cracked the case, it seemed there’d be no more mysteries.  What were our lives going to be like?  I can’t say I’ve ever had a normal life... I haven’t.  Before I met Brittany, I had no friends.  The only person I’d hung around with was my sister, Ronnie.  Then, of course, with Brittany came the mirror.  I was really hoping something else interesting would happen.  Looking back, I wish I’d been more specific.  I needed to hope for something pleasant.  But, I guess, what had to be done... had to be done.


	Brittany and C.C. showed up late.  I was starving and I was glad they’d finally gotten there.  They didn’t seem to be ready for lunch, however.  C.C. came running behind Brittany.  They both had a serious expression on their faces.  I looked at Britt and asked what was up.  C.C. took my arm and pulled me up.  “C’mon.  We gotta go.”  In a rush of confusion, I took my lunch money and bookbag and followed my friends and their overwhelming sense of urgency.


	We left the high school through the front doors and got into Hilel’s car.  Heather was in the back.  C.C. and I joined her, and Brittany took her place up front.  Hilel drove us to the Bopper-Pickleton mansion.  While I sat in the car, I noticed that no one had said anything since C.C. dragged me to the car.  Somehow, though, everyone knew what was going on.  I felt left out.  I had no idea what was going on.  I wanted to speak up and ask, but I knew I couldn’t.  It didn’t feel right to speak.


	We got out of the car and Brittany led us to the gardens.  I stopped in the middle of the hallway on the way to the garden doors.  I felt tears welling up in my eyes.  I knew what was going on.  I looked at C.C.  “No!  We can’t let them!”  


	C.C. just held her hand to my mouth.  “C’mon, Chrissy.  You know it has to happen.  We all do.  Don’t fight it.  That’ll only make it harder.”  I looked into her eyes and noticed that she’d been crying for some time.  All of us had.  I held in my urge to stop the whole thing because I knew I couldn’t.  Lydia was going to try to fix everything and it wasn’t going to work.  If only she wasn’t so stubborn...


	I don’t know how I knew it... just a weird gut feeling.  The others had noticed it before me.  How did they know?  I quit trying to rationalize it all and made my way to the gardens with my friends.


	Brittany unlocked a door.  The air was full of spring fragrances.  We stepped through, and there stood Lydia, holding the mirror.  She had a look of surprise on her face.  She didn’t know how we knew, but she knew that we did.  “I suppose you’re going to try and stop me.”  She looked defiantly at Heather and Hilel.  Heather shook her head “no.”  Lydia studied her for a moment.  “Then why did you come here?”  She held the mirror more tightly.


	Brittany spoke up.  “We had to... it wasn’t our choice, really.”


	Lydia looked at me.  “Yeah.  She’s right.”  I looked back down at my feet.


	C.C. sobbed.  “Do you have to?”


	Lydia tried to stay calm.  “Yes.  I have to try.  There’s no other choice.  I can’t live with this situation any longer.”


	A moment passed.  No one knew what to say.  There really wasn’t anything to say.  Hilel looked at Lydia.  “Aunt Lydia?”


	She was looking away from him.  “...Yes?”


	“I’m sorry...  I’m sorry it all had to be like this.  I just-”


	Heather cut him off.  “Aunt Lydia, we still love you.  You really don’t have to do this...”


	Lydia looked down so she wouldn’t have to see their faces.  She stood there thinking a moment, then responded, “Yes I do.”


	She’d said her final words.  Her mind was made up.  So, reluctantly, we all respected her decision and moved back to let her go.
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