Chapter Twenty-Five:  Finality.





	Lydia put the mirror down on the ground in front of her.  The scenery was peaceful.  The sky was a pale azure with a few fluffy clouds and birds above.  It was serene everywhere in Pickleton, even here.  Lydia closed her eyes and prepared herself.  She raised her head and started chanting in her low, haunting voice.  Brittany and C.C. were both sobbing.  Heather and Hilel were comforting them and I was just there observing everything as always...


	As she continued her magic spell, it seemed as though it might actually work.  The mirror rose up in front of her.  It was shaking violently.  I noticed the eerie green light but it wasn’t as bright as past times.  Odessa’s face slowly appeared, then her whole body was visible in the face of the mirror.  As it shook harder and harder, the light grew stronger and brighter.  Lydia chanted louder and put out more energy to compete with curse she’d placed on the mirror so long ago.  It really seemed as if she had control over it.  I was beginning to think it might actually work.


	Then the mirror cracked.  Odessa appeared.  I stared in awe.  She was real- no longer a translucent apparition cast by the mirror.  She began to cry and hugged her mother.  The others stopped a moment to watch.  Lydia had finally gotten her daughter back.


•	


	The explosion was immense.  Lydia was still holding Odessa.  The green light was blinding us all but I could see the shards of glass flying around the room.  C.C., Hilel, Heather, Brittany, and I all ducked for cover.  The gardens were hidden in the wall of light.  Then, quick as it had happened, everything went back to normal.  The gardens darkened to a bright sunny day.  I picked up the mirror and saw my face.  The surface of the mirror was like new- not even so much as a scratch.


	I set the mirror back on the ground. The five of us had a moment of silence for Lydia and Odessa.  Somehow, it seemed quite natural, really.  As if we’d all known since we were born that this was going to happen.  Only C.C. seemed to be having trouble with it- she was still sobbing a little.  After the quick mourning session, we all cheered up a little bit.  Heather walked over to the mirror and picked it up.  She passed it to her brother.  Still holding her, Hilel gave it to a tearful C.C.  “Let’s start over,” he said to her.


	C.C. looked at Brittany.  “Don’t you want this, Britt?”


	Brittany rubbed her red eyes with a grin on her face.  “No,” she laughed, “I’ve had that thing long enough!  And besides, I’ve got enough mirrors.”  We all laughed lightly at Brittany’s little joke.


	C.C. looked at me next.  I just shook my head.  “No.  You keep it.  You’ll have a need for it... I just know.”  I smiled at her and she looked back down at her new mirror.  She smiled and thanked us all.


	Brittany looked at her watch.  “Oh my god!  It’s fifth period!!  I’m missing Mr. Boardner’s civics quiz!”  She threw a hopeful glance towards Hilel.


	“Come on, underclassmen.  I’ll drive ya back to school.”  He laughed and we rushed back to our normal day at Pickleton High.
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