Chapter Four: Lydia





	I panicked.  Now I was the one losing my mind!  "Awe, shoot!"  Brittany exclaimed.  Her expression was embarrassed and flustered.  "Oh well.  Now you've seen it.  Just don't touch it, 'kay?"  I stared at the mirror.  Had Brittany not seen what I just did?  Didn't she see that the mirror was glowing?  Maybe my eyes were playing tricks on me.  I quickly closed them and took a deep breath.  When I opened my eyes again, I looked at the mirror.  It wasn't glowing anymore.  Brittany was gone, too.  I knelt down to get a closer look at the mirror.  It looked really old - an antique handmirror.  It was made of silver and shined brightly  in places, despite its aged appearance.  I was just about to touch it when Brittany yelled, "Christina!  Hurry up and come here!  I want ya to meet someone!"


	I reluctantly stood up and went through the door.  Then I saw the stairs.  There were thousands of them!  I knew I wasn't about to climb all those steps!  I yelled out to Brittany, "Where are you, Britt?  Do I have to climb all these steps?"  There was a slight pause.


	Then Brittany responded, "No, of course not, silly!  Use the elevator!"  I looked around.  Nothing but stairs.  Step after step after step.  I was about to ask Brittany where the so-called "elevator" was, but I found out on my own.  There was a button on the wall that said "Elevator Up" (leave it to me to miss the obvious!).  So I pushed it.  The floor beneath me slowly rose up as four rails shot up from the ground to keep me from falling off.  At the end of my two-minute ride up, I found Brittany sitting in a chair talking to someone else, whose back was toward me.  Brittany looked up and playfully rolled her eyes at me..  "It's about time, Chrissy!"


	"This is Christina Van Pire?" the other person inquired.  "Come here, child.  Let me have a look at you."  I recognized the voice as that of the intercom Brittany had been talking to.  I complied, and went around to face the lady.  Her face was mysterious.  Her irises were so pale that I had to concentrate to see them.  Dark eyeliner framed her eyes and made them stand out.  If she hadn't had the makeup, I probably couldn't tell that she even had eyes other than the small round pupils.  Her hair was blond but she had thick black eyebrows.  In a word, she was creepy.  But she wasn't at all ugly.  She stared at me and asked, "Do you know Heather?"  I stared back at her.  "What about Hilel?"


	"You mean Heather and Hilel Ardedron?" I asked.  I covered my mouth in surprise.  I had no clue where I’d pulled that last name from.  It just came out of my mouth!


	"Yes!  They are my niece and nephew!"  Lydia sounded so excited at first, but then something silenced her.  Her expression turned sour.  She looked away from Brittany and me and said, "That is all.  Thank you, Brittany.  Take good care of it."  The last phrase confused me.  Take care of what?  I wanted to ask someone what it was but I couldn’t.  I tried to say something but I couldn’t-- my mouth wouldn’t open!  It was as though someone had literally glued my lips together!


	Brittany and I went back downstairs and shut the door.  I noticed that the mirror was gone, but I didn't say anything (obviously).  Brittany led me back into the dressing room and got a pair of shorts for me to wear.  She babbled on to me about her family, her 2 sisters and 2 brothers, and how they came to know Lydia-- she’d come to the Boppers for a place to live years ago and has stayed there ever since.  We went outside and played basketball, and I never bothered trying to talk to her.  The girl just never shut up.


	When I went home, I was a little more confused than usual.  As soon as I could open my mouth again, I asked myself, aloud, “Do everyone's friends live at such weird houses?”
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