Chapter Five: The Mirror





	The next time I went to Brittany's, I debated on whether or not to ask her about the mirror.  She took me on a tour of the house, and I forgot about it.  We went through almost every room in her eight-floored house: she showed me where her and her siblings' bedrooms were, the locations of five bathrooms, the gymnasium, the two-floored library, both of the swimming pools, and other assorted rooms.  I was truly impressed, but there was one more place I wanted to see.


	Brittany had totally avoided the third floor.  When I asked her if we had missed a floor, she looked at me and paused before saying, "N-no... I... I don't think so."  When our little tour was complete, she asked me, "So, Chris, whaddya think?  Is my house fun or what?  What should we do now... hmm... wanna play basketball again?  Or maybe we could go play tennis!  I know!  We'll go swimming!  Doesn't that sound like... Chris?  What's the matter, Christina?  Why do you look all bummed out all of a sudden?"


	"Nothing's wrong," I lied, "I just... don't have a bathing suit.  Um, do you have one?  Like those shorts  you let me wear?  In your... dressing room?"


	She brightened back up again.  "Sure!  What color would you like?"


	The moment I was waiting for.  Brittany's dressing room was on the third floor.  The same floor where I'd seen the mirror.  We were on the eighth floor and decided to take the elevator down.  The view of the gardens once again took my breath away.  I almost forgot where I was until I felt Brittany shaking me.  "Chrissy... we're here..."


	I came back down to earth and got nervous.  I hoped I could remember where I'd seen the mirror.  We rounded a corner and I could see the handmade sign on the dressing room door, a little way down the hall.  I looked on the opposite wall, closer to me, and there was the door.  The door where I'd first seen the mirror.  I looked at Brittany and she stopped.  "You didn't forget, did you?"  It was more of a statement than a question.


	 "No," I said.  "What happened to it?"


	Brittany shrugged.  "It's in my room.  C'mon... I'll show you."  She put the little key back in her pocket and motioned for me to come.


	Her room was on the fourth floor.  We didn't take the elevator like I'd hoped.  I began wondering if Brittany would let me take a tour of the gardens some day.  We entered the room and Brittany flipped a light switch.  Everything in her room glittered for a slight second.  I blinked my eyes and wondered what had just happened.  I thought to myself, "This place gets weirder by the minute..."


	Brittany went over to a desk and produced another key from her pocket.  She looked at me nervously and smiled, obviously trying to calm the both of us down.  I anxiously watched her fumble with the key.  "Shoot, wrong one," she said.  She pulled out a purple key and examined it.  "Nope... that's not it either."  She smiled sheepishly at me.  She pulled out nine or ten more keys and looked through them frantically.  "Sorry this is taking so long, Chrissy!  I know it's gotta be in here... somewhere..."  Finally deciding on a gold one, she put the key into the keyhole in the desk and it unlocked with a "click."


	I couldn't see the mirror at first.  But Brittany found it and held it out to me.  She took a deep breath and said, "Christina, this has got to be kept a secret.  I know we just met last week, but I think I can trust you.  I hope I can.  'Cause you gotta promise me you won't tell anyone about what I'm gonna show you.  Okay?"


	I was getting really excited.  "Okay!" I exclaimed.


	"Promise?  Really truly swear you promise?"


	"Yes, I promise!  C'mon, Brittany!  Just show me already!  Besides, no one'll listen to me anyway... everyone's too afraid of me!  They all think I'm some sort of vampire!"  Brittany laughed.  She seemed more at ease, but quickly became more serious.


	"Alright, then.  Watch..."
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