Chapter Seven: A New Student





	Well, Britt and I had a lot of fun with that mirror.  But we wished for so many things from that mirror that I was actually beginning to get worried.  Mansion or not, there just wasn't any room to hide everything!  So, we decided to quit using the mirror.  It wasn't as if we had to use the mirror to get what we wanted - all Brittany had to do was ask her parents for something and they'd buy it for her.  Not that she was spoiled or anything...


	In time, we both forgot about the mirror.  We went to school together, hung out together, and laughed and cried together.  We even buried my pet frog together.  We had a little funeral service in my back yard.  Brittany's older sister, Beth, made a little coffin and engraved the name "Hop-A-Long" on the side for my dearly departed.


	It seemed as though Brittany and I were inseparable.  We were.  Brittany had other friends, of course, but I don't think they ever connected the way we did.  Despite her fear and squeamishness, she was even able to say a few words for Hoppy at the funeral.  I know I never found anyone else who was as good a friend as Brittany was.  But one girl did come close.


	In seventh grade, Brittany and I were sitting in Mr. Earlin's social studies class when it was announced that we had a new transfer student.  I looked up to see who it was and recalled my first day at Danae Elementary.  Now we were at Robert A. Bopper Junior High (named after Brittany's dad, of course).  I really didn't think the girl would be hassled by name-calling or false accusations of being a monster, but I wanted to make sure she felt welcome and at home, ASAP.


	Mr. Earlin looked at the class and said, in his usual monotonous speech pattern, "Class, I would like you to say hello to this nice young lady.  Her name is Cassandra Chy-No"


	The girl’s eyes got big.  Something was wrong.  She looked up at Mr. Earlin and spoke up.  "It's Chino.  ‘Chee-No.’"


	Mr. Earlin scowled back at her.  "Class, I would like you to say hello to this young lady.  Her name is Cassandra Cheeeeeeeee-No.  Humph."


	I tried desperately not to laugh.  The only time Mr. Earlin had any emphasis in his voice was when he was really mad.  I felt sorry for Cassandra.  She walked towards the empty desk next to me with her head down.  I looked at her and smiled.  "Don't worry," I assured her, "he's usually pretty calm."


	Cassandra seemed to relax a little after that.  She was a really pretty girl, and she looked younger than Brittany and me.  She had strawberry blond hair that was as long as Brittany's, but wavier.  And something looked... familiar about her.  Her presence gave me a strange sense of déjà vu.


	At lunch that day, Brittany and I invited Cassandra to sit with us.  She gladly accepted, and laid out her lunch before us.  I had never seen so much food for one person in my life.  I noticed that Brittany was staring.  I nudged her quickly and she regained her composure.  After making sure Brittany would continue to behave, I focused my own attention back on all the food.  Cassandra looked a little bit embarrassed.  "Oh, uhh... that's not all mine.. uh, ya see, I uh... make a lot of food to uh, share... with... people."  I could tell she was trying too get us to act as though it was normal.  Brittany and I just stared at the food.  Then Brittany asked if she could have some.  I nudged her again, harder this time, but Cassandra smiled and gladly shared her lunch with us.  It was the start of the trio of Brittany, Christina, and Cassandra.
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