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PART ONE




Chapter One

 



Present

 


Gloucester, Massachusetts.

Hello, my name is Silver and I want to tell
you a story about a teenage girl named, Dorcy Brookshire. Now my
tale begins the day I met her. Well, I guess that statement is not
exactly correct; it really started over two hundred years ago when
I was placed in an ornate wooden frame. Now, you all are probably
wondering what I am; I am a mirror, you see. I mean you could see
if you stood before me.

Getting back on track, I was
purchased by a beautiful lady, (and I regret to say this but, she
was my granddaughter and I will not mention that again unless
necessary.) Too late, I discovered that she was the wicked queen who had cast a
spell on me. Voilà! I was incarcerated behind a looking glass but I was able to
speak. This witch was very vain and every day she’d ask me if she
was the most beautiful in all the land. Now, I’m not stupid, so of
course I told her that she was but as time went by, it was getting
more difficult. So, too make a long, long painful story short, she
disappeared one day after I confessed that she was no longer the
fairest in the land and I was left all alone with mixed feelings
because now I was bored.

As time elapsed the residence was sold and I
was covered and placed in the attic and moved from time to time.
Now, here’s where my existence gets more exciting. One day, the
cloth was removed and I was looking into the pretty face of a young
girl. At first her green eyes grew large as she stared at me and
studied herself disapprovingly as she turned to the left and then
the right. With a disgruntle sigh, she looked cross-eyed and made
funny expressions. At first I was amused but when she stuck out her
tongue, I said, “How rude of you miss?”

Her next expression was the most comical of
them all. I thought that her eyes might pop out of her head. But,
it was her scream that nearly shattered my glass. I was sorry to
see her run away; I so wanted company. She came back the next day
and stared at me for a few moments and then looked behind me as if
someone was playing a joke. “Hmm,” was her comment as she put a
finger under her dainty chin and seriously frowned. And then, she
poked me right in an eye.

“Ouch!” I cried and she jumped back, landing
on her butt.

“Sorry that I scared you; please don’t run
away,” I apologized.

Her eyes grew wider and she spoke in a weak
and tremulous whisper, “You…you talk?”

“Well, yes I do,” I
admitted trying not to laugh.

She looked up, disoriented and stated
perplexed, “How can you, you’re just a mirror?”

Now that hurt and I replied
very miffed, “Just a mirror? I beg your pardon but I am an
enchanted mirror, if you please.”

She continued to sit on the
floor giving me the most befuddled stare. “Look,” I offered her my
simplest explanation. “I was once the property of a very vain and
wicked witch
and she cast a spell on me, imprisoning me in here. You are not
vain, are you?” I asked. She shook her head negatively with vigor.
“Good, but you are very pretty, my dear.”

She muttered hastily, “I find this very hard
to believe. I must have hit my head when I fell and I’m
hallucinating.”

“No, I’m afraid the truth is staring you in
the eyes. Or should I say, you’re staring at the truth. What shall
I call you?” I quickly changed the subject.

She crawled over and sat in front of me,
touching her head. She appeared to be miffed that she did not find
a bump and shrugged, answering my question, “Dorcy Brookshire and I
am fifteen. What do I call you?”

“My name is Silver,” I answered. “I am
around two hundred and sixty years young,” I bragged.

She giggled, “A very appropriate name Mr.
Silver. You do not look a day over sixty.”

“Please, just Silver. Thank you.”

“Okay, Just Silver,” she murmured with a
warm smile.

This time I laughed. “I like you Dorcy.”

“Me too; I mean I like you also. I’m going
to ask my father to hang you in my bedroom, but no peeking when I
undress, promise?”

“I promise.”

“Pinky swear?” she asked and giggled, and
put her little finger against my face.

“Without hands, you have me at a
disadvantage but you’ve got my word child.”

 


The next time the cloth was removed I
immediately knew I was in Dorcy’s boudoir; there was no denying the
room belonged to a female. The walls were pink as were the curtains
and ruffled bedspread. One wall was filled with dolls on shelves,
another covered with strange pictures of humans, I think. They were
all boys that were dressed oddly and had different colored hair,
some hair was long others spiked. And I thought that the witch who
imprisoned me dressed abnormal.

“Well. What do you think?” asked Dorcy
suddenly appearing before me smiling.

Again I will say that I’m not a foolish
mirror but I didn’t want to hurt her feelings and a little white
lie would not crack me, I hope, so I fibbed, “Very enchanting,
child.”

She beamed. “Thanks. Well, I have to study
for school tomorrow, I have a math test.”

“Oh, can I assist? Adding and subtracting is
easy.”

“Maybe, but it’s an algebra quiz, see.” She held up the book
and I studied it and then frowned.

“Can you?” she asked.

I hesitated, blinking. “I do not think so,
never had a use for all those numbers. I’m a mirror not a crystal
ball that can see the answers. Sorry.”

She giggled. “That’s okay,” she said with a
shrug and plopped down onto the bed, putting something into her
ears. I watched for a while and then asked, “How’s the homework
coming?”

No answer so I shouted again and once more
she ignored me. I sighed frustrated and decided that maybe she was
too engrossed in her studies to be disturbed, so I patiently
waited. I did hang around for over two hundred years, so what are a
few more minutes? Finally, she removed whatever it was she stuffed
into her ears and grumbled, “I hate algebra! Can’t see what good it
will do me?”

“Well, you seemed to be very engrossed in
your studies; I called on you a few times and you did not answer
me.” Even to my own ears I sounded a bit put-upon.

“Oh, sorry, I was listening to music,” she
apologized.

Momentarily rebuffed, I stated, “Music? I
heard no music.”

Her smile broadened and she giggled. “It
came out of my ear-piece. I’ll put on the CD player so you can hear
it too.”

“CD?” I asked, still befuddled.

More surprised than frightened, this loud,
strange noise filled the room. I thought my face would splinter.
“My word, you call that music?” I shouted.

“Yes, it’s Michael Jackson. He’s dead now,
but I still like his music.”

“That music would kill anyone,” I
murmured.

“No,” she sighed sadly. “He overdosed on too
many pills.”

If I had to listen to that all day, I’d need
a headache powder or a spell to relive my pain. That thought stayed
muted on my tongue.

The following week I learned so much about
modern contraptions. I was not the only one talking behind a piece
of glass but it was not a mirror but an object called a T.V.;
although, she couldn’t converse back. Dorcy claimed that she could
speak to anyone in the world on a small gadget called a cellphone;
even claimed she could write, called texting and tweet. Nonplussed,
I had to ask if she could mimic a bird, and she went into a fit of
laughter. Of course, she said that it was a silly question and her
explanation did not make sense to me as did all the other gadgets
like having a conversation face to face on something she said was a
Skype or an iPad.

That evil queen’s magic had nothing over
people today with the wonders that now existed.

I met her parents (not formally
introduced of course) after two weeks when they came into her room
to talk to their daughter about a boy she’d been seeing. By the
drift of their conversation I got the feeling that they did not
approve of the young male adult. Dorcy argued back and they left
looking quite annoyed. I knew that they loved her and
were just
concerned. Being a wise mirror, and learning once to keep my
truthful opinion to myself, I kept my mouth shut. After a month,
she told me that she caught her boyfriend kissing another girl and
was done with that scumbag, whatever that word means.

It seemed as if boys came and went quickly
in Dorcy’s life. She often confided in me that no one boy rocked
her world. I had given up trying to understand her modern slang,
and sometimes I wished that I was back in my peaceful attic. The
wicked queen’s constant nagging about who was fairest in the land
was not as nerve wracking now as was living with Dorcy.

As she was approaching her
eighteenth birthday she spent most of her time on her cellphone
staring dreamy eyed into a boy’s face, which she explained was
something called a photo. I suspected that she finally found a male
that, as she said, rocked her world. One day I met the lad and had
to agree that he was very dreamy; her description of him, not mine.
For the first time, to my surprise, she covered my face after he
entered the room. Oh, oh, this cannot be good!

“Keep your bedroom door open!” I heard her
mother yell from another room.

Phew, I thought, a little relieved.

“Okay mother!” she hollered back. “We’re
just studying and talking.”

At first I heard Dorcy reading
and then silence except for giggling and strange smacking
sounds. Oh,
oh, not good. So I loudly cleared my throat.

“What the hell was that?” cried the young
man.

“What? I didn’t hear anything,” replied
Dorcy.

I smiled. Good girl, playing
dumb.

Silence and then a giggle and more quiet.
“Ahem!” I butted in again.

“Is there a video camera in here?” the boy
questioned.

“No,” Dorcy said, sounding quite annoyed.
“But, maybe you should go. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

It didn’t take long before the cloth was
removed and Dorcy’s mighty forceful angry face was leering at me.
She folded her arms peering at me as if I was her naughty
child.

“What do you have to say for yourself, Mr.
Silver?!” she ordered in a voice of authority.

Oh, not good, she called me
Mr. “Sorry,
but I didn’t hear any talking.”

She said with easy defiance, “Humph! For
your information, we were making out.”

“Making out?” I questioned and she rolled
her green eyes at me as if I had no idea what she was talking
about. Of course, I didn’t!

“Ohhh!” she threw her hand up in utter
frustration, literally mirroring my thoughts exactly. “We were
smooching, necking, in other words, kissing. You do know what
kissing is?”

“Yes, but I’ve never been kissed,” I fibbed,
not knowing why. “Want to illustrate? And stop with the eye
rolling,” I grumbled.

“I’m tempted to put you back in the attic,”
she threatened by throwing down the gauntlet.

I was tempted to call her bluff, for a
little peace and quiet, but I knew I didn’t want to go back to a
solitude life again, so I said, “Sorry, but in my time, young
lovers never kissed until there were betrothed.”

“Well, you’re in my century pal, and in 2017
couples live together before they’re wed.”

I gasped and wished I had hands to put over
my ears.

She sighed. “Don’t worry, Silver, I plan to
keep myself pure until the right man comes along. I know I’m not
the norm, but I do not want to marry until I’m in my late twenties,
and I’ll not risk getting pregnant.” She giggled. “Did I embarrass
you? Your face actually steamed up.”

Now, the attic was looking more temping by
the minute!

 


Dorcy celebrated her eighteenth birthday
today.

“I have to
admit, she is quite a beauty. “If the wicked queen were to ask me,
I’d say that Dorcy was the fairest maiden I’ve seen in a long
time,” I proclaimed aloud. And then I thought that she looked beautiful in her
pale yellow dress, what there was of it. It still boggles my mind
how little clothes women wore these days.

I can hear the loud music, if that’s what
one wants to call it, downstairs and happy laughter of young
adults. Dorcy told me that soon she’d be off to college and that
I’d not see her as much since she’d be living in a dorm. I was
truthful and said that I’d miss her but she claimed that it was
only for four years and that she’d be home on holidays and vacation
time.

“Why so sad?” asked a strange female
voice.

I opened my eyes and
blinked. It
couldn’t be? Not possible, the wicked queen?

 



Chapter Two

 



Past

 


Caught off guard, I stuttered, “Y-you? How?
It’s n-not p-possible. I thought you were dead.” She cackled and I
winced; I could never forget that spine chilling laugh of hers. Her
talon fingernail ran down my face, making a scratching sound and I
cringed.

“Sorry to disappoint you, but I’m not your
mistress, I’m her half-sister, Zelda.”

Perplexed, I asked, “Half-sister?” I have to
admit I had no knowledge of this.

She snorted. “Yes, your precious daughter,
Lyris, my mother had a lover, dear grandfather, a warlock. Is that
surprise or disbelief I see on your face? Why not, grandmother was
a witch, and like you, my mother was not one of us, so she had an
affair with male witch. My dear sister, your queen found out about
me when our mother died and she told me what she had done to you.
Too bad Grampy, you never met me, until now that is. What did you
do to her to cast the spell that put you in the mirror?”

“Does that really matter now?” I snapped.
“What do you want and how did you get here? It’s been over two
hundred years since she cast this spell on me. You cannot be that
old.”

“Oh, but I am. You see, she was jealous of
my beauty and drugged me. It was a concoction to make me sleep and
she said that only a fair maiden who was more beautiful than me
would wake me from the curse. What you said about your new mistress
awakened me and here I am,” she smiled, snapping her fingers. She
then added, “Believe me I’m just as surprised as you to be here,
but more delighted.” She yawned and sat on the bed. “You must
forgive me, but I was startled awake and have not yet wiped the
crust from my eyes.”

It took me a few moments to
register the significance of her words, and then I groaned.
What was it about
these sisters that made them so vain?

I dreaded to ask, but I did. “What are you
going to do? I’m sure you’re not here to have a social visit with
me, so I presume it has to do with the girl.”

“Yes, that child has magical powers that she
has no idea she possesses.”

The hair on my head rose because I
anticipated that I was not going to like her answer. “Explain,” I
probed and I could feel the glass starting to steam over from
fear.

“She carries my family’s blood in her veins.
Although she is not a hundred percent witch, I have to assume that
she still has the gift.”

“You call witchcraft a gift?” I snorted. “I
say it is a curse.”

She cackled at my choice of words. “You see
Grampy, my half-brother the prince kissed the fair maiden my dear
sister tried to poison. Although, he was a warlock, he was not like
us, he had a good heart and he saved the girl. Your new mistress is
a far-distant relative of my brother; I am here to finally kill the
last of my generation. No woman will ever be more beautiful than
me!”

“Pray tell, how will you do this? This is
the twenty-first century and don’t you think you are carrying that
grudge a bit more to the extreme than necessary?” She gave me that
same evil leer my queen, (sorry my granddaughter) gave me and then
Zelda strolled around the room fingering a few objects as if in
thought.

“I already have a plan. She’s at the age of
finding true love, so I will disguise myself as a handsome young
man, one who will sweep her off her feet. A love potion will have
her falling in love with me and I’ll take her faraway, to the
Enchanted Forest, where she’ll never be found.”

I could still hear the party going on
downstairs and hoped Dorcy remained there.

This is worse than I feared. I
must warn her! So deep in thought I didn’t noticed Zelda standing before
me until she tapped the glass, grinning smugly. I feared that I
might splinter from sheer fright. I remembered my granddaughter’s
mean temper and I had the misfortune of nearly being shattered many
times by a flying object.

“If you think to warn her, think no more.” I
gulped, she read my mind. When I opened my mouth to speak, she
touched my face; I cracked from corner to corner and my voice was
silenced.

My sweet Dorcy was doomed!

And then Zelda vanished as quickly as she
had appeared.

 


It was late when the party ended.
Apparently, Dorcy was exhausted and covered me before turning on a
light so she didn’t notice that I was broken. It’s just as well; I
couldn’t talk to her anyway. What will she think when I can no
longer communicate with her? This was my fault. If I hadn’t spoken
the truth aloud about her beauty, her life wouldn’t be in
peril.

Morning came too soon for me. Dorcy would be
telling me about the party and see my damage, and I had no way of
explaining it to her. I heard her moving around, opening and
closing drawers and closet doors waiting for her to tell me about
her party, but to my dismay, the bedroom door closed and she never
removed the cloth. I was glad she didn’t see my condition, but sad
that she didn’t tell me about her birthday and her gifts. It seemed
that lately, she was not communicating with me as much. I wanted to
scream in frustration. Oh, if I only could!

When Dorcy finally removed the cover, she
gasped, “Oh no! What happened to you?”

Of course, I couldn’t answer her and she
frowned at me. I was so distraught
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