When The Moment Arrives
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Soft white lace traced a delicate path along Juliet Parrish's bust line and down to her diaphragm, there being accented by a delicate baby blue ribbon. Narrow strings were tightly fastened to her panties to hold up stockings, size extra small to accentuate her petite frame. Julie gazed at herself in the mirror, tousling her hair and trying to figure out if this was the ensemble for her. She thought about wearing pantyhose instead, if only to cover the scar on her hip... an old war injury.

"Are you almost done?" asked her mother from outside the dressing room.

Julie bit her lip. "Are you bored, mom?"

"Well, honey. You've been in there for twenty minutes," Constance chirped, eying the mannequins around her in disgust. We never wore anything like these when I got married, she thought. Constance waved a hand to her daughter Gabrielle who was out in the mall, holding Julie's four month old daughter, Amanda-Beth with a look of impatience on her face. Gabrielle raised an arm and tried her best to point at her watch. Amanda decided she wanted the watch and went after it with her mouth which caused Gabrielle to smile Constance just shook her head and laughed.

From the other side of the door, Julie heard the muffled laugh and asked, "Are you mocking me, mother? This isn't easy, you know!"

"Well I just don't get it," Constance confessed. "The mans seen you naked lots of times before. And when he," she cleared her throat, "sees it, it won't stay on for very long."

"Thank you, Mother!" 

"Sure," she snorted. "Why don't you finish up and I'll go relieve Gabby?"

"Sure," Julie muttered, annoyed with her mothers lack of understanding and lack of involvement with the big day. 

Julie undid the fastenings for her stockings and slid them off of her legs. Again, she looked at her small bulge that still lingered from her recent pregnancy and thought, I need to walk more. And trying on underwear when I'm ragging was not such a good idea either! Parrish, when will you learn? Julie hated periods, especially since hers were so unpredictable now being on the latest in birth control pills. If she was not bleeding one week she was spotting the next, and her love life was next to impossible. Poor Mike. Poor Mike? Poor me! She only hoped that her cycles would be more regular when the honeymoon rolled around in a few week. Julie smiled, slipping her blue jean summer dress back over her head, putting on a straw hat and a pair of white Keds. Then, she headed over to the cashier, a girl no older than seventeen, who looked like an average Playboy Bunny, big boobs and all.

"Hi," said the girl taking Julie's selections. "When's the big day?"

"In a few weeks," Julie answered, digging in her purse for her Visa Card. She hated to use it again, or to think what the next bill total might be. Last week she and Mike had had a little tif when she got carried away at a Bloomies Baby Clearance sell. But as far as she was concerned, nothing was too good for their little girl.

Tina, the cashier noticed one of Julie's photos in her wallet and asked, "Is that him?"

"Yeah," Julie blushed.

"Isn't he on the news show... Donovan something or rather?"

"Mmm...hmm."

Tina refocused her stare on Julie's face, "But you look familiar too. Do you work with him?"

"Used to," Julie said. "We were resistance fighters in Los Angeles. I'm a biochemist now though. Um, can you hurry up, sweetheart? I have people waiting."

Nodding, the girl pressed the total button and said, "One hundred and twenty three oh seven."

Julie gulped, handing over the credit card, and glanced over at her Mom and Sister and forced a confident smile. But confident, she was not.

In a little tavern filled with noise and smoke, Mike Donovan stared at a large TV screen watching the Yankees latest game against the Red Sox. He watched the batter hit, and take off running, first to first and then to second.

"Oh, c'mon!" he cried watching a Red Sox player catch the retrieved ball and throw it to the third baseman.

"Son of a gun!" said the blond thirtynine year old man sitting next to Donovan. "Ain't nothin like when we had Alex... shit!"

Across from Pete sat an old woman with a Red Sox cap perched on top of her gray clad hair who giggled in delight of his frustration. "Just face, it Peter, you will have to wax my floors and if your lucky, I'll let you wax my truck too."

"Not just yet, Hannah banana fee fi bo manna," he replied, gulping his Mickey's Dark non-alcoholic Beer. "There's one more inning left."

Mike Donovan smiled, drinking his brew which was nothing but the real thing. "Just face it, you baby," he said. "Were you such a sore loser when you played... hmm?"

"The only thing sore about me were my knees and elbows."

"Aww," Hannah crowed. "But you left out your attitude, dear."

Admitting it to himself was less than comfortable for Pete who had suffered so long with a bad temper and alcohol abuse, both which had caused him to drive loved ones away with a wreckless force. Pete narrowed his stare at her, "I'll uh remember this day when your crippled and alone in the nursing home. Poor Hannah, no one comes to see her. Boo hoo."

"That's not a nice thing to say, Peter," she scolded.

Donovan chuckled, reaching his hand over to rub Hannah's back. "I'll come to see my favorite girl."

Hannah thought about it for a mere second and mumbled, "I think I have competition in that area, love."

Leaning towards her, Donovan gave her a moist, beer, stinky kiss on the cheek. "Yes, but you'll always be my one true love."

Giggling, the old woman pushed him away. "Yes, I know. But you don't have to make such a fuss over me in public. After all, I'm just a modest, little old lady."

"Modest, my ass!" Pete Forsythe protested, chewing reflectively on a miniature straw. "Hannah, if we were in better shape I would challenge you to a game."

"Oh, I'm in just as good as shape as any," she answered. "So how about it, Peter?... Michael, my love?"

"Maybe when Julie and I get back from the honeymoon," Donovan said thoughtfully.

"You ain't gonna have any strength left after the honeymoon!" Pete reminded.

A surge of warmth came to Donovan's face and he mumbled, "You're probably right."

Hannah shook her head, grabbing her black leather bomber and mumbled, "I don't wanna hear this, boys. Let's go home. I'm having trouble breathing here."

"Me too," confessed Donovan. It was not often he got to come out to places like these and have a good time with his friends. CBS was keeping him on a tight schedule with wacky hours. He could hardly stand the smoke and had found himself coughing a few times. But the tickle in his throat also made him wonder if he was not coming down with something. He could not remember the last time he had a cold. It was years ago, he thought, before the visitors came. Damn, you better not be getting sick now.
Khien Su Tyler sat on the living room couch watching MTV intently, trying to absorb all the American culture had to offer her young mind. She longed to be "One of the girls." One music video after another came on to keep her occupied.

"Take........ onnnnnnnnnnn... meee," she sang, watching the sexy Norwegian guy's image dancing in the comic book as the blond girl in the diner watched him make his moves and invite her in. Khien smiled, watching the girl pursue the boy. "...all the things I don't want to remember," she sang watching the images fade from color to black and white and listening to the beautiful sound of the keyboards. "Doo doo doo doo... doo doo doo... doo doo doo doo doo......"

The sound of a door being opened caught her off guard and she turned her head to see Sean Donovan sling his book bag on the couch, a bewildered look on his face. Apparently, he had not noticed her because he was lost in is own torment.

"I didn't want to go to your stupid Prom anyway, Karen," he mumbled. "Stupid wench."

Khien refocused on the TV as the Norwegian sang, I'll be gone, in a day or two.
Sean rolled his eyes taking notice to Khien. "Where's Julie?"

"She go with Mama and Gabby get panties."

Sean grinned at her. "And your dad?"

"He work," Khien said, motioning to the TV screen at an all girl band making funny moves with their hands. "What is Egyptian?"

"Uh, like mummys and King Tutt, you know... Pyramids?"

"No," Khien blinked, reaching for her glass of milk and sipped. "No pyramids oh mommies in uh Viet Nam."

"No," Sean agreed. "They're in Africa like the zebras and elephants. You know like at the Brooklyn Zoo we saw."

Khien continued to watch the TV screen. "I want walk like Egyptian. You teach?" She looked up at Sean who was turning up the television via the remote control.

"Well, I'm not very good at it," he confessed. Good? You've never done it, you dope, he thought. First time for everything. "But you do need to stand up."

The girl tossed Amanda's pink and blue afghan aside and stood, then went over to Sean. "You know better then me. You American boy," she reminded him.

Sean took her hands and put one up above her head and made her arm into an arch, and then put her other hand downward and arched the arm backward then did the same with his. Khien giggled at the sight as Sean began to move his arms up and down, alternating them.

"Walk like Egyptian... Way oh.........Wayyyyyyyy ohhhhhhhhh," she sang.

"Move your arms," he told her admiring her every move.

"Like dis," she murmured, imitating his moves, but did not quite make it.

Sean watched her, trying not to laugh, then reached out to help her with the movements. "Now, your feet, uh, step high like me."

He picked up his right foot and then his left.

Khien laughed harder, "Is dis way mommy walk?" She imitated his every stepped and continued with the hand motions.

"Yeah," Sean chuckled getting a whiff of her perfume. Channel #9. He recognized that it was actually Julie's perfume that Khien had helped herself to along with the eye shadow she was wearing. His expression turned to one of concern.

"Khien Su," he said, "Did Julie help you with your makeup?"

The girl looked away and didn't say anything. The music stopped and Khien-Su's eyes filled with tears.

"Hey," Sean said, smoothing her long black hair out of her eyes which were filling with tears.

"You not say..." she sniffled. "Don't tell her I take. I sorry. I just want smell goo for you."

"For me?" Sean asked as though it had never occurred to him before. He heard a car door slam outside.

"Crap," he squealed. "Someone's here. You'd better go change your clothes and wash that off."

"You not say anything," Khien mumbled heading towards the bathroom that still reeked of perfume. She had never gotten in trouble here before and only hoped that it would not get her a beating. 

Juliet Parrish sat down to lunch with her mom, sister and infant. Amanda Beth Donovan lounged in a Graco Stroller, gently slurping on her thumb. Her eyes followed Julie's every move, a sign of insecurity, Julie was certain. Julie moved her menu down to glance at Amanda... 

"And what would you like, missy?" Julie teased.

"A nap, " Gabrielle said in a baby voice while twirling a finger through her own long brown curly hair.

Julie reached across the table and slapped her sister's arm lightly. "Are you mocking your favorite niece again?"

"She's my only niece," Gabby emphasized, gazing at her own menu. She spotted the chocolate cheesecake and murmured, "Hersheys PA and Philly combined. Oh, Momma pinch me. I think I'm dreaming."

"I'll pinch you," Julie offered with a cocky grin on her face.

"No, I had enough of your killer toes when I was young and innocent," Gabby giggled.

"You were innocent?" Julie asked.

"Oh, c'mon," the girl snorted. "I'm not the one buying see through underwear. I mean, what's the point?"

Constance Parrish shook her head, not amused with her girls' humor. "Juliet, be nice." She picked up her mug and sipped French Cappucino savoring its rich flavor.

"What?" Julie gasped innocently. "She started it, Mom."

"Did not!" Gabby protested.

"Did too," Julie answered.

"Did NOT!" said Gabby and reached over and pinched Julie's arm as hard as she could.

"OW!" Julie said loud enough to draw the attention of those who were dining around them.

Constance pushed Gabby's arm back and demanded, "Girls, do I need to take you in the bathroom?"

"Yeah, right mom," Gabby sneered just as the waitress came over.

"Are you ready to order?" the girl with the long blond hair asked, pencil and scratchpad in hand.

"Yeah, I want the chocolate cheesecake," Gabby replied.

"You wouldn't dare!" Julie said, her eyes narrowing. She knew that Gabby was just doing it to spite her, for Julie didn't dare eat anything so rich and hope to keep her weight down for the wedding.

"Would too," Gabby said, still in her childish humor mode.

Constance nodded in agreement. "Yes, I'll have the same. Can you uh give us a little piece for the baby?"

The waitress smiled and wrote down the order then looked to Julie. "And you, miss?"

"Jello," Julie sighed. "Grape."

Unable to control herself, Gabby busted up laughing and leaned into her mother. "J...E...L...L...O," she sang like the T.V. commercial.

The waitress took their menus and headed back to the kitchen, leaving Julie to stare down her sister like hunted prey. 

"I'll get even, you just wait and see," Julie promised, seeing that the spot where Gabby had pinched her was turning to an ugly shade of black and green. "This better be gone before my wedding."

Gabby looked at her mark and smiled, "Oh, my gosh. Did I pinch you that hard? You know, I think you should have a bachelorette party. We could invite a few sexy guys and..."

"No, she isn't," Constance protested. "Gabriella, I am shocked at you. Where do you come up with this stuff?"

"Why not?" Julie asked, stirring cream and sugar into her lukewarm coffee. "Its really harmless, Mom."

"Well, when I was young we didn't have... those things."

"My buddy Enrico is a Chippendale dancer. You know, the one with the... bulge," Gabby snickered.

Julie joined her sister in laughter. "Like them ballet dancers, huh?"

Their mother grunted with obvious displeasure, the took her frustration out on Amanda. She smiled at the baby. "Your Momma and Auntie are talking nonsense," she said picking up the baby.

"You're not seriously going to give her cake are you?" Julie asked. "Pete said not to start more than one new food a day. She had spinach this morning."

"Oh, so that's what that smell was," Gabby made a face. "Thank God for baby powder."

"You need more than baby powder to get rid of your smell. Gab-" Julie started to say but stopped seeing Constance put a hand to her own forehead. "What's the matter, Mom? You sick?"

"You girls are giving your poor Momma a migraine," Constance complained. "I really did hope you would behave in public."

Gabby reached into her water glass and flicked some of the cold liquid in Julie's direction. "Guess again, Mom."

"Gabby, please. Mom isn't feeling well," Julie begged. 

"Yes, I think I may take a nap when we get home," Constance confessed.

"Is it just a headache?" Julie asked, switching to her MD mode,

"And a tickle in my throat. I thought the cappucino would help," the older woman said. "But its just really scratchy."

Reaching into her Gucci handbag, Gabby pulled out a Luden's cough drop and said, "Try this."

Amanda reached for the losenger as it went from Auntie to Grandma, but missed. Juliet chuckled watching her daughter's feeble attempts. Amanda shot Constance a look of disappointment, then a big frown and then a cry.

"I want my nap," Gabby mocked the infant.

Juliet rolled her eyes as she accepted the jello that was set before her. "Amanda, just ignore your aunt Gabby, The only reason she does that is because she knows Grandma loves you more."
At the thought, Constance smiled a guilty grin. "Well, now that you mention it."
"Mmm hmm," Julie agreed.
Gabby stuck her tongue out at Amanda playfully and Amanda smiled.
Back at the apartment, Mike Donovan hurried inside, his head pounding with a horrible headache and burning up. He wanting nothing more than sleep. He was disappointed to find Khien Su and Sean sitting close together on the couch.
"Where's Julie and Ham?" he questioned right away putting a hand to his forehead and sounding like Oscar the Grouch.
"Shopping and at work," Sean answered, quickly scooting over. "What's the matter with you?"
"I wish I knew," Mike confessed. "How long have you two been here?"
"Alone you mean?" Sean asked, following his father into the kitchen where a pile of dirty dishes was stacked on top of the counter.
"Does she do anything?" Mike said quietly to himself.
"You don't like Khien now or something?" Sean continued as he poured himself a glass of Coke with ice.
"Don't put words into my mouth!" Mike spat. "Would you mind cleaning up? Give Julie a break from all this, huh?"
Sean shrugged. Of course he minded, but wasn't about to admit it. "Did you have a bad day at work or something?" He went over to the sink and poured the Dawn then turned on the faucet, watching bubbles form one by one.
"No, I don't know. I just feel like crap." Mike took the faucet over to the second basin and turned it to cold, filling a clean glass to drink from.
"That's nice," Sean mumbled. As his father stood next to him, he could feel the heat radiating from Mike's forehead. "I didn't know crap could get so hot."
"Huh?" Mike asked.
"Too bad Julie's not here to play Doctor with you," Sean said seriously but then realized that his father may have taken it literally because Mike's eyes got real big. "No, Dad," he giggled. "I'm sorry I meant to take care of you."
"Frankly, I don't know what you mean these days, kiddo. Did you meet with Karen after school? I mean you're home kind of early, aren't you?"
"Screw off!" Sean muttered defensively.
"Ahh... I picked a touchy subject, now didn't I. What's the matter, has my little boy got a broken heart?"
"You're really insensitive."
Mike smiled. "Sean, she's been jerking you around for six months now. Isn't it time you open your eyes and see her for what she really is?"
"Well, I don't have a choice," he explained. "She broke up with me. She's back with that jock, you know prick."
"Oh, good. Maybe we'll see your grades go up now. Hell, I might even let you get your drivers license."
Sean frowned. He wanted his driver's license more than he wanted anything. But to pull up his grades seemed impossible at times. He had a hard time catching up let alone keeping up, and resented Mike for putting the blame on him.
"I can't help it, Dad."
"Maybe if you spend a little more time hitting the books instead of thinking about girls," Mike added, feeling the sweat pour down from his own forehead. He was even a little dizzy at that. He leaned against the refridgerator for support. 
Sean turned to give his father a dirty look, but realized that Mike was now more concerned with his own condition. "Are you okay, Dad?"
Mike felt chills run up his spine, to his neck and then to his head. And then suddenly he was hot again, so hot he could hardly stand it. He opened the freezer door and stuck his head inside, resting his chin on a frozen bag of french fries.
Sean began to giggle. "What are you doing?"
"Turning into a popsicle, I hope!" Mike muttered.
Footsteps nearing made Sean turn his eyes toward the entryway where Khien Su now stood. 
"Why you wan be pop... sickle. Is cold," she said.
Before Mike could think of an answer a dizzy spell hit him and he was out cold on the floor.
"I know was not goo," Khien frowned.
Sean shook his head, trying to resist the urge for sarcasm and went over to his father. He put his hand to Mike's neck to check for a pulse which there was one.
"Help me get him up on the chair, Khien," Sean said.
"He not sit if he sleep," she argued.
He nodded vigorously. "Point taken." Sean patted Mike gently on the cheek. "Get up, Dad!"
It was a few minutes before Mike stirred and put his hand to his eyes where black dots greeted his vision. "What happened?" he asked.
"Brain freeze," Sean said matter-of-factly. "You passed out."
"Brain freeze?" Mike questioned looking him in the eye, then he used the refridgerator door handle to pull himself up from the floor. 

"I make you bed on couch," Khien said reassuringly. "And cây chè. Come, chú."
Chú was her pet name for Mike who had become a second father to her. In English it translated to 'Uncle.'
"What?" Mike muttered. "What's cây chè?" In his mind he was thinking she might conjure up an ancient Vietnamese remedy and could only imagine what it would consist of.
"You no trust," she observed, tugging at his sleeve and leading him into the living room. She felt the heat from his body. "You warm. Maybe no cây chè." 
"Well, you know what's best," Mike said, grateful that he would not be subject to her remedy.
Khien looked back at Sean who had followed them. "Sean, boy get father..." she paused for a beat, "vật gối đầu." The girl hated it when she couldn't think of the English word for something and from the look on Sean's face, it was clear that he had no idea what she was talking about.
"I'm not a boy," Sean said defensively. "And I don't know what vật whatever the hell you said is either."
"SEAN!" Mike snapped, taking a seat on the couch.
Slowly, Khien's big brown eyes filled with tears. "I GET!" she stammered, heading towards Mike and Julie's bedroom.
Sean stared back at his father. "She can be annoying, Dad," he complained.
"I think she's trying to be helpful," Mike argued. "You know you could be a little more supportive, try to help her fit in."
"Why? Ham doesn't plan to stick around forever. I heard him talking about taking her to Chicago."
"Well, he can't do that just yet. Immigration is giving us a hard time. Until we get it squared away, she's my daughter, and that means your her brother and I expect you to treat her like family."
"Oh sure," he said sarcastically, "and you don't even wanna drink her tea."
"What?" Mike questioned.
"Even I know what cây chè is. C'mon, Dad. How long has she been with us?"
Khien returned with a pillow and blanket, propping the pillow behind Mike's neck. Her eyes were still watery.
"Khien Su, I'm sorry," Mike said. "I really didn't know you were offering me tea. I'd love some of your, cây chè."
"Yes, chú," she replied and headed to the kitchen.
Instead of admitting his own guilt, Sean found solitude in his own bedroom where he put on a Richard Marx tape and turned his thoughts toward Karen Forsythe.
Should've known better, than to fall in love with you. Now love is just a faded memory...
By the time Khien had got the pot on the stove to boil, she saw Julie's car pull up into the driveway and smiled. Now she would not have to worry about taking care of her beloved chú. She went to the front door to open it, immediately taking the alert Amanda Donovan from Julie.
"Chú no feel good. I make cây chè," she explained, motioning to Mike.
Julie put her Victoria's Secret bag down on the floor against the wall opposite of the couch and went over to Mike, putting a hand to his forehead.
"What's the matter?" she asked.
"Mmm-my throat, my head," he said.
"That's funny," Julie added. "Mom was complaining of the same symptoms. When I dropped her off, she had a fever too. Have you taken anything?"
"No," he answered eyeing the bag Julie had sat down. "It just came on kind of sudden. What's in the bag?"
"Oh, things," Julie smiled, pressing a kiss to his cheek. "How about some Tylenol and a nice warm bath?"
"No, I think I'm warm enough," he replied. "I'll take the medicine though. Is there something going around?"
"In April?" Julie said doubtfully. "Maybe with the weather being all screwy."
She hated to think about the after effects of the red dust in zones above the frost belt. Due to its vast reproduction, even the ozone layer was taking a beating.
"How's the research bit going?" Donovan asked, seeming just as concerned.
"I've run into another brick wall, my love," she confessed and went into the bathroom. The light sent of Channel #9 caught her attention. She looked for the bottle of perfume, but did not find it in it's usual place. It saddened her to think that Khien would get into things without asking. And the thought of having a talk with the girl was no picnic either.
Stay tuned for the marriage of Mike and Julie................
