Chapter Two: Please Hold…
As soon as I began walking down the hallway towards the work area backstage, I started skipping and singing to myself. I can’t believe what just happened! Michael Jackson told me he loves me! He even gave me a nickname! Then he held my hand and didn’t want to let go! Just then, Sara noticed me and ran over. “There you are!” She screamed. “He’s about to receive his award. Let’s go sit and watch!” “We have our own seats in the audience?” I asked. “Of course. The entire section in the 3rd row is reserved for us workers. Michael requested it for us. Let’s go! I don’t want to miss a second of him!” She then grabbed my arm and pulled me away with her. As we walked to the main floor, I saw Michael sitting right in front. He looked over at both of us and blew a kiss. I smiled. “Good luck.” I whispered as I walked by him. Sara’s face looked rosy. I knew she was jealous. We noticed the other co-workers were already seated. The audience suddenly stood up and clapped as Dame Elizabeth Taylor appeared on stage wearing a beautiful gold and black outfit. She always looks stunning. She and Michael share a very special friendship. They’re both truly blessed to have and know each other. Sara and I quickly ran to our seats and stood with the crowd. We got there just in time to hear Elizabeth’s speech about the King. As the crowd sat down and she began speaking, I couldn’t take my eyes off Michael. He looked stunning. His long, dark curly hair perched over his lovely face, his cute black pants short enough to show his glittery white socks and the gorgeous black jacket he’s wearing perfectly rests on his amazing body. I feel like I’m dreaming. To be so close to him, see him perform and speak to him face to face is an experience I’ll never forget. “Ladies and gentleman, Michael Jackson.” Elizabeth said. Everyone stood up, including me. I could hear his loving fans screaming from the balcony above. Michael stands humble as he walks onstage to accept his award. My heart was racing. I felt goose bumps all over. “Look, there he goes!” Sara yelled. I smiled. My cheeks felt warm. I knew I was blushing. The crowd is still clapping for him. As Michael stood on stage, he kissed Elizabeth while gently taking his award from her. He then blew a kiss to his loving audience. I whistled at him. So did Sara and the others. The crowd sat down and we did the same. Michael stood in front of the microphone, ready to say his beautiful words. He giggled and seemed nervous. “Umm...I love you very much, Elizabeth Taylor.” Were his first words. He then walked over and kissed her cheek again. The crowd is whistling again. Michael held up his award with pride and happiness. “Teddy Riley, you’re a genius.” He then said. The crowd continues to scream and cheer. “I’m so embarrassed.” He mumbled to himself. I was melting. He is so cute! I thought. “Thank you, Eddie, thank you all my friends. Traveling the world has been a great education for me…” he sighs. “And if there’s one insight I have had, it is this: Wherever you go, in every country, on every continent, people yearn and hunger for only one thing: To love and be loved…” the crowd cheered again. “Love transcends, love transcends international boundaries and it heals the wounds of hatred, racial, prejudice, bigotry and ignorance. It is the ultimate truth at the heart of all creation. I would also like to thank God, and my mother and father, Katherine and Joseph Jackson. Thank you once again, I love you ALL!” Everyone jumped to their feet and gave Michael his third standing ovation of the evening. I did the same and cheered as loud as I could. “WE LOVE YOU MICHAEL!” Sara screamed. Michael looked at me and winked, then blew me a kiss. I smiled and did the same. He must think I said those words. I thought. Sara didn’t catch on. “Oh my God! He heard me!” She yelled. I didn’t want to burst her bubble so I stayed quiet and let her believe that. I giggled to myself quietly and watched as Michael walked backstage. The crowd then sat back down and watched the rest of the show. As I sat there in my seat, I couldn’t stop thinking about Michael in his dressing room. 
Two hours later, the host of the event said “Good night everyone. Thanks for a wonderful evening. See you next year!” The audience then stood up and began to leave the auditorium. I have to see him again. I thought. He’ll be waiting for me. “Ok people, the show’s over!” Sara said to all of us. “Go home, get plenty of rest and I’ll call you next week.” “Shouldn’t we stay for a while? Just in case he needs something?” I asked her. “Nope.” Sara said. “Michael never needs us after the show. He’s got other people for that. Our job is to set up and prepare the stage for his performances. If he’s receiving an award or speaking at an event, we get to sit in the audience and watch him as a special treat. After that, he’s on his own with his guards and we go home.” Sara explained. “Well can I at least see him once more before I leave? I’d like to say goodbye.” “I don’t think he’ll have a problem with that. We’ll need to go past security again but I’ll walk you over.” She said. “Thank you.” I replied. The two of us walked backstage to his dressing room again. Sara knocked on the door just like before and did the nametag procedure again. “He’s not here. He left after he got his award.” A voice on the other end of the door said. “He did? It’s not like him to leave so soon.” Sara said. “Thanks anyway.” I felt sad. Why would he tell me to meet him after the show if he was going to leave? I thought. “Sorry Monica. He’s not here.” “Do you know where he’s staying?” I asked. “Maybe I can go there.” “I really don’t know. We don’t have access to that information. The only people who do are his security and the people at the airport. Don’t worry, you’ll see him again. He always hires us to set up his stage performances. This is just your first one. There will be plenty more. I’ll call you next week. Bye!” She said as she walked away. I stood there, alone and sad. I was looking forward to seeing him again and I thought he wanted to see me too. I decided to head home. I walked out of the backstage exit doors to the parking lot. When I almost got to my car, I noticed something tucked underneath one of my windshield wipers. I quickly ran over to it. It was an envelope with my name written in handwriting on the front. What is this? I thought. Maybe it’s a thank you card from Sara. I turned the envelope to open it and saw a gold stamp with the initials “MJ” on it. OH MY GOD! IT’S FROM HIM! I screamed then started to jump up and down. I hope nobody saw me! I said to myself. I carefully removed the stamp and opened the envelope. Inside, there was a small white sheet of paper folded neatly in half. I unfolded it and read the words: “The way you make me feel. (323) 642-4235. Line 3, 11pm.” What the heck do these words mean? I thought. I was completely lost. I looked at my watch. It was 10:15pm. I grabbed my car keys from my purse, opened my car door and sat inside studying the note. I read each line over again several times. “The way you make me feel.” This could be one of two things. I thought. It could either be a reference to his song, or some type of code. I then looked at the phone number. I knew 323 was the area code. I then looked at the other numbers. He wants me to call this number. Line 3 is probably the line where I can reach him. 11pm must be the time he wants me to make the call. I figured it out! I put the note back in its envelope, stuffed it in my purse and quickly drove home. 

When I got home, it was 10:45. I had fifteen minutes to get in the house and make the call. I quickly parked the car and ran inside. My parents were in the living room watching TV. “Hey! You’re home!” My mom said. “Yeah, but I can’t talk right now. I have something important to do in fifteen minutes.” I said. “Do you have another job to go to?” She asked. “No, I have to make a phone call.” “You have to call your boss?” My dad asked as he was flipping through the channels. “No I have to call Mike—“I gasped. “Who?” My parents both asked at the same time. “Um, I have to call my manager Sara. She’s going to give me my schedule for next week.” I said as I grabbed an apple from the kitchen. “Well, how was the show? We saw the whole thing on TV. Did you get to meet him?” My dad asked. “Uhh, not yet.” I said stuttering. “Talk to you guys later, BYE!” I quickly ran upstairs and marched into my room, locking the door. I had exactly ten minutes left to spare. I changed my clothes, closed my window, pulled down my blinds and sat on the edge of my bed. I started thinking about everything that happened earlier. Watching Michael perform on stage, meeting him afterwards, fainting, him catching me, holding my hand, singing to me, calling me Precious, asking me to see him later, and then telling me he loved me. While all of these lovely visions were dancing around in my head, I ended up losing track of time. I quickly glanced over at my clock sitting on my nightstand. It was 11:20! Oh great!! I said to myself. First I faint in front of him, now I’m going to call him 20 minutes late. He’s going to think I’m very unprofessional! I jumped off my bed, grabbed my purse and pulled out the envelope. I returned to my bed and picked up my cordless phone from its receiver. Luckily, I have my own private line so no one can listen in on my call. My hands were shaking like crazy as I held the note in one hand and my phone in the other. Ok Monica, you can do this. I said to myself. Just take a deep breath, relax, and make the call. Suddenly, I felt a strange vibe. Almost like an aura of some sort. I looked at the phone number written on the note again. “642-4235.” I then looked at the numbers on my phone dial and the letters next to them. Then it hit me! The letters according to the phone number on the note spelt M-I-C-H-A-E-L on the phone dial. OH MY GOD! IT MAKES SENSE NOW! I said to myself. He obviously couldn’t tell me in the note that this is HIS OWN phone number because someone else could have picked up the envelope and read it! That’s why he wrote the name of his song to give me a clue that it’s him! Michael is such a genius! I said to myself. The thought of having to call him now excited me. I quickly dialed the number. It rang three times. “Yes?” A deep voice asked on the other end. I gasped. “Is this Michael Jackson’s house?!” I asked without thinking sounding incredibly stupid. “What is the nature of your call?” The person asked. “I received a note on my car earlier this evening asking me to call this number at 11pm. I’m so sorry I’m late.” I replied. There was silence for about ten seconds. “State your security code and line number.” The person said. “The way you make me feel. Line 3.” I said. “Please hold. Do not hang up.” *click* Just then, some kind of cheesy elevator music started to play. I hope I said the right thing. I thought. If I screw this up, I may not get another chance to call again! I waited patiently but anxiously. Five minutes had passed, then another five, then fifteen. What is taking so long? I asked myself. I was told not to hang up and I didn’t want to be rude by doing something else while waiting just in case someone was to answer the line and ask me another question. Suddenly, I heard a dial tone. OH MY GOD! IT WORKED!  I said to myself. HE’S GOING TO ANSWER!! After a few seconds, I heard a voice. “State your full name please.” It was the same person as before. “Monica Jane Jameson.” “State your alias please.” Alias? That wasn’t written in the note. I said to myself. What do I say now? “Um, I don’t have one of those.” I said as my voice cracked. “The call is now being terminated. Please discard this phone number immediately and do not attempt to re-dial.” I was devastated. I couldn’t believe I lost my one and only chance to talk to Michael on the phone. “WAIT!” I shouted. “I remember! I do have one! It’s Precious.” I said happily. “Hold the line please.” *click* That was close! I can’t believe I forgot about that. I thought. Michael didn’t even warn me in the note. Maybe he wrote it in a hurry or doesn’t know about that question. It’s no big deal. I’ll remember next time. After a few more minutes of elevator music, I heard a dial tone again. I’m not getting my hopes up this time. I thought. What if it’s that same person again? I remained calm. “You will now be connected and put through to line 3. For security purposes, your phone number and address have been traced. We are fully aware of who you are and where you are calling from. Please avoid saying the other party’s name while speaking. Thank you for your patience. Please hold.” This time, it was an automated system. YAAAY! I did it! I said to myself. After a few seconds of silence, I heard another dial tone. “Hello?” I gasped. I think it’s him! “Yes?” I asked totally nervous. The instructions were not to say his name. I couldn’t think of anything to say at that point. “It’s me. Hi Monica.” Michael said. “Oh my God! Is it really you?” I asked screaming. He giggled. “Of course. I’m so glad you got my note. Did you get through ok?” I didn’t want to sound negative or mean and tell him how long I had to wait or how confusing the note was at first. “It wasn’t too bad. Thank you so much for your note. I will keep it forever. I’m very sorry for calling you later than you asked. I lost track of time.” He laughed. “It’s ok sweetie. I don’t mindl.” “Were you asleep?” I asked. “No. Just going through some papers.” He said. “I’m sorry I couldn’t stay after receiving my award. Something important came up.” “No need to apologize.” I said. “I’m just so glad I get to speak to you again. I really missed you.” “I missed you more Precious.” He said. Oh boy! Here we go again! I said to myself. “Did you understand my note?” Michael asked. “Yes. I noticed your phone number spells your name.” He giggled. “I know it does. I chose that number myself. I was hoping you’d pick up on that and know it was mine. I can’t write my name and phone number on anything for security reasons. I figured you’d know by the name of my song which I wrote as your code to get through to me.” “Yeah I noticed. It was so cute. Thank you again.” “You’re welcome. I have a favor to ask you…” I felt butterflies in my stomach. “Yes Michael? Oops! I’m sorry!” I said panicking. “I’m not allowed to say your name. It was an accident.” “It’s ok sweetheart. You can say MJ if you want.” “Really? Ok then.” “I’d like to see you again. Are you free tomorrow?” He asked. My eyes popped out. My hands were shaking. “Um, I don’t know if that’s a good idea. Won’t your security guards have a problem with it?” “I’ll take care of them.” He said. “Please don’t tell anyone. It’ll just be me and you. I really want to see you again. Please?” “ I’d love to.” I replied. He laughed. “Thank you. I’m so happy. My driver will pick you up tomorrow night around six ok?” “Sounds wonderful. I’ll be ready. Do you know where I live?” “Yes. Your address has been traced. If I didn’t know where you lived, we wouldn’t be talking right now.” He said giggling. “Oh that’s right. The person I talked to before you said something about my address and phone number being traced. That’s pretty high tech Mich—oops MJ.” He laughed. “I always have to be safe. My life is Precious.” “Are you speaking generally?” I asked. “Yes. But I also meant you.” OH MY LORD! I said to myself. Stay calm Monica! Don’t scream! “You are very sweet. I’ll let you get back to what you were doing now. I’ll see you tomorrow.” “Alright. If you can’t sleep you can always call me back.” “I can?” I asked surprisingly.  “You don’t have a curfew for your phone calls?” Michael giggled. “Girl, I’m MJ. I do what I want. I don’t answer to anyone.” He said laughing. I started to smile. “Well, ok then. I can call this number and reach you again?” “Yes. Have a good night. Sweet dreams.” He said. “Thank you. Before you go, I just want to know, will I have to go through the same thing I did just now every time I call you?” “Unfortunately yes.” He said. “I know it’s annoying but it has to be done every time for safety reasons. I’m sorry Precious.” “It’s ok. I don’t mind. I just wanted to make sure so I’m prepared next time. Besides, it’s worth it because I get to talk to you.” He giggled again. “You’re sweet. I’ll see you tomorrow. Goodnight Monica. Sweet dreams.” “Thank you, MJ. Same to you.” Jus as I was about to hang up, Michael yelled “WAIT MONICA!” I immediately put the phone back to my ear. “Yes MJ I’m here. Are you ok? What’s wrong?” I asked quickly. “I’m fine. I just wanted to say…” he then paused. “Yes?” I asked. There was silence for a few seconds. “MJ…are you there?” I asked. “Yes” he replied. “What happened? What were you going to say?” “I just wanted to hear your voice again.” He said. I was melting again. “MJ, you are the sweetest person in the world.” I said. “I’m blushing.” He said giggling. “I bet you are. Goodnight.” I said. “Monica…” “Yes?” “Will you let me hold your hand tomorrow?” “Of course. You don’t have to ask. I love you.” I gasped loudly. DID I JUST SAY THAT OUT LOUD? “I was waiting for you to say that. I love you more my sweet. See you tomorrow. Goodnight.” “Goodnight MJ.” I waited until he hung up, then I did the same. I screamed so loud that my parents ran upstairs. “Monica, what’s wrong? Are you ok in there?” YES DAD I’M FINE. I’VE NEVER FELT BETTER!” I yelled. “What’s going on?” He asked from outside my door. “I have another job assignment tomorrow night. I’m excited.” I said. “Ok then. Goodnight.” “Goodnight!” I said happily. I quickly got under my covers and lay in bed, staring at my ceiling. I couldn’t believe what just happened. I got to speak to Michael Jackson on the phone after meeting him in person! I felt like the luckiest girl in the world. What am I going to wear tomorrow night? I thought. I wonder where he’ll take me. I then closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep. All of a sudden, my phone rang.        
