Chapter 9: The Decision
I woke up the next morning to the sound of my parent’s car in the driveway. “They’re home.” I thought to myself. I looked at my clock on the nightstand beside me. It was 11:30am. “I better get up.” I jumped out of bed, freshened up and changed my clothes. I hid the clothes and everything else Michael gave me in my closet in the bag he gave me on his jet. I then noticed I had forgotten to open the gift bag he gave me just before he left. “It’ll have to wait.” I said putting it at the very back of my closet with the rest of my things. 

As I went downstairs, my family was entering through the front door. “Hey Monica, we’re home.” My dad said. “I see that.” I replied heading to the kitchen. “You’ll be happy to know that Uncle Earl will be ok. He was hit by a stroke but the doctors said he’ll make an ok recovery.” “How nice.” I said sitting at the table trying to peel an orange. “What’s wrong sis?” Morgan asked. “Nothing.” “You seem really down. Did everything go ok last night?” My dad asked. “Yes. Everything was fine. I don’t want to talk about it.” “Well, it’s not good to keep feelings bottled up inside, dear.” My mom said sounding like a counselor. “Mom, I’m FINE!” I snapped. “Nothing bad happened. I just don’t want to talk about it!” “I think it’s her time of the month.” Morgan whispered to my dad. “Shut up Morgan!” I screamed. “It is NOT!” “Well you’re not fooling us.” My mom said. “Something’s obviously wrong. You’re getting upset at all of us for no reason. When you’re ready to tell us we’ll be ready to listen.” “Fine!” I said as I left my orange and stormed up to my room. I slammed the door behind me and locked it. I put a ‘do not disturb’ sign on the outside because I wasn’t in the mood for visitors. 

I walked over to my bed and lay down on it with my face buried in my pillow. I didn’t want to start crying but my emotions got the best of me. “How could this happen?” I said to myself with tears pouring down my face. “Why didn’t I call him? He must be so mad at me.” Just then, I had a thought. “If he was mad or upset, why did he call me and say he needed to talk to me?” I quickly re-dialed the number to my voicemail and heard his message again to check what time he left it. It was after midnight. “Something’s not right.” I said. I decided to try Janet’s number again. I ran to my closet and grabbed the bag Michael gave me and pulled out her card. I checked the back of it which she said had instructions on how to make the call to her. “Dial number, line 6, first name, alias: MJJ.” She wrote the alias part in her own handwriting. “She must know my full name.” I thought. “Either that or she wants me to use her brothers initials.” 
I ran to my phone and dialed the number. Just as I dialed the last one, there was a knock at my door. “Monica, it’s your mother. Can we talk now?” I felt agitated. “No mom. I’m fine. I just want to be left alone.” “Ok then. I’m downstairs if you need me.” She said as she left. I hung up and re-dialed again. IT RANG! “Thank God.” There was an automated system like Michael’s. After a minute of silence, the call went straight to a dial tone. “State your first name, line number and alias please.” The person on the other end said. “Monica, line 6, MJJ.” “Please hold, do not hang up.” “At least she doesn’t have the cheesy elevator music.” I said to myself laughing. After a few minutes, there was another dial tone. “The party has chosen to accept your call. Please be advised your name, address and phone number have been traced and the call will be recorded for security purposes. I will now put you through.” “Thank you.” I said happily. Within a few seconds, Janet answered. “Monica is that you?” “YES! Thank God I got a hold of you.” I said. “Me too. I don’t have a lot of time. I wanted to tell you that Mike needs to talk to you right away. He said he waited all night for you to call him but you didn’t.” “I tried calling him but I couldn’t get through. It kept telling me it was out of service. I even tried calling you last night and I got a similar message.” “Oh yeah that happens a lot.” She explained. “Whenever the operators switch between monitoring lines, or if they suspect someone is trying to tap in, they disconnect all phone lines for several hours until their investigations are complete. In my case, I told my security that you had my number so they had to do a background check and pre-screen your location so that they knew exactly who you were. They have your information now which is why they put you through to me.” “But Michael and I have talked on the phone a few times now. I thought he was mad at me.” “No, he could never get mad at you. He really cares about you.” Janet said. “Try calling him again. He might not be aware that his outside calls aren’t reaching him. It’s probably someone else they’re suspecting. I know it’s really unfortunate for other callers like you who need to get through to him, but it’s for our safety. He called me last night and said he was worried about you. He wanted to go to your house to see if you were alright. I had to send my guards over to his place just so he wouldn’t leave.” “Oh God.” I said shaking. “What if I still can’t get a hold of him? Can you please try for me? If you get through before me please tell him I’m trying to call him and he can call me again too.” “Ok. I’ll try for the next little while. I really can’t talk any longer. I have a hectic schedule today. You won’t even be able to reach me at this number again for a while. By the time I get back the operators will refuse your call because the two of us didn’t keep in touch long enough. I just accepted the call now to tell you what’s going on.” “Ok, thank you.” I said. “I appreciate it. I’ll try calling him again. You have my number as well so feel free to call me anytime. This is my line so nobody will answer but me.” “Ok sweetie. Take care.” Janet said as she hung up. “What the heck is going on?” I thought. I grabbed Michael’s note and dialed his number again. I got the same message again. I was so furious I threw my phone across the room. 
I decided to take a load off my mind and spend time with my family. I also knew the longer I stayed in my room, the longer they would annoy me to tell them what was wrong. I opened my door and went downstairs to the living room. Everyone was watching a movie. “What’s on?” I asked. “Some movie.” Morgan said. “Don’t know the name of it.” “Did it just start?” “About a half hour ago.” Dad said. “Are you feeling better?” My mom asked. “Yeah. Sorry about before. I didn’t mean to snap.” “It’s ok dear.” My dad said asking me to sit down. As soon as I did, the phone rang. “I’ll get it!” I yelled. “No, I will.” My mom said. “It’s probably for me.” I hesitated but handed the phone to my mom. “I hope Michael isn’t calling my parents line.” I thought to myself. “Hello?” My mom said. “Joe, it’s Becky.” My dad immediately turned off the TV. “What is it Karla?” He whispered walking over to her. My mom just stood there with the phone in her hand frozen like a statue. “Karla…” My dad said shaking her lightly. She dropped the phone on the ground. Morgan and I got up and walked over to her. “What’s wrong mom?” Morgan asked. “Uncle Earl died.” She said. My eyes started to fill. My palms were sweaty and I started having dizzy spells. My dad didn’t say a word. He grabbed a chair from the kitchen table and sat down. Morgan picked up the phone from the ground and said ‘hello’ several times but no one was on the other end. “I can’t believe this happened.” My dad said sobbing. “We were just there. They said he would be fine.” My mom was still standing in shock. “Mom, you should sit down.” I said helping her to a chair. “I DON’T WANT TO SIT DOWN!” She yelled. “I can’t believe my brother is dead! We were all with him yesterday and this morning. He was fine. Now he’s gone. I could have been there by his side to see him take his last breath. I could have seen him one more time and told him that I loved him.” 
My mom suddenly became unstable and fell to the ground, crying. Morgan and I just looked at each other wondering what to do. I re-dialed Aunt Becky’s number and she told me the full story and what was going to happen next. After I hung up the phone, I told my parents what she said. “Aunt Becky told me uncle Earl stopped breathing a while after you guys left. They rushed him to the hospital and by the time he arrived, he was gone. They figured he would survive which is why no one called to say anything until now. She also said that uncle Earl told her he wants the whole family to be at his funeral if he doesn’t make it.” “Did she say when it is?” My dad asked. “Tomorrow at 3pm.” “Kids, go on upstairs and pack your things.” My mom said between sniffles. “We’re leaving again tonight. Joe, I’ll pack your clothes with mine. Just pack some food for the car.” My dad got up and opened the kitchen cupboards looking for snacks and water bottles. Morgan ran up to his room and closed his door. “I’m worried about him.” I said to my dad. “He’ll be fine. He’s a strong kid.” “Our main focus right now is your mother. She needs us all right now.” He put his hand on my shoulder. “Now go upstairs and pack your things. We’re going to leave right away.” 

I went up to my room to pack. I decided to call Michael again. “He should know about this.” I said. I called but got the same message. I then opened my closet to pick out my clothes and a black dress to wear to the funeral. As I browsed through my things, I noticed Michael’s gift bag. “I guess I can open it now.” I said. I grabbed it and went to sit on my bed. I hesitated about opening it but I knew if I didn’t, it would drive me crazy. Inside the bag was a figurine doll of Michael inside a beautiful glass case. “San Francisco Museum” was written on an engraved silver plate at the bottom. “I love it!” I screamed. There was a small piece of paper folded in half taped to the left side. I opened it and read the words: “You’re a work of art, Precious. I hope you’ll always keep me close to you. I love you. MJ.” “How sweet!” I said smiling. I hugged it tightly then placed it on my dresser next to a picture of him. I checked the bag again to make sure I didn’t miss anything and found an airplane model of Michael’s jet. “Open the door.” A little note said on the top. I opened it carefully and heard “Welcome, Michael Jackson.” “Oh my God!” I screamed. “His automated system!” I started to cry tears of happiness. They were the best gifts in the world!
After a while, there was a knock at my door. “Monica, we’re leaving in a few minutes.” My mom said. “Are you ready to go?” “Almost.” “Ok. Please hurry because we have a long drive ahead of us.” She said as she left. I put Michael’s gifts on my bookshelf next to his CD’s and grabbed some clothes, makeup, shoes, and the nicest black dress I could find and stuffed it all into my duffel bag. I opened my bedroom door and stood there. “I better try one more time.” I said to myself. I ran back to the phone and called him again. Same message. “What if he comes here looking for me?” I asked myself. “I better leave him a note.” I grabbed my notepad from my desk and started writing. “Sorry, had to leave suddenly. Uncle Earl passed away. Going to his funeral, be back in a few days. Love, Precious.” I folded it in half and wrote “From Precious” on the top in big black letters. “He should know it’s for him.” I said. Suddenly, Morgan walked past my door and saw me put the note on my bed. “What’s that sis?” He asked. “It’s a note to remind me of something.” “What are you reminding yourself to do?” “I have to take care of something important when we get back. If I don’t write it I’ll forget. Let’s go.” I said. He then ran down the stairs. Just as he left, I opened my window slightly so that if Michael were to show up, he’d be able to come in. 
“Monica, there’s someone at the door for you.” My dad yelled from downstairs. I gasped. “Who is it?” I thought. I closed my bedroom door and ran downstairs with my bag. There was a postman standing next to my dad by the front door. “Are you Monica Jameson?” He asked. “Yes.” “I have a registered letter addressed to you. Please show me your ID.” “Who is sending you a registered letter?” My dad asked. “It’s probably Sara, my boss.” I said nervously. “She has to keep our new assignments confidential so she sends it to us in writing and registers it so that no one else can read it.” “Ok, well hurry up and sign for it. Your mother’s waiting in the car.” “You go ahead, dad.” I said showing my ID to the postman. “I’ll sign this and meet you all in the car.” “Don’t forget to lock up.” He said heading outside. “There is no return address, Miss.” The postman said. “I’m not sure who sent this to you but there are several stickers on the back marked ‘urgent’. Maybe the person left you their return address inside. I suggest you respond today and mail t back immediately.” “Today’s not a good day for me.” I thought as I signed for the letter. “Thank you very much, Sir.” I said taking the envelope from him. As he walked away, I noticed there really were ‘urgent’ stickers all over the back. “What is this?” I thought. I quickly opened it. Inside was a plane ticket. “Oh my God!” I said. Behind it was a white sheet of paper with familiar looking writing on it. “It’s from him.” I said to myself. “Precious, I tried calling yesterday but I couldn’t get a hold of you. I’ve been scheduled to do a performance in Australia tomorrow night. I’m leaving tonight at 5pm. I hope you get this letter in time so you can join me. I’d really love for you to come. I really need you. See you at the airport at 1pm. My heart says you will come. Please don’t let me down. I love you. MJ. PS-Hope you liked the gifts. I had them made just for you.” 
My hands were shaking. Suddenly, my mom started honking the car horn. “Come on Monica, we have to go!” She yelled from the window. I didn’t know what to do. I looked at the plane ticket. “M. Jameson, flight 226 to Sydney, Australia, First Class, Companion fare accompanied by special guest passenger.” I looked at the time in the kitchen. It was exactly 12:30. “What do I do?” I asked myself panicking. I knew I only had two choices: Break Michael’s heart or break my family’s heart. As I stood there, I started having flashbacks of everything that happened between Michael and me. The first time we met, me fainting in his arms, him sneaking into my room, meeting Janet, the museum, the jet, the movie theatre and all the wonderful intimate moments we had. Suddenly, I heard a car approaching the driveway. It was a limo! “Oh no, he’s here.” I thought. The driver stepped out of the car and walked towards our front door. “Who is this guy?” I heard Morgan ask my parents. My mom poked her head out of the window with a confused look on her face. “I’ve come to pick you up, Miss.” The driver said as he walked up to me. “Mr. Jackson told me to get you at 12:30. He was sure you’d get his letter in the mail by now.” I was in a real dilemma. My mom continued honking the horn asking me to lock up and get in the car but something was stopping me from doing it. “I can’t let him down.” I said to myself. I remembered the words my aunt Becky said to me on the phone. “Uncle Earl said he wants the whole family at his funeral if he doesn’t make it.” “Come on sis, let’s go.” Morgan yelled from the car. I put Michael’s letter in my bag, grabbed my keys, locked the front door and left. I had somewhere to go and didn’t want to waste any time getting there…
THE END!

