Dreams and Revelations Part 2

At the end of class, Matt gave Mimi the message that he wanted to meet her in the park after school.  Mimi quickly agreed and before long, she was strolling down the wooden walkway towards a familiar bench.  She and Sora met here often—it was sort of a halfway point between their houses.  When she saw Matt waiting silently at the designated spot, her heart leaped.  Then she had felt a pang of fear—what if he was going to tell her that last night had meant nothing, that the kisses they had shared had been sudden impulses and were mistakes.  As she neared her destination, she hoped that his reason was exactly the opposite.


“Well, you’re early,” he said jokingly, knowing Mimi was never early for anything.  Then he noticed the timid look in her large eyes, and he beckoned her to sit down.  


“What’s wrong?” he asked, a worried tone in his caring voice.  She looked down at her shoes on the boards of the walk.


“Nothing,” she answered as quietly as possible.  Matt reached over and lifted her chin up in the palm of his hand.  Then she broke down.


“Matt, please, don’t say it!  Please don’t say what happened last night was a mistake!”


“Okay, I won’t,” he chuckled, looking deep into her eyes.


“Really?” she asked, “You really meant to do that?”  Her eyes widened as he answered.


“Of course, Mimi!  Why would I kiss you and then tell you it was a misjudgment?  I like you a lot Mimi, I would never do that to you!”  He smiled soothingly.  A similar smile crept onto Mimi’s face. 


“Well, I guess I’d better ask you now before you turn into an even worse pessimist.”


“What?” she asked, praying it was what she thought it was.


“Mimi,” Matt asked in a pompous voice, “Will you go to the prom with me?”


“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes!!!” she called out.

Mimi practically smothered Matt with hugs and kisses of gratitude, not that he minded much, but after awhile he wondered if asking her to the prom was the right thing to do.  She talked about it non-stop!

That weekend Mimi and Sora went to the giant mall on the other side of the city to find their dresses.  Sora had gone to another mall a few weeks ago, but she had not found anything she liked, so she had decided to go with Mimi today.


Around 11:00 they hopped off the subway that went directly to the mall.  When Sora looked around, she was amazed at the size of it all.  Three stories towered above her, and there were masses of people everywhere.  Mimi smirked as she watched Sora’s eyes widen.  Mimi had been here dozens of times, but obviously it was Sora’s first.


“Jeez, Mimi, how are we supposed to even find our way around in this place?” she asked curiously.  


“Oh, Sora, I know my way around this place like you know your way around the city.”


“Well I guess this is almost as big as the city.  So where do we go first?”


“Umm, I think there is a dress shop over there,” she said pointing over people’s heads at a small boutique with a bunch of fancy designs on the windows, “Lets go there first.”  They made their way through the large crowd slowly.  Sora had to focus on Mimi’s long ponytail or she knew she would lose her.  Soon enough they were inside the shop. 


Mimi had been right, there were plenty of dresses in this shop.  However, after several fittings, they were all either too short, cut too low, or too flashy.  Mimi was trying to be patient and let Sora find hers first, but Sora could tell Mimi’s patience was easily worn thin.  After the tenth dress that Sora rejected, Mimi looked like she was going to burst if she did not get to try a couple on.  


“Oh, Mimi I’m sorry.  I just do not really like any of these dresses.  I’ll take a break, and you can try on some okay?” she asked.  Mimi’s eyes lit up.  


“Thanks Sora, there are just a few,” she said smiling.  Suddenly Sora was shoved out of the dressing room; a pile of dresses thrown on top of her.


“Could you hand me that pink one with the little flowers?” she asked happily.  Sora obliged, then collapsed on a nearby bench.  This was going to be a long day.


About three hours later Mimi had finished picking over about five different stores, and had narrowed the dress possibilities down to three.  Sora had tried on a couple more, but none of these had seemed quite right.


“Well, this is the last one,” called Mimi over her shoulder as she walked into a large department store and headed to the formal apparel section.  As they rounded a corner, Sora looked up and gasped. 


In the middle of the aisle, on a mannequin, was the dress she had been looking for.  It was mint green dotted with tiny white flowers, with a long straight skirt and a separate high-necked top that laced in the back.  It was not too flashy, or too short, or cut too low.  It was perfect.


“Oh Mimi, that’s the one,” she exclaimed, running to it.  She checked the tag, and it was her exact size.


“It’s even my size!” she shrieked.  Mimi smiled. 


“Well, you should probably try it on just in case they made a mistake with the tags,” she giggled.  She had never, in the entire time she had known her, seen Sora so worked up over a piece of clothing.  They hailed an attendant, and they gave her the dress to try on.  When she showed Mimi, she was glowing. 


“Oh I just know Tai will love this!” she laughed, twirling around in a circle.  Mimi smiled.


“Did you look at the price tag?” she asked curiously.  Sora’s mouth went from a grin to a frown.


“Oh no,” she grabbed the tag hanging from the hem of the skirt.  Her eyebrows went up, and her eyes widened.


“One hundred forty dollars!” she blurted out.  And just when I found the perfect one, I can’t afford it!  I only have one hundred.”


Mimi saw her distress, went over, and hugged her.


“I’ll lend you the money for now!” she sighed, “You can pay me back whenever.  I don’t need a two hundred dollar dress anyways!”


“Oh thank you Mimi!” said Sora.  She hugged her friend back.


“Well I’ll give you the money when I get home.  I had plenty saved up, my mom just warned me to take only one hundred so I would not go overboard.  But this dress is so perfect that I just have to have it!”  Mimi looked at her understandingly and then they made their way to the cashier at the other end of the store.  

As they were walking, however, Mimi had practically the same revelation as Sora.  Only the dress was pink (of course!) with a long flowing skirt with tulle draped over it and a peasant style top with three-quarters length sleeves that cascaded out at the ends.  It looked right out of a fairy tale.  Mimi just had to have it.


“Oh Sora—look at that one!” she cried, rushing over to it.  She checked the price tag first- one hundred fifty six.  Boy they were going to cut it close!  


“Wow, Mimi, it’s pretty.  Can you afford it after you lend me the forty dollars?”  Sora asked hopefully.  She wanted to get her dress, but it was Mimi’s money.

“Oh, don’t worry!  I think I’ll have about five dollars to spare.  I already have some shoes that would go good with this anyways!”  Mimi smiled, and Sora sighed in relief.  They were both getting the dresses of their dreams!

Tai looked around the mall nervously.  He was totally new at this.  He never had cared much for the mall, so it was a good thing he brought Kari along, or he would have been completely lost.

“The rental shop is over there Tai,” Kari said, pointing to a large window with several mannequins in bridal gowns in it.  

“Okay,” he said as she started in the other direction.

I just hope no one I know is here, he thought as he made his way through the crowd.  I kinda wish Sora had not wanted to go.  The prom is all so flashy and fake, but the fact that we are nominees for King and Queen probably made a difference.  I wonder how Matt feels—Mimi talks about it every second she can get a word in.  And that starts Sora in, and Matt and I have to go into sleep mode or something.

Tai was halfway in the shop’s open door when he felt a finger tapping on his shoulder.  He winced and turned around slowly, praying that it was not another guy from school.

“What’s up Tai, the girls send you on Mission Impossible too?” asked a familiar voice.  It was Matt, who looked like he was in some sort of weird disguise.

“Oh good, it’s just you,” he laughed uneasily.  They entered the shop together.

“Yep, ever since Sora got her dress yesterday she has been bugging me to go and get my tux.”

“Mimi too.  She even insisted that I, quote ‘“go right away, so they don’t run out!”’ unquote.”


“So you two finally hit it off.  Sora and I were wondering exactly how long it would take you to make a move, and then it was Mimi who kissed you first.”


“Yeah, well at least one of us did something, unlike you two.  It took you like ten years to make up your mind whether you liked her or not.  I knew all along,” Matt teased.


“Excuse me, can I help you?” asked an older female attendant.


“Yeah, we need tuxedos,” answered Tai in a low voice.


“Prom time, right?” she asked smiling.


“Uh huh,” laughed Matt, “ We have orders from our girlfriends to hurry.”


“Well, okay, do you have any preferences?  Like what colors are your dates dresses?”


“Green, and I assume pink?”  Tai asked Matt.


“There is no way I am going to be seen in a light pink tux!” he exclaimed shaking his head.


“Don’t worry, I was just asking because we have a variety of different colored ties and cummerbunds.  All the jackets and trousers are black or white,” said the attendant reassuringly.  Matt and Tai both exhaled slowly.  Boy was that a relief.


“Sure, that would look good right?”  Matt asked Tai.


“Okay, show us what you got.”  Tai told the attendant.


About a half an hour later, both teenage boys were admiring themselves in front of a large mirror in front of the dressing rooms.  They had both opted for different ensembles: Tai chose a black tux with the mint green cummerbund and bow tie, while Matt, always the cool one, chose a white tux with long coat tails and a light pink cummerbund and bow tie; both trying to stick as close to their dates dresses as possible, without looking corny.


“Hey, we don’t look half bad,” commented Tai as they were gazing at their reflections.


“Yeah, I guess this won’t be so bad after all,” joked Matt.  Tai smiled back.  No, he thought, this is going to be great!


Mimi was running.  She was running faster than she had ever before.  She could here the footsteps behind her, getting closer and closer.  She could feel its presence.  She was running as fast as she could, her long legs taking gigantic strides, but it was gaining.  She could feel it’s hot breath on the back of her neck, the gusts of wind it caused as it tried vainly to reach out and grab her. She could see something in the distance, something, someone.  Then she realized it was a boy, a familiar one.  His head was turned, but when she screamed he craned his neck around and she saw his eyes.  The eyes were as cold and black as metal. Suddenly a giant force engulfed her as the monster pursuing her finally made his catch.  The razor sharp claws on his fingers ripped into her skin.  “Help me,” she heard herself call faintly as the darkness crept over her.  Then all was black.


Mimi’s terrified eyes opened within a split-second of the end of the dream.  Her hands were all clammy, her hair plastered to the back of her neck, and she could feel the sweat beads on her forehead and the tears in her eyes.  Why, she thought, sobbing quietly to herself, why do I have to keep having these stupid nightmares!  I cannot get rid of them, no matter how hard I try to think of Matt, my friends, and my family!  They just keep coming back. 


She got up, carefully stepping over the cat that lay on the floor next to her bed and made her way down the hall into the living room, where the balcony was.  She stepped out into the cool spring air and sighed.  It was so nice out.  No cars, few lights, just peace and quiet everywhere.  She stretched out on the lounge chair and gazed out over the city.  And despite her efforts to avoid going to sleep again, she was soon breathing rhythmically and deeply as the sun made it’s way into the dawn sky.
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