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Daughter of the Bride

Molly Hulett

My mom announced her engagement on my answering machine. It was one of those
rare middle-of-the-night phone calls delivering good news, and | missed it. Submerged
in a flu-induced New Year’s Eve hibernation, my husband and | had turned off the phone
ringers that evening and called it a year.

| played the message the next morning, expecting to hear loud greetings from a
missed party. Instead, | heard my mom’s happily tearful voice announcing the perfect in-
troduction to a new millennium. She was getting married after more than a dozen years of
single parenthood, self-taught independence, and dating misadventures.

| immediately phoned home, hating the hundreds of miles between us. This kind of
news is best relished in a kitchen counter conversation—a lengthy, looping, mother-
daughter discussion held while perched
atop the kitchen counters, preferably with
ice cream.

When my mom answered the phone, |
let out a celebratory shriek and burst into
tears. It is an inherited response. Wordless
joy, overflowing pride, abundant surprise
are all tear-worthy in our emotional short-

hand. As my mom described the evening’s
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events that had led to Paul's proposal, memories clicked like so
many slides across a silent screen, a progression of shifting relation-
ships that defined personal evolutions.

| remembered my mom curling into bed with me the night that
she and my dad announced their separation, anchoring me in love
even as she spiraled into unknowable grief.

| remembered telling my mom about my own engagement as we
waded in the balmy curve of currents off the Florida Keys, hugging
and laughing under an October sun.

| remembered driving my mom to her surprise fiftieth birthday
party and watching her walk into a room of women who were family
by choice, friends through school, weddings, baby-sitting club,
Lake Michigan summers, and unexpected transitions.

| remembered watching my mom speak at her mother’s funeral,

now a motherless daughter after years of tackling the daily, open-hearted tasks of paren-
ting a parent.

| remembered my mom preparing for her first date with Paul, wary of yet another
endless dinner with a stranger who might drone about himself through dessert and then
calculate her share of the bill to the penny.

Instead, the dinner had opened a relationship that encompasses past lives, laugh-
ter, loss, grown children, compromise, and hope. | listened long-distance to my mom'’s
giddiness and incredulity at meeting such a gentle, thoughtful man—especially now, a
beginning after so many endings.

As months went by, | felt like a junior high school confidante, an eager accomplice
in the unfurling he-said/she-said girl talk that somehow makes a relationship feel more
real. | even fell a little in love myself. How could | not adore the man who so clearly com-
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plements my mother?

And now my mom is getting married. This time,
she is a bride without the veil, trousseau, or parents
to give her away. While she is quite capable of giving
herself away, | somehow feel responsible for my
mom’s heart. For better or for worse, | am a maternal
daughter, always taking care, watching out, keeping
the peace.

As an unmatronly matron of honor who has a
thirty-year history with the bride, | feel | am giving
part of the woman | know to Paul. This woman who
loves chocolate elairs, golden retrievers, and late af-

ternoons at the beach with a good book. This woman
who is the first to ask what she can do for you, roots for Indiana University basketball,
and is always grammatically correct. This woman who sleeps too little, gives too much,
and has a gift for hearing what is unsaid.

| think a certain amount of grace is inherent in any transition. For so many years, my
mom has been that grace for me, propelling me forward with unconditional love. Now, it
is my turn. Next month, when my mom says, “I do,” | want her to know that | do, too.
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Barry Rosenberg

“Hello. Is that the police?”
“Who's speaking, please?”
“I'm going to commit suicide. Does my name matter?”
“Press one for suicide, two for assault and three for other. ”
“What?”
“Press one for suicide, two for...”
“OK, OK! | heard you. I'm going to press one.”
Doug savaged his mobile. “Hello, police? Suicide
Section?”

“Who's speaking, please?”

“What? | just spoke to you.”

“Ah, yes, one for suicide.”

Doug glared at his mobile. *“You mean whatever
number | press, | get back to you?”

“Yes.”

“But why?”

“It’'s for our files.”

“Your files! I'm about to throw myself over the cliff and all you care about are your
files!”



4 094 )L

“Thank you for understanding, sir. Now, what is
your name, please?”

“My name? I'm jumping. What does my name mat-
ter?”

“I'm sorry, sir. The files need it. ”

“The files! The files!” Doug stamped his foot. A
rock sailed down. He hastily stepped back and mum-
bled, “Doug, Doug Wood. ”

“Thank you,” said the cheerful voice. “Is that Wood
as in wood or Would as in could?”

Doug sighed, “That's it. I'm going to jump now,
right now, and on your head be it. ”

“You're going to jump on my head? Oh, no, sir, I'd
rather you didn’t. And what is your address, sir?”

“Address? For the files?” Doug shrieked. “How about cloud nine, heaven? Yes,
that's it, heaven.” He scowled. “No, hell. | live in hell.”

“What number hell, sir?”

“What number!”

“Sorry, just my little joke. Now, sir, your real address?”

Doug gazed at the roiling waves. “Lovers’ Leap, Sunshine Coast.”

“Sunshine Coast? Sunshine Coast? Right, got it. Lovers’ Leap? Lovers’ Leap? No, |
can't find it. Where are you near?”

- Doug'’s black mood turned red. “You don't know Lovers’ Leap? You can't be on the
Sunshine Coast? Where are you? Brisbane? Sydney?”

“I'm sorry, sir, but | can't tell you that. ”

“Just nod,” Doug snarled. “Melbourne? Perth? Darwin?” Suddenly, it clicked and
he burst into crazed laughter. “You're in India, aren’t you? I've been shunted to a call

i
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center in Bombay. You're not even a policeman or anything. ”

“] am an anything,” the voice said with dignity.

“That's it precisely,” Doug snapped. “You're an anything. Any accent, any profes-
sion. Any sex, too. So what's your name? What's your real accent?”

“Actually,” the voice sang, “I am being Govinda of Poona. ”

a Pooaa! That little dump. ”

“It is not being so little, sir.”

“On the death road from Bombay!”

“Qur drivers are being very good, sir.”

“Yeah, sure.”

“Except maybe during monsoon season. ”

“Your drivers are like your cricketers.”

“Qur cricketers, sir,” Govinda said icily,
“are being the best in the world. ”

“Yeah, sure. You mean like Dal Chapatti,
top spinner? And he couldn’t bowl a maiden
over.”

“Sir,” Govinda enunciated, “will you be
jumping or will | be getting someone to push

you?”
“Oh, yeah, press four for push. India couldn’t beat a team of eleven arthritics. "
“We could if we used Australian methods. ”
“Yeah, straight shooting?”
“No, straight bribing.”
“What're you saying?”
“ Australia is only winning because of bigger bribes. ™
“You. .. what? How. .. how dare you? I'm going to fly straight to Poona and push
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your nose right down your throat. ”

“You and who's eleven? Before or after you
jump?”

“Jump? Jump? Who said anything about jump-
ing? I'm going to get a job, save up and come to
punch you out. ”

“Just dial triple zero and press one. ”

“Not! Bloody! Likely!”

Doug closed the phone. OK, so Mary had left
him. He could deal with that. So? He'd left his job.
He could get that back. But insult Ozzie cricket? No
way! He didn’t have to jump. He'd see to that cheeky cricket phony.

From an unmarked police car, Sergeant Govinda watched through binoculars as
Doug stalked away. He dialed a number. A policeman at the base of Lovers’ Leap an-
swered his mobile. “Put the net away,” Govinda said. “The psychologist was right.
Confrontational Therapy does work. ”
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