Just Five More Minutes

“Just five more minutes mom, I swear I’ll wake up,” Tsukino Usagi would mutter through her pillow at her mother, both of whom were used to this scenario.  Everyday, at six thirty, Ikuko would walk into her room, trying to wake up her daughter.  Everyday, ‘just five more minutes’ she would beg.  And Ikuko would always yield, knowing just how hard it had been for her to roll out of bed for school.  Then she would sigh, reminscining her own days in junior high and high school, and how her mother would yank the covers off her body, exposing her to the chill of the room.

Yet, she would never do that to Usagi.  It had been the last thing she hadn’t done that her mother had to her.  She’d broken every other rule, save that one.  And as Ikuko trudged up the stairs to her beloved daughter’s room, she prepared herself for the same feat she would everyday, except this time, she vowed to herself that she would rip those covers off her daughter if it was the last thing she would ever do.  As she knocked on the door, she hung her head in defeat when she didn’t hear an answer.  

Slowly, she opened the door to the room, expecting to find her daughter sprawled out amongst the covers, perhaps today nearly strangling Luna as she had in some previous mornings.  She expected to see the sty she told her daughter to clean night before dinner.  

But what she found, instead, was an Usagi, wide awake, with Luna still curled up in a ball, asleep at the foot of her bed.  Usagi was looking, or rather, staring up at the moon, still up at this time of morning during the winter season.  And yet, despite the chill, the window was wide open.  The room was nearly spotless, and a single letter sat perched on the dresser, addressed, strangely enough, to herself.  

“Mama, have you ever had a secret, a very big secret, that somehow took over your life, as if Destiny herself willed that secret to overwhelm you, to become you?” Usagi asked, eyes still upturned at the full, round moon hanging low in the sky above.  

“Usa, what happened in here?” Ikuko asked in complete shock at the made bed, light blue carpeted floor,  something she once thought she’d never see again, amidst Usagi’s junk.

“I wasn’t sure if I was coming back.  I wanted you to be able to find my letter to you.”

Ikuko drew in her breath sharply, not completely understanding what Usagi meant.  Had she planned to run away?  Gently, so as not to disturb Luna, Ikuko sat down on the bed.  She looked at her daughter’s profile, which seemed so aged in the moon and starlight.  Even her eyes, her baby’s cheerful, happy, innocent eyes, looked marred with maturity.  Ikuko smiled sadly; her baby had grown up before her very eyes and she hadn’t even realized it.    

“But Mama, have secrets—no, has Destiny ever changed you so much or forced you to do something that something becomes you?” Usagi asked.

Ikuko looked into her daughter’s eyes.  No, she hadn’t been mistaken.  Sixteen years had passed, and her daughter was a beautiful mature young woman, no longer a little girl.  But her eyes made her seem so much older.  As if she’d seen too much.  She nodded slowly, understanding dimly what her daughter was asking.  She leaned back, resting on the pillows, and clutching a large bunny.  And for once, she truly surveyed the room, finally seeing everything in it.  

The engagement ring on Usagi’s left ring finger.

On the nightstand, an ornate golden brooch, with a large, beautiful diamond—or perhaps that was crystal—in the center.  

Next to it, a smaller compact with a moon sign on it.  Come to think of it, the brooch had that same sideways crescent moon on it, just like the crescent moon on Luna’s forehead.  

And finally, at the newspaper with Sailor Moon on the dresser.  Sailor Moon had that brooch.  Sailor Moon had that crescent moon sign on her forehead.  Ikuko gulped hard.  She looked back at Usagi, and with her index finger, traced that shape on Usagi’s brow from a distance.  Her finger twitched.  

Taking that as a hint that her mother understood now, Usagi got up from her place at the windowsill and headed for the bathroom until Ikuko’s hand reached out and grabbed her arm.  Her mother’s other hand clutched at the bunny convulsively, and her eyes pleaded with Usagi.  Or perhaps, not with Usagi, but truly with Destiny, the true culprit.  

“Please, don’t go just yet.  Please, just five more minutes, and I swear I’ll wake up,” Ikuko said in a quiet voice.  She didn’t want to let her go.  Not just yet.  Destiny could have her daughter, just not quite yet.  Usagi shook her head sadly, a gesture which spoke to Ikuko, saying that for once, no, there couldn’t be five more minutes.  She had to wake up now.  She’d slept for long enough.  

She closed her eyes, letting the tears that had unconsciously formed fall down her cheeks.  She hated change.  And as much as she had wanted her daughter to grow up, she didn’t want it this soon.  And not like this.  Not like this.  

Still holding the bunny, she finally rose to her feet, and hugged Usagi.  She also hadn’t realized that her daughter was as almost tall as she was.  Absently, she touched one of her daughter’s pigtails, smiling at the golden locks.  How *had* her child gotten blonde hair?  Details she didn’t even want to get into at that moment.  

“I’m proud of you, Usa.  So very proud of you.  Though I wish you hadn’t grown up so soon.”

“Me too, Mama.  I only wish, that Destiny would relent and give me just five more minutes.”

____________

No, I have no clue what that story was about.  Don’t ask me.

~Lexi

