Integral Novel

Dialogue/Scenes


New Bohemia Novel Notes

It was a long season of wind and cold and rain, or so it seemed after two weeks of unrelentingly bad spring weather.  Nothing seemed to be moving, except the wind.  Blowing and blowing, yet our lives were stagnant and waiting for a better time, better weather, a glimpse of hope that the sun will shine again.


Alex hopped up to the bar stool near the espresso machine where Maggie was making herself an espresso. 

 "Where in the hell is Jack?"  snipped Alex.  "I have been waiting for 2 hours!  We need to reherse for our act tonight.  Doesn't he know that it starts in exactly four hours and we don't even know what we are doing yet?" 


Maggie finished her drink in lightening fast time to let the barista back to his job.  "Jack left early this morning and said he was going to be back soon, but no one has seen him.  I don't know where he has been disappearing to lately.  I am beginning to think he is avoiding me."


"I don't think it is you so much as me he is avoiding. We haven't been communicating much lately.  I don't know how we are going to pull off this show tonight."  Alex suddenly went limp.


"Jack is the King of pulling off a Saturday night show by the skin of his teeth.  He does his best work that way, always has since high school."  Maggie replied without care.


"Well, he may be the King, but I'm not used to this, I need time to prepare and rehearse.  I can't just improvise when we are out there together.  I never know what he is going to do when he is on stage and I don't want to look stupid."  Alex wilting even more.


"Here, I will perk you up!  Lets do shots!"  Maggie quickly sneaks in to use the espresso machine and presses four shots in four glasses.  She sets them on the bar with determination.


"How can I resist, you know my weakness.  Ready?"  Alex grabs one of the shot glasses to complete the first toast with Maggie.


"To good friends through the good and bad times, no, to good and evil."  Maggie chimed as they clinked glasses.


As they downed the first shot, Alex made a face for the straight, dark bitterness of coffee without cream and sugar.  "Whew, that was strong."


"O.K., now you do a toast for the second shot."  Maggie was totally undaunted, loving dark, black coffee.  Used to tasting all brews around the world dark and straight.


Alex thought for a moment, then said slowly and softly so as to not be overheard, looking directly into Maggie's eyes.  "To always being loyal friends regardless of what, or who, happens!"


They both toasted with enthusiasm and all worries disolved into a caffeine high that would see them through the next couple hours.


Maggie and Alex joined the group beginning to convene in the theater.  They were deep into their own conversation about their favorite places to explore in Rome.  No one was really discussing anything important tonight, just chit chat.  The usual suspects were all there, _________.  Alex looked at her watch for the first time since her toasts with Maggie.  It was now 7 p.m. And still no Jack.


Alex leaned in closer to Maggie.  "Hey, did you see the time?  Jack is still not here, what should I do?"


"Well, you can wait another half hour, or you can make up your own act.  There are a lot of people showing up tonight for the show.  It must be the bad weather and the lack of anything else going on in town." Maggie was still calm and unconcerned.


"I don't think I could pull it off at this point.  Jack is going to have to do it on his own, if he shows up.  This is insane, why can’t there be a script, a planned show, just once.  Why isn't Jack showing up anyway?  Has something happened?  Is he doing this on purpose to drive me crazy?  Leave me hanging?  Or just work me out of the act?"  Alex was beginning to get worked-up again at the thought of Jack doing something deliberately rude to her.


Maggie jumped in, "Look, I don't believe Jack thinks that way, if anything he is just upset, trying to sort things out, and not paying any attention to the time.  Maybe he is with (guru) and they are having a deep conversation."


Alex shifts in her chair.  "At this point it doesn't matter what he is doing, he is doing it to me whether he means to or not."  Unsure what to do next, she stands up and begins pacing.  "I'm going to look around in the kitchen and back stage and see if he is around anywhere.


Alex pokes her head in the kitchen where Aunt Grace was busy preparing dough to raise for the Sunday morning cinnamon roll rush.  "Have you seen Jack?"


"He came through here about an hour ago to grab a quick bite.  I think he went back stage to prepare for the show." Grace smiled as she kneaded the dough, lifting the large lumps and folding and rolling them, as though nothing was wrong in the world.


"Thanks, I'll look back stage."  Alex choked as she quickly turned to head to the dressing rooms.  Fuming and stomping, she was too angry to form a thought.  She could only feel an explosion forming in her head that was irresistible.


She rounded the corner where the large lounge room was located back stage.  Jack was sitting on the sofa against the wall.  He was bent over, intensely listening to someone.  His face had sort of a non-expression.  No smile, no frown, elbows on his knees.  He didn't even look up when Alex burst into the room.


The other person had their back to me, they were sitting in the large wing chair that had been moved up to the sofa to sit across from Jack. 


"What was going on?"  Alex thought as she stopped dead in her tracks.  "Who is Jack talking to and why does he look so strange."  Jack was now nodding his head and looking down at the floor as the soft voice continues to talk to him. 


"Should I leave?  Come in? Why isn't Jack looking up?"  Alex was frozen in place, unsure what to do next.


While Jack's head was down looking at the floor, Alex bolted, quietly back to the theater.  She ducked down next to Maggie and pulled her down quickly to whisper in her ear.


"Maggie, I found Jack, he is back stage," she whispered out of breath.


"Good, just in time for the show!  See I told you."  


"No, no, listen, something is wrong, I just know it.  There is someone talking to Jack, I couldn't see who it was, but Jack looked really strange, like I have never seen, he was distressed, something, I don't know."  Alex didn't know what to do, what to say.


"Slow down, what are you talking about, why the high drama?"  Maggie tries to cool Alex down, she had been so upset tonight.


"I don't know, but Jack doesn't look good, something bad is going down.  The show is off.  You take over, or Uncle Joe.  Do something, or call it off."  Alex was in no mood to handle the show details, she knew Jack was in trouble.


"O.k., o.k., let me tell Uncle Joe to cancel the show, it's not like it is the first time.  Then we will see what is going on with Jack and the mysterious stranger.  Maggie was still calm, but willing to pacify Alex.


Maggie started to leave to find Uncle Joe and Alex yelled over the din of conversation, "Meet me back stage outside the lounge."  Maggie nodded and headed off.


Alex walked tentatively back to where the lounge door was, she peaked into the lounge and saw that Jack was still in the same place.  Still looking grim.  The mysterious stranger still unseen and talking in a hushed voice.  Was it a man or a woman?  What were they saying?  Alex was straining to hear, but the noise of the people in the theater was too loud.  


Alex heard Uncle Joe announce that the show was off for tonight, he told a few jokes and everyone started to shuffle to the coffeehouse.  Maggie came up behind Alex.  "What is the big mystery?"


Uncle Joe followed close behind, "What is going on?" His voice boomed as he walked up.  


Uncle Joe's voice projected into the lounge, and Jack looked up to see all of us sculking in the doorway behind the curtains.  He stands up, his face looks drained of color.  He looks at us all and holds his right hand out to motion towards the stranger.


A figure rises out of the chair and slowly turns toward us.  Jack helps them up and says, "This is _________.


Uncle Joe pushes past us as he recognizes __________.  He reaches out to shake his hand ackwardly as the chair is still in the way.  "My God, where did you come from, why didn't you let me know you were coming?"  Uncle Joe was shocked and unsure of the situation as to why ________ was talking privately with Jack.
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