(Re)evolutionary Nights – Episode  14

Tuesday Rehearsal

In the last episode...

Stephen was looking worried. “Jack, you can't go now, we are still at the beginning of the semester, the dialogue is unwritten, the plot is too rough...”

“Sorry Stephen, really, I will be back by lunch.”  Jack was already at the door, Maggie practically pulling him out the door.

Stephen was not the only one fuming after Jack left.  I was incensed at the idea of Maggie pulling him out of our script day, of all times.  She knows how important Bohemian Nights is to Jack and how much time he has put into it from the very creation to helping to write every script. Jack has never missed a script Tuesday even when he is sick, he drags himself down to help.  What could be so important? Probably nothing but Maggie drama.  And, why doesn't she have Michael or Judy help her if it is really important.  Why doesn't she have one of her friends help her?  I was beginning to wish she would take off on another assignment, preferably far away and for a long time.

I turned my full attention on the script with extra intensity.  I wanted to make sure everything would go well regardless of Maggie's interference.  The play must come first.  We finished this week's script in record time by five o'clock.  The actors were able to take an extra long dinner break before rehearsals tonight at seven o'clock.  I was exhausted and Jack still had not returned with Maggie.  I was dreading that moment which better happen by seven if Jack was going to join the rehearsal.  We wrote him in this week in a big way, to make up for his absence in the script session.  I must say a little of my anger came out in the script.  Cyndie's character gives Jack's character a slap in the face this week.  I didn't have any problem selling that line. Jack will get the gag, he knows that you have to pay if you miss script Tuesdays, or if you get the writers upset. I would prefer it if Maggie were in the play this week.  Now that would be fun to write her lines.

Everyone was beginning rehearsal, still upset that Jack was not there.  At fifteen minutes past seven, Jack comes running in muttering apologies and grabs a script.  Stephen talks privately to Jack for a few minutes before getting everyone back on track.  Through three hours of rehearsal the group is cohesive, trying to make it all work.  I help with script revisions through the evening.  Breaks are short and Jack is always busy talking with Stephen.

Finally rehearsal is wrapped up and the cast collapses in the production room.  Wine is opened and small chit-chat commences.  Jack does not seem in a hurry to talk to me.  He continues to review staging details with Stephen.  After an hour of catching up on everyone's lives, I decide to go home.  I get Jack's attention from Stephen for a brief moment. 

“Jack, I've got to get home, call me tomorrow and we can meet.”  I say quickly.

“Alex, I'm sorry for being gone so long today, I will call you tomorrow after classes, we can get together then.”  Jack gave me a quick hug and a kiss before continuing his discussion.

I left the theater and was crossing through the coffeehouse.  I scanned the tables to see who was there and was shocked to see Maggie sitting in a dark corner, alone, doing nothing but staring out the window.  She was always surrounded with friends, animating every conversation.  How odd to see her that way.    I thought maybe I should talk to her.  Maybe she would confide in me.  Maybe we would get closer if I offered to help.  I held back the impulse because I did not want to get in the middle of her drama.  She didn't see me, so I continued on my way out the door. 

