(Re)evolutionary Nights – Episode  17

Friday Night Slaps

In the last episode...

Could it really be a story that Jack and Maggie are working on?  I thought most of Maggie's work was international.  She goes to another country, takes pictures, writes the story, and sends it to the publishers.  Why would she need Jack's help for several days?  I was too sick to care.  If they want their secrets, fine.  It can't go on very long, can it?

After two days in bed, I take the maximum dosages of cold medicine and drag myself to the Underground.  I was not going to miss the show.  After three nights of rehearsals, Jack is probably getting used to the slap delivered by Cyndie.  This show delivers the beginning of the major conflict for the semester.  We will deliver a few weeks of building the conflict and several weeks of winding it out.  Jack is doing fairly well in real life delivering up a conflict.

As I stepped into the coffeehouse, I could see Jack and Stephen sitting at a table alone.  They were arguing somewhat loudly.   This is unusual for them because Jack is always the calming influence for Stephen before the shows.  It was still a couple hours until show time, but even at seven o'clock, they were most often in the production room or on stage going over details with the cast. I moved closer to hear what they were saying.

“Jack, you just can't walk out on a show! You have a major role tonight!”  Stephen was pleading waving his hands at Jack.  His neck-length brown hair hanging down flying in his face.  He looked more frazzled with his hair down, rather than in a ponytail.

“Stephen, I know I am letting you down, I'm sorry.  I know this is a big favor to ask.  I wouldn't do it if it wasn't important.”  Jack pleaded just as insistently.

“How am I supposed to direct and play your role?”  Stephen screeched.

“Why don't you just take out my scenes this week and we can get back to my storyline later?”  Jack said hesitantly.

“We can't do that, it would require too many changes.  It is too late.  Besides, the show would be too short.  What is so important that you would skip a SHOW?!”  Stephen was getting impatience with no viable options to honor Jack's request.  I couldn't imagine Jack being willing to miss a show. 

“You just have to trust me, it is important...” Jack stonewalled again.

My coffee was waiting, so I went over to pick it up, leaving them to their argument. Jack clearly wasn't going to give up the reasons why Maggie needed him so desperately that his relationships and projects were getting ruined.

All I could think about is how to save the show tonight.  I thought of script changes, nothing seemed possible for this short of a notice.  Then I remembered Paul.  He was a supreme improviser.  He learned lines super quick and could think on his feet if the show took a bad turn.  He was the lead until his class schedule got too hectic this year.   We had his character leave town, but we could announce the character stand-in.  I quickly called John, Paul's partner, “John, I need to reach Paul, we have an emergency with the show, we need him to fill in for Jack.”

“What, are you kidding?  What happened to Jack?”  John inquired.

“Nothing, he is arguing with Stephen in the coffeehouse and says he has something important to do tonight.”  I could hardly get the words out.

“Oh my god! He is flaking out on us again?  And during the show? What is going on...”  John wanted answers too.

“I don't know, no time to talk, we gotta find Paul to save the show, or there won't be much left of it.”  I said.

“He's working, I will call him and see if he can get off early.” John hung up.

I walked back over to Jack and Stephen, they were still intensely discussing the options.  “I just called John to see if Paul can get over here immediately to fill in for you, Jack.”

“What?  How did you know?  Can he come?”  Jack was surprised.

“I don't know yet, but I think you are going to have some explaining to do.”  I said in a serious tone.

Once again, Maggie flies into the coffeehouse from her upstairs apartment and demands that Jack accompany her immediately.  He gets up and leaves us hanging with uncertain plans on how to handle the show. “Sorry, gotta go, I'm sure you can work it all out.”

