(Re)evolutionary Nights – Episode 1

The crisp cool air of autumn was intoxicating as I walked past downtown. On the tree-lined streets there were leaves beginning to turn color and a few yellow leaves blowing down as I walked.  It filled me with anticipation for my favorite season of the year.  I arrived at the towering, old factory building that sprawled over a few city blocks.  On the street side, the secret side door was calling me. The entrance was reminiscent of the New York basement restaurants and bars that line the busy city streets with railings leading down the stairs to entrances below ground.  But here, several blocks from downtown, attached to a factory building, it looked out of place.  I walked down the 32 steps to the door cautiously.  I wasn't sure what I was going to encounter, after leaving on a sour note to spend several months in France over the summer.  My enthusiasm for the autumn weather, and being back in this place propelled me forward and I entered, flinging the door open wide and banging it against the wall as the wind arrived with me.

The coffeehouse smells greeted me with the aromatic pleasure of coffee and fresh baked pastries.  I took it all in with a huge breath before grabbing the door to close it.  Everyone turned to look at my grand entrance, but quickly went back to what was absorbing their attention before I arrived.  I quickly scanned the tables to see who was here before I entered any further.  It was fairly empty in  late morning.  But then, my eye caught the sight of three men huddled at a table talking intensely.  It was Michael, the owner of the coffeehouse, a biologist and director of a local research institute, and his partner, Eric who was a psychiatrist at the institute talking intently to Thomas.  I was shocked to see Thomas downstairs during the day.  He is a resident researcher/philosopher and rarely leaves his room except for midnight discussions.  Something at the institute must be happening.  

Before giving them much thought, I quickly looked around for the one I had come here to see.  Jack was not there.  His post behind the coffee bar was abandoned.  Some of the patrons were helping themselves to brewed coffee refills.  Could he be gone?  Maybe classes at the university had taken him away this morning.  I relaxed and headed toward the coffee bar to help myself to my first cup of coffee at home.  Twirling around, my foot caught on one of the floor boards, so old and uneven from years of wear.  I tripped and found myself falling toward the floor, my bag hurling first with a noisy crash followed by the sound of my personal items scattering under the tables.  I caught myself on a chair, barely escaping an injury.  My second big scene of the morning.  My jet lag was showing.  

One big breath and down I went to retrieve my worn passport, journal, camera, loose change, a lipstick, small bottles of lotion and shampoo, various pens, pencils and piles of receipts and tickets.  As I reached for the final pen, I felt someone kneeling down close to me.  A hand softly touched mine and the other went around my shoulders.  I instantly knew that Jack was here.  His face came close to mine and his lips kissed my ear.   I was frozen in place, instantly relaxed by his embrace.  He whispered softly in my ear, “I've been waiting for you, come up to my room, I've got something to show you.”
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One big breath and down I went to retrieve my worn passport, journal, camera, loose change, a lipstick, small bottles of lotion and shampoo, various pens, pencils and piles of receipts and tickets.  As I reached for the final pen, I felt someone kneeling down close to me.  A hand softly touched mine and the other went around my shoulders.  I instantly knew that Jack was here.  His face came close to mine and his lips kissed my ear.   I was frozen in place, instantly relaxed by his embrace.  He whispered softly in my ear, “I've been waiting for you, come up to my room, I've got something to show you.”

He lifts me to my feet easily and I feel more stable than I had for days.  This time I turn around and fall into his arms for a long awaited embrace.  His kiss is the home I have returned to before the end of my internship abroad.  It is clear he doesn't hold any bad feelings for the incident that happened before I left, or for the brief postcards I wrote. The coffeehouse disappeared for several minutes and it was just us.  Returning to reality, I am amazed to see that this magical moment full of bliss was basically unnoticed by anyone else.

Jack takes my hand and leads me through the maze of hallways and staircases up to his room on the second floor.  His room is an amazing warehouse apartment.  It is overwhelming when you first see the  unnaturally high ceilings and soaring square-pained windows.  His bed is at one end on a raised platform, his computer area taking up most of his living space at the other end.  A sofa and two chairs were still covered with clothes, as always.  He even had a corner for his weight-lifting equipment, which he used religiously.  

I notice he has been busy collecting a few more tech toys.  There are more boxes and large screen monitors.  Jack was an unusual combination of artist, performer, musician and geek.  He was clearly excited to show me something, but I couldn't stop staring at his beautiful eyes, the deep brown eyes I had missed so much.  They are the clearest, most animated eyes I had ever met.  His black wavy hair moving in just the right way as he walked and talked excitedly.  I could barely listen to what he was saying, he was even more beautiful than I remember.

I tuned back in to his enthusiastic monologue as he was pushing buttons on his computer.  “This summer I purchased a new system of cameras, software, and hardware for making movies!  I've been playing around with the system all summer to get control of the features and editing capabilities...”

I had hoped he was going to show me something a little more personal, but I had to admit that this new project had great potential.  Jack was a charismatic performer on the stage and was an integral part of the theater that was downstairs connected to the coffeehouse.  This theater was run by Jack and his  Uncle Michael with the help of several actors, musicians and performers from the university and local theaters. They produce a  live serial play that is the hit of the local coffeehouse community.  And, the special productions are all written and produced by local artists.

“I will be able to stream our shows live online, and we can take our productions to the next level by producing shorts and movies with editing capabilities...”  Jack was excitedly telling me of his artistic vision now being given legs with his new technology.  I couldn't help but get caught up in the possibilities and  projects we could all take on together.  Live shows are exciting, but this added a whole new bag of tricks to our creative endeavors at the coffeehouse.  I wondered if everyone else knew about Jack's new toys and the plans he was making.  What am I saying?  Of course they do.  I'm the one that has been gone.

Jack succeeded in getting my mind reeling with script ideas.  And, just as I began to bring up a few, he stopped talking and looked at me intently.  He took my hand again and moved toward me.  He hit another button on his computer and I heard the song, Your Body is a Wonderland,”by John Mayer. How did he always have the perfect music at his fingertips?

“Alex, I can't tell you how much I missed you this summer.”  Jack was talking softly, moving closer and wrapping his arms around me.  He was looking deeply into my eyes. 

“Jack, I was so worried that you...”  Jack kissed me, this time with intention as he embraced me, I responded in kind.  All the trepidation about our relationship melted into late morning bliss.  He took me over towards his bed.  Any worries about our relationship were shed with our clothes, which joined the piles on the sofa.  Making love until noon seemed to correct my jet lag caused by crossing too many time zones over the past 2 days.  Our love-making had never been quite so mindful and so intense.  It seemed we had entered a new chapter in our relationship, instantly, and I liked where it was going.
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“Jack, I was so worried that you...”  Jack kissed me, this time with intention as he embraced me, I responded in kind.  All the trepidation about our relationship melted into late morning bliss.  He took me over towards his bed.  Any worries about our relationship were shed with our clothes, which joined the piles on the sofa.  Making love until noon seemed to correct my jet lag caused by crossing too many time zones over the past 2 days.  Our love-making had never been quite so mindful and so intense.  It seemed we had entered a new chapter in our relationship, instantly, and I liked where it was going.

As noon came and gone, we lay silently together, enjoying the shuffle of music pics Jack had playing.  Our taste in music is so similar, he always put together perfect mixes.  I was so relaxed, and my body was beginning to feel the tiredness from lack of sleep and travel.  I didn't want to miss the Friday night events, so I suggested we get dressed and go downstairs for lunch.  I wanted to stay awake and alert for the big opening night for the serial.  Jack is so calm for performances.  I don't know how he does it. 

We hesitantly get up and hunt through the piles for our clothes, or whatever we find to wear.  “Can't we just stay here all night?  You just got back.” Jack was hoping I would change my mind.

“If I stay here, I will fall asleep, and not wake up for the rest of the weekend.  And, you don't want to miss opening night, do you?”  I said impatiently as I was hopping around trying to get my sock on.  I secretly wished we could.

“Alright, Aunt Judy has been waiting to see you, too.  She wants to make your favorite pasta dish this weekend for dinner on Sunday.  And, I thought we could get out in the woods tomorrow for a hike.”  Jack seemed to have planned our weekend already.  I was happy to see he was making plans to bring me back into the inner fold of his life before I even returned.

We made our way back downstairs just as Judy was taking a huge sheet pan full of quiche out of the massive oven.  The smell was heavenly, laced with pastry, cheese, ham and eggs.  She was a larger woman, but not fat, she worked hard in this kitchen every day making the most amazing baked goods.  She was professionally trained as a baker and she perfected her recipes until they melted in your mouth and made you plead for more.  She set down the baking sheet full of quiche and turned to see us smiling in the doorway to the kitchen.  She rushed over to me and gave me a big hug, “Honey, it is so good to have you back! This place just hasn't been the same since you left.”

“I've really missed everyone. I just had to come back early.  After the summer rush, France became dead and dull.  This is the place to be for real action and excitement.” I said with conviction.  She hurried back to her quiche and chose two of the best for us.  

“Come over here and tell me about your trip, I'm dying to hear all about it.”  We sat down to enjoy her delicious quiche and I gave her the play by play of the places I visited while in France and the meals I enjoyed.  I left out the part about why I really came back early.

Stephen, the director of live serial, titled “Bohemian nights,” poked his head into the kitchen to call Jack into the production room to prep for tonight.  “Jack, we need you, man, let's get going before it all falls apart.”  He was always worried about the live shows.  Jack was his calming influence.  

He noticed me and was surprised to see me, “Alex, my god, what are you doing back already?  Join us and help us iron out a few rough spots in the script.”

Jack jumped up and smiled at me, “Let's go! It's crunch time.”  We ran out of the kitchen and followed Stephen through the maze of hallways, through the seating area full of booths and tables in the theater, across the stage, and into the back room called the production room.  It was a comfortable, messy place with a few sofas, chairs, and beanbag chairs.  Odd old tables with assorted types of lamps were placed between the furniture.  One large antique table, probably from a library, was in the middle of the room where everyone sat to discuss the shows, do script reads, and argue over the direction and production of the shows.

The actors were already reading through the script, discussing the last minute staging changes.  Stephen and Jack quickly jumped in and someone threw me a copy of the script as I plopped down on the sofa.  I began listening to the dialogue that the actors were reading.

Cyndie said, “I can't do this right now, I've got to go...”

John continued, “But we have got to talk, we can't leave things this way.  You will be gone for a long time, and we have to settle things now.”

“I don't know what to say to you, we just see things differently...” Cyndie continued to read and talk about where they would be standing.

I quickly looked up at Jack, who was looking at me with a red face.  He had written the script and was writing about our last moments before I left, word for word.  Apparently he forgot to tell me something.  I wonder what comes next in this plot...
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I quickly looked up at Jack, who was looking at me with a red face.  He had written the script and was writing about our last moments before I left, word for word.  Apparently he forgot to tell me something.  I wonder what comes next in this plot...

Jack rose to his feet and motioned for me to join him in the theater as the actors went out to the stage to rehearse some changes.  “Alex, I forgot to mention that I put a little bit about our lives into the script.”

“A little bit! You put in the most painful moments we have ever spent together!”  I was so embarrassed.  “Does everyone know about us?”

“No, not at all, I didn't tell anyone anything.”  Jack insisted.  “Everyone just assumes that we have been together the entire summer.  I just told them about where you were on your trip and what you were doing based on your postcards.  I'm sorry I only wrote a couple times, I was busy on my new film projects, and I thought you just needed some time and space.”

“What else is in the script?”  I was almost crying.

“Really, nothing much, I just added a few lines from our lives and made up most of the rest.  The only other event was our conversation about my sister.”

“What, are you kidding?  Isn't she going to be here this weekend?  When is she coming?”  I asked frantically.

“She isn't coming until tomorrow, she won't see the show.  Even if she did, I don't think she would pick it up.  I was too subtle and it was woven into the dialogue.”  Jack tried to explain.

“Jack, you have to stop using our lives in the scripts.  That is what started all of this before I left.  Your sister is smart, she will figure it out.  What if she reads the scripts?  She is always interest in your shows.  I don't want her to know how I feel.  It is bad enough I said anything to begin with.  I know the two of you are really close and I know you don't agree with me.”  I said exasperatingly.

“Alex, I promise no one with know.  It is all out of context. And, Maggie will never have a clue, really, don't worry.”  Jack promised.  “I've got to go, we have to get this thing together or it won't happen, Stephen is freaking out, as usual.”

He gave me a quick kiss and a pleading look before he ran off to get ready for the show.  I slowly walking into the theater and sat in one of the oversized U shaped booths in the back of the room, slumping down to watch the rehearsal.  I watched as the scenes from our lives played out before me, opening up a few wounds.  Maybe I was being too sensitive.  After all, if no one else knew about what we had been through the weeks leading up to my trip, then maybe it would all be o.k.

They all broke for a light dinner at 7 p.m. We all ate together, and I was beginning to feel better, like the old days of the shows.  I was getting caught up in opening night fervor.  We all ate quickly and put down enough coffee to keep us wired and fueled for hours.

At 8:00 everyone got up and  moved quickly to get ready for the show at 9:00.  While all the last minute details were being handled, stage props were moved, lights were prepped, line changes were reviewed, I was glad to be just watching.  It was going to be all right and the show was going to be great.

Then, at 9:30, the back doors to the theater swung open with a bang, and in walked Jack's sister, Maggie, smiling and laughing.  “I made it just in time!  Let's see what you got this year, Jack.”  She moved quickly towards the stage and Jack suddenly stopped his preparations.  She hugged him and he hugged her back, but I could see his face, and it was turning white.
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Then, at 9:30, the back doors to the theater swung open with a bang, and in walked Jack's sister, Maggie, smiling and laughing.  “I made it just in time!  Let's see what you got this year, Jack.”  She moved quickly towards the stage and Jack suddenly stopped his preparations.  She hugged him and he hugged her back, but I could see his face, and it was turning white.

Maggie released the hug to Jack as quickly as she came in and went running to the stage to greet her friends in the cast.  Jack looked at me and shrugged his shoulders.  “John, how have you been!  You won't believe what happened in Turkey!”  Maggie was beginning to chat with everyone during our crunch time.  The audience would be let in to the theater in 10 minutes.

“Maggie, it's about show time, can we catch up later?” Stephen pleaded as he was beginning to fall apart.

Jack rushed to his rescue, “Maggie, I'm really glad you made it for our opening night, but we gotta get ready, the show is about to start and we have to let the audience in!”  Jack tried to attract Maggie's scattered attention before Stephen blew up.

Maggie reluctantly sat down at a table and Jack ran to the stage to help Stephen get everyone back on track.  They all disappeared behind the curtain.  I watched the drama from the back of the room and thought how typical Maggie's behavior was.  The audience came noisily into the room and there was a mad dash to get a good seat.  The place was packed in just a few minutes. The talking and laughing was deafening.

At nine o'clock sharp, Jack appeared on stage and sang the theme song to “Bohemian Nights.”  It was an upbeat song about love, art, music, truth, searching and angst.  He wrote it a couple years ago when the series began.  Every Friday night during the semester there is a new episode performed live.  It is a crazy, hectic schedule for everyone to keep, with the original writing, the staging, the rehearsals.  But the cast and staff are really dedicated to the show, and their passion is evident.  It is the biggest headliner in town on Friday nights.  It is the local live soap opera, and bits of  gossip, events, and culture slip into the script on a regular basis.  There is always talk and conjecture about who the story lines may be about.  That is my concern tonight with Jack's contribution of our conversations to the script.

As Jack was wrapping up his theme song, the theater went black, then spotlights shone on the two leads.  The characters of Colin and Claire were played by John and Cyndie.  The story surrounds the ups and downs of an urban group of bohemian friends in search of truth, beauty, knowledge and love.  The dialogue about my comments regarding Maggie were disguised as Claire complaining about a friend of hers.  Maggie was too absorbed in herself and her friends that had joined her at her front row table to notice any references to herself.

Jack was brilliant as usual in his role as Jack.  Very original, but when you do a lot of the writing, you can choose to keep things simple.  I noticed his role was not as central to the story.  It looks like he is giving himself more time to work on his new projects.  The show ended with Jack singing the closing theme, a variation on the opening theme, a bit slower, more thoughtful and seductive, to wrap things up.

They all came out for the final bow, the crowd goes wild with adulation. The audience begins to filter out, most going to hit the bars, but the hard core fans stay in the coffeehouse and continue to talk about the play over espresso. The crew and actors convene in their production room.  Maggie and I join them.  She quickly says hello to me, but not much else.  She is busy talking to a few of the actors, long-time friends of hers.

Jack looks relieved to have the first performance behind him.  Everyone is vibrating with energy and excitement from the performance and the audience response.  Several bottles of champaign are uncorked and the celebration continues late into the night.  Maggie captivates everyone she can with her travel stories.  Jack listens to a few, then comes over to me.  I had been catching up with old friends  telling a few travel stories of my own.

“Looks like our weekend plans are on hold until I find out what Maggie is doing.” Jack said cautiously.

I said everything I wanted to Jack with one look.
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“Looks like our weekend plans are on hold until I find out what Maggie is doing.” Jack said cautiously.

I said everything I wanted to Jack with one look.

Late Saturday morning I roll out of bed.  Last night, I went back to my own apartment, which was a mess with all my luggage and piles of mail.  I was glad to be home to my garden apartment.  It was a treasure of a place that I inherited from a friend who had graduated last year.  I had an antique cast iron fireplace with ornate designs and French doors out to a patio leading to a  garden lined with ferns and trees.  Some flowers were still blooming while the leaves on the trees were drifting down to the ground.  My apartment was in a turn of the century house that had been renovated into apartments.  Most of the original plants returned every year creating an interesting Victorian garden.

I rummaged through my luggage to find a clean outfit.  I knew I needed to spend the day doing laundry and reorganizing my life.  But, I didn't have any food in the place, so why not go to the coffeehouse and eat?  I had mixed feelings about encountering Maggie.  

Entering the coffeehouse, I felt trepidation.  The coffeehouse looked so different during the day with light streaming in the front windows from above.  It looked a little dingier, not as romantically lit in the dark.  But the smell of irresistible coffee and cinnamon rolls were calling me in.  I could hear Judy singing in the kitchen.  The morning jazz music was playing and Michael was making the coffee this morning.

“Good morning Alex, glad to see you back.  How was the summer in France?”  Michael asked me as I came up to the bar to sit.

“It was great, very inspiring.”  I said, trying to say it with conviction.  

As Michael served me a beautiful espresso with thick crèma, I noticed Jack and Maggie entering from the kitchen door.  They took a table and sat with their heads together.  Jack sat with his back to me and didn't even notice that I was there.  They seemed to be discussing something very intensely.  They were both talking with their hands in an excited manner.  I wasn't sure if they were disagreeing or just very intense about the topic of discussion.

I tried to ignore them and let the discussion go on.  I turned to Michael, “I saw you talking to Eric and Thomas yesterday.  I was surprised to see Thomas downstairs, is anything going on at the Center?”  I inquired.

“Actually, yes, we have a lead on an amazing young boy who remembers being a WWI fighter pilot in a previous life.  He knows everything about the plane, the people that flew with him, and his mission.  He even remembers his family.  There appears to be a lot of evidence that can corroborate his memories.  Eric is going to travel to his house next week and conduct an interview with him and his family.  Then we are going to interview the family of the fighter pilot.”  Michael was so excited when he found another kid with past life memories.  He had collected hundreds of cases.  Some kids had birth marks matching injuries they reported from past life memories.  This one was special because the family members of the fighter pilot were still living, including his wife and child.  I found his workfascinating.  But, he is not respected by those at the university anymore.  They think he has gone off the deepend.

Michael is a PhD biologist and Judy is a PhD chemist.  Both were professors at the local university where they met 30 years ago.  Michael was always driven to find answers beyond the scientific party line.  He combined his work with other fields, like philosophy, sociology and psychology.  Differences with his colleagues drove him out of the department 20 years ago.  Since then, he has owned the coffeehouse, with his wife, who also left the university at the same time.  He is an expert in evolutionary studies and created the Center for Reincarnation  & Past Life Studies with his partner, Eric Stossel, a psychiatrist who does past life regressions and conducts most of the interviews of families and children who have past life memories.

The coffeehouse is owned by Michael and Judy Kazinsky for the last 20 years.    The old factory building has two and a half stories.  The bottom story is below ground and contains the sprawling coffeehouse which has several rooms, the theater, the kitchen, and several offices and work rooms.  The west wing of the first floor has the family quarters where Michael and Judy live.  They are Jack's uncle and aunt on his father's side of the family.  Jack has an apartment on this floor and so does Maggie, his sister, who is often traveling on photojournalism assignments around the world. 

Thomas is a long time friend of Michael's since their college days.  He is a bit of a hermit and lives on the third floor of the factory by himself.  He rarely comes out except to do work for the Center and occasionally participates in midnight conversations with Michael, which are quite frequent on the weekends.  The coffeehouse does not have a name.  It is generally referred to as the “Underground” by those in the know.

Michael went on helping other patrons.  I sat enjoying my coffee and looking around at this unique place.  There were collections of Judy's everywhere.  My favorites were the antique toaster collection and the coffee pot collection with pieces from all over the world.  I loved the idiosyncratic toasters with side flaps that opened like bird wings and the creative ways that inventors came up with to toast bread in the past. I imagined all the kitchens and coffeehouses around the world that used the different coffee pots.

I was enjoying my morning, even though Jack was occupied with Maggie.  I looked over to their table to see if they were still talking.  They were gone!
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I was enjoying my morning, even though Jack was occupied with Maggie.  I looked over to their table to see if they were still talking.  They were gone!

I wasn't sure whether to hunt them down or go home.  I had to know what they were doing.  I casually walked back to the kitchen.  Judy was still singing and baking.  She was so happy in her element.  “Have you seen Jack and Maggie?”  I asked as uninterested as I could.

“Oh, hi Alex, no honey, not for the past couple hours.  I think they had plans to go somewhere this morning, but I can't remember where.”  Judy said.  She wasn't the best for keeping track of people's whereabouts, being in the kitchen most of the time.

“Thanks, I'll just hook up with them later.  Those cinnamon rolls were amazing!”  I quickly took the hallways to their residence to see if I could find them.

Jack, and his sister Maggie, came to live with their Aunt Judy and Uncle Michael when they were just toddlers, and two and four.  Both of their parents were killed in a car accident.  Maggie is the older sister, at age twenty-eight, and Jack is twenty-six years old.  Jack attended the local university and received his undergraduate degree in philosophy.  He took a few years off to work at the coffeehouse and theater.  He is returning to graduate school this fall to continue his study of philosophy.  Maggie is a freelance photojournalist and has been fairly successful getting assignments.  She is always taking off for some distant country to report on unrest and wars brewing in third world countries.  But, she also takes fluffier assignments in fashion and the occasional interview.

I was quietly rounding the corner at the top of the stairs, and I could hear Jack and Maggie talking loudly in her apartment. “Maggie, you know I can't do that, why do you keep asking me?” Jack said in an exasperating tone.

“You are the only one I know who I can tell, you've got to help me pull this off.”  Maggie was pleading.

“I just don't think it is a good idea, you know how they feel about it, do you really want to put them through it again?”  Jack was getting fed up.

“We don't have to tell them a thing, we can do this on our own.  This time I know we will figure it out and learn the truth.”  Maggie said insistently.

“If they find out, it will really blow things up.  I think they are the only ones who know the truth, and if we start asking questions, they will find out.  You know how tight they are, you talk to one person, and they all know.”  Jack still wanted it stopped.

“I have new sources of information unrelated to the inner circle.  Just come with me and see what they have to say.  If you don't want to join in after that, then I will just go on without you.”  Maggie said.

“O.K., but just this once, I will go with you today and listen, but after that, I won't make any promises.”  Jack conceded.  That was my clue to slowly and quietly back my way out and return to the coffeehouse.
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“I have new sources of information unrelated to the inner circle.  Just come with me and see what they have to say.  If you don't want to join in after that, then I will just go on without you.”  Maggie said.

“O.K., but just this once, I will go with you today and listen, but after that, I won't make any promises.”  Jack conceded.  That was my clue to slowly and quietly back my way out and return to the coffeehouse.

As I slipped back into my seat at the coffeehouse, I couldn't stop my mind from racing.  What are they up to and why all the secrecy.  Maggie is clearly trying to get Jack involved in something he doesn't want to do.  It is probably some crazy scheme she cooked up to get something she wants.  It is always about Maggie.  And, she has such a careless streak.

Ready to dismiss the self-centered scheme, I ordered my next cup of coffee as John, Paul, Cyndie, Lucy and Morgan.  I was surprised to see them out by noon after opening night and all the after show festivities, but glad all the same.  “What are you guys doing here so early?  I thought you wouldn't come in until at least four o'clock.”

“Oh, believe me we were planning on it, but Stephen called us in for a lunch meeting to review the show and get crackin' for next week.  You remember how he gets every year, this year we will be organized and prepared early!”  John imitates Stephen's tone and collapses in a chair.

“So, I assume that the entire cast and staff will be here?”  I was fishing to see if Jack was attending.

“No, just us actors, Stephen and the script writers, which includes you, now that you are back early.  Mainly a brainstorming session on script ideas” Lucy was looking exhausted.

Michael brought coffee and a plate of pastries to the group, knowing what they like without ordering.  Stephen arrived looking fresh and enthusiastic.  “Ah, I see we are all here, good, let's get started.  Wait, where is Jack?”

Jack stepped out of the kitchen with coffee and a sandwich right on cue.  “Hi guys, geez Stephen, how do you look so rested on a few hours sleep?”

“I don't need much sleep, lets get going, I've got some great ideas for the plot this year.”  Stephen was already starting the meeting despite the tired looks around the table.

I looked at Jack and smiled, he smiled back and jumped into a chair across the table from me and joined the meeting.  If I hadn't been here earlier, I would have never guessed something was up.
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I looked at Jack and smiled, he smiled back and jumped into a chair across the table from me and joined the meeting.  If I hadn't been here earlier, I would have never guessed something was up.

It felt good to be back in my element, brainstorming script ideas with a great bunch of friends who were devoted to their craft.  We came up with some great ideas, some quite outrageous.  I prefer to push the envelope and see what the reaction will be.  After a few seasons of laying the groundwork for the plot, now we can really take off and take some risks.  It is hard to convince Stephen that it will be a hit, but we have been working on him.

As we broke up the meeting, I ran over to Jack and asked him if he wanted to go hiking this afternoon.  Squirming a bit, he said, “Ah, I have a couple errands to run with Maggie.  We should be back by dinner time, how about we meet then and go out to Rick's?”

I was taken by surprise, considering we have been out to a restaurant exactly three times in the past year.  With great food so easily accessible here, we rarely go out.  I was also a bit suspicious of the sudden gesture, but maybe it is just because I returned home.  “That sounds good, I will meet you there at seven, I will unpack and do laundry.”  I waved and went out the door.  I really wanted to ask what these supposed errands were, but thought it best not to poke my nose in right now.

I returned to the drudgery of organizing my stuff.  I was even more tired than before, having stayed up almost all night.  My head was spinning with all that I had to do, laundry, cleaning, buy food, see my professors, explain what I am doing home, come up with alternative plan for semester.  Oh, and maybe call my parents to let them know I am back.  Maybe later, I can't go through that conversation right now.  After starting the laundry, I decided to take a nap.

“Oh my god, it is eight o'clock!”  I had slept through the entire afternoon and into the evening!  Jack has been waiting an hour at Rick's!  I grabbed my phone and saw the message reading, eight missed calls, two messages.  I grabbed my coat and bag running to the car I tried to call Jack.

As I was driving as fast as I could, I called Jack a couple times, but no answer.  Why wasn't he answering?  He finally answered on the third call.  “Jack, I'm so sorry, I fell asleep and just woke up, are you still at Rick's?  I'm on my way now.”

“No, Alex, wait, I have been calling you because I can't make it.  Maggie and I got busy and can't get away yet.  I gotta go, but can we catch up at the Underground later tonight?  I'm so sorry.”  Jack was rushing to hang up.

“I will see you later, then.”  I hung up with a sense of deflation and disappointment.  But that was quickly replaced by curiosity.  What could they be doing?  I slowed down my driving and took a U turn back to the Underground.

Launching myself through the front door, I was greeted by a large group of friends, some I hadn't seen since I returned.  They all welcomed me with hugs and greetings.  This was exactly what I needed,  reconnecting and talking the night away in the comfort of  friends.  I didn't even notice that it was midnight before Jack arrived.  He slipped in quietly behind me and put his arms around me.  It was a firm embrace that seemed to be filled with regret.  I stood up and returned the embrace.  “I'm so sorry, I had no idea it would take so long.”  Jack whispered in my ear.  “Can we get out of the noise and go upstairs.”  His request was music to my ears.

As we slipped into his room, he didn't turn the lights on, but rather held me tightly and kissed me.  I responded in kind, but tried to break a moment, “Jack, where have you been all night?”

Jack held me closer and whispered in my ears, “It's no big deal, we can talk about it later.”  I decided not to ask for anymore details.  It was so heavenly to be back in his arms, communicating with only actions, making love into the early morning hours.
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As we slipped into his room, he didn't turn the lights on, but rather held me tightly and kissed me.  I responded in kind, but tried to break a moment, “Jack, where have you been all night?”

Jack held me closer and whispered in my ears, “It's no big deal, we can talk about it later.”  I decided not to ask for anymore details.  It was so heavenly to be back in his arms, communicating with only actions, making love into the early morning hours.

I didn't even hear Jack get up, he was dressed and showered, smelling wonderful as he kissed me to wake me up.  “When did you get up?  What time is it?”  I was still disoriented and jet-lagged.

“It's noon, we need to get downstairs for dinner with Michael and Judy.”  Jack said bounding up to go downstairs.  He seemed in a hurry.  “You can get dressed and come down to join us.”

“Wait, what's the hurry?”  I said, sitting up and squinting at the light.

“No hurry, I will let them know you will be down soon.”  Jack took off and closed the door.

I hurried to get ready and made it downstairs in thirty minutes.  My best time matched only by my rush to get to classes.  I came down to the dining room in Michael and Judy's apartment.  They were already talking excitedly about something, as usual, with Jack.  As I entered, I saw Maggie in the kitchen, getting more coffee.  My heart sank.  But I smiled and greeted everyone just the same.

Maggie came back in the room, “Hi Alex, how you been, I haven't had a chance to catch up, when did you get back?  I just returned Friday.”  She began her fast-paced questions and answered several of them before I had a chance to respond.  At least she was giving me more attention.

Jack smiled and continued on talking to Michael, who was still very excited about the child they were going to interview this week with past life memories.

Judy was trying to reign Maggie in enough to find out what she has been up to.  But, when asked about yesterday, Maggie changed the subject quickly to her recent trips.  I saw Jack glance at Maggie when Judy asked the question.

I knew nothing would come out about their “errands” so I relaxed and enjoyed the beautiful meal that Judy had prepared.  We had standing rib roast, mixed vegetables, roasted potatoes, and a lovely custard for dessert.  I wondered if Judy ever spent much time out of the kitchen.  I thanked them for the dinner and followed Jack out to the coffeehouse, which was closed on Sunday.  

He slumped down on a sofa.  I was relieved to see that Maggie had not followed us.  I slumped down next to him, laying my head on his chest.  “Jack, where did you have to go with Maggie yesterday, and why did it take so long?”

Jack was quiet for awhile.  “Maggie has some private things going on in her life right now, and it didn't turn out like she planned yesterday, so I was helping her.  I would prefer not to talk about it right now, maybe later.”

I wondered if I would ever be a part of the inner circle of Jack's life, where there were no secrets and I knew about all the inside happenings.  It was beginning to remind me of what happened last year.
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Jack was quiet for awhile.  “Maggie has some private things going on in her life right now, and it didn't turn out like she planned yesterday, so I was helping her.  I would prefer not to talk about it right now, maybe later.”

I wondered if I would ever be a part of the inner circle of Jack's life, where there were no secrets and I knew about all the inside happenings.  It was beginning to remind me of what happened last year.

I enjoyed the rest of Sunday afternoon, relating the summer in Paris to Jack. I went home early Sunday night.  Too much lost sleep and jet lag kept me in bed most of Monday.  It was raining, dark and cloudy all day.  I had too much to organize and too many people to notify of my new plans.  It all seemed too much, so in bed I stayed, listening to music and catching up on what was happening on my favorite  soap after a summer away.

Most of the day, my mind continued to pour over the weekend events.  Sunday was weird because I knew something was up with Maggie and Jack, but I couldn't say anything.  I wasn't supposed to know.  The weirdness of yesterday probably would have just passed me by if I didn't overhear their conversation.  Where could they have gone on Saturday for such a long time?  Why is it such a secret?  And, who are the people that would be mad if they knew about what they were doing?

I have always been thin at five foot seven inches.  I prefer yoga and walking for exercise.  I like to move slower and have more time for thinking and contemplation.  I have long thick auburn hair, a shade that is closer to dark brown.  I have always struggled for just the right shape of bangs and layering around my face. I was raised in a large metropolitan area in the suburbs.  My parents are the stressed, busy corporate types who always seem to have a crisis that requires their personal attention.  Their jobs both require frequent travel.  As an only child, I was often stuck with a various assortment of nannies.  Books and online resources became my companions from an early age.  College was the most exciting time of my life.  The angst of high school over, socializing and making friends became easier.  And, I really enjoyed my studies in French and English with an emphasis in creative writing.

My parents insisted that I go to law school after my bachelor degree.  I applied and was accepted to two law schools.  I canceled my plans at the last minute, at least from my parent's perspective.  In private, I applied to masters of fine arts programs and was accepted to the program I am currently attending as a double major in creative writing and French.  I may add a couple minors before I am done, or continue into the PhD.  I have already completed one year, enrolling in the lightest load they will allow.  I am in no hurry to get done.  I couldn't be happier living in this smaller university town with all the friends I have made, and of course, Jack and his family have become my family.  I feel at home here and hope to never leave.  

My parents think I will never make anything of my life.  This past year, they have been trying to convince me to get and MBA, because they believe it is the only way I can get a decent job after graduation.  They cannot see anything outside the corporate world.  The rest of the career world doesn't exist to them because they see it as inferior or irrelevant. At least they have always been willing to support me financially, even if they don't agree with my decisions.  I think it has something to do with how my grandfather treated my mother when she was young.

The phone rings mid-afternoon, I jump to answer, hoping it is Jack with plans for tonight.  I pick up the phone with anticipation before checking the caller ID, “Alex, what on Earth are you doing back home?  You were supposed to stay in France until December!”  It was my mother, screaming at me without so much as a hello, or inquiry as to whether everything was o.k.  Geez! Maybe I came home because I was sick or something.  She didn't know.  She always assumes I am messing up my life and making bad decisions on purpose.

“Can't you at least say hello first? How did you know I was home?”  I tried to find out who ratted me out.  But I knew she was not going to answer my question.  She had other axes to bury, in my head.
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The phone rings mid-afternoon, I jump to answer, hoping it is Jack with plans for tonight.  I pick up the phone with anticipation before checking the caller ID, “Alex, what on Earth are you doing back home?  You were supposed to stay in France until December!”  It was my mother, screaming at me without so much as a hello, or inquiry as to whether everything was o.k.!  Geez! Maybe I came home because I was sick or something.  She didn't know.  She always assumes I am messing up my life and making bad decisions on purpose.

“Can't you at least say hello first? How did you know I was home?”  I tried to find out who ratted me out.  But I knew she was not going to answer my question.  She had other axes to bury, in my head.

After listening to my mother go on and on about my mistakes for thirty minutes, I promised to come home for a visit in a couple weeks and get everything worked out with my professors by then.  My head hurt from the battering.  I still didn't have food in the house and needed to get out.  Time to go to my real home, Underground.

Jack was out, probably at class, or doing mysterious things with Maggie.  It was still early for the usual evening crowd, so I sat with my afternoon espresso,  reminiscing about the time Jack and I started dating last January at a New Year's Eve party.  Our first date was at the Underground after a special New Year's Eve production of Bohemian Nights.  It was a magical night.   Jack scripted our night on stage with Morgan playing my role, before we even went out.  A hopeful prediction about our first time together played out through the play.  I thought it was cute.  Of course, we didn't have near as much drama on our date as the characters in the play, who were involved in a murder mystery at the time.  It was an amazing night walking in the snow through the stillness in the night back to my apartment.  We talked for hours about our hopes and dreams sitting by the fireplace.  We have always shared a common optimism and hopes for contributing to the world in a major way through our art.

I watched Jack long before we met.  I became aware of the Underground from Keri, my friend who passed on the great apartment.  She went to my high school in the suburbs.  She  took me to my first Friday night show of Bohemian Nights, on opening night last September.  I was immediately drawn to Jack.  I fell in love with Jack as soon as I saw him playing his guitar and singing the opening theme. His voice is so rich and mellow.  The way he turned his head to the side, and down, with a killer smile. The infectious type of smile that sneaks up and takes you over.  It was the sexiest thing I had ever seen.  His personality is a little old soul, but his style is all smooth alternative.  His sense of humor is witty and comes on soft. I am convinced  he is  most relaxed in his life when he is on the stage.    Jack is six foot one inch tall with an athletic build from the weightlifting and semi-regular running.  His black hair and medium olive skin add to his mystery and beauty.  

I could feel it all again, the seduction of getting to know Jack.  Keri was friends with Jack and introduced us that night.  We talked together for a couple hours and I loved him even more.  We had so much in common and really connected on and chemistry or energetic level.  I could feel the sizzle that ignited our love, and it was burning just as bright after several months apart.  I didn't want anything to ruin our reunion.  We were basking in each others love, and that is what we needed to reconnect.  The boring, mundane world will just have to wait a little longer.

“Hello beautiful.”  Jack slips up behind me and whispers in my ear.  I love it when he surprises me like that.  It seems to be his calling card to me.  My heart was full of great memories of our love, the need to ignore the world, and a passion to be with only Jack.  

“Let's go to my place tonight.  I just want to forget about everything and everyone else.”  I whispered as I embraced Jack and kissed him.

Back at my place, Jack started the fire and we piled blankets and pillows on the floor in the livingroom.  The cold, wet, gloomy day full of questions and family dramas melted away in front of the fire.  We quickly undressed and fell into the soft warmth of the blankets and blazing fire.  The only sound was soft music and crackling from the fire.  It was the most beautiful night, full of passion for each other.  

We moved slow and deliberate as though tonight was to last forever.  I didn't want the night to end, it was perfection.  Jack seemed to be of the same mind.  We explored each others bodies, gently, mindfully, as if we were getting to know each other all over again.  Everything came alive, like the fire that was lighting us.  The glow in the room lighting our bodies was intoxicating.  Each touch bringing us to life, igniting our passion to new heights.  We moved in perfect rhythm again and again.  It was lasting so long and climaxing in such an orgasm that we were surprised with the intensity.  I was blinded for a time by blazing light and I felt absent in bliss.  We collapsed in each others arms when it was over, sweaty and shaking.  I could hardly speak.  We lay in silence for a long time.

“Oh, my, god, what was that? It was amazing?  Did you see lights, or something, or actually nothing?  Did you feel that?” Jack said quietly with astonished exhaustion.

“Yeah, I did.  That has never happened to me before.”  I said, shaking as I lay in Jack's arms.

“Me either, I have read some about tantric lovemaking, maybe that is what it was.”  Jack said curiously.

“Maybe it was, but whatever happened, lets figure it out and try it again sometime.”  I said as my mind dropped away into the bliss of the moment and silence overtook us once again.
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“Oh, my, god, what was that? It was amazing?  Did you see lights, or something, or actually nothing?  Did you feel that?” Jack said quietly with astonished exhaustion.

“Yeah, I did.  That has never happened to me before.”  I said, shaking as I lay in Jack's arms.

“Me either, I have read some about tantric lovemaking, maybe that is what it was.”  Jack said curiously.

“Maybe it was, but whatever happened, lets figure it out and try it again sometime.”  I said as my mind dropped away into the bliss of the moment and silence overtook us once again.

We slept in on Tuesday until it was time to get to work on the script at 10 am sharp.  Jack didn't have any classes.  He was lucky to work out his schedule, everyone who works on the scripts for Bohemian Nights tries to leave their Tuesdays free.  The script has to be done by Tuesday night rehearsal.  That leaves Wednesday and Thursday for additional rehearsals and changes before the show on Friday.  It is an insane pace, but we have already made a lot of progress on the outline of shows for the semester.

Stephen was already at the coffeehouse pouring over piles for scripts he had been working on.  It is great to have someone so organized and worried who puts in extra hours to get us all going.  Jack and I got out espresso and I brought over a basket of Judy's mini muffins.  I love her fight against the giant muffin trend.  Instead of one muffin, you get three, and you can choose different kinds.  My favorites include the cranberry orange, lemon blueberry, and chocolate truffle.  Judy also makes gourmet marmalades.  Today's special selection is my favorite, Chocolate Pear Marmalade. (link in recipes)  

I had to go back to the kitchen, “Hi Judy, Hi Winky, the muffins and marmalade are outstanding!  How do you do it?”  I walk in and sit down.

“Hi Alex, surprised to see you back so soon.”  Winky said as he was mixing up eggs for the quiche for lunch

“Thanks honey, you getting ready to join the script team this year?”  Judy said as she took another pan of muffins out of the oven.  

“Of course, you can't pry me away.  I've got to get my two cents into the storyline before it is taken over by Stephen and Jack.”  I say with a sly smile.

I love to watch the two of them cooking. Winky was 18 years old and an amazing baker.  Judy would babysit for Winky when he was young.  He stayed in the kitchen with Judy for hours.  Although his name is really Walter, Jr., he hates it and sticks with his childhood nickname.  He has as much joy for cooking as Judy and wants to do nothing else with his life.  Judy and Winky are like two people cooking with one mind.  They have a wonderful time in the kitchen together.  Winky worships Judy's skill and wants to know all her recipes.

Suddenly, Maggie explodes into the kitchen.  “Where is Jack?”   She says, slightly out of breath.

All three of us look at Maggie wondering if something is wrong. “He's in the coffeehouse, what do you need him...”  Judy starts to say as Maggie quickly darts out of the room.

I immediately take off after her to see if I can learn any more about their secret.  Jack was sitting with Stephen, Morgan, Claire, Cyndie, John and Paul.  Everyone was eating and getting ready to begin the script session.

Continuing her frantic pace, Maggie grabs Jack by the shoulders  “Jack, come on, now!”

Jack looked irritated, “I can't, we have to complete the script today, you know how tight our schedule is!”

True to form, Maggie does not back down, “Just a little while, it won't take long, I promise.”

Jack was looking uncomfortable, maybe afraid she might say too much, or make a bigger scene.  “Stephen, can you please get started without me.”  Jack knew that would not go over well.  “Alex, take my place and keep the script going.”  Jack looked at me with a pleading look.

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.
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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.

(Re)evolutionary Nights – Episode  15

Wednesday 

In the last episode...

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. 

Sleeping in had become such a luxury this week.  Avoiding the inevitable details of life had become my past time.  Why even bother.   I need time to decompress and get back into my routine at the coffeehouse and theater.  I needed more time with Jack before the semester sweeps us away into endless details, work and rehearsals.  I could hear my mother's voice screaming in my head to meet with my professors and get my program straightened out.  Maybe next week. 

My unpacking was going really slow.  Laundry was only half done and still no groceries.  I knew Jack was busy in classes and work.  I decided to wait for his call while I ran errands and tried to get my life back in order.  He called at three o'clock and reminded me that the meditation group was meeting at four.  I pulled my coat on and went to the coffeehouse feeling the need for some meditation time which was sorely lacking since last spring.

I entered the theater where there were around thirty people sitting on pillows.  All the tables and chairs were cleared from the middle of the floor.  Michael was sitting as the lead, talking with several people in the front, laughing and smiling.  I really enjoyed Michael's teachings and our meditation times on Wednesday and every other Sunday evening.  Thomas joins us and so does Eric when he is not traveling.  On the rare occasion Michael is gone, Thomas takes his place.  I heard him speak a few times last year and he was amazing.  His quiet wisdom is so deep.  I personally think he should be leading the meditation group.  But, he prefers to devote his time to study, helping out only when he is asked.  Michael understands this and is supporting his research at the Center.  They seem to have an unspoken contract with each other.  Jack has insinuated that their history together is far, deep and wide.

I sit down by Jack and Judy sits down by me and gives me a big hug.  Some of the actors who are interest in meditation join us and several local devotees that have been coming for years come in. Occasionally there is a new face, but usually only accompanied by a regular.  This is another group that is not advertised and is for those of us in the community of the Underground.  Although anyone from any faith can join the meditation group, Michael  and Thomas draw from the many traditions of Buddhism for the talks. It tend to go in phases, Zen for a few months, then rotating to Tibetan.  Thomas contributes most of the Dzogchen lessons and Michael has a special interest in Tantric teachings and yoga, which is also the favorite of this crowd.

The gong sounds and we all become silent, shifting into position, eyes downcast.  I draw deliberate breaths in and out to bring my mind into a quiet focus.  It was really hard for my mind to stay quiet, with so many things on my mind.  It was like thoughts jumping on a trampoline popping up over and over.  Where is Maggie now?  Why was she alone last night looking terrible?  What is Jack doing for her?  Breath in, breath out.   How can I go home in a week and a half and miss the weekend here?  I don't want to go!  How can I get out of it?  Breath in, breath out. I don't want to see my professors!  What am I going to do about my program?  Breath in, breath out. If only I could reach out my hand and touch Jack.   Breath in, breath out. How long is this meditation going to last?   Breath in, breath out.

Five o'clock and we were finally done.  It felt like an eternity with my busy mind distracting me.  “Jack, come on, let's get some dinner before rehearsal.”  I was pulling on Jack's arm, desperate to get his attention for awhile.

“Yeah, just a minute, let me catch Joe before he leaves.”  Jack was running again.  But, I understood this time.  Joe was Jack's best friend from his childhood.  They have both lived in town their entire lives.  They are the best of friends.  And I liked Joe because he had a good soul, like Jack.  Joe was busy these days finishing law school and they mainly connect on meditation nights.  Joe tries to make it every Friday night for the play, but he travels to see his girlfriend some weekends.  Jack really misses Joe and the long hours they used to spend at the coffeehouse in the earlier days.

Sometimes just seeing how other people love Jack makes me love him even more.  However, I don't feel this way with Maggie.  She is up to something, she is getting Jack involved against his better judgment, and I can tell it is not good for him when it is beginning to affect his relationships with others, especially ours.  The secrets have to stop, and I am going to find out what is going on.
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Sometimes just seeing how other people love Jack makes me love him even more.  However, I don't feel this way with Maggie.  She is up to something, she is getting Jack involved against his better judgment, and I can tell it is not good for him when it is beginning to affect his relationships with others, especially ours.  The secrets have to stop, and I am going to find out what is going on.

Jack said good-bye to Joe and I pulled his arm over to a table.  “Jack, I gotta ask you, is everything alright with you and Maggie?”  I tried to get the subject rolling.

“Yeah, everything is fine.  Maggie needs my help with a story she is working on, that's all.  It is taking more time than I expected.”  Jack didn't sound convincing.

“I was getting worried when you didn't show up for our dinner, and when you blew off our script day.  You have never done that before. What is so important? What is the story about?”  I said, hoping for more information, or at least a more sincere apology.

“I'm sorry Alex, this story Maggie is working on is important and I can't talk about it right now.” Jack looked distant.  I knew I was not going to get any further with him tonight.

I could feel my headache that was intensifying all day begin to pound with increased fury.  My scratchy throat had become a full-blown fire.  I was really tired and just couldn't stay any longer.  I told Jack to call me tomorrow and went straight home to bury myself under the covers.

I woke up late morning and found myself in the midst of a nasty cold.  I dragged myself to the phone and called the coffeehouse.  “Hello.” I heard Judy's voice and was relieved.

“Judy, is Jack there?”  I could barely speak.

“No Alex, you sound terrible. Are you sick?”  Judy said, concerned.

“I came down with a bad cold, I was wondering if Jack could bring some medicine.”  I said with my throat screaming for me to stop talking.

“I can bring you medicine, Jack said he was going to be out all day.  I think he was helping Maggie with a project until late.”  Judy offered.

“That would be great, thanks.”  I whispered.

Judy came over with soup and cold medicine.  She is the kind of mother we all wish for because she is so compassionate, supportive and non-judgmental.  I was glad to see her.  It was the opposite experience of talking to my mother on the phone earlier this week.

Judy stayed for awhile as I tried to swallow the soup.  “Judy, have you noticed anything different about Jack or Maggie lately?”  I tried to sound as though I was not prying.

“I don't know, they have both been busy.  Maggie said she was working on a big story for a magazine, and Jack was helping her.  I assume that is why they are gone a lot.”  Judy commented without much concern.  Looks like they are telling everyone the same story.   Judy didn't track their movements that close, she always respected their privacy and didn't place demands on them even when they were teenagers.

“Get well, and call me if you need anything else.”  Judy said as she headed for the door.

“Thanks Judy, tell Jack to call me if he gets back before rehearsal.”  I whispered.  Not talking was a relief to my sore throat.  I only hoped I would feel better by tomorrow night's show.

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?
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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.”
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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.”

Thirty minutes later, Paul rushed into the coffeehouse to save the day.  He was a real pro. (complete here)

I woke up late morning with my first thought of Jack and the amazing weekend we had, last week before all the Maggie drama kicked into high gear.  Then I remembered the scene last night, Jack leaving us all hanging with the play.  He probably doesn't even know what happened.  Sometimes the most amazing things come out of crisis.  It was our best play ever!

I still had a cold, but couldn't bear another day at home. The sun was shining and the leaves were in full color.  I grabbed my hiking boots and headed out to the park reserve for a hike on the trails.  I really needed this time with the beautiful views, the vibrant colors, and with myself to clear my head after this whirlwind of events this week.  

I stopped at the natural food co-op to fill my backpack with great food for the day; apples, a natural soda, pita chips, a deli sandwich, dried fruit, and my favorite coconut cookies. My mood was lifted to new heights with the anticipation of a great day in the bright sun and vibrant colors of the leaves.  

There were several cars parked at my favorite trail head, but nothing was going to ruin this day.  I started out on the trail and the air felt great, cool, crisp and smelling of fallen leaves.  Squirrels and birds were chirping and running around gathering food.  I was completely in my body, in the moment, filling my sights with a feat of colors and sights.  I found wonder in every tree, the bark, the fungus, and the plants on the ground.  I saw a few deer and eagles soaring, one of my favorite sites.  I feel like I am going to have good luck when I see a bald eagle. My personal lucky charm.

I sat at the top of a ridge looking out on miles of trees for my lunch.  I wanted to stay there forever.  The food tastes so much better after a brisk hike in this beautiful place.  I couldn't stop smiling and taking deep breathes, hoping to preserve this memory to take me through the next week, the next few months.  The rapture of the moment led me back to memories of Jack.  I have been a little crazy this week about all the Maggie mysteries.  Where is the line where you step in and try to get involved to help?  It is affecting our work and our relationship, but I love Jack and I really should trust him more to take care of things.  It is his personal business, and maybe Maggie does need him.  It was much easier to let my worries go and trust the course of events when surrounded by this magnificence.

I will give Jack a chance to handle his own dilemma, he will come to me and talk when he can.  I need to focus on my own priorities this week.  Time to get with the professors, discuss my new plan of study, whatever that is.  I need to come up with a plan to make the changes more palatable. Then I had to get working more with Bohemian Nights, especially if Jack is going to keep up the unpredictable behavior.  

The most difficult task, of course, is dealing with my parents next weekend.  So, getting organized and getting a plan is really important.  I should ask Jack to come with me to my parent's house next weekend.  It would be a good buffer and we could use some time away.  Next task, try to reduce the amount of time I am there from Saturday noon to Sunday morning.  After all, we have the play on Friday night, and we need to be back for Sunday brunch.  That should help reduce the impact of the whole event.

Enough thinking for now, time to hike back to the trail head and get showered for the first Saturday night dance of the semester at the Underground.  Tonight it is the local group, the Squeegees, a soft alternative band.  I really like their music.  I hope Jack makes an appearance.
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Enough thinking for now, time to hike back to the trail head and get showered for the first Saturday night dance of the semester at the Underground.  Tonight it is the local group, the Squeegees, a soft alternative band.  I really like their music.  I hope Jack makes an appearance.

The Squeegees were warming up when I arrived at eight o'clock.  I went the table where Morgan was waiting for me.  I had only had the chance to talk with her after the plays and rehearsals with everyone else around, we were anxious to get together and talk seriously along.

“Alex, it's about time, you feeling better?”  Morgan asked.

“Yes, much better, sorry I haven't had much time to talk this week.”  I apologized.

“What in the heck is going on with Jack?” Morgan inquired.

“I honestly don't know, he says that he is helping Maggie with a story she is working on.” I continued to pass on the party line.

“That is a bunch of bull, Maggie is always up to something.  I swear she is getting weirder as time goes by.”  Morgan said with disgust.  Morgan is a local who has known Jack and Maggie since high school.  She has always been closer to Jack, although they never dated.  Morgan has been closely involved with Michael's work at the Center.

“What do you mean weirder?”  I asked Morgan.  She had more perspective than I did since I have only known them for one year.  I have always considered Maggie a little “off.”

“She used to be very bubbly, the life of the party, no cares, no worries and a risk-taker.  But over the last year, since she has been traveling more often, she has become more tense, impatient, always obsessed with something, work, relationships, her own stuff.”  Morgan said casually.

“Maybe the travel or the work is getting to her?  Maybe she doesn't like the work or the people she does assignments for anymore?”  I tried to guess and hoped Morgan would add more.

“She always claims to love her work.  She always wanted to travel.  No, I think it is something else.  It seems like such a long-term change.  Her personality is different.  She acts like she is after something, or something is after her.”  Morgan continued.

This sounded more serious than I had thought.  I began remembering the increased time Jack spent with Maggie last spring that began to cause us a few problems.  But Maggie traveled a lot and the visits home were so short that I just let it all slide.  I wondered if she was going to keep up the busy assignment schedule this fall, or if she was home for a long time.  She had only been home a week, and already everyone was watching and wondering what was going on.

“I'm sure Jack can figure out a way to take care of the situation.”  I said, trying to sound unconcerned, hoping for more details.

“I'm not so sure, Jack and Maggie are very close, always have been, but Maggie has pulled Jack into more than one fiasco.  He didn't always escape unscathed.  She used to pull those stunts more often in high school and undergrad years.  I thought that stuff was all over.”  Morgan said.

“What kind of fiascoes are you talking about?”  I asked. 

“Maggie was a wild child, and Michael and Judy are great, but they gave Jack and Maggie free reign of their lives early on.  Maggie had some wild boyfriends, tried a few drugs, and liked daredevil stunts on occasion.  Jack was the go-to guy to get her out of trouble.  And, he always did it.  Michael and Judy still don't know about half the stuff they did.”  Morgan told me.

Morgan continued, “Jack was never into the wild stuff, probably couldn't be if he had to be sober to save Maggie's butt.  After the undergrad days, when Maggie became a freelance foreign correspondent, she calmed down and took her work more seriously.  However, I am beginning to see the old Maggie emerging over the last year, but with more intensity.” As much as I wanted to let it all go and leave Jack to dealing with Maggie, I couldn't help myself and my curiosity to know more.  There was such a long complicated history of events that took place long before I entered Jack's life.
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Morgan continued, “Jack was never into the wild stuff, probably couldn't be if he had to be sober to save Maggie's butt.  After the undergrad days, when Maggie became a freelance foreign correspondent, she calmed down and took her work more seriously.  However, I am beginning to see the old Maggie emerging over the last year, but with more intensity.” As much as I wanted to let it all go and leave Jack to dealing with Maggie, I couldn't help myself and my curiosity to know more.  There was such a long complicated history of events that took place long before I entered Jack's life.

The Squeegees were announcing the start of the concert and dance, so Morgan and I filtered in with the rest of the crowd.  We sat in a booth along the wall, drinking our coffee and listening to the band.  There were some tables still up for those who want to sit, but a large space was cleared for dancing.  We enjoyed the music, since we couldn't talk without screaming to be heard.  Claire and Cyndie joined us soon after the concert started.  It turned out to be a great girls night out.  We occasionally danced, moved around the room to greet friends, and drifted out to the coffeehouse when we wanted to talk and order more food and drink.

It was almost midnight and the crowd was growing.  Moving about the room was becoming impossible.  We had decided to leave and were headed out the door when someone grabbed my arm and called my name.  It was Jack, and he was motioning for me to dance, a slow song was starting.  I waved good-bye to the girls and let Jack hold me close.  His body was so familiar and felt so comforting.  I released my worries and problems to dance, as one, with the man I loved.  There were three slow songs in a row, so we stayed glued to each other without talking.

When the music picked up the beat again, Jack leaned down to talk in my ear, “Let's go to your place, I really need to get out of here.”  I was more than happy to comply.  Finally, uninterrupted time with Jack.  We left the Underground and went to my place.

Jack looked exhausted.

Re)evolutionary Nights – Episode 21

Sunday discussions

In the last episode...

“We can sleep in on Saturday, get there by early afternoon and leave late Sunday morning.  I don't want to stay long enough for my parents to get too big a piece of me.  They are really upset about my early arrival home.  They think I have ruined my life again.”  I said exasperatingly.

“Now when was the other times you ruined your life?  I keep forgetting...” Jack said teasingly with a smile on his face.  I laughed as he grabbed me and tickled until I gave in.  A brief attempt at capturing some energy.  But tiredness took us both over, and I was still suffering from my cold.  We collapsed in bed and slept until noon.

As we awoke on Sunday, I remembered our brief reconnection last night.  I felt like Jack was back on my side, willing to go to my parent's next weekend was just what I needed to get through the tasks awaiting me this week.  We went to Judy and Michael's for Sunday brunch.  There was a light festive mood and everyone was talkative.  There was no Maggie in sight.  I was afraid to ask where she was, I didn't want to jinx the mood.  Judy prepared a beautiful brunch buffet with eggs, bacon, breads, and fruit. We loaded up our plates and sat down at the table.

We were joined by Eric and Thomas.  This promised to be an interesting brunch.  I love it when they all get together and talk about their work.  It is absolutely fascinating.

Center for Consciousness and Science – Michael – biologist, Eric – psychiatrist, Thomas – researcher and philosopher (research is in the individual document)

