(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.”

