(Re)evolutionary Nights – Episode  11

Monday Dreariness

In the last episode...

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.

