(Re)evolutionary Nights – Episode  13

Scripted Tuesday 

In the last episode...

“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.

