(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.

