(Re)evolutionary Nights – Episode  16

Fess-Up

In the last episode...

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?

