(Re)evolutionary Nights – Episode 2

In the last episode...

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.”

He lifts me to my feet easily and I feel more stable than I had for days.  This time I turn around and fall into his arms for a long awaited embrace.  His kiss is the home I have returned to before the end of my internship abroad.  It is clear he doesn't hold any bad feelings for the incident that happened before I left, or for the brief postcards I wrote. The coffeehouse disappeared for several minutes and it was just us.  Returning to reality, I am amazed to see that this magical moment full of bliss was basically unnoticed by anyone else.

Jack takes my hand and leads me through the maze of hallways and staircases up to his room on the second floor.  His room is an amazing warehouse apartment.  It is overwhelming when you first see the  unnaturally high ceilings and soaring square-pained windows.  His bed is at one end on a raised platform, his computer area taking up most of his living space at the other end.  A sofa and two chairs were still covered with clothes, as always.  He even had a corner for his weight-lifting equipment, which he used religiously.  

I notice he has been busy collecting a few more tech toys.  There are more boxes and large screen monitors.  Jack was an unusual combination of artist, performer, musician and geek.  He was clearly excited to show me something, but I couldn't stop staring at his beautiful eyes, the deep brown eyes I had missed so much.  They are the clearest, most animated eyes I had ever met.  His black wavy hair moving in just the right way as he walked and talked excitedly.  I could barely listen to what he was saying, he was even more beautiful than I remember.

I tuned back in to his enthusiastic monologue as he was pushing buttons on his computer.  “This summer I purchased a new system of cameras, software, and hardware for making movies!  I've been playing around with the system all summer to get control of the features and editing capabilities...”

I had hoped he was going to show me something a little more personal, but I had to admit that this new project had great potential.  Jack was a charismatic performer on the stage and was an integral part of the theater that was downstairs connected to the coffeehouse.  This theater was run by Jack and his  Uncle Michael with the help of several actors, musicians and performers from the university and local theaters. They produce a  live serial play that is the hit of the local coffeehouse community.  And, the special productions are all written and produced by local artists.

“I will be able to stream our shows live online, and we can take our productions to the next level by producing shorts and movies with editing capabilities...”  Jack was excitedly telling me of his artistic vision now being given legs with his new technology.  I couldn't help but get caught up in the possibilities and  projects we could all take on together.  Live shows are exciting, but this added a whole new bag of tricks to our creative endeavors at the coffeehouse.  I wondered if everyone else knew about Jack's new toys and the plans he was making.  What am I saying?  Of course they do.  I'm the one that has been gone.

Jack succeeded in getting my mind reeling with script ideas.  And, just as I began to bring up a few, he stopped talking and looked at me intently.  He took my hand again and moved toward me.  He hit another button on his computer and I heard the song, Your Body is a Wonderland,”by John Mayer. How did he always have the perfect music at his fingertips?

“Alex, I can't tell you how much I missed you this summer.”  Jack was talking softly, moving closer and wrapping his arms around me.  He was looking deeply into my eyes. 

“Jack, I was so worried that you...”  Jack kissed me, this time with intention as he embraced me, I responded in kind.  All the trepidation about our relationship melted into late morning bliss.  He took me over towards his bed.  Any worries about our relationship were shed with our clothes, which joined the piles on the sofa.  Making love until noon seemed to correct my jet lag caused by crossing too many time zones over the past 2 days.  Our love-making had never been quite so mindful and so intense.  It seemed we had entered a new chapter in our relationship, instantly, and I liked where it was going.
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