(Re)evolutionary Nights – Episode 3

In the last episode...

“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.

As noon came and gone, we lay silently together, enjoying the shuffle of music pics Jack had playing.  Our taste in music is so similar, he always put together perfect mixes.  I was so relaxed, and my body was beginning to feel the tiredness from lack of sleep and travel.  I didn't want to miss the Friday night events, so I suggested we get dressed and go downstairs for lunch.  I wanted to stay awake and alert for the big opening night for the serial.  Jack is so calm for performances.  I don't know how he does it. 

We hesitantly get up and hunt through the piles for our clothes, or whatever we find to wear.  “Can't we just stay here all night?  You just got back.” Jack was hoping I would change my mind.

“If I stay here, I will fall asleep, and not wake up for the rest of the weekend.  And, you don't want to miss opening night, do you?”  I said impatiently as I was hopping around trying to get my sock on.  I secretly wished we could.

“Alright, Aunt Judy has been waiting to see you, too.  She wants to make your favorite pasta dish this weekend for dinner on Sunday.  And, I thought we could get out in the woods tomorrow for a hike.”  Jack seemed to have planned our weekend already.  I was happy to see he was making plans to bring me back into the inner fold of his life before I even returned.

We made our way back downstairs just as Judy was taking a huge sheet pan full of quiche out of the massive oven.  The smell was heavenly, laced with pastry, cheese, ham and eggs.  She was a larger woman, but not fat, she worked hard in this kitchen every day making the most amazing baked goods.  She was professionally trained as a baker and she perfected her recipes until they melted in your mouth and made you plead for more.  She set down the baking sheet full of quiche and turned to see us smiling in the doorway to the kitchen.  She rushed over to me and gave me a big hug, “Honey, it is so good to have you back! This place just hasn't been the same since you left.”

“I've really missed everyone. I just had to come back early.  After the summer rush, France became dead and dull.  This is the place to be for real action and excitement.” I said with conviction.  She hurried back to her quiche and chose two of the best for us.  

“Come over here and tell me about your trip, I'm dying to hear all about it.”  We sat down to enjoy her delicious quiche and I gave her the play by play of the places I visited while in France and the meals I enjoyed.  I left out the part about why I really came back early.

Stephen, the director of live serial, titled “Bohemian nights,” poked his head into the kitchen to call Jack into the production room to prep for tonight.  “Jack, we need you, man, let's get going before it all falls apart.”  He was always worried about the live shows.  Jack was his calming influence.  

He noticed me and was surprised to see me, “Alex, my god, what are you doing back already?  Join us and help us iron out a few rough spots in the script.”

Jack jumped up and smiled at me, “Let's go! It's crunch time.”  We ran out of the kitchen and followed Stephen through the maze of hallways, through the seating area full of booths and tables in the theater, across the stage, and into the back room called the production room.  It was a comfortable, messy place with a few sofas, chairs, and beanbag chairs.  Odd old tables with assorted types of lamps were placed between the furniture.  One large antique table, probably from a library, was in the middle of the room where everyone sat to discuss the shows, do script reads, and argue over the direction and production of the shows.

The actors were already reading through the script, discussing the last minute staging changes.  Stephen and Jack quickly jumped in and someone threw me a copy of the script as I plopped down on the sofa.  I began listening to the dialogue that the actors were reading.

Cyndie said, “I can't do this right now, I've got to go...”

John continued, “But we have got to talk, we can't leave things this way.  You will be gone for a long time, and we have to settle things now.”

“I don't know what to say to you, we just see things differently...” Cyndie continued to read and talk about where they would be standing.

I quickly looked up at Jack, who was looking at me with a red face.  He had written the script and was writing about our last moments before I left, word for word.  Apparently he forgot to tell me something.  I wonder what comes next in this plot...

