(Re)evolutionary Nights – Episode  4

In the last episode...

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...

Jack rose to his feet and motioned for me to join him in the theater as the actors went out to the stage to rehearse some changes.  “Alex, I forgot to mention that I put a little bit about our lives into the script.”

“A little bit! You put in the most painful moments we have ever spent together!”  I was so embarrassed.  “Does everyone know about us?”

“No, not at all, I didn't tell anyone anything.”  Jack insisted.  “Everyone just assumes that we have been together the entire summer.  I just told them about where you were on your trip and what you were doing based on your postcards.  I'm sorry I only wrote a couple times, I was busy on my new film projects, and I thought you just needed some time and space.”

“What else is in the script?”  I was almost crying.

“Really, nothing much, I just added a few lines from our lives and made up most of the rest.  The only other event was our conversation about my sister.”

“What, are you kidding?  Isn't she going to be here this weekend?  When is she coming?”  I asked frantically.

“She isn't coming until tomorrow, she won't see the show.  Even if she did, I don't think she would pick it up.  I was too subtle and it was woven into the dialogue.”  Jack tried to explain.

“Jack, you have to stop using our lives in the scripts.  That is what started all of this before I left.  Your sister is smart, she will figure it out.  What if she reads the scripts?  She is always interest in your shows.  I don't want her to know how I feel.  It is bad enough I said anything to begin with.  I know the two of you are really close and I know you don't agree with me.”  I said exasperatingly.

“Alex, I promise no one with know.  It is all out of context. And, Maggie will never have a clue, really, don't worry.”  Jack promised.  “I've got to go, we have to get this thing together or it won't happen, Stephen is freaking out, as usual.”

He gave me a quick kiss and a pleading look before he ran off to get ready for the show.  I slowly walking into the theater and sat in one of the oversized U shaped booths in the back of the room, slumping down to watch the rehearsal.  I watched as the scenes from our lives played out before me, opening up a few wounds.  Maybe I was being too sensitive.  After all, if no one else knew about what we had been through the weeks leading up to my trip, then maybe it would all be o.k.

They all broke for a light dinner at 7 p.m. We all ate together, and I was beginning to feel better, like the old days of the shows.  I was getting caught up in opening night fervor.  We all ate quickly and put down enough coffee to keep us wired and fueled for hours.

At 8:00 everyone got up and  moved quickly to get ready for the show at 9:00.  While all the last minute details were being handled, stage props were moved, lights were prepped, line changes were reviewed, I was glad to be just watching.  It was going to be all right and the show was going to be great.

Then, at 9:30, the back doors to the theater swung open with a bang, and in walked Jack's sister, Maggie, smiling and laughing.  “I made it just in time!  Let's see what you got this year, Jack.”  She moved quickly towards the stage and Jack suddenly stopped his preparations.  She hugged him and he hugged her back, but I could see his face, and it was turning white.

