(Re)evolutionary Nights – Episode  5

Opening Night 

In the last episode...

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.

Maggie released the hug to Jack as quickly as she came in and went running to the stage to greet her friends in the cast.  Jack looked at me and shrugged his shoulders.  “John, how have you been!  You won't believe what happened in Turkey!”  Maggie was beginning to chat with everyone during our crunch time.  The audience would be let in to the theater in 10 minutes.

“Maggie, it's about show time, can we catch up later?” Stephen pleaded as he was beginning to fall apart.

Jack rushed to his rescue, “Maggie, I'm really glad you made it for our opening night, but we gotta get ready, the show is about to start and we have to let the audience in!”  Jack tried to attract Maggie's scattered attention before Stephen blew up.

Maggie reluctantly sat down at a table and Jack ran to the stage to help Stephen get everyone back on track.  They all disappeared behind the curtain.  I watched the drama from the back of the room and thought how typical Maggie's behavior was.  The audience came noisily into the room and there was a mad dash to get a good seat.  The place was packed in just a few minutes. The talking and laughing was deafening.

At nine o'clock sharp, Jack appeared on stage and sang the theme song to “Bohemian Nights.”  It was an upbeat song about love, art, music, truth, searching and angst.  He wrote it a couple years ago when the series began.  Every Friday night during the semester there is a new episode performed live.  It is a crazy, hectic schedule for everyone to keep, with the original writing, the staging, the rehearsals.  But the cast and staff are really dedicated to the show, and their passion is evident.  It is the biggest headliner in town on Friday nights.  It is the local live soap opera, and bits of  gossip, events, and culture slip into the script on a regular basis.  There is always talk and conjecture about who the story lines may be about.  That is my concern tonight with Jack's contribution of our conversations to the script.

As Jack was wrapping up his theme song, the theater went black, then spotlights shone on the two leads.  The characters of Colin and Claire were played by John and Cyndie.  The story surrounds the ups and downs of an urban group of bohemian friends in search of truth, beauty, knowledge and love.  The dialogue about my comments regarding Maggie were disguised as Claire complaining about a friend of hers.  Maggie was too absorbed in herself and her friends that had joined her at her front row table to notice any references to herself.

Jack was brilliant as usual in his role as Jack.  Very original, but when you do a lot of the writing, you can choose to keep things simple.  I noticed his role was not as central to the story.  It looks like he is giving himself more time to work on his new projects.  The show ended with Jack singing the closing theme, a variation on the opening theme, a bit slower, more thoughtful and seductive, to wrap things up.

They all came out for the final bow, the crowd goes wild with adulation. The audience begins to filter out, most going to hit the bars, but the hard core fans stay in the coffeehouse and continue to talk about the play over espresso. The crew and actors convene in their production room.  Maggie and I join them.  She quickly says hello to me, but not much else.  She is busy talking to a few of the actors, long-time friends of hers.

Jack looks relieved to have the first performance behind him.  Everyone is vibrating with energy and excitement from the performance and the audience response.  Several bottles of champaign are uncorked and the celebration continues late into the night.  Maggie captivates everyone she can with her travel stories.  Jack listens to a few, then comes over to me.  I had been catching up with old friends  telling a few travel stories of my own.

“Looks like our weekend plans are on hold until I find out what Maggie is doing.” Jack said cautiously.

I said everything I wanted to Jack with one look.

