(Re)evolutionary Nights – Episode  6

All About Maggie

In the last episode...

“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.

Late Saturday morning I roll out of bed.  Last night, I went back to my own apartment, which was a mess with all my luggage and piles of mail.  I was glad to be home to my garden apartment.  It was a treasure of a place that I inherited from a friend who had graduated last year.  I had an antique cast iron fireplace with ornate designs and French doors out to a patio leading to a  garden lined with ferns and trees.  Some flowers were still blooming while the leaves on the trees were drifting down to the ground.  My apartment was in a turn of the century house that had been renovated into apartments.  Most of the original plants returned every year creating an interesting Victorian garden.

I rummaged through my luggage to find a clean outfit.  I knew I needed to spend the day doing laundry and reorganizing my life.  But, I didn't have any food in the place, so why not go to the coffeehouse and eat?  I had mixed feelings about encountering Maggie.  

Entering the coffeehouse, I felt trepidation.  The coffeehouse looked so different during the day with light streaming in the front windows from above.  It looked a little dingier, not as romantically lit in the dark.  But the smell of irresistible coffee and cinnamon rolls were calling me in.  I could hear Judy singing in the kitchen.  The morning jazz music was playing and Michael was making the coffee this morning.

“Good morning Alex, glad to see you back.  How was the summer in France?”  Michael asked me as I came up to the bar to sit.

“It was great, very inspiring.”  I said, trying to say it with conviction.  

As Michael served me a beautiful espresso with thick crèma, I noticed Jack and Maggie entering from the kitchen door.  They took a table and sat with their heads together.  Jack sat with his back to me and didn't even notice that I was there.  They seemed to be discussing something very intensely.  They were both talking with their hands in an excited manner.  I wasn't sure if they were disagreeing or just very intense about the topic of discussion.

I tried to ignore them and let the discussion go on.  I turned to Michael, “I saw you talking to Eric and Thomas yesterday.  I was surprised to see Thomas downstairs, is anything going on at the Center?”  I inquired.

“Actually, yes, we have a lead on an amazing young boy who remembers being a WWI fighter pilot in a previous life.  He knows everything about the plane, the people that flew with him, and his mission.  He even remembers his family.  There appears to be a lot of evidence that can corroborate his memories.  Eric is going to travel to his house next week and conduct an interview with him and his family.  Then we are going to interview the family of the fighter pilot.”  Michael was so excited when he found another kid with past life memories.  He had collected hundreds of cases.  Some kids had birth marks matching injuries they reported from past life memories.  This one was special because the family members of the fighter pilot were still living, including his wife and child.  I found his work fascinating.  But, he is not respected by those at the university anymore.  They think he has gone off the deepend.

Michael is a PhD biologist and Judy is a PhD chemist.  Both were professors at the local university where they met 30 years ago.  Michael was always driven to find answers beyond the scientific party line.  He combined his work with other fields, like philosophy, sociology and psychology.  Differences with his colleagues drove him out of the department 20 years ago.  Since then, he has owned the coffeehouse, with his wife, who also left the university at the same time.  He is an expert in evolutionary studies and created the Center for Reincarnation  & Past Life Studies with his partner, Eric Stossel, a psychiatrist who does past life regressions and conducts most of the interviews of families and children who have past life memories.

The coffeehouse is owned by Michael and Judy Kazinsky for the last 20 years.    The old factory building has two and a half stories.  The bottom story is below ground and contains the sprawling coffeehouse which has several rooms, the theater, the kitchen, and several offices and work rooms.  The west wing of the first floor has the family quarters where Michael and Judy live.  They are Jack's uncle and aunt on his father's side of the family.  Jack has an apartment on this floor and so does Maggie, his sister, who is often traveling on photojournalism assignments around the world. 

Thomas is a long time friend of Michael's since their college days.  He is a bit of a hermit and lives on the third floor of the factory by himself.  He rarely comes out except to do work for the Center and occasionally participates in midnight conversations with Michael, which are quite frequent on the weekends.  The coffeehouse does not have a name.  It is generally referred to as the “Underground” by those in the know.

Michael went on helping other patrons.  I sat enjoying my coffee and looking around at this unique place.  There were collections of Judy's everywhere.  My favorites were the antique toaster collection and the coffee pot collection with pieces from all over the world.  I loved the idiosyncratic toasters with side flaps that opened like bird wings and the creative ways that inventors came up with to toast bread in the past. I imagined all the kitchens and coffeehouses around the world that used the different coffee pots.

I was enjoying my morning, even though Jack was occupied with Maggie.  I looked over to their table to see if they were still talking.  They were gone!


 
 
 


 
 
 
 


 
 
 
 
 


 
 
 

