Re)evolutionary Nights – Episode  8

Saturday Noon

In the last episode...

“I have new sources of information unrelated to the inner circle.  Just come with me and see what they have to say.  If you don't want to join in after that, then I will just go on without you.”  Maggie said.

“O.K., but just this once, I will go with you today and listen, but after that, I won't make any promises.”  Jack conceded.  That was my clue to slowly and quietly back my way out and return to the coffeehouse.

As I slipped back into my seat at the coffeehouse, I couldn't stop my mind from racing.  What are they up to and why all the secrecy.  Maggie is clearly trying to get Jack involved in something he doesn't want to do.  It is probably some crazy scheme she cooked up to get something she wants.  It is always about Maggie.  And, she has such a careless streak.

Ready to dismiss the self-centered scheme, I ordered my next cup of coffee as John, Paul, Cyndie, Lucy and Morgan.  I was surprised to see them out by noon after opening night and all the after show festivities, but glad all the same.  “What are you guys doing here so early?  I thought you wouldn't come in until at least four o'clock.”

“Oh, believe me we were planning on it, but Stephen called us in for a lunch meeting to review the show and get crackin' for next week.  You remember how he gets every year, this year we will be organized and prepared early!”  John imitates Stephen's tone and collapses in a chair.

“So, I assume that the entire cast and staff will be here?”  I was fishing to see if Jack was attending.

“No, just us actors, Stephen and the script writers, which includes you, now that you are back early.  Mainly a brainstorming session on script ideas” Lucy was looking exhausted.

Michael brought coffee and a plate of pastries to the group, knowing what they like without ordering.  Stephen arrived looking fresh and enthusiastic.  “Ah, I see we are all here, good, let's get started.  Wait, where is Jack?”

Jack stepped out of the kitchen with coffee and a sandwich right on cue.  “Hi guys, geez Stephen, how do you look so rested on a few hours sleep?”

“I don't need much sleep, lets get going, I've got some great ideas for the plot this year.”  Stephen was already starting the meeting despite the tired looks around the table.

I looked at Jack and smiled, he smiled back and jumped into a chair across the table from me and joined the meeting.  If I hadn't been here earlier, I would have never guessed something was up.

