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Mackenzie awoke to the sound of the vacuum cleanein the lobby. She glanced down at her watch:
9:43 am. Reluctantly she willed herself to sit bipt as she opened her eyes the black curtainaditter
began to spin. She put her hand to her head. Jimatenly she felt her stomach start to do sumrakssa
Oh no.

A minute or so of throwing up in the backstage wash later and Mackenzie's head was feeling a bit
better, even though the rest of her now felt ahé&'d been whipped at the stake. She flushedtled, t
cleaned herself up as best as she could, thenrgifgemded out to the auditorium.

Steven and LLG were both laying across severasspedhe front row. Like Mackenzie, they had spbet
night at the theatre after the strike. By the tihmeset was down, the props put away, the costwasked
and the lighting returned to the house plot thé¢ pagy had long since ended and Frank and thesahsal
gone to bed, so the Techies (along with Marleney vdd be deputized as an extra hand for the stnée)
had a celebration of their own, and Mackenzie heshtdefinitely been out of her league. She remesab
Juan’s few feeble attempts to join her on the Boedtt, and that he'd been unsuccessful, but notnelse.

Oh yeah, and now she was a professional stage mawnit a show that went into rehearsals tomorrow,

It wasn't until Mackenzie got to the lobby that ghe two and two together and realized that theivat
cleaner had to be operated by someone. Sure enibugts Bret.

Bret. Bret was the bartender and janitor for tieatre, the guy who fixed the drinks and fixedtthikets
and was responsible for keeping the building itadlé condition for an audience night after nighe
booked the volunteers, bought supplies and nevesedia day, even coming in on a Sunday to cleaggh
up before the box office opened on Monday morniAgd he was just a two years older than Mackenzi
And handsome. Extremely, handsome. Way too haneldo meet with bed-head, no make-up and
smelling like nachos and Peach Schnapps.

“Me oh me oh my, it must have been a party,” Begtgswhen he saw her.

“Yeah, it was... fun.”

“You look like the bottom of Marlene’s ashtray. tYprobably wish I'd turn this vacuum cleaner offnit
you?”

“Would you?!”

Bret turned off the vacuum.

“Thanks.”

“You want to come down the street with me for af@efand a bagel?”

“Uh, sure. Do you mind if | clean up a little Hiitst?”

Mackenzie just made it into the bathroom beforewhing up again. As she swore to herself neverrittkd
again she heard Bret knocking on the door.

“You okay in there?”

“Yeah, I'm fine, | mean, | will be. Just give mevanute.”

“Don’t worry about the mess. The bathroom is nexnwy list, and I've cleaned up plenty of puke in my
day.”

After a long, slow, often unsteady walk down theet Mackenzie was glad when Bret suggested they
in the coffee shop for a little while. The Sundagrning crowd was mostly church-goers who were on
their way to church: people who didn’t have thestita stop and chat until after the service, soeutiere
was a line-up the tables themselves were prettyhmlear. A bagel with some cream cheese, a cup of
coffee and the time to enjoy it was just what Make needed. And sitting at a table for two acfoss
Bret didn’t hurt much either.

“So the word on the street is you're the new Maf\Bret said as he polished off his bagel.

“Yeah. | think I'm totally nuts.”

“You are.” They both laughed.

“I don’t even know what | should be doing todayméan rehearsals start tomorrow!”

“l guess Frank didn’t give you crash course in pssfonal Stage Management 1017?”

“No. Maybe | should ask Steven. | mean he musikkeomething about Stage Managing right?”
“You'd think that, wouldn’t you?”

Mackenzie still wasn't fully awake, but somethingpat the way Bret was talking made her suspicious.
“Do you know something about this that | don’t?esdsked.
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