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1 SCENE ONE (CURRENT)
Light from the tall windows spilled invitingly across the wide porch as Beth
stood waiting for someone to answer her ring. Shadows rippled along the
curtains as guests moved around inside.

The sounds of the party washed over Beth as the wide oak door swept
open. Anne, Dotson, silhouetted on the threshold, slim wine glass in her
hand, greeted Beth with a smile. “Beth, fashionably late as usual. Get your
buns in here. There’s a cold glass of Zinfandel waiting for you inside.”

Beth smiled, patting Annes’ arm playfully as they moved out of the
doorway into the brilliantly lit hall. “Thanks Anne. Michael’s dad wouldn’t
let me out of the house until I saw his new toy. He loves to test new gadgets
with Julian. The two of them will be at it for hours.”

“Great”, Anne chuckled, taking Beth’s arm. “You’ll stay to watch the
sunrise with me. Come on, let’s join the festivities. I’m eager to show off my
new living room.”

“Anne, it’s perfect” said Beth as they paused at the top of the short,
carpeted stair. Fifty guests moved easily below on the hardwood floor that
seemed to slip like ice under the glass doors out onto the deck beyond. Rich
carpeted islands were held fast by carefully placed furniture groupings. The
lighting glowed with a soft warmth. Anne and Beth moved down the steps
and walked together to the gleaming mahogany bar. Anne selected a tall,
thin stemmed glass of pale pink wine, handing it to Beth. “White Zinfandel,
the house specialty.”

“Thanks Anne” said Beth as she surveyed the room. “This room is
special. It feels so comfortable and relaxed.”

Anne laughed and said, “Things sometimes work out ever better than
expected Beth. Why don’t you circulate while I find Jim.”

Beth moved easily among the knots of guests, stopping to chat with
people she knew. She was relaxed, thoroughly enjoying herself, wondering
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where Anne had gotten to, when a large painting, swirling with oranges and
yellows caught her eye. She walked up to the painting to get a closer look
when she heard a rich, resonant voice behind her.

“The colors keep the painting in motion. That’s what drew me in the
first time.”

As Beth turned toward the voice, she said “Yes, but after a bit, the
motion stops as if time was frozen.” The owner of the voice was a solidly
built man, dark hair peppered with a hint of gray on the sides. He smiled as
he extended his hand.

“You must be Beth. My name is Jim, Jim Hughes. Anne sends her
apologies and said she would catch up with you later. When I left Anne, she
was hopelessly surrounded.” Beth took his hand and smiled.

“Anne tries to be everywhere at once. She’s been that way as long as
I’ve known her.” Beth felt warm inside as Jim’s firm but gentle grip loosened.
She let her hand drop to her side, sipping her wine, looking at Jim over the
top of her thin stemmed glass.

“Anne told me that you two were college roommates.”
“Yes” Beth said, “Anne and I grew up together. We’ve been close friends

forever.”
“Anne tells me that you’ve always wanted to start your own business.

She said you’ve been talking about it ever since your college days. You really
ought to give it a shot. Forming my own company was the scariest and most
satisfying thing I’ve ever done and I’ve never regretted it.”

Beth laughed. “I keep finding reasons to wait. Lately though, I’ve gotten
an itch that won’t leave me alone. I have an idea that could make a big
impact on telecommunications, and no one else has even hinted an anything
like it.”

Usually reluctant to talk about her ideas, Beth fell into easy relaxed
conversation with Jim. From his questions and comments, Beth knew Jim
was really listening. He obviously enjoyed talking about his company and
was genuinely interested in her ideas. He was taking her seriously, something
Michael hadn’t done in the past few years.

Jim looked at Beth and said “We’ve been talking so much, my throat
is dry. Let me take your glass. I’ll get refills for us both. What are you
drinking?” “Zinfandel” said Beth, smiling.

Beth lost herself in her thoughts as she waited for Jim to return with
their fresh drinks. Talking had helped her solidify her plans, procrastination
coming into sharp focus. “I’m going to do something this time. Being with
Jim makes everything seem possible. Maybe he’ll be willing to help me” she
mused. “I fell as though I can trust him.”
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Beth looked up from her reverie to see Anne and her husband Michael
engaged in animated conversation on the other side of the room. ‘Shit’ she
thought, ‘what is he doing here?’

Michael spotted Beth and began moving in her direction. Anne started
after Michael but stopped. Her look over Michael’s shoulder told Beth that
Anne was not pleased. Anne did not like Michael and she let him know in
sometimes unsubtle ways.

Beth could see Jim approaching, carrying a drink in each hand. ‘Damn’
thought Beth, what do I do now?’

As Michael strode up to her, she could see Jim hesitate, then continue
walking in her direction. “Hello Michael, I thought you weren’t coming home
this weekend.”

“I’m meeting someone in town tomorrow. I’ll be going straight to the
airport after the meeting.”

Beth started to reply, but she saw that Jim was just steps away. “Michael,
I’d like you to meet Jim” said Beth as she accepted her fresh glass of Zinfandel
from Jim. “Jim, my husband, Michael.”

Michael said nothing. He and Jim looked at each other for a few seconds
before Jim said, “Hello Senator, you are a fortunate man. Beth is a beautiful,
intelligent woman. We’ve had quite a conversation this evening.”

Beth felt her neck getting warm. She was about to say something when
Michael turned to her. She could sense his irritation from the look in his
eyes.

“Mr. Hughes and I are old friends. Isn’t that right Jim?”
“That’s a bit of a stretch don’t you think, Senator?” Jim turned to Beth.

He smiled. “You really should go for it Beth. Now if you will excuse me.”
Jim turned and headed in the direction of the bar.

Beth felt her anger building. Michael had completely demolished what
had been a delightful evening. “Why are you here Michael? And what was
that between you and Jim?”

“I’m here because dad told me your were here when I called from the
airport. I stopped here for a drink before we go home. What was Hughes
talking about? What’s this go for it?”

Beth just glared at Michael. “Let’s go now. I’m not in a party mood.”
She moved to walk away and Michael grabbed for her arm. She shrugged
him off and went over to Anne who was standing by herself, looking in Beth’s
direction.

Michael followed, but Beth caught up to Anne first. Anne looked at Beth
and sighed. She wanted to tell Michael off, but thought better. Instead, she
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turned to Beth. “Call me tomorrow. Bette make it after noon. Come on, I’ll
see you out.”

The trio turned and made their way through the crowd to the door. Beth
turned as she was leaving the room and saw Jim smiling in her direction.
She managed a weak smile in return before she turned and strode through
the open doorway.

2 SCENE TWO (CURRENT)
“Look Beth” said Michael as he handed Beth the key to her van, “there’s
nothing to talk about. As far as I’m concerned, Hughes is nothing more than
a smooth talking lobbyist. I have to deal with people like him every day
in Washington. I don’t need to bump into him whle I’m home at a party.
What line was he feeding you Beth? Is he trying to gat at me through my
wife? I’m not in the mood for this kind of bullshit. The last thing I need
right now is having my wife handing around with the opposition.”

“Damn it Michael, there’s no need for you to be so hostile. I had no idea
that you and Jim knew each other. I never saw Jim before tonight’s party.
We had a nice conversation. I thought he was a perfect gentlemean. He
had a lot of interesting things to say and he didn’t just talk about himself.
He actually listened to my ideas, pointing out things that I hadn’t thought
about, things that I must consider when I get moving with my business.”

“Please Beth, I’ve had enough of Jim Hughes for one night. Let’s just
drop it for tonight. I’m dead on my feet and need some sleep, besides, we
can’t sit out here in the garage all night. Dad is probably wondering what’s
taking us so long.”

More frustrated than angry, Beth knew that when Michael said enough, he
meant it. She wasn’t going to get anything but a headache if she persisted so
she said “OK Michael, I’m tired of arguing too. We’re not getting anywhere.
Let’s go inside.”

Beth couldn’t shake the feeling that Michael was rattled by his encounter
with Jim Hughes. ‘There’s more to this than meets the eye’ thought Beth,
as she followed Michael into the house.

Michael’s father, Bill Reilly, his tall,lanky frame outlined by the fluorescent
light above the large stainless steel sink, was filling the coffee pot with fresh
water when Beth and Michael walked into the kitchen from the garage.
Turning when he heard them come in, he brandished the coffee pot and said
“I thought I heard you two out in the garage. Want some coffee?”

Beth spoke first. “Hello dad, give me about ten minutes and I’ll join you.
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I want to change first. Is Julian in bed yet?”
“He should be about finished with his bath” Bill said. “He’s been upstairs

for about 20 minutes.”
“OK dad, said Beth as she headed for the back stair. “I’ll make sure

Julian is ready for bed, thein I’ll bring him downstairs with me so he can
say goodnight.”

“Coffee for you Michael?”
“No thanks dad. I have an early day tomorrow. I’m going to fix something

stronger. I’ll sit with you until Beth comes back down, then I’ve got to get
some sleep.”

“Another one of those rough weeks Michael? Too bad you have to spend
so much time in Washington.”

Michael winced inwardly, hoping his father wasn’t going to get on his
case about his frequent absences and his family duties. He was too tired.
Michael took a glass fro the overhead oak cabinet, went over to the built in
refrigerator-freezer and put a single ice cube into his glass. He reached into
another cabinet for a bottle of his favorite single malt and poured a generous
drink. He walked back to the large oak table that dominated the center of
the spacious kitchen.

His father was already sitting, elbows on the table, bathed in the warm
light from the tiffany fixture suspended over the center of the table. Michael
flopped into a chair opposite his father.

“Cheers dad. I love Washington, love being a Senator, but sometimes I
get so damned tired. I wish I could stay home for the next two weeks, but I
can’t. Spending so much time away from my home and family is one of the
hardest parts of my job. Let’s just say I know and I wish and let it go at
that.”

“OK Michael. Point taken. You are tired and I won’t badger you.”
Michael and Bill turned at the same time when Julian burst into the

kitchen followed closely by Beth. “Mom said I could come down to say
goodnight” said Julian, as he ran over to Michael. “Hi dad. Will you come
upstairs with me and tuck me in?”

“Sure Julian.” Michael drained the last of his scotch and stood up. “I’m
going up to bed too. Say goodnight to your grandfather and we’ll head
upstairs together.”

Julian circled to his grandfather’s side of the table. “Good night grandpa.
We had fun tonight, huh?”

Bill Reilly laughed and grabbed Julian in a gentle bear hug. “We sure
did. Next time I’ll bring one of my new video games for you to test.”
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Michael kissed his wife and said, “good night Beth, will you be up for
breakfast? I have to leave by nine.”

“Good night Michael. Get some sleep. I’ll get up in time to fix us a
nice breakfast. Maybe we can have a quiet hour together before you have to
leave.”

Beth gave Julian a kiss. “Good night honey. You go on upstairs with
your dad. Pleasant dreams.”

Michael and Julian disappeared upstairs. Beth picked up the coffee pot
and poured a refill for her father-in-law and and a cup for herself. She slid
the steaming mug in front of Bill Reilly and put another on the table for
herself. “Hungry dad? How about a piece of chocolate cake?”

“I should say no, but I can’t resist your cakes Beth, especially the
chocolate. Just don’t make that piece too big.”

Beth cut the cake, slid the plate in front of Michael’s father and settled
into the chair on the opposite side of the table.

“Tough night Beth?” said Michael’s father with a knowing smile, fork
poised in midair.

Beth sat sipping her coffee for a minute. She sighed. “Yes dad, you’re
perceptive tonight. It’s uncanny how you seem to sense my moods. I wish
Michael was like you in that respect.”

“We’re kindred spirits Beth. We think alike in a lot of ways.”
“I know Michael was tired tonight, but he’s acting strange. I never

expected to see him at the party tonight. I had been talking with Jim
Hughes for awhile. Anne Dotson was anxious for me to meet him. Jim had
gone over to the bar for fresh drinks. Michael arrived and came over just as
Jim was returning with the drinks. They already knew each other and were
reserved, almost hostile when they met tonight. Jim was cordial with me
and left Michael and I alone.”

“I tried to got Michael to explain, but he claimed he was tired and
clammed up. That’s why we came home so early. I tried to get Michael
to talk about Jim in the car and we ended up arguing. Michael claimed
Jim was nothing but a smooth talking lobbyist. All I could gather was that
Jim Hughes opposed Michael on sime issue or another. Michael wouldn’t
say anything else. You must have heard us in the garage. Michael insisted
that we drop the subject. I don’t know what to think. I was really enjoying
Anne’s party until Michael showed up and put the brakes on the evening.”

Bill listened to all Beth had to say without interruption. When Beth
paused a second time, he said “You said that this guy’s name is Jim Hughes?
I wonder it it’s the same Jim Hughes I’m thinking of? Is he about forty, dark
hair with gray streaks”?
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Beth looked startled. “Don’t tell me you know Jim too. This is too much.
The Jim Hughes I met tonight is the president and CEO of HMI.”

“That’s him” said Bill with a chuckle. “I believe you were caught in
the crossfire tonight. I’ve met Jim several times and bought chips from his
company once. His stuff is absolute state of the art. I don’t usually need
that kind of sophistication in my products.”

“What kind of man is Jim dad? I don’t know anything about him except
what he told me at the party and what you’re telling me now.”

“As I said Beth, I only met Jim a few times. It’s a passing aquaintence.
He’s well known as a fair man who gives a lot of himself for his company. He
expects a lot from people who work for him. When he believes in something,
he gives everying he’s got. I’m wondering what is going on between him
and Michael. Jim is certainly not a smooth talking Washington lobbyist.
Congress is probably cooking up some piece of legislation that’s rubbing Jim
the wrong way. He is a member of an informal group of electronics industry
executives. Thell you what Beth. My curiousity is on alert now. I’ll make
some inquiries on Monday. I should be able to discover something.”

“Thanks dad. I hate being in the middle and in the dark at the same
time.”

“I wonder what Anne’s connection is?” said Bill Reilly. “How does she
know Jim Hughes?”

“I don’t know that one either dad, but I’m going to find out. I could tell
that Anne was miffed with Michael, but never got her alone to talk with her.
I’ll call her tomorrow. What worries me is that Michaels doesn’t want me to
have anything to do with Jim and I do. He is a very intelligent man. I got
the impression that he would be willing to help me with ideas for getting
my dream company up and running. I don’t like opposing Michael, but I’m
pushing this one to the end, wherever it leads.”

Beth and her father-in-law sat in silence for a few more minutes. Bill had
long since finished his coffee. He looked at his watch. “It’s getting late Beth.
I’m going to head on home. I’ll call you on Monday and we can compare
notes. I’d like to find out haw Anne Dotson knows Jim.”

Bill Reilly pushed back from the table and rose to his full six foot three
inch height and stretched. Beth got up and said to him smiling. “Thanks
for everything tonight dad. I needed someone I trust to confide in. I’m glad
you could spend some time with Julian too.”

“I’m always available to talk Beth, besides, I love an adventure. As for
Julian, that kid is great and I love every minute of the little time I get to
spend with him.”

Beth walked Michael’s father to the front door. Bill kissed Beth on the
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cheek and said. “Get some sleep. We’ll get to the bottom of the Hughes
affair in a few days.” Then he folded himself into his beat up old Honda,
cranked it up and drove off with a wave.

Beth closed the door and went back to the kitchen to clean up and turn
out the lights thinking to herself ‘what an evening. Wait until I get ahold of
Anne tomorrow.
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