January 22, 2006

Friday Morning – New York City: 
Justin’s cell rang he didn’t recognize the number, but the area code was Pittsburgh so he answered.

“Justin Taylor.”

“Justin its Ted…Ted Schmidt.”  Ted stuttered a nervous twinge registering in his voice.

“Ted it’s only been six months and I’m not so famous I don’t remember my friends back home.” Justin teased. “What’s up?” 
“Well…I uh…was just wondering…” 

Ted’s inability to speak set off an alarm in Justin’s mind.  “Is Brian okay, is something wrong?” Justin’s heart began to thump against his rib cage.

“Oh, no Brian’s okay…physically he’s fine anyway.”

“Get to the point Ted.”  Justin knew there had to be a reason Ted was calling, and that it had to be connected to Brian.

“I was just wondering if you were planning a visit ‘soon’?” Ted’s voice cracked with nervousness putting great emphasis on the word SOON.

“I hadn’t planned on it.  I’m really busy.”
“Schmidt get you’re a—in here NOW!” Brian’s voice boomed.  Justin could hear the anger and frustration in it.  “You all work for me, remember!!! Why in fucking hell do I have to constantly push to get what I want around here?  Huh?  Where are the boards for Eyeconic?  Jesus I told you RED what the hell is this?!!!”

“What the he—is going on Ted?” Justin had heard Brian angry, but the man sounded like he was on a rampage.

“Justin I don’t have much time so listen and if you repeat any of this he’ll murder me.  Do you understand?”  Ted’s desperate voice came over Justin’s cell.

“I understand.” Justin assured him.

“I think Brian’s at the end of his preverbal rope.  He hasn’t been to Babylon in months.  When he’s not here damn near 24/7 he’s at the house working in the rose garden.  I know I didn’t believe it either, but he’s got the calluses to prove it.  For the last month he’s been getting progressively worse.  His temper is short.  He blows up at almost every little glitch and he’s even lost two important clients.”

“Ted take a breath, now tell me what the hell it has to do with me?” A small smirk spread across Justin’s lips.
“Everything!  Please come back for a few days.  If something doesn’t change soon I’m telling you the employee’s are going to mutiny.  I’ll pay for your flight.  Please just come home for a few days the man is going crazy!” Ted sounded progressively more desperate with each word.  He was begging Justin to come home.

Justin heard someone barge into Ted’s office.

“Theodore, in my office NOW!”  Brian’s voice boomed hurting Justin’s ear drum and causing him to jerk his cell phone away from his ear.  Then the sound of a door slamming and Ted returned to the phone his voice warbling.  “Please Justin help us.  I’ll have an open ticket waiting for you at the Liberty Air counter.  Hurry before we have to turn on him.”

January 22, 2006

Friday afternoon – Pittsburgh, PA

“Brian, Lindsay’s on line one” Cynthia’s voice came over the phone’s speaker.  

“Leo could you hold for one moment?” Brian covered the tiny receiver on his earpiece then pushed the intercom button on his phone pad. “Tell her I’ll call her back in a few minutes.”
“It sounds urgent Brian.  I could hear Gus crying in the background.” 

“Put her through.”  Brian picked up the receiver of his phone when the call rang through. “Lindsay give me one second. Leo an urgent family matter just popped up.  Yeah I will thanks.  I call you back as soon as I can to discuss the idea.”  Brian ended the cell call to Leo Brown and pushed the hold button to talk to Lindsay.  As soon as he reconnected he heard his son’s tearful plea. “I wanna talk to my dadddddyyyyy!!”
“What’s going on Linds?” Brian’s voice registered fatherly concern for his son.

“Your son has been in a mood all week. And today there was a dad’s day event at his school and he came home devastated that he didn’t have a father there too.”
“Why didn’t you let me know about it I would have…”

“Because we didn’t get the note about it, Gus swears he brought it home.”

“I did bring it home I gave it to mama.  I told you that mommy.  I told you.  I wanna talk to daddy.”

“Fine.”  Lindsay sounded exasperated, and handed the phone to Gus.

“Daddy I miss you.  Please come to our new house tomorrow daddy, please daddy.” Gus sniffed.
Gus’ desperate request caused Brian’s breath to catch in his throat and his chest to tighten.  He’d never felt this way before.  

“How about I fly up tonight.” Brian felt he couldn’t get there fast enough.

“Yay!!!” Gus yelled and Brian could tell he was jumping up and down.  “Daddy’s coming tonight.  I love you daddy and you can sleep in my bedroom with me ‘kay?”

The tightness in his chest lifted only to be replaced by yet another sensation that was foreign to him.  It felt like pride and all he had done was tell his son he’d come to see him.

“Sure sonny boy.  Give mommy the phone.” 

“’kay, see you soon daddy.” Gus sounded like a very happy boy.

“I’ll make a reservation at a local hotel.  I’m sure Gus will understand when you get here.” 
“You don’t want me to stay there?” 

“No it’s just this apartment is so small.  Gus’ room is tiny I don’t want you to be uncomfortable.” Lindsay explained.

“It’ll be fine Lindsay.  I’ll bring my sleeping bag.  Gus and I will sleep on the floor he’ll love it.” 
“Okay, see you tonight around?”

“I’ll leave on the next available flight and call you from the air.”
“You’re a good father Brian.” Lindsay praised him.

“Not yet, but I’m trying.”

Brian hung up and called Cynthia.

“Please book me on the next flight to Toronto.”

“You got it boss.” Cynthia teased and smiled maybe visiting Gus would help them all.

January 22, 2006

Friday afternoon – New York City

“Sophie, I need to go home this weekend.  Not next weekend or some other weekend it has to be ‘this’ weekend.” Justin hated dealing with his ‘so called’ publicist.  She could be an even bigger uber-biotch than Melanie.  
“Justin, how can going home to get laid be more important than being seen at the New York City for the Arts benefit?” Sophie chided.
“That’s not fair Sophie.  Brian’s my partner and it sounds like he needs me.  I don’t see that missing one benefit is going to hurt my career.”
“Is he ill?” Sophie asked with mock concern.

“No, god I hope not.  Ted said he was okay physically.”  

“Well it sounds like this Ted knows so I’m sure Brian will be fine.  And I’m sure he would tell you not to miss this benefit.”

“You don’t even know Brian.  You’ve met him like once.” Justin’s temper was getting short with this overbearing woman.

“I know that he believes your career comes before him.  If he knew you came home for him and missed a huge event that could impact your career I’m sure he would feel guilty.”

“Lady, you don’t know ‘my partner’ at all.  What matters to him most is my happiness.  And I haven’t seen him in almost three months.  I’m going home tonight.” Justin glared at the woman daring her to say one more word and then pulled out his cell phone to make flight arrangements.

January 22, 2006

Friday evening – Toronto, Canada:

“What I know is…” Brian hitched up his shoulders as he ran his left hand through his hair causing it to stick up at horribly odd angles.  It made him look slightly deranged.  His body shook with the anger that was erupting from within as he dropped his arm back to his side.  “What I know is you were the one who prodded him into going to New York straight into a frenzied media circus that is looking for the next best story to take everyone’s minds off of what is happening in the real world.”
“Brian I had no idea…”

“Let me finish.” Brian cut her off.  “What I know is…” Brian brought his voice down two full octaves and the volume to as normal as his anger could manage causing Lindsay’s spine to stiffen. “That because you made me think that it was the best thing for Justin, I let him go.  And now you want me to do something.  You think I should play the chivalrous knight to Justin’s damsel in distress.  Something Justin would hate me for even considering.”

“Brian he needs…”

“I wasn’t finished.”  Brian cut her off again.  He began to pace back in forth in front of Lindsay continuing his rant.  “Furthermore, your insinuations that my change of heart toward Justin wasn’t really me only reinforced my own doubts that I wasn’t capable of making a real commitment to him.  You and Michael have always flip-flopped from either telling me to change or telling me not to. But when you saw that Peter Pan had decided to give up Neverland and take a chance on love you both took it as a threat to your image of who I am.  Keeping me in Neverland has always allowed you and Michael to move on without having to give up that one connection to your youth and to Michael’s childhood.  What I KNOW is I’m not fucking Peter Pan and Neverland only exists in the perverted mind of Michael Jackson!!!”  Brian’s voice rose into a shout.
“Brian please keep your voice down we have neighbors.” Lindsay tried to shush Brian.  “Please calm down.  I don’t understand what you’re talking about.”  Lindsay bulked her beautiful features registering shock at Brian’s accusations.
“Of course you don’t!  Why should you.  I’m right where you want me to be.”
“Brian you can’t be suggesting that I or Michael want you to be unhappy, that’s a cruel thing to say.  I’ve always wanted the best for you.”  Lindsay’s voice softened and she reached out to touch Brian’s arm.  He took a quick step back out of her reach.
“If that’s true then why on your wedding day when I was trying desperately to show you that I wanted nothing more than to be a part of it.  Why did you shove those tickets back in my hand, shove me back into the place I’ve always fit in your life?  And then when you found out Justin and I were getting married you made me push him away.  You couldn’t let me be happy… deliriously happy for one fucking day!”
“Brian, you and Justin agreed to cancel the wedding and you and I both know it wouldn’t have worked.  That eventually Justin’s chance at making it in New York would have passed him by if he’d stayed in Pittsburgh.  Where would your relationship be then?  Neither of you were really ready to make that kind of commitment not if you’d both been honest with yourselves from the beginning.”

“Who gave you the right to make that choice for us Lindsay?  Now, you can tell the future?  How do you know the way we feel about each other?  Oh, that’s right everyone’s been telling me for years they know how much Justin means to me.  And ironically when I finally admit it to myself and to him suddenly we aren’t ready…it won’t work?”

“You can’t blame me for Justin leaving you.”

“It’s true and you know it.  I also know that Justin’s going to New York means more to you than you’d admit.  It means you can live vicariously through him.  You weren’t talented enough to make it, but you were the one behind Justin’s making it to the big time.”  Brian knew he was just being mean, but his anger had gotten the better of him.
“Don’t you dare go there Brian.  You are pushing the limits of our friendship as it is.”

Brian stepped up to Lindsay a mere few inches from her face. “Telling everyone ‘you’ discovered his talent.  You were the one who supported his art, the one who didn’t let him give up after he was bashed, the one who had total faith in his gift!”

“Leave!” Lindsay took a step back and shouted.  Brian cut off his rant.  He stared at her not sure of what he had just heard.

“You heard me Brian.  I want you to go.  Go home where you belong and never come back.  Gus doesn’t need someone like you in his life.”  The words tumbled out in anger.  Lindsay knew she’d be apologizing later, but right now she wanted nothing more than Brian out of her sight.

“You’ll never keep me away from my son Lindsay it’s not in you.”  His friend’s hurtful words had deflated him and he turned to go.

“Wait.” Melanie’s voice came from behind him.  “Don’t go Brian.  Gus will be upset.  You promised you would stay the night.”  Melanie’s voice sounded strangely caring.

Brian turned around to see Melanie standing next to Lindsay on the porch.

“He’s right.” Melanie spoke to her partner. “Not about everything.  Brian needs to accept part of the blame for not being able to tell you and Michael what it was he really needed.  But you need to accept your part of the blame.  Don’t look at me like I just pissed on your shoes.  I’m an outsider.  I’ve been able to see things without all the haze of love or friendship.  I used to think that Brian was an arrogant asshole who would forever be a child, but I’ve also witnessed you trying to keep him there.  You need him to be that for whatever reasons.  It’s time to let Peter Pan grow up Wendy.” 

