The Fallout

June 15, 2005

Late afternoon – Pittsburgh, PA

“Deb I told you I have a deadline to meet…”

“And I said you are coming to dinner.  I expect you to show up on time.”

“I’ll be there when I can…” Brian huffed.
“You will be here by 7:30 sharp and no excuses.” Brian knew there was no use arguing. 
“It’s important Brian.” Deb softened her tone.
“Fine, shall I bring the wine?” Brian offered sarcastically.

“No honey just be here on time.” Deb sounded sincere and worried.
June 15, 2005

Early evening – New York City
“I hate it here.  I thought I would love it.  This apartment is the size of Brian’s closet.  It’s sweltering and the only window that doesn’t open to a garbage filled alley is painted shut.  I’ve been working on it for a week and still can’t get the damn thing open.  Your friend Pamela is an absolute pig.  I have no money to do anything.  I can barely afford food and art supplies after paying my share of the rent.  I like the job at the art supply store, but I’ve had to take on so many hours there’s no time to create anything new.  I’ve only sold a few pieces since I’ve been here.  Oh and now you can’t even get on the subway without getting searched.  Yesterday I had to walk ten blocks because they wouldn’t let me get on with spatulas, its ridiculous. Not to mention how much the grime and dirt in this city aggravates my allergies.” 
Daphne looked at her watched.  Five minutes of listening to her best friend bitch about his not very well planned exodus to the big apple had given her a headache.  

“Justin come home.” Daphne ordered.

“I can’t.”

“Brian is not going to think…”

“It’s not about what Brian thinks.” Justin cut her off.

“Right, then explain to me if you are so miserable why can’t you just come home?”

“Because I’ve only been here a few months, I know I’m miserable now, but I can’t give up yet.  You’re my best friend Daph I just needed to talk.”

“How long?”

“I’m sorry to waste your ‘precious’ time.  I’ll let you go now.” 

“No goofy I’m not talking about this conversation.  How long do you need stay miserable in New York before you’ve given it enough time?”

“I figure at least a year.  If I’m not doing better in a year then I’m packing it in and coming home.”
“Well that sounds reasonable.  A year’s not so long.”

“You miss me?”  Justin teased, knowing full well his probably missed her more.
“Of course you big dope and so does Mr. Kinney.”

That put a huge smile on Justin’s face.

“You think so?  He does call me almost everyday if I don’t call him first.”  He knew he was bragging, but he’d earned the right to where Brian was concerned.
“You two are so in love.  I hate you.” Daphne laughed.  

“Yeah, you think he’ll wait a year?”

“Justin, I think that man would wait a lifetime.”  Daphne checked her watch.  “Hey sorry to cut it short, but I’ve got class in an hour and I haven’t done my hair yet.  Call me later or anytime ‘kay?  Love you.”

“Love you too, bye.”

