Chapter 2

Looking at the words she had on the page so far made her think it was a good thing she had changed majors in college.  She had left high school with John Kennedy telling her about space and she thought she had the right stuff too so she first tried physics.  One semester later while trying to figure out what Immanuel Velokovski  was talking about in his book “Worlds in Collision”.   He put forth a theory of a comet coming close to the earth and the matter transfer in that near miss explaining the reason time spans mentioned in the Bible did not jibe with the current sense of time.  She was left her staring out the window wondering what were her other options.  Her French teacher in high school was a hotty and since Ginger saw herself in that mold she tried a little parle vous francasie but in the end reached an agreement with her professor that he would pass her if she did not make French her major. It really was a fair trade.

 Well everyone in the south from her father to her brother had been engineers so she gave that a shot but one course in designing a fire suppression system that would not flood the house or weigh a ton left her looking for another venue and the engineering dept did not put up a fight as she looked at other departments and even the biology dept only put up with her because of some slick talk and the fact that she didn’t faint while they strapped the poor rabbit down and did a heart catheter.  Goodbye English dept and with a solid science background but little actual work in the field, she ventured out into the world to see what the world of commerce though a totally liberal education was worth. 
Sitting in front of a blinking keyboard she was back in Freshman English and just maybe once again she was out of her league.  Pulling it all together she figured she was trying to discover how evolution applied to the physics of love. Could her shoulders hold up enough salvation to suppress the raging fire of soul immolation that always accompanies a divorce? And finally could she pull it altogether into a coherent book?  Maybe not, but , even Darwin couldn’t make a living out of his discoveries that he labeled Evolution.  And in her experience most people in Kansas still didn’t believe him anyway, so what chance did she have in answering the biggest question in the universe; which as she saw it was, how the hell had men ever gotten off Mars to begin with?  So lets see, flunked French, scraped by in Physics wandered in the wilderness of biology for 4 years and now here she was trying to write a major novel with what little style she learned in English 101as a college freshman.

Maybe it would not be that big a deal anyway.  From her latest feedback loop she could see that a whopping total of 13 people has so far signed up for the second chapter of her book and 7 of them were relatives who had been promised a chapter or at least cameo appearance somewhere in the book.

And then there were the people she had met who really lived the lives she thought about and they all wanted to make sure she never mentioned their name, phone number, or email address to make sure no one they knew thought they had problems hanging in the wind like so much dirty laundry.  Soul dry-cleaning, no preachers all had that niche taken and bar tenders for those that didn’t believe.

So she figured disappointing 7 relatives wouldn’t be so bad, it definitely wouldn’t be the first time, but her main, really big, problem was that Four months had passed since she received and cashed the advance check from Ramone.  

Yeah sounds crazy doesn’t it, that in this day and age with every star and would be star twittering their brains out, that someone would payout cash in advance for a novel by a totally unknown author.  
That should have been a major clue that this affair like the other one was not strictly above board, but in the circumstance surrounding her divorce she had not been to critical of the offer and had cashed the check and spent the money. And now Ramone was sending emails because she was avoiding his calls, and when she ignored the emails, he started sending them asking for a read receipt.  It was getting harder to pretend his messages were being blocked by the corporate email filters.  Ramone wanted more  than the first chapter she had originally sent him to get the advance.  He was even volunteering to be the proofreader and spell checker in an effort to speed things along.  In reality Ramone smelled a rat and was afraid that the money was long gone and no more chapters would materialize.  Ginger was afraid he wasn’t far from the truth.

  OK some back-story, Ramone had been Ginger’s college English professor and had engineered the cash advance despite the fact that Ginger had never written a book before. It was his idea that she turn her nasty little divorce into an online novel.  She had convinced herself that she really was that gifted and that her quick rendition over the phone of how her divorce had unfolded was good material.  Part of her believed he was capable of turning her current love failure into a fortune making novel.  But then Ginger had always been a little gullible.

Her freshman year in college in the required English class, landed her front row in Ramone’s English lit class and his extra help on her papers had in the span of 4 weeks evolved into some writing help but only after she had shed all her clothes and inhibitions.  After a while she even quit asking questions about her last paper and got into the swing of things and started enjoying the torrid affair.  Of course nothing that hot goes unnoticed forever in the small community that comprises a  New England women’s college.  He was young, single, good looking and at Wellesley that was enough to get into the pants of half the freshman class. .  In her case not wearing panties to class just speeded things up.   It was her first affair but not his.  The college had been bought off years before and made English a requirement and Ramone recognized a gold mine and had regularly given himself a little extra indulgence.  One that only young women in their freshmen year of college could provide.  Hot sex with women smart enough to not embarrass him and not stupid enough to bore him.  Their discussions were just as good as the sex and the whole package made up for the meager salary.  The economics of college 101 was learned in the hallways- no credit no schedule just a byproduct and one she recognized many years later in business.  The really hard courses were not on the curriculum and carried no official grade or score. They called them life credits.
For months they met in his cramped basement office for a little hasty pudding as the classics put it.  Once or twice they even stole away to a nearby motel.  She could now see that he would never have risked tenure and the house mortgage over the sex that she thought was love. The affair had enough heat to melt the New England snow that Winter and would probably have lasted another quarter if not for an unplanned road trip to Dartmouth.  

Three hours north on small roads and hidden in a small town with no place to go but fraternities their forefathers had created a band of men so starved for female attention that every woman at Wellesley knew before she left town that the odds of “getting lucky” were a 100 to 1.

That Saturday night, Ginger was behind the bar at a fraternity pouring drinks, when a chance meeting with a sophomore turned into a night of hot passion.  Waking up wearing nothing but a hangover had convinced her that there were other fish in the sea and more important, that she didn’t care that Ramone was not leaving his wife.  The Dartmouth diversion put an end to Ramone’s tutoring which led him to flunk her in his class which led her to switch out of the English department.  For the rest of her time at Wellesley she would see him across campus, but they never talked much and after graduation she had lost track of him.

Now it was the present time and two months ago, she ran across his name in a magazine article about creative writing and out of curiosity had emailed him.  She really expected no reply and had even forgotten about the whole thing until his phone call came though while she was sitting at her desk working on spread sheets.  Now once again she found herself avoiding him.  Just like the days long ago when she would hide behind a tree if she saw him coming across the campus, now  she found herself avoiding his phone calls and emails.  Only this time their relationship had to go on because she too wanted to finish the book.  Yes, she was getting nowhere on it and yes Ramone and then, Ramone’s book company were starting to get a little pushy.  They had been bought by a group of  Germans who had sunk quite a bit of deutsmarks into what had been a little New England book company.  Since the wall had come down in Berlin, the German economy was not doing well and the European Union was also playing havoc with fluctuating currency and in the current economic meltdown all foreign investments were sure to be investigated, especially money spent on a nowhere book. Ramone was getting desperate and the emails more frequent.   His latest was to the point.

“For God sake woman -- How hard can it be to send me a little update? I know you are reading these emails, stop giving me the filter crap, this isn’t your first year in college anymore.  These guys are serious.”.

“Used men were stacking up like cordwood around her.  Two x’s wanted a piece of her and either way she was screwed, she wrote, “it was a dark and stormy night”  and then hit send.
6-11-09.  not a lot accomplished.
The line she had written about cordwood was still in front of her on the computer with the cursor blinking, waiting for her next snappy insight.  She had sent that to Ramone 3 days ago. With a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomache,  Ginger realized she had hit a stone wall.  The story was going nowhere.   No character had emerged in the past few weeks to give her direction.   As she tried, to focus on the book, her mind drifted from the computer to the mementos on her desk.  They were all in the past and no future seemed possible.  Her earlier attempts to put meaning into her divorce had gone in circles.  The divorce was final but the reasons for it were not.  Worse they didn’t make sense when she read them aloud.

 Jim and she had been married for years and at the start as close as a thought but now she could not put enough distance between them.  From what friends said, that was pretty standard for a divorce nowadays.  The idea she had pitched to Ramone was that somehow she was going to figure out how the events in her life had made the present inevitable and her book would have a lot of people saying “been there, done that, don’t want to do it again”   Or more likely, “there but for the grace of God…..”  Like all aspiring authors, she really did think she could get on Oprah with the book. However in these moments when nothing was writing itself on the page for her, she was afraid it wasn’t Oprah but rather Morrie Povich that she would be sitting across from..  She would be sitting stage left and over there would be Jim and Morrie and waiting in the wings would be all the men that had led her to this point in life. It was a big stage.
 Her mother had always said that falling in love was magic.  You could make all the right moves,  but in the end it all came down to luck, standing on the right corner at the right time.  Was divorce the reverse of magic- was it fate? Bad Luck? Karma? or simply a mistake? OShe didn’t have the answers and so she slowly began asking strangers.  Amazingly they poured forth their storied and all she had to do was type.  Sitting in airport lounges waiting to board a plane she asked 5 people and 4 told her, they married young, they figured it out several years later, and then they rode it out for a while and some even tried a trial separation before they ended up throwing in the towel.  
Ok so a plan was taking shape, they would write the novel, she could keep the money and not sleep with Ramone and the Germans would not break her kneecaps.  Sounded good to her and it would have been but…….
Please send this to 35 friends and sign up for Chapter 3 and check back to see what happened to chapter 1 and 2 while you were actually working for the man.

Ginger can be contacted for lie correction at William.kent123@comcast.net
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