Chapter 3 -The Divorce Diet
What Ginger was beginning to discover was that the world of publishing had totally changed.  In the old days of paper books it took forever to write anything because first you,  then the publisher would write chapter 1 at least 25 times to get it right.  And then the whole book went  through the same process.  Publishing cost so much because of the process of printing on paper, and once on paper a book didn’t change---at least not until the second edition.  Now everything could change overnight and keep changing and maybe you never got it right.  Strangely life and art were starting to imitate each other.  The book was just like her life, untidy, unfinished and subject to change at any minute.
She had been adrift for the last 3 years of her marriage, but had never examined where events were taking her.  Now that the divorce had put another chapter in her story she could see that she was moving in a new direction.  Her world was not an unbroken straight line back into the past but the future was not a straight line either.  For once she was in uncharted waters.  Her recent divorce had not been pleasant and the worry and frustration of ripping free from the past had made her too nervous to eat.   Happy women never lost weight—was the opposite true?
Without really thinking about it she had started skipping meals.  Not completely of course, and not with a goal in mind, but just enough to start losing pounds, inches and in the process a few years.  She was starting to look 35 again and her male coworkers had noticed.  Her looks were now starting to be a distraction at work, men hanging around like flies and women cat talking around the corner.  

Funny how things worked that way.  Even when she was married and miserable she never ate much but still gained pounds.  There went the lie that fat women must be happy.  She thought of that day her neighbor had come over and looking at her stomach had delicately asked if she were pregnant.  Turning red she assured the lady she wasn’t.  Her husband, who was standing next to her, had not said anything.  But she had seen his eyes rolling around which she knew meant he was glad someone else had said that, not him.  He had never come right out and told her she needed to lose weight, shape up, but a few eye rolls here and there interspersed with comments about how some one else “looked really good” had managed to get the point across.  Slowly over the years she had lost her attractiveness in his eyes, and at the same time in her own eyes as well.   She knew when she married him that her figure had been one thing about her that had attracted him.  Lately she had begun to believe it was the only thing, and at the same time the thought was that maybe looks was her only asset.

And for the last 3 years as their interest in each other waned she slowly added a few more inches to her waist.  Each time it crossed her mind, or came up, she blamed it on the kids she had birthed or the job of sitting all day at a desk, or the fact that she spent all her time cleaning house on the weekend,  She even bought a few exercise machines, to sit in the corner gathering dust and taunting her, but in the end she thought it really just didn’t matter that much.   Losing the husband was easier than losing the weight.

Talking about it with the other women in the office wasn’t any help.  Women never think that petty things like looks should make any difference, but then they would spend paychecks on creams just in case.  And they really didn’t care if she stayed with Jim or not.  He wasn’t their problem.  There were even times when she wondered whether she had actually gained weight just to piss off her husband.  Every time she added a few more pounds it was like putting another brick in the wall between them and at some point building the wall was all she cared about.


Now the process of getting divorced and the constant uneasiness of worrying about the future had the effect of dropping the pounds that diet and exercise never had.  

All the men in her office of course thought she was dropping pounds to look better, to attract men.  “Buffing the Buick”, “Putting the old bod back on the market”, was the way one of them had put it.  As usual, men had it wrong.  In this case it was her disinterest in men, one in particular and the rest in general that had accomplished the feat.  The Divorce Diet was what she was calling it.  Hell of a way to lose weight. Maybe Ginger should turn her book into a diet book; they probably sell a lot better than divorce books.  If things don’t work out with Ramone and the Germans she would call Jenny Craig and cut a deal.  
As she saw it Jenny Craig should probably include in her menu  a counseling service with a pack of divorce lawyers on retainer.   She could see the add now  “Cut to the chase baby, dump the bastard and lose the weight.”    If Jenny was smart the entire clinic would operate just like bars, where women drink for free and men get the bill.  The women could lose the weight and the lawyers like always would take it out of the man’s hide.  You could make them pay by the pound, $5000 to lose 35 lbs .  Now that was divorce American style.  .  The Divorce Diet, lose weight and the lawyer is free.  
She had even proposed the idea to cruise lines. Instead of a ship full of newlyweds why not a ship full of angry people looking to get divorced,  Stock the ship with lawyers and let the couples figure it out on the cruise. Plenty of room for shipboard liaisons and once one partner cheated it left the other free for the other spouse’s partner and so on .  The lawyers of course would be working behind every bar  mixing drinks and helping to sort out the options.   Days filled with fighting and nights full of love making.  The salt air alive with the pheromones of  love and hate, the corridors  would be scenes of fights better than any computer game or reality show.  Men (the aliens) and women (the lost tribe of Sheeba) would stalk the corridors armed with teeth and tongues that cut even the toughest hide.  The last night would be a biggie.  The ballroom filled with couples getting divorced,  couples getting married, a few reconciliations and all presided over  by the Captain, who at sea could make anything happen..    

What advertising it would make in women’s magazines.  She could see it now, 
Cruise to Alaska, if you divorce, we cover the cruise.  As an added bonus,  we take it out of your husband in the settlement.  No worries, he is used to it.  He paid for the first date, make him pay for the last.  Think of it as cosmic humor. Karma.
 With adds like that, women would be signing up in droves and clueless husbands would be walking the plank thinking all the while they were going for a cruise to get lucky.  Poor bastards.
Great ideas, but a diet book wasn’t really going to help her answer the central question about her divorce.  How had she arrived at her current situation?  Maybe if the book deal didn’t work out she would call the cruise lines.  Maybe call the movie studios for a realty show that guaranteed marital discord.  No there would have to be a love story in there somewhere to get the Lifetime channel to run the show.

Where do you start a story?  The beginning seemed to be locked in her past and as she thought about it she knew that was where to start.

With Ralph of course.  She would start with the Summer of Ralph.  Her first love. The two of them entwined in the hot summer sun and the Buick running hot.  It was also her first disappointment with daddy. 
 That  had to be the starting point.

Happy with the thought, she grabbed her blue Toshiba laptop and  headed off  to lunch to start roughing out a chapter on that long,  long ago summer of love.   The Summer of Ralph.
Ok she had made a decision and now you have to make a decision, , can she follow thru.?  Can Ralph be where it started or is this another dead end? And has chapter 1 changed again while you were working for the man?   And do you really care? To find out you are going to have to sign up for chapter 4 but feel free to see if a new slant on chapter 1 has made it all irrelevant. And of course you must email 35 people to sign up for the book.  Remember the relatives looking for their cameo appearance won’t pay a nickel and the Germans may figure out where you live, so line up 35 and hit send.  If nothing else, do it out of spite. Send it to 35 women who will figure you know something they don’t and  make them waste their lunch hours trying to figure out how you knew they were divorced.  Maybe they will sell his Porsche for pocket change. Come on get with the fun.
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