Chapter 4 Ginger comes clean

A lot has happened since chapter 3 hit the airwaves.  The Germans cornered Ramone last week and got my email from him and one of them sent a message that was hard to ignore.  He really wasn’t as Teutonic as I pictured the group, but he did manage to deliver the message that unless I got a few more chapters to Ramone in a more timely manner, and the emphasis was on now not later,  then one of us might have new knee caps.

He also did not get this whole 3rd person thing and why didn’t I just tell it like it is.  Ok so Ginger is out of the bag and from now on it is my story, or at least the way I remember it.

Ralph was the first physical relationship I  had had with a man.  Those first exploratory moves had seemed novel and exciting.  Definitely uncharted territory but in a way famililar.  The warmth that had spread through my body that summer seemed so natural and urgent, like messages from my DNA that were right and necessary.   

A real déjà vu in that I had never been there but we kept going until we found that tingly new feeling that felt really right.  Now I can only imagine that feeling. The second and third time you eat chocolate ice cream will never be like the first, and sex is a lot like chocolate. Sure it is good but discovery is a taste all its own and like cocaine never as good as the first hit. After that first summer I could take the same path and get really close but never again did I find that hidden glen where the sun and moon aligned at mid day and let me into nirvana.

 After that summer I would squeeze my eyes shut and concentrate but wherever that feeling was hiding,  it was doing a damn good job of it.  Now I can’t even find the trail.  When I have asked men where these things go they don’t have a clue.  I have come to the conclusion that from a man’s point of view, Love is a present tense affair.  Whatever the past held is not relevant, the tyranny of the urgent works in business and love for them.

There is only now and love is basically a transaction, a bargain.  Money was something they understood and could put a value on.  Early on men noticed that once they started picking up the tab on  a date the deal was struck.   No matter how you sliced it the affair was always fee for services.  Some men even thought marriage would change this and they could stop paying.  But that was their biggest mistake.  They constantly told her that love after divorce only gets more expensive because now they had to feed the lawyer too and he eats a lot of pizza.
Take Joe for instance. I work with him every day and he is always expounding on how “ pizza was always cheaper by the slice.” Men never got what they bargained for.  As he saw it once a man had bought the “pizza” things changed on him.  Instead of getting free pizza all the time, his supply started to dwindle.  Not so fast as you would notice but at some point what men thought they would get out of married life no longer matched up with what they got.  Before marriage it seemed they could order take out anytime they felt like it.  But once they had tied the knot and kids came along things changed and not for the better.  The mortgage and day to day hassle of life began to change the deal.  More often than not they found a closed sign hanging on the pizza parlor, the playground was shut down for repairs, renovation, you name it.  When it was open it was totally different from the before “I do” days.  After several years of marriage, men discovered they had lost all their bargaining chips. They weren’t in the driver’s seat, they definitely weren’t in the back seat having carefree fun and more often than not they weren’t in the car at all.   Joe it seemed was definitely not a strong proponent of marriage.
As Joe saw it the remaining slices of pizza were dwindling, they were not infinite, and in fact they were slowly getting colder.  Pretty soon they were leftovers and when you took one out of the refrigerator (which was getting less often as the supply ran down) he didn’t even bother to finish it. Most often it was cold crust.   In desperation men would see hot fresh slices everywhere and just imagine how good they would taste if they could just order a little take out.  But now those slices fresh out of the oven were quickly grabbed up by younger men and the ones that weren’t were getting outrageously expensive.  Joe’s income would never keep up with the passage of time.  He knew if he had a ton of money that he could have pizza delivered by the slice and piping hot, but not with the money he made at the old pinball game distributorship.

It did not help that it was considered bad form to ask your neighbor if you could swap him a piece of your pepperoni for a slice of his Italian olive.  From my point of view, Joe was now an expert on pizza but didn’t know squat about women.  I think it came from a friend of his in Indiana who lived in a cul de sac called Drama Drive by the locals. Their block parties were the social equivalent of the 60’s.  Neighbors would all bring the fixins and they would barbecue 200 lbs of meat and then swap spouses.  California and the rest of the nation had rolled in that lifestyle for years to the beat of some groovy music, but Indiana was just getting into the act and they were making Calif look like a boy scout camp.  God, and I thought that the TV show desperate housewives was another Calif excess, but in reality it reflected the fact that the social wave that started in Haight-Ashbury in the 60’s was just now breaking in the heartland.
I guess it surprises me that men stay married when they feel that way about their wives.  Maybe the ones who are still married are just an example of the principles of motion set out by Isaac Newton.   From college physics I still remember some of his findings,  “Bodies in motion tended to stay in motion and those at rest tended to stay at rest”.  .  Change might seem inevitable, but Isaac had it right, it never seemed to come of its own accord.  

I wonder what Ramone will make of this latest chapter when he gets it.  I need to stay on track but each time I go back to my careful outline another thought jumps in my mind and I follow it.  ADD is another thing I picked up post college. At the same time, staying on track is what I did so long with Jim and look where that got me.
Joe wasn’t the only one with strange opinions about women.  I have been thinking lately about an offhand remark by a couple of men at a trade convention I went to a few years ago.  After several beers one of the men made a remark that “most women were only a glass of champagne away from a lesbian relationship.”  That broke the table up and amid gales of laughter one of the men started a poll of the men at the table to see how many of them bought into the idea.  As the vote went around the table all the young guys agreed with the premise and most of the older guys did not.  It was a generational thing.  The young men at the table already thought that a woman on woman scene was about as hot as it gets, but the old farts could not come to think of a woman as possibly replacing them. 

Now that Jim is becoming history, I find that if I don’t respond positively to suggestive remarks made by the men in the office I start hearing rumors that maybe I have started “playing on the other team”.

Don’t get me wrong, I have friends that “play for the other team” but I can’t drum up the feeling to do the same thing myself,,, at least not yet.  The worst part is I certainly can’t talk to them about the idea since sometimes I think they are looking for converts and would take curiosity the wrong way.
 I guess right now I can’t worry about whether I want to go home with the team that has the balls, no one I have met is going anywhere anyway.  The pressing issue is getting some chapters on my divorce to Ramone and that means the details I remember from the Summer of Ralph.  I am starting on that next week.
