The White Horse

Helen took the last storage box that she had just filled with odds and ends and placed it with the rest of the junk she had collected over the last couple of years. She poured the remainder of the Malbec into her glass and sat looking out of the window of her third-floor apartment on West 11th Street that looked out onto The White Horse Tavern. The low autumn sun was setting, and the small courtyard below was littered with leaves. Helen could hear the muffled sounds of the drinkers in The White Horse and it reminded her of him. She sipped the last drop of wine and contemplated on going across to The White Horse to get another bottle and there was the possibility that she might see him in there. Helen was at peace with the world and tomorrow would launch a new beginning for her. Moving out of the apartment and into a new job gave her a new lease of life and at twenty-six years old, the world was her oyster. Helen rinsed the wine glass under the tap and dismissed the idea of going to The Horse and went to bed.


Jack Kerouac became an overnight sensation after his novel On the Road was published and became the number one bestseller. Jack was uncomfortable with the fame that went with the package and he was bored and too tired of appearing in yet another television interview – he was also too tired from drinking. Jack was a good-looking man and the television cameras loved the way his shyness came through. He had a permanent squint as though the glare from the lights was always highlighting him. He put down his pen and grabbed his coat. It was noon and he was only a block away from The White Horse. At this time of day, he was hoping there would not be anyone in the bar. He wanted to drink and to be left alone. Jack was right in his presumption, there were no customers in the bar when he entered the White Horse Tavern. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]‘Beer and a large shot of whisky, I’m going in the corner.’ Jack said to the girl behind the bar and made his way to the corner table which was hidden by a pillar. The corner table was usually a spot for lovers as the pillar blocked the view from anyone else in the bar seeing who was sitting at the corner table. Jack unzipped his bag and took out a copy of Jack London’s paperback Call of the Wild and began to read with his head bowed down and one arm stretched out on the table. The girl behind the bar placed his drink order on a tray and walked over to the corner table.
‘One beer and a large whisky Jack.’ She placed his drinks and with a wink she walked back to the bar and returned to her cleaning duties.
Jack threw the whisky down his throat and turned the page of the book. He sipped at the beer and started to feel the benefit of the whisky.
‘Same again please Jo.’ Jack called to the girl behind the bar who was polishing the beer fonts. The alcohol helped Jack to relax and he felt at ease with Jo now and was able to at least acknowledge her by using her name. He had known Jo for a few years since she started working in The White Horse; many a time she had helped Jack when he was too drunk to stand up and Jo would call a cab and make sure he was alright. 
Jo returned with a fresh pint of beer and another large whisky.
‘Thanks Jo, this is just what I need.’ Jack looked up at Jo and gave her a smile.
‘As long as you behave Jack.’ Jo replied and looked towards the entrance to the bar as the doors opened and a couple of tourists came through. They were British and headed straight for the bar and Jo could hear the familiar sounds of a Welsh accent and rushed to serve the Welsh tourists. Jack spent the rest of the afternoon reading and drinking and was surprised to look up from his book and see his friends Peter and Allen. He did not know how long they had been in the bar. He closed his book and walked over to join them sitting at the bar chatting to Jo. The pub was starting to fill with customers as Jo said her farewells and three new members of staff took her place. Jack was very drunk and started to tease Peter. Allen was not impressed with Jack’s behaviour and made small talk hoping that Jack would quit teasing Peter. 
‘I need a piss.’ Jack slurred. ‘Get another round of Boilermaker’s and put it on Peter’s tab.’ Jack swayed as he got off the stool and made his way to the gent’s toilets. Jack washed his hands and laughed to himself as he read the faded letters of the marker pen where someone had scribbled ‘Jack Go Home!’
He thought it was best if he did go home. Peter did not deserve the abuse which he had given him and he thought about this as he washed his face with cold water. He looked up into the basin mirror and blinked, then he blinked again not believing what he was seeing. There was nobody else in the toilets; looking in the mirror Jack Kerouac did not see his own reflection but that of Jack London. 
‘Hi there, Kerouac.’ Jack London said. 
Jack could see the whole face of Jack London, nothing else, just Jack London’s face smiling straight at him and saying hello.
‘Hi London.’ Kerouac replied nervously
‘John Barleycorn has got you hasn’t he Jack Kerouac?’
‘It’s the Garden of Eden and anything goes!’ rejoiced Kerouac
Jack London chuckled at Jack’s response and said ‘The Greeks believed that the Gods gave them wine so that they might forget the miserableness of existence. Why are you drunk Jack?’
‘Because, Mr Jack London, I like ecstasy of the mind!’ 





