Jack London exercise.

[bookmark: _GoBack]I love you – three words with weight to them. Immaterial weight heaved by most in one way or another. A father says it to his child he cradles, a master ruffling a pet’s fur, a friend to a friend in the form of a laughing fuck you, a person to their soulmate. But they are mere words invoking mystical feelings. Mystical because it’s ever shifting. Mystical because a thousand songs have been sung in hopes to decipher its chaotic disorder. Mystical because it’s love; immeasurable. I say them all the time in reaction to being told them myself, yet unaware this string of words so simple can tear worlds apart – of the small minded. It’s such a joke. Trust me. Find the punch line, you’ll die laughing. 
Here’s how I know.
It was November, 1905. I was in my thick wool jacket, and ripped jeans. Shades hid my eyes from the moonlight. I’m cool. I’m cold, holding a small letter gutted from its envelope. It was Christmas time after all, with the snow in free fall. Falling in good chunks. Falling like my mood. Life had me on the ropes of diminishing hopes. 
Walking the rigged streets of Oakland on a night like this isn’t something I enjoy too much. Couples littered the place as much as garbage hidden beneath snow, and hobos hidden in doorways of closed shops. Bright energy sucking lights were big here, at least on this night and they buzzed loud. Way loud. Even with them scrambling ears I heard her – Charmain. I have something to tell her, but I don’t know how. How would I approach it?
Her voice was scary – dominating – sweet but with an edge – dominating all other sounds. And it damn well dominated me like a siren sires in a weary sailor lost at sea. I don’t even remember what exactly I was doing wandering the streets that night, nerves had me drinking and forgetting what I wanted to do. Maybe I was out looking, sailing the sea of couples, for love. Maybe Charmain was in fact a mythological creature luring me in. I don’t know and didn’t care at that moment. I fell in love right then by the mere sound of her laugh cutting through the buzzing neon signs. I was ready to say “I love you,” like I was taught to say in moments like that – ‘moment’ is the driving word there. Frantically I searched the Oakland sea, hooking my eyes onto anything that moved. Desperate to reel her in.
But I can’t. I’m married.
Now, doesn’t all that want to make you choke with vomit so you could end your own pathetic misery of thinking love solves all of life’s biggest enigmas. Love should be a social stigma – banned for being so naïve.
Right, I was meeting her for coffee or something, said she’d pay so I agreed. Shouldn’t have for I was shaking not from the cold, but from the nerves – I think. I had to tell her something. It’s something you just feel deep in you and that was the place. I couldn’t stop fucking shaking. Trembling. She wanted to see me. To have a drink with me. To fuck me.
Charmain’s voice cut through the electric buzzing air, and jolted me. “Jaaaack,” she yelled like a mad woman from across the snow pile on the other side of the street. Before I knew it she was hugging me and tugging me inside some stuffy, overly brown coloured café where it was noisy from other people chatting about whatever café folk chat about, but in a white noise kind of way. 
“How you been, huh?” her voice shaky from her clattering cold jaw, “Bess been treating you good, huh?” A smile plastered on her face. Her hair pinned up and greasy. She looked like a total mess. 
I toss the letter onto the table. “I have to tell you something,” I said, then, putting my hands on the table, thinking that her watchful gaze might scare them to settle.
“You alright?” her eyes clung to mine. It was really weird. I couldn’t hold eye contact for more than a second. Her staring was mixed with a smile. And – 
“Why don’t you ever wear make-up?” I said.
“I ought to smack you for asking that,” and she actually slaps me. Which makes me more nervous.
“Read that.”
“Just tell me what it says,” she said quickly.
“Read it, woman.”
She smacks me again. I almost shatter from it.
 “What I have to tell you is…I failed.”
“Oh?” she said with a smugness.
“My book, they hated it. They might as well of stabbed me for that book was about a part of me.”
A silence of us ensued. But the café noise kept me in a whirl. Whirling with nausea. Where’s the fucking waiter I couldn’t stop thinking. 
“Too bad. Fix it,” she said. I would’ve slapped her for that, but I vomited in my mouth from the thought of it. 
“Read the letter.”
	She looks at me puzzled. She asked what the point was since I just told her what it was about. I told her to read it, but she didn’t budge. 
	“For Chrisssake, woman, just fucking read it, they’re divorce papers,” I finally blurted out. 
	“We’re not married you idiot.” 
	A waiter finally shows up, muting us, forcing us to stare each other down. This time I could only stare at her for a few seconds before relenting, and looking down. She orders a coffee, black. I order a scotch, then change it to beer, then a coffee after the waiter informs me they don’t serve alcohol. Finally he skirted away.
	“Daughters of the Snows, the book they turned rejected was about you,” I said at last.
	“So I’m at fault?”
	“No, what I’m trying to say is that the book was about you. All I could think was you. Your wildness. Your care-free attitude. You don’t wear make-up you aren’t always concerned with others prying eyes. You’re manish. You’re like me…with the divorce from Bess we can fuck.”
	“Jack…” she says surprised. Then laughing. “You know I don’t care for marriage. What are you thinking?”
	“I’m not thinking, Bess and I never fuck, she’s a prude, I don’t love her. Love’s a joke and sex is the punchline because that’s what hold’s it together. My balls are full so my mind is empty. Fuck me and let me think again. Let my mind be free and creative again so I can write properly. So I can make money. Fuck me good. Fuck me now. Come on Charmain.” The people around us stared horrified at my vulgerness. Apparently I was yelling at the top of my lungs Charmain informs after my credulous look back at the café crowd. 
	“Let’s go, Char.”
	She laughed. Laughed well and hard. Smiled with a smugness. Smiled with a flirtatious feverous stare. Then, she stood and I stood too. I love you I said, and so did she.
