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THE WEATHER COF LOVE
By Paul Lanbrecht

Anerica s premere relationship coach is Paul Nel son
Turner. H's teeth gleans with polish. H's hair is
perfectly coiffed, a little shaggy, and he sports a day-old

st ubbl e beard.
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This year he coached Brad and Angi e back fromthe
brink. Years ago he had steered Siegfried and Roy out of
the tiger’s maw of death and back into each other’s sequin-
studded arms. He'd been sued and counter-sued in British
courts for professional m sconduct when he’ d seduced
Cat heri ne Zet a-Jones.

Thankfully the magi strate had seen what he had
di agnosed as the central flaw of the relationship: M chael
Dougl as was an asshole. So the judge had thrown out the
case.

Paul Nel son Turner reduced people to a subset of their
nost wi t hering, abrasive, and inpish conponent personality
traits, and strove to show the players in whatever
rel ati onship existed just how these sadistic proclivities
made the other partner in the relationship feel small and
weak. He got paid the big noney to show peopl e just how
sick they really were.

And they were generally very grateful, and not a
little surprised. Wen the couple realized just how
psychotically they were behaving, they would generally feel
awf ul and make ni ce.

The synptons of the sickness: passive-aggressiveness;
hostility; blind rage; noney fights; intelligence envy; nad

j eal ousy; alcoholism infidelity; inpotence.
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The weat her of |ove. Paul Nel son Turner often thought
that man had crossed the oceans w thout ever having
descended fromthe trees.

Hs wfe, Mchelle, had died, bless her. She'd been
maul ed by a pack of dogs while jogging. They' d caused
every linb to have to be anputated | eaving her nelancholy
and branchl ess. She’d convinced the hospital chaplain to
hel p her end her suffering.

Case pendi ng.

Thus passed M chelle Turner, beloved wife, into the
ether. He had not reopened his |aboratory to | ove since.
The years had nmarched on in solemm order. Business dropped
off. He lost his share of the market to Linda Wl sh-
Lesley. She retained clients undesirable to Paul because
she avoided all nmention of the sickness.

He thought her as useless as a manicurist at a | eper
colony. Love, thought Paul Nelson, he’'d always known just
what to think about it, just what to say about it.

Love was |i ke a drunken gargoyl e running through a
snol dering forest. Love was a vivid Techni col or bouncy
ball rolling dowmn a street rendered in stark nonochrone.
Love was a di sease, the treatnent of which put food on his
table, but it was nutrientless food, and just whet an

i nsati abl e appetite for nore of itself.
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Love was a charity for the rich and powerful. It was
a terrible nane for a boat. It was the only known cure for
| onel i ness.

Love was a vanqui shed gl adiator, staring with
searchi ng dead eyes at the downwards dipping thunb of the
Caesar .

Paul Nel son was not an especially introspective nman.
Prone to outbursts of towering hypocrisy, his gift of
perceptual acuity was a scal pel which opened others’ fleshy
abcesses up to scrutiny. But the state of his own organs
was a nystery to hinself. The thought of his own bl ood,
coursing inside him nade himqueasy.

Like a healer, he could use his gift to kill or cure,
but not to reason. He’'d never paused to consider what the
si ckness actually was, or that it mght actually be
gradual ly consumng himfromthe inside. This commtted
abnegator of love couldn’'t help but fall victimto its
corrosive potential. As surely as birth |eads to death

He stared at the wall as if it was a mrror.

He wondered if Linda WAl sh-Lesl ey could hel p a man who
hated | ove. W had no one to |love and no one to love him
back. She could foster understandi ng, conprom se,
optimsm realism But this was sacrilege. Believing, as

he did, without hesitation, that | ove was a sickness.
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He picked up the phone and called her. To her, |ove
was a Frankenstein nonster, cobbled together with
deconposi ng graveyard finds |ike hyphenated surnanes,
separate vacations, and other |love stunts. Adulterated,
sullied, inpure. A healthy adm xture of |ove and the
realities of co-existence.

She picked up the phone.

“Paul Nel son?”

“Paul Nel son Turner, yes, H Linda.”

“To what do | owe this unexpected honor?”

Paul Nel son struggled with the necessary first
fusillade of what woul d be explicatory, weak words. He was
al ready beginning to conprom se.

“Linda, | don’t know how to | ove anynore,” he said.

She sighed, but it was a knowi ng sigh. A
conm seration, really.

He breathed softly.

“Paul, I can’t talk now Can we neet later, tonorrow,
maybe?”

Paul sighed in fear and di sappoi ntnent, but after
agreeing tenuously to a neeting, subject to the
vi ci ssitudes of his cal endar of course, he went to bed that
night wth the reawakening stir of anticipation for his

life and what was to cone.
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Per haps he wasn’t as big an asshol e as M chael
Douglas. O as nmuch of a Iightweight as M chael Dougl as
said he was.

They met for lunch the next day at a little bistro
called I e cirque.

“Merry Christmas, Paul Nel son Turner,” she said.

“And a Merry Christmas to you as well,” he said,
overcom ng the urge to smle. She becane pert and
busi ness-1i ke.

“So, you can’t seemto love. |s there anyone in your
life?”

Paul Nel son shook his head, a touch ashaned.

“Are you open to anyone comng into your life?” she
asked.

Paul Nel son nodded.

“Any prospects?”

Paul Nel son shook his head.

“You know, a | ot of people are going online nowadays.”

Li nda was short, a little nousy, but well put-
together. Her face nade sense in a reassuring way. He
wonder ed how nuch she owed her career just to a seem ngly
credenti al ed face.

He wondered how he must | ook to her. Sheer

unattractive desperation
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Online dating was a new life support systemfor the
si ckness. He thought about M. Wl sh-Lesley, whatever his
name was? What a nice acconplished man he nust be. Cone
to think of it, he seened to renenber a Dr. Lesley from
sonme function

“Cone on Linda, a man of ny fane and prof essi onal
reputation can’t be cruising Eharnony for a date to the
Friday night fish fry.”

This was neant to cone off as haughty, but Linda
accepted it as a sinple statenent of fact.

Maybe he nade sense, too, at tines.

“The holidays are a difficult time for a |lot of
people. 1t’s okay to be lonely.”

She was so conpassionate, so understanding. No wonder
she was enj oyi ng such success.

“And how is Dr. Lesley?”

She | aughed, a delightfully tinny cacophonous | augh.

“He’s fine. He's on sabbatical. He's been snoking a
pi pe... In the house. | know, right. [It’s driving ne
bonkers.”

That’s right. Dr. Lesley was a professor. He had a
PhD i n Pal eobotany or sone such thing.

“Li nda?” he asked.

“Yes,” she replied.
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“1"d appreciate it if you didn't tell anyone, you
know, about how I’'m not feeling anything.”

“Sure, Paul Nelson.”

Paul Nel son Turner smled. He |liked the way his nane
sounded in her nouth.

That ni ght he dreamed he was back on the spaceship
again. The spaceship was being captained by an evil alien
who | ooked a little |like Mchael Douglas. The crew didn't
know t hat he was skul ki ng around t hrough the corridors and
scaling the labyrinthine network of Jefferies tubes in the
spaceshi p’s i nnards.

He al ways woke up just as he was about to armthe
sel f-destruct sequence.

“Damm t,” he said, suddenly alert, draped in the
dar kness before dawn, his sheets danp from sweat.

He lay in bed for several nore hours.

Then he roused and stretched. It was Chri stnas.

The day was chilly throughout under a wool en sheet of
cl ouds.

He felt Iike Scrooge would have felt like if he hadn't
been visited by any spirits, and was hungover to boot.

He turned on the TV and flipped through all the
channels. He found it strange that every channel seened to

be running a Basic Instinct marathon, especially as it was
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Christmas. M chael Douglas’s nenacing smrk and shal | ow
naked chest taunted himuntil he couldn’'t take it anynore.

He paused the TV md-arc of the scene where Sharon
St one uncrosses her |egs, revealing her blonde nound, for
so long flies began to buzz around the screen.

Was this | ove?

Paul Nel son poured hinself a tall drink, red wne and
ginger ale, and drank it all down in one gulp. Then he
filled up another, and sipped it in between belting out a
rendi tion of Beethoven s ninth.

Bubububuh.

Bubububuh.

He waved hi s non-cuphol ding hand |i ke a baton. He
coul d hear the nusic now bl eating out of his expensive Bose
speakers.

Sharon Stone | ooked at hi m dewy-eyed and expectant as
if she were awiting himbeneath the m stl et oe.

“Oh, you' re a forward thing, aren’t you? You d like a
kiss.”

He bent down on his knees to kiss the screen.

Sharon Stone recrossed her |egs and turned her cheek
to him

Suddenly she was replaced on the screen by M chael

Dougl as accepting her offer of a cigarette.
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Paul Nel son screaned.

“I't’s him” he cried.

M chael Douglas smled at Paul Nel son, a bl ank snug
smle. Could have been trying to say to hima nunber of
things, all bad, all nenacing.

“Look, do you have sonething to say to ne?” he shouted
at the screen.

M chael Dougl as continued his cryptic smrking.

“Come out of there and let’s take care of this like

The TV turned off, the nusic stopped, and the doorbel
rang, nearly all at once.

Paul Nel son set down his drink and gulped in terror,
breaking out in a cold sweat.

He | ooked out the wi ndow below at the top of a white-
maned head standi ng outside his front door. He flicked his
i ntercom

“Who is it?” he asked in a quaking voice.

“Ho ho ho. It’'s Santa C aus,” canme the crackling
reply.

Nothing to be afraid of. | don’t even believe in
Santa C aus, thought Paul Nel son.

He knew M chael Douglas was at his door. He didn't

know how he knew it, but he knew it was true. M chael
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Dougl as was comng froma place of truth to bl oody his
face.

Well, best to take his nedicine and let this nightmare
end.

But it wasn’t M chael Douglas. Nor was it Sean Penn
or even Ray Liotta.

“Who are you?” he asked the man with a narrow carri age
and chin-length silverfox hair.

“Hell o, Merry Christmas, nmy nanme i s Raynond Patterson
| work for Hallmrk.”

He handed Paul Nel son his card.

It said Ray Patterson, Director of Mrketing, Hall mark
Greeting Cards Division.

“What are you doi ng here, though?”

“I wanted to give you a little pitch, inside though
where it’'s warner.”

“But it’s Christmas.”

The silver fox smled stealthily. “I know. So where
is your spirit of hospitality?”

Paul Nel son stood aside fromthe door, stunned,
allowing the man to pass by.

“So what can | do for you?” he asked, recovering a

little.
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“M. Paul Nelson Turner, you are the nost cel ebrated
rel ati onship coach in the world. Therefore, it’s fair to
say you nust know nore about |ove, the feeling, than any
other man alive.”

Paul Nel son enjoyed this pitch so far.

“Or worman,” he added. “And please, Dr. Paul Nel son
Turner, if you dont mnd.”

“Yes, doctor, sorry,” said Raynond, tripping over his
tongue in a mad assault to ingratiate hinself with Pau
Nel son by the use of the fal se credential.

“You were saying | know about |ove.”

“Yes, you do. And as the world s forenost expert on
| ove, we want your assistance in |aunching a new |ine of
tal king greeting cards. W want you to condense your
phi | osophy of |ove into thought-provoking sound bites.
Messages whi ch convey the authentic experience of
| ovingness. In card-form?”

Thi s sounded very prom sing to Paul Nel son

“And it will be ny voice on the chip?”

“Yes,” said Raynond, “Or a professional voice actor.
we'll see.”

“Fine,” said Paul Nelson Turner, “So long as it’s not
M chael Dougl as.”

Raynond’ s eye twinkled with a bit of winsone mrth.
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“Merry Christmas, Paul Nel son Turner,” said Raynond.

“Merry Christmas, indeed,” replied Paul Nelson. For
just a second, it was as if the whole universe flowed
t hrough a | oving heart.

There, he’ d just thought up one card.

He knew | ove, after all, and he determned that it
wasn’t a sickness. Not quite. A burden, to be sure, but
nore |i ke a naggi ng toothache or the phantom pai ns of
m ssing arnms and | egs, and not the sharp pain of M chael
Douglas’s fist in your eye.

It could be exotic |like a Catherine Zeta-Jones, open
and inviting |like a Sharon Stone, or primand maternal |ike
a Linda Wl sh-Lesl ey.

Paul Nel son Turner had a new | ove for the tine being.

Fol ks who bought tal king greeting cards.

He was back.

END.



