There’s always that one or two relationships you’ll never get over.  For me, it was Autumn, and Ally.  I don’t know why I can’t stop thinking about Autumn, because, as you’ll see, if you take the time, I was treated like shit.  But that doesn’t change anything for some reason.  This is one of those instances when you build up your memories, and forget the bad parts.  I know I’ll never see her again, so this is my attempt to say Good-bye, and throw her jaded memory over my shoulder.  Things were great with Ally, but I guess she just got tired of me.  It’s understandable.  I’m tired of me too.

Teenage Suicide

“Uh-oh.”  There was the annoying little whine when you get a new message on ICQ.  “Now who’s talking to me?  Some random chatter eh?”  I was sitting in my dorm/hotel room at school in Winchester, Virginia.  The college ran out of dorm space, so I was located across the street from the school in a Quality Inn (I sure wasn’t complaining).  My roommate, Anthony, was, as always, out at some party.  I, as always, was sitting in front of my computer talking to people online.  “OK, let’s see what this um…Autumn, has to say.”

Autumn: Why do you think I won’t like you?? (My random chat message was personally harsh, as was befitting my low self-esteem.  It read, “You can talk to me, but you probably won’t like me.  Oh well, whatever.”)

me: cause i’m a pud

Autumn: What’s a pud?!?!? 

me: a dumbass, aka: me

Autumn: I don’t think you’re a dumbass.  You shouldn’t say stuff like that.

me: you don’t know me.  anyways, my random chat comment worked didn’t it?   it got you to talk to me

Autumn: Hehehe…I guess it did :)  

That’s how it all started.

Lonesome

At school in Virginia, I had two friends, who I saw at mealtimes, and that’s it.  Come to think of it, I can’t even remember their names now.  They were roommates, who lived in the other hotel the school rented out.  So besides eating with them (I’ll call them Jenn and Tonya for the sake of naming them).  First semester at college, 4 hours from home, and having two friends I almost never saw made for a very depressing experience.  So I was looking for companionship in all the wrong places (namely online).  Autumn was online almost every night, and she was very friendly, so I talked to her constantly.  About three weeks after we started talking:

Autumn:  There’s something I want to tell you…

me: ok, go ahead

Autumn:  I’m scared hun…

me:  why?

Autumn:  Because I don’t think I should feel like this…

me:  just tell me please, there’s nothing you could say that would upset me

Autumn:  I’m afraid you’ll get mad hun

me: trust me, i won’t.  please just say it

Autumn: Ok, I…

Autumn: l

me: go on

Autumn: o

This was a major turning point.  I knew what the next two letters were going to be.  I thought she was really nice, but I don’t think I loved her at that time (I didn’t believe in love over the internet, and I still don’t).  But now the dilemma arises.  Do I say I don’t feel the same and lose a nice person to talk to, one of the few people I would talk to online?  Or do I go along with it, so I can still talk to her (and maybe grow to feel the same).  If I say I do love her, then I’ll feel like I have a reason to be here, and someone who cares about me.  It may not be real, but at least I could pretend.  Ultimately, what made my decision was a personality trait:  I hate to make feel people bad at all.  

me: yes, i love you too

Autumn: Really????  That’s so great.  I was sooo worried

me: well, there’s no reason to worry

Autumn:  I love you so much, you don’t even know.  Can we meet sometime?

me: i can probably come home next weekend (i had already mentioned something to my mom about it)

Autumn:  I’m so excited i can’t stand it…

My Calin

It’s a funny thing, the way you can convince yourself of something that’s not true.  I wasn’t in love, but I wanted to be.  So I convinced myself I was in love with Autumn, and for the next week before I came home, we had the most “mushy” conversations; so much so that I’m not going to put down a sample, I’d be too embarrassed at my stupidity.  Our plans for the next weekend were all ready:  I’d come home Friday, Saturday we would meet at the DuBois mall (one hour from both our homes in Pennsylvania), at the front main entrance.  A few days before I was to come home, she told me she wanted us to be together (going out), but I was not about to start going out with someone I had never seen before.  I actually stood up for myself (probably the only time I ever did), and said that I wanted to meet face to face before I decided something like that.  She was upset, but that was something I wasn’t about to change on.  I was in love, or just wanted to be in love, I’m not sure, but I had to meet her before I would do something like that.  That’s the only sane thing I ever did in the course of our relationship.

Snowball in the Freezer

Well, I made it 45 minutes late.  I sat down on a bench near the entrance and began to look for them (Autumn was bringing her friend Jess with her).  I saw two girls walk in, and I got worried.  The tall one was rather unattractive, in my opinion, but looking at the shorter one, I relaxed a little (Autumn had told me she was very short).  She was very cute, and attractive.  I got up, walked over, and found out it was them.  We walked around the mall a few times, and then decided to see a movie.  The only movies I remember that playing were the Sixth Sense, and Stigmata.  Autumn had already seen the Sixth Sense, so we saw Stigmata.  At one point when things got a little bloody in the movie, Autumn covered her eyes.  After the part was over, I reached over and pulled her hands away so she could see.  She grabbed a hold of my hand, and we held hands the rest of the movie (it happened very smoothly).  The rest of the day went perfectly.  We just walked around the mall, talked, and ate somewhere.  When it was time to go home, we walked over to my car (Jess walked over to Autumn’s car); I leaned up against my car and we talked for a few minutes.  “Well, I hope you weren’t too disappointed with me.”

“Oh, not at all.  I’m the one who should be worried about that.”

“Trust me, you have nothing to worry about.  So, can I get a hug?” I asked.  She said of course, and leaned over.  After the hug, she looked up, and we gave two quick kisses to each other.  It was by far the best day of my life up til that point.  Everything had worked out perfectly, and I learned I really did love the girl I wanted to be in love with.  After she went to her car, I sat down in my car, leaned back, and basked in my happiness.  I didn’t have any tapes in the car for the ride home, so I had to listen to my brother’s Red Hot Chili Peppers tape.  I’m not a fan, but it didn’t matter.  I was so happy I was dancing and singing along with everything.

Ghost in the Machine

We talked online ever day after that about how much we missed each other.  It’s easier to say things online then it is in real life.  I guess that’s because it’s like you’re talking to someone who isn’t there.  Anyways, we talked every day about how much we cared for each other every day until she went to school.  Once she went to school at DuBois Business College, we were only able to talk for thirty minutes a day about three days during the week (she went to the library to get online).  On the weekends she went home, so we were able to talk more.  One way or another she found out I talked to other girls online.  I didn’t see the big deal.  I wasn’t interested in them.  I loved Autumn, and I wasn’t about to even consider meeting the other girls, but she didn’t like me talking to them, so I stopped.  Here’s one of the biggest keys, and problem, to our relationship.  When we fought, we didn’t fight.  She’d yell at me, and I’d apologize, even if it was for something stupid.  It was true our entire relationship.  Never once did I yell at her, I just would say I was sorry.  If she was upset about something, it was my fault she was upset.  If something was bothering me, it was my fault, and I should try to be more understanding of the situation she was in.  Case in point:  One time I was supposed to go stay at her house (2 hours away) for a weekend when we had been together for about 3 months.  There was a bad snowstorm that Friday, and to top it off, my mom was sick and couldn’t drive, and I didn’t own my own car.  She was mad that I wasn’t going to be able to come, and was on the verge of breaking up with me.  I was ready to hitchhike in the cold to go to her house.  I ended up getting my mom to take me the next day.  I drove there, and my brother drove back (he had his permit, so it was good practice).  A couple months later, I went to see her on Valentines Day.  She got food poisoning and lay in her bed all night.  She told me she’d come to my house that weekend, but Thursday came around, and she decided she didn’t want to come to my house.  She didn’t give a reason, just didn’t want to come.  I was upset, but she told me I was being uncaring by not understanding she didn’t want to come.  Healthy relationship huh?

Overdue

A month after our first day together I came home for fall break.  Autumn and Jess were going to stay at my house over the weekend.  On the way home from Virginia we stopped at DuBois to pick them up.  It was homecoming weekend in Kane, so we went to the football game so I could introduce her to all my friends.  Things went very well, and we came home and watched T.V. until about 11:30.  I showed Jess to my room so she could go to bed.  I came back down, and sat next to Autumn.  We stayed up till about four in the morning kissing, holding each other, and talking.  It was a beautiful time.  She slept on the couch, and I slept on the hospital bed in the living room (my dad just had his first bone marrow transplant, so that’s why it was there).  The next day we all went to Jamestown with Rick.  It was a fun trip, and on the way home, Autumn and I were joking about why Rick always kept his car so cold (A/C even if it was raining).  We decided it was so females would get hard nipples.  I looked at Autumn’s chest, pointed, and said “doesn’t look like it’s working” then I pretended to touch her.  She grabbed my hand, pulled it to her chest, and laughed.  This was my first time with anything even close to that (pathetic I know).  That night we rented What Dreams May Come, a great movie in my opinion.  She fell asleep during it, but woke up in time to cry at the ending.  That night the same turn of events took place.  Jess went to bed, and I sat down next to Autumn.  Tonight things went further.  To use the old, stupid, out dated baseball analogy, we went to 3rd base.  Well, I did, but she didn’t return the favor (didn’t like the idea of it.  She didn’t like doing it until after we broke up).  It didn’t matter, I wouldn’t get mad at her over something like that, not that I ever would let her know I was upset about something to begin with.  The next day was hard; she had to go back to DuBois, and I had to go back to school soon.  The next day I convinced my friends to make a road trip to DuBois, so I could see them, and we could go buy some CD’s.  It was nice to get to see her again before I left, since we spent to little time together.  I owe my friends big time for that one.  They wanted to go to Olean, but they were cool and we went to DuBois.  

Holiday

I wasn’t able to come home from school until Thanksgiving break, which was about another month.  I went to Autumn’s house for Thanksgiving, and met her parents for the first time.  I found her parents to be very nice, and easy to get along with.  By the end of our relationship her parents loved me.  Her mom even told her we should get back together after we broke up.  Anyways, we went to see Sleepy Hollow that weekend, and on Saturday we came back to my house.  She had told me she wanted to “make love” (she didn’t like the term have sex, since we loved each other).  Who was I to complain?  I was a twenty-year old virgin.  Now don’t get me wrong, there is nothing at all wrong with being a virgin.  Way too many people rush into it too early just because they can.  Anyways, we went to Rite-Aid to buy condoms.  I was embarrassed, naturally, since it was my first time ever buying them.  I checked out the rack from a distance to pick out the cheapest one, and walked quickly up to the package, only to drop it on the floor.  I bent down to pick it up, and dropped it again!  That happened about 3 times before I grabbed a hold firmly enough to walk up to the counter with them.  Not a good first buying experience to say the least.  Well, we went back to my house, and watched City of Angels (she didn’t remember we watched it that night).  Well, I should say “watched” it.  The movie consisted of lots of making out, and hands everywhere action.  Everyone says the first time for a guy is great, but terrible for a girl.  I can’t say that was the case here though.  She only wanted to go for five minutes, so I didn’t finish.  Wow, the exact opposite of a normal first experience eh?  Anyways, she went down to Virginia with me the next day.  It was a depressing ride, because I knew I wouldn’t see her again for another month.

The Excrement Hits the Air Conditioning

A couple weeks later she told me she was late, and thought she was pregnant (about a month later she looked at the calendar, and realized she had counted the weeks wrong, and she wasn’t even close to being late).  I told her there was no was she was, because 1: We used protection 2: It didn’t break, and 3: The best argument, I didn’t even finish.  She didn’t find that convincing though, and insisted that she was.  Her insistence began to worry me, and I actually believed she was.   This was complicated by the fact that I was five hours away, and wasn’t able to talk directly with her.  Needless to say, the next week was pure hell.  I couldn’t stop thinking about the situation; I’d go to class and not pay attention at all, couldn’t sleep at all either.  Well, the next week she told me it came, so that problem was resolved, only to lead to another.  

Autumn: Can I talk to you about something?

me: sure, anything at all

Autumn: Well, our relationship is pretty serious, and I really love you more than anything.  I just think we should do something to symbolize how serious we are.

me: ok, did you have something in mind.

Autumn: Yes

me: well?

Autumn: Well, I thought we could make our relationship as serious as possible, there’s just a question you have to ask, and a symbol you can buy and we’ll be there.

me: are you talking about what i think you are?

Autumn: Yes, is there something wrong with that?  I don’t see why it should bother you.  I really like the idea, but the thought hadn’t even crossed your mind had it?

me: i didn’t say the idea bothered me, and yes the idea had crossed my mind, but i just thought it was a little soon.  

Autumn: I don’t think it’s too soon at all.  

me: well, i don’t have money for the object right now

Autumn: you can’t ask without that, so you should get some money as soon as you can so you can ask.

This was after two months of being together.  Was it to soon?  Absolutely.  Did I know it was too soon?  Sure did.  Did that stop me from trying to make her happy?  Not in the least.  I wouldn’t buy the ring or ask for another 2 months, and things were up and down until I did.  Did I really want to ask?  Not really, but I did regardless.  I’ll come to more detail about it later.  The topic came up at least once a week, and she’d always insist that I didn’t love her as much as she loved me until I asked.  I was too afraid to be alone again to argue about it with her.  That was a mistake.

Back with the streets I know

About half-way through the semester I had decided to transfer schools, because I was too far from home, the school I was at was too expensive, and I wanted to be close to Autumn.  I filled out all the paper work in order to transfer to Mansfield, where a couple friends from high school were going.  The end of the semester came, and I packed all my belongings to move home.  On the way home we stopped by Autumn’s house, so she could spend the weekend at my house.  We talked about “the question” and I suggested we be unofficially engaged (consider us engaged, just not tell anyone until a later date).  She said she didn’t like that idea, and if I could suggest that, I must not want to ask her.  A couple weeks later I stayed at her house, and she was mad at me and distant the entire time, because I hadn’t asked her yet.  The next day I asked my friend Lance if he wanted to take a road trip, saying that I needed to buy something.  Before we left town I stopped by the bank, and closed my checking account.  I had sixty dollars left, so I took that to buy a ring.  It was a stupid little ring, silver with two hearts entwined and the smallest diamond ever in the middle.  I bought it and a few days later I went to DuBois to visit Autumn.  I told her that Ito (Lance) and I had gone shopping and I bought something.  I didn’t tell her what it was, so she didn’t have a clue.  Our routine was the usual when I came to see her.  We went out to eat, walked around the mall, stopping at the pet store to look at the animals, and then wherever else she wanted to go.  When we went back to the car I asked if she’d like to know what I bought earlier that week.  I pulled out the box the ring was in, and she started crying.  She gave me a huge, squeeze-the-life-out-of-you hug, and I asked.  Thinking back, I still can’t believe I asked, but I did.  Don’t ask me why, because I can’t tell you.  I honestly don’t know.  People say that drugs and alcohol make you do stuff you wouldn’t normally.  Love is worse than any drug.  End the war on drugs, start the war on love!  Well, I said something along the lines that I’d have to think of a way to tell my mom.  She told me not to, because my mom would tell her mom, and then she’d have to explain.  I almost brought up the contradiction she was making, but I wised up and didn’t say anything, so as not to ruin the moment.

She loves me

