Life, Love, Laugh, Cry
This is a true story -- my story. This is not an erotic story, nor a drama story, nor humor. It is simply the truth as seen through one man’s eyes about a life -- a life of mistakes, a life of successes, just a regular life. My life told in a thousand words.

Young men may find words of wisdom or not, old men may laugh or weep as a personal distant memory is brought to mind. Women may see life from a simple man’s experiences and thoughts. 

Can anyone tell the exact second their marriage went into the dumper? I mean the exact moment that it was over and done. Not the moment that a divorce was asked for by one or the other parties, but the moment that the relationship began to sour and spiral into the ground.

I know the exact moment. It was the day I married my now ex-wife -- my second wife that is. 
We’d dated for five years and lived together for four of the five. During that time, we learned to live together, became use to each others little idiosyncrasies, learned to give and take, and loved being together. 

Then, we married. Before the echo of the “I do” had died away, the relationship changed. The loner exerted his dominance.  
But to know what I mean, you must first know who I am and how I got this way. 

I’ve always been a loner. I don’t mean a hermit hiding in a cave. I mean someone who could never open up, express feelings, nor share personal problems. It just is not in my makeup. How did I get this way? I wasn’t born this way. 
My father was extremely outgoing and always helping his fellow man. My mother was not as outgoing but never said bad word about anyone. Even though I have a sister, she was born ten years after I was, so basically I was an only child. Later, after my sister’s arrival, I became a built-in babysitter when the folks had to go out. 

My first memories are of living in a farmhouse with no other people within a quarter mile. I had no one to play with and pretty much made my own play world with imaginary friends.      

In those days there was no pre-K or Kindergarten in country school systems. You showed up at school for your first day of first grade and for the first time in your life you had to interact with other kids. 

Many of the kids lived in the small town down the road and they all knew each other. So you start off as the outsider and have to work like hell to just be accepted. I did my bit and actually had a good friend or two (but I’m sorry, I can’t remember their names now). You see, at the end of the second grade, my folks moved to another county and I had to start all over again. Again I was the outsider and had to work like hell to make new friends. 
The friends I had were the standard neighborhood kids.  Even though we still lived in the country, we had a gathering of maybe half a dozen homes within a couple of hundred yards. In those homes were kids! None were in my grade, but at least some kids were around! My best buddy was Reggie. He was three years older than me. He went in the Navy and we kind of drifted apart. He later shot himself. I never figured out why. 

My two best friends at school (from the third grade until my junior year in high school) were John and Roger. But they were more competitors than friends. We didn’t tell each other secrets, nor share adventures. Our families and teachers pitted us against each other in all forms of academics. 
One would win one contest; another would win the next and so on.  John and I had a tug-of-war over a girl named Linda. Neither of us won her but she certainly had a good time playing us against each other.   
I did have my first in a lifetime love at this time. Her name was Carol. I dated her a long time in high school and we would make out and cuddle. She was the first girl I ever touched as a “girl”. It happened at the movie theater and I was scared shitless. Once I got my arm around her, I didn’t know what else to do and left it there so long my arm was numb when the movie was over. 

To show what a naïve kid I was back then, I wrote this god awful poem about my love for her. It was probably the worst writing of my entire life. It’s a wonder she didn’t vomit reading it. 

I remember one night we went to the drive-in and somewhere in our making out, her belt broke. No – I never had sex with her. She was too special for me for that. Anyway, I was scared to death what her folks would think when she walked in with that broken belt. Was I some kind of animal that attacked their daughter? But nothing ever was said. I guess they knew I was just an innocent kid and would never hurt her.    

I can’t remember now why we broke up. I think it was pressure from parents and peers, but I guess I’ll never know for sure. Maybe it was just that I was an immature ass, but I think it was because I had the pedestal problem and didn’t know how to deal with it. There’ll be more on the pedestal problem later!       
At the end of my junior year of high school, my parents moved again. I had to start all over again to make friends. In this endeavor, I finally struck gold. I found my best friend, Ray. To this day I consider him my best friend. 
What makes a best friend? It is a person you can tell absolutely anything to and they never judge you. They accept you for you and would do anything they could to help you. To this day I feel that Ray is that kind of friend.   

We could always talk to each other and enjoyed many shared adventures. Like the night his rusted out ’57 Plymouth finally had part of the floor give way -- the front seat fell backward as we watched the road rolling by under our feet. 

After high school, we kind of went different ways. I went into the Air Force and Ray, being a year behind me in school, joined a year later. We went to two different parts of the world and lost contact with each other. I think more from laziness than lack if interest. 
To this day, one of my biggest sorrows and mistakes was not keeping in contact and close with my best friend. We should have exchanged phone calls weekly.    
We did team up for a summer after I got out of the service. I started dating his sister, Cindy. By the end the summer, she had me wrapped around her little finger. I was totally taken with her. I joined a major computer company and was sent away for a twelve week training class. 
I never called or wrote her the entire time. I just assumed she would still be there when I got back from school. I was stunned to find out she had moved to the west coast while I’d been away. 
Immaturity made me never even think of simply asking how to get in touch with her. She’d left with no word or message for me. It wasn’t until years later that it struck me. I’d left her the same way and done it first. I hadn’t deserved any goodbye note or message.   
Looking back now, I know I should have told her before I left for training that I wanted to see if there was any chance that we could form a relationship that might go somewhere. But instead, I let my immaturity and fear of rejection override the once in a life time chance at maybe something wonderful happening. 

*******

I remember one morning. Ray and I had double dated the night before. I’d been with Cindy and Ray was with a preacher’s daughter from a town a few miles away. It was late when we got home because of a real bad storm that caused us to pull over and wait for the rain to let up. I’d slept on their couch. 
I laid there under the blanket luxuriating in the feeling of a youthful refreshing night’s sleep. I heard Cindy come out of her room and the quiet pad of her bare feet as she headed toward the kitchen. She slowed and tousled my hair with her hand as she walked by. To this day, I remember that touch. 

A year later Ray and I did a road trip to the west coast and by that time Cindy had met her soul mate. Again, silence was my only answer. Ridiculous! What a coward I was. Probably still am.   

I made true friends with two work mates. No homo stuff -- just some true friends with the same views and goals. Dave and Sam  were their names. We used to sit in the office after hours and spend an hour just chatting and laughing about stupid stuff. 
I’ve lost track of Dave over the years. Part of the reason is that Sam died of a heart attack one night. A man in his mid-thirties snuffed out just like that. Dave and I openly wept at his funeral. I’ve only cried at a funeral for one other man -- my Dad. 
Anyway, Dave and I both slowly withdrew from each other after Sam’s passing. I think we both felt less than whole without Sam. Talking without him there was almost a burden.  
With Sam’s death I really became gun shy about forming any new deep friendships again.  It hurt too much when they ended. To this day I’ve stuck to that attitude. I’m a loner in my life experiences. But I do have my best friend Ray. 
Ray and I connected again after I married my first wife. After she went to bed that first night of his visit, he said, “My God man, she looks like Cindy!” 

I’d never given it a thought until he said that. It slowly dawned on me that I’d married a counterfeit Cindy. That marriage slowly unraveled as I became more and more confused over who I was, who she was, and who I wanted her to be. In no way was this Ray’s or his sister’s fault. I think part of this failure had to do with the way I see marriage. I’ll explain that in moment. 

Ray and I drifted apart again as I stayed on the west coast and he was back on the east coast. The burdens of our jobs seemed to always get in the way of calling. I guess another reason was I might have been avoiding him. I’d had very few close friends, three in fact, over my lifetime, and two had died young. I think deep down I was convinced that if I stayed away from my one remaining best friend, he’d live forever.     

                                             **********

Thirty years later Ray and I reconnected. I visited him and as we talked, I told him I never told his sister how I felt. He made a very deep statement of extreme import that stays with me, “Pal, you and I put our women on a pedestal where we can’t reach them.” 

Yes, pedestals are where I put my significant other -- to protect at any cost. Even when I do things to protect them that make them feel we’re not really partners, I don’t do it to hide things or lie to them. I do it so they don’t worry about stuff that they can’t have any impact on fixing. Pedestals are fine. For holding statues -- not flesh and blood women. I still can’t seem to learn that one. 
Now let me explain my view of marriage. A man’s first marriage is for love and lust. Guaranteed lust is part of the equation. If the spouse can keep lust alive, the marriage will live forever. But over half of today’s marriages can’t do that. I know mine couldn’t. 
Would it have been different with Carol or Cindy? I don’t know. I’ll never know. And that’s okay. But for all young men, overcome your fear of rejection, act like a man and tell that woman what she means to you. Put them on the pedestal of lust after the wedding and keep them there. 

If lust dies, then work like hell to make that woman love you everyday. Get up in the morning and treat her like it is the last day you will ever see her. If I’d have done that, my first marriage may have survived. As it was, it survived twenty-two years until my wife came home and told me she wanted out. The love had died because I’d gotten lazy and complacent.  
We’d gone through the three stages of marriage in those years together. First was the lust and love stage where we were the happily married couple having sex many times a week. Then came the friends with benefits stage where we were best friends and occasionally had sex. And at the end, we had simply turned into a partnership as any business would have with little passion between us.           
A man’s second marriage is normally because they are lonely and fearing “they will die alone”. What a crap reason for marriage. 
Do it because of lust and love, or at least serious desire and adoration. If those feelings aren’t there, walk away. Run away as fast as your feet will take you. Just get the hell away before you hurt two people -- you and your new bride. 

And that is what happened in my second marriage. I married for the wrong reasons. As soon as the “I Do” ended we drifted apart and that was that.

What about a third marriage? Never happen Captain. The only two women that I would even consider are long gone from my life. And after my track record, they should run like hell from me. 
If some good woman just wants to live in sin and get a free trip to Hawaii, I might consider another relationship. Why the free trip? Someone has to eventually take my ashes to Hawaii and spread them on the volcano. I like being warm! Of course that will be many years in the future, I hope. 

Epilog
Since originally writing this piece, I’ve found and reconnected with Carol, my first love. It’s been wonderful to reminisce about our lives all those years ago. We haven’t been able to meet face to face yet as we are a thousand miles apart. I’ve mailed her a copy of this story so she can read about who I am and how I’ve arrived where I am.  
 
I plan to go spend a few days with her in the summer. Who knows? Maybe someday soon I can take her to the movies and experience that numb arm again. That would be a life’s full circle, wouldn’t it?       
