My Rebound
by Grant Jones

Every week you read my columns and hopefully you laugh, but when you are done you toss it aside like trash. You are able to laugh at my antics and make fun of my despair because you have no stake in them. What I am trying to say is: I’m envious. I wish I could open the paper of my life, read about my misery, and then use it to line the bottom of my birdcage. But I cannot. I am forced to live in this world of mine.


It was a year ago I hit rock bottom. I had been involved with a young woman for several months when she broke it off over the phone. This is not an abnormal occurrence in my life and usually within a few days I am back to my chipper self, ready to try my luck again. But for some reason this time was different. A week passed and I was still in pain. Three weeks, four weeks—two months passed and everyday it worsened. My friends tried to introduce me to women but I was uninterested. I brushed them off, many of whom were beautiful, lovely women. I was afraid to get involved. I had learned many times over that going in for an easy rebound often ended up hurting even more in the long run. I don’t know what was wrong with me; I guess I was just getting hurt too often and something had snapped.


One rainy Friday night, I treated myself to a night out. It was nice just to spend an evening alone. There was no pressure to entertain, impress, or perform. I was just happy being me. I decided it was about time I start paying more attention to my own needs. I came home from dinner and as I was hanging my coat up, I caught a glance of myself in the hallway mirror. I could see that I was really in better shape than I felt. You know, you glance at yourself a million times in the mirror and never really take stock, but that night I did. I said to myself, “I am an attractive man,” and it felt good to hear it coming from me.


I didn’t say anything more. I didn’t want to come on too strong. But I couldn’t help but think that here I’d been running around with all sorts of women when what I really wanted was right here waiting for me at home. As I readied for bed, I watched myself undress. I wanted to say something, but I was afraid. What if one thing led to another? I didn’t want to jeopardize the friendship. These thoughts ran through my head like a refrain, and the more I thought about it, the more I tried to justify my desires. Then, after I had tucked myself in and the lights were off, it just happened. And it was wonderful. I was so tender and loving. There was no forced intimacy. I could tell I really cared about me.
For the first time in ages, I woke up the following morning with no feelings of guilt. It was the start of a beautiful relationship. I saw myself again that night and from then on I spent every hour of every day with me. Our relationship was completely open from the start. I felt I could say anything. It was like I’d known me forever. And we had so much in common, our sense of humor, our passion for art, our love a caramel candies. There was nothing I enjoyed that I didn’t also enjoy. By the second month of our relationship, I was beginning to fall in love, and I had a feeling I felt the same way.

Then something changed. It wasn’t all of a sudden, and I can’t pinpoint an exact moment, but something had definitely changed. Maybe things had begun too intense, maybe we moved too fast. We had been spending all our time together and I began to feel suffocated, Little things began to upset me. When I left the towel lying on the bed instead of putting it back on the rack, I would get angry at me. It was nothing important, stupid things really, but tiny things like that began to eat at me. Sometimes when we were out, I would catch myself looking at a pretty woman. I could make up whatever excuses I wanted, but I knew I was looking. Once I accidentally called the name of an old girlfriend in an intimate moment. Oh, the tantrums that caused! I tried to explain that didn’t mean I didn’t love me, but I wouldn’t listen. The damage was done.


It got to be too much. I couldn’t live with the constant jealousy and badgering. About the fourth month of our affair, I took a stand: I dumped myself. Neither of us were getting what we needed from the relationship. I understood my reasons, we just needed to cut our losses. The difficult part, of course, was remaining friends afterwards. This is something I have never been good at. It’s hard to do that once you know so much about a person, all their intimate little secrets. I thought maybe it was best to go our separate ways, but I disagreed. So now we are working on our friendship, trying to rebuild the trust. I don’t think anything romantic will ever come of it again, but I’ve learned to never say never. My friendship is important to me, and when I think about it, staying friends is for the best. I am seeing someone else now, and I feel good about it. She’s a nice girl and I think we might have a future together. She’s not jealous at all, even though I have tagged along on all our dates.

Like I said, you will read this column, laugh, and throw it away. But this time I want you to take something with you so that maybe all my pain is not in vain. It’s okay to explore yourself, just be careful not to fall in love.

