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Abstract

With relationships never being far from the mind or a subject 

not on the tip of one's tongue, I found it appropriate to look back 

at a past relationship that I haven't had much time to appreciate and

decipher what made it good and what made it bad. Involved are 

descriptions of various points in the relationship and impactful 

events that shaped its course in order to analyze its trajectory. 

Determined herein: relationships are made in the moment and are built

to be appreciated through the good and the bad, no matter what 

happens. There are some ugly spots, and things we'd rather not talk 

about, but it all deserves to be talked about because it all 

happened. There's no glory in erasure of memories, and maybe no glory

in talking about it, but not being able to appreciate it or 

acknowledge it is most certainly not glorious. These things become a 

part of us.

(In this version of the paper, names have been changed to protect 

those discussed, and myself.)
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En[g]RAE[y]ged

Part One: Eldritch Wires

[“What a force this is...” (Line 1, Eldritch Wires)]

By pure coincidence I met my third ex-girlfriend. She was a year

below me when I was in high school, and we ran into each other a few 

times during my senior year. We never spoke except for a few times in

passing, and never had more than a moment to talk or properly meet 

each other. I graduated and thought I'd never see her again. 

When I started college, I was single, and while living the 

single life I had dropped my fear of rejection. This fear was so 

prevalent that since early life I was terrified of telling any girl I

liked her. To anyone who still has that fear, the idea of approaching

someone interesting is where actions tend to end. So I was asking 

girls out, because if I didn't ask I wouldn't get anywhere, right? It

was some kind of raw confidence I decided to put on to try and shy 

away from that irrational fear. What was the worst that could happen?

I was visiting my old high school to see my favorite mentor when

I met Rae, and it was by pure coincidence. During my senior year, she

had remained an enigma to me. She was someone I would see rarely yet 

secretly look forward to catching a glimpse of. As I showed up to the

high school that day and walked up the ramp to my favorite teacher's 

classroom, a fire alarm went off. Nothing serious, but the product of

that alarm is that all the students funneled out of classes and to 

the designated “safe zones” around campus.
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As the end of the line of students walked off, Rae appeared out 

the door and walked down the ramp. To which, surprised to see her 

again (and knowing this could possibly be the last chance I ever get 

to say something), I said, “Hey, I hope you don't mind me saying, but

you are incredibly beautiful”. With zero inhibition, no consideration

as to what she might be feeling, or anything at all about that, I 

just said it (see Abbey for more on a reason for fear of rejection). 

It felt like a release. She would later tell me that it made her mood

that day improve significantly.

She was so taken aback by my approach that she didn't follow the

rest of the students, she stopped and talked with me for a minute or 

so. We eventually filed our way to the safe zone, but kept talking. 

By the end of the day she had put her phone number into my phone 

herself. This sudden show of force and intent to continue talking was

monumental to me (Thompson & Cupples, p. 5). I took that opportunity 

to tell her how beautiful I thought she was on October 26th, 2015.

I asked her if she would like to go out on a date, and suggested

breakfast (Holschuh). I showed up at her house in some cold weather, 

and when she came out to get into my car she was as striking as 

before. Black petticoat, red boots, blue jeans. All things that, on 

their own, are insignificant. Yet she was indescribable as she 

stepped down the porch steps.

I took Rae to a diner here in town, Don's Diner. It's just 

across the street from the Washington State Fairgrounds, and it makes
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for one of the best hole-in-the-wall food spots around. It was 

incredibly empty there; wonderfully empty because we got there just 

after opening (I think it was around 10 AM). We both ordered 

bacon/lettuce/tomato sandwiches and sodas, and there we talked a lot.

A lot a lot. It seemed like days were passing by and everything we 

were talking about were means to the end of getting to know each 

other. She told me about how she became colorblind (monochromatic 

vision: has no cure) and we exchanged plenty of pleasantries. 

She made references to a sketchy set of life experiences when 

she lived out in central Washington. A bad crowd that she was happy 

to be away from, and circumstances that weren't the best. She 

wouldn't tell me much more at that point. I didn't mind. We were 

talking enough about everything that no one topic would dominate my 

thoughts afterwards. Being able to get to know her in that close 

environment, over casual breakfast, probably made the whole 

impression that much better in both of our minds (Jackson).

I only went through one half of my sandwich before the rest of 

it got cold, but she had finished up. By then it was around noon, and

we decided to get the check (I paid). We walked around the 

surrounding areas of Puyallup, talking more outside in the autumn 

air.

Rae and I talked. A lot. The way we spoke you could have thought

we'd known each other for years and were catching up after a long 

break (Mongeau & Kendall). That day is something I'll never forget, 
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and all the amounts of wonder I felt and fervor for this girl I had. 

All because I said something. Not holding hands, not hugging, not 

kissing, just out on a date. And it was wonderful. 

Part Two: Murmur

[“So set me upon the crowded beach/Of glass grain arrays of the 

domain/So set me there on that coastline/Let me search for glass to 

bind” (Lines 31-34, Murmur)]

We weren't exclusive, then. We were just out on a date. I tend 

to invest very heavily early into a relationship if I see lasting 

value in being there. With Rae, I saw that value. I saw an 

interesting world, an exciting future, and a plausibility of being in

a place that I had very much wanted to be. 

I was housesitting for my brother in Spanaway, and Rae and I 

were texting quite a lot. Sweet musings, gushy stuff, and all that. 

We both lived in Puyallup, so a drive to visit her while I was 

housesitting would have taken a decent length of time. Nevertheless, 

I already had plans to go over to her place at some point to see her 

on the weekend. I had the intent to declare that I loved her when I 

visited.

It was November 13th, 2015, and I was driving in the evening from

my brother's house to be with her at her place. We had some expensive

'Blue People' tea taken from a tin out of her special tea cabinet. 

She put the raw leaves into infusers, and lowered them into two mugs 

of hot water. Quickly, the anise-like scent of the tea rose into the 
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air. 

We enjoyed the tea, and then went into the living room to find a

movie on Netflix. To which, I suggested Hot Fuzz, part of the 

Cornetto Trilogy with Simon Pegg and Nick Frost: something light and 

funny. It was wonderful to hear her laugh behind me up on the couch 

while I sat on the floor. 

There was a break in the action for a moment for whatever 

reason. I heard her say “Hey,” from behind me, and so I turned to 

look and she planted a kiss on me, much to my surprise. With all the 

expectations I had over the course of my life, I never expected to be

kissed first. Intoxicating. She said, “Sorry, I don't know why I did 

that... that's not like me” (see Thompson and O'Sullivan). And I told

her it wasn't anything to worry about, because I felt the same way. 

We kissed again, making sure it wasn't a fluke. 

I went back to housesit that night, and we texted. In a long set

of paragraphs she wrote something to the effect of “You will not be a

knight in shining armor. The road ahead will not be easy”. I found 

that to be very cryptic at the time she sent it to me, but I was also

so confident in what I felt for her that I decided I could be 

anything she wanted me to be.

Around early December, I learned that she hadn't had the best 

luck when it came to the dating scene. She cited emotionally and 

physically abusive ex-boyfriends, and some with local links to a 

scene similar to the one she came from. Something in me was happy I 
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didn't know any of the guys accused. I learned parts of names, and 

reconciled with myself that it was for the best I didn't seek them.

I intended to not dwell on the past, that was the whole point. 

Part Three: Oilfog

[“It's all I want to see/To continue living in this dream/With oil 

fog which surrounds me” (Lines 105-107, Oilfog)]

Owing to her geek capability, I was invited to see Star Wars: 

The Force Awakens on opening day with Rae and her family. She came 

from quite a spiritual/pseudo-Christian lineage, and they went to 

church every sunday. Her mother was an interior designer and her 

father was always out late, though I don't remember where he worked. 

I know he liked football, they all did. The Seahawks were a staple in

that household. Her brother was very Christian and had a reputation 

of talking about the lord and his associates openly, and he lived in 

Ohio with his significant other. He was visiting for the holidays and

the film came out around then, so he was with us when we went to see 

Star Wars at a theater in Bonney Lake. 

I invited her to my house to be with me and my family on 

Christmas morning while her family was off doing their own stuff. I 

was still dressed in pajamas, it was such a dry cold outside that day

that the temperature seemed to just reach for the bones. I pulled up 

to her house, and she was already coming out of the door, also 

dressed in pajamas. We seemed to resonate that way. Or we were both 

just trying to be comfortable.
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My family had chipped in around $300 on gifts for her: stuff 

like clothes and scent-y things. They were all wrapped and tagged 

'From Santa, To Rae'. Everyone really wanted her to feel included, 

like one of us. She was ecstatic. It was so cool to see and be a part

of. 

We had exchanged gifts a week or so prior to Christmas day. I'm 

a writer, so of course one of the things I did was print out some 

poetry I wrote about her that she hadn't seen yet and packaged it in 

with the rest of the gift. My whole gift to her consisted of a care 

package of candies, a Bath And Bodyworks kit of the 'A Thousand 

Wishes' scent, some Legend of Zelda related things, and countless 

other little bits. I paper-machèd copies of one of my poems, Murmur, 

to the outside of a Doc Marten shoebox to put it all in. I put a lot 

of time into it and was very proud of the 'Murmur Box'.

She in return gave me a copy of Fallout 4, some incense sticks, 

and other things I can't remember. She got me a shoebox package as 

well. The wrapping paper had my name in script on it, all done up 

nicely. She also got me a bumper sticker that read 'Yes, this is 

Jake' that's on the back of my Jeep to this day. Around this time she

gave me her high school sweater, saying she gave it to me because I 

liked her scent. To my best knowledge, it was sweet and flowery with 

some fruity notes. The sweater's scent has long been gone, though.

Before 2015's end, she had made it a goal to kiss me under 

mistletoe. She succeeded when I took her home that Christmas day and 
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walked her up to her porch. She pointed up and there it was. One item

crossed off of both of our bucket lists.

Part Four: Gone Nuclear

[“You are unappreciated./And so I must be, too.” (Lines 62-63, Gone 

Nuclear)]

Her being in high school still made it interesting to get 

together during the day. By the time I woke up in the morning I had a

'good morning' text on my phone and a smile on my face because of it.

Having someone who wanted to talk to me in that capacity was 

fantastic. It was fall quarter of my freshman year in college, and I 

was super into her and she was super into me well into winter. Things

were great.

She would often message me during class, and I'd always do my 

best to respond back. I would be in English, Bio-Ethics, Philosophy, 

or Math 107 and I'd make the effort no matter what. I knew she'd get 

in trouble if she was caught texting in class, I didn't mind that she

took that risk because I loved talking to her. 

Rae was super into social media. As far as I know she had an 

Instagram, a Snapchat, a Vine, and all kinds of stuff. I would 

describe her as a hipster. She liked beanies, longboarding, and owned

a ukulele (a hand-me-down from my sister). One of her favorite 

musical artists was Chet Faker, and she would have been quick to 

remind you that she discovered him before radio did. She also 

introduced me to the group Odesza, whom I enjoy very much.



ENGRAEYGED  11

We went out for Chinese food a few times, hung out around 

Pioneer Park, and she paid for my first sunrise drink (which is a 

coffeehouse special that involves an energy drink and flavored 

syrups). She introduced me to the trend of sticking fortunes from 

fortune cookies into my phone case. Such a silly, petty thing, but 

it's one of those things you remember, and you associate with the 

time and people around you when you learn it. We did plenty in such a

short period of time and never went a week without seeing each other 

for as long as we were together. It was really something special.

Part Five: Dread 

[“Morose and trapped/Nothing left to do/But to go back to sleep” 

(Lines 79-81, Dread)]

I'm writing all this because she is indeed an ex. Exes are exes 

for a reason. Breakups are never easy or fun, and neither party 

really wants the actual breakup to happen: the confrontation of it. 

But ideally everyone wants it to be a clean break with no hard 

feelings. 

Rae and I never fought, and never didn't love each other. There 

weren't many things we could ever really disagree with. I even once 

arranged the component cables on her Xbox 360, since she was 

colorblind. Offering to do that for her means a lot more than I'm a 

guy that knows wires. I was ready to be there for her to see. “You're

my color”, as she put it to me once.

Apparently when her brother was visiting in December, he offered
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Rae the opportunity to come live with him after she graduated. It 

would have been an exciting proposition, and incredibly difficult to 

refuse. 

I learned while I was housesitting at my brother's again. As a 

matter of fact, having the place to ourselves, I thought how romantic

it would be to be with each other for a whole night. We were watching

movies quite happily, talking, I cooked for her, and everything was 

going great. Every so often she would pull out her phone to message 

or text, and I thought nothing of it.

Then she got a call which turned out to be from her best friend,

who's name I no longer remember. We were laying on the couch and she 

excused herself to get up and take it. I paused the movie and sat up 

to listen in. I'm not one to go through people's stuff, but calls are

important in my generation. They mean urgency. They mean high 

importance. 

So I listened as she went down the hall and talked. I heard her 

friend speak, then she would speak. This continued for a few minutes.

Then I heard her friend say (very loudly and clear through the phone,

I might add), “I can't believe you're leaving me! When are you 

moving?” 

I could hear Rae answer, “September.” 

At that moment, all the blood drained from my head, leaving me 

in a state of shock and pale-faced sadness. I knew this 

relationship's time was now limited. We only had seven months left 
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after having three. We wouldn't even make it a full year. I carried 

an intense sense of dread. 

I broke down and got misty-eyed. She held me and said sorry so 

many times, apologizing that she hadn't told me yet. We went 

upstairs. Talking. Just thinking it through. Anything to keep it 

together. 

Sitting on a bed, I asked her to get into the stuff she hadn't 

told me before—about her past and those sketchy experiences. She told

me that when she used to live in Ellensberg, she was a middleman. 

Parties, some kind of drugs referenced to (but never used), and late 

nights most nights. She reassured me that she never got into anything

really bad. I had already gotten over it, more interested in her past

as an artist than upset as a boyfriend, but clearly she wasn't 

comfortable really going into detail about that section of her past.

We detoxed in the shower, because they always make me feel a lot

better. Something about the literary baptism always works wonders for

me, and I find it very sacred to experience that with someone else. 

We got intimate. Tried to forget, more like (see Thompson & 

Sullivan). 

We slept in the same bed that night. I woke up at 3am in a cold 

sweat, thinking of the end of us. I sat up, hanging my legs over my 

side of the bed. I stood and moved to close the window, stopping the 

cold humid air. February 6th, 2016 is when I felt that cold sweat.

I resolved myself to enjoy as much time with Rae as I could. 



ENGRAEYGED  14

Even on Valentine's Day (which I try not to celebrate) I took some 

time to set up a little romantic thing in my backyard with food, 

blankets, and plenty of candles. It seemed like there had been 

something weighing on her mind, and I wanted to ease it wherever I 

possibly could.

Part Six: Wrong Number

[“W#'r# s## ry/You#have# Reached# The#/Wrong#number” (Lines 77-79, 

Wrong Number)]

The issue here is that when a breakup happens, often times the 

person blindsided doesn't know how to remember the sweet without some

kind of bitter.

I woke up to a text on the morning of February 22nd, 2016, which 

said “We need to talk”. No man wants to wake up to a message like 

that. We know what it means. I met her outside her house after her 

school let out to have that “talk”. 

When she broke up with me four months after that wonderful first

date at the diner, she cited the reason as being because she was 

moving. She told me she had been worrying, and having nightmares 

about us fighting over the phone and having resentment build between 

us. Ours being a young relationship, she decided it was best to break

it off cleanly instead of dragging it out and attempting risky long-

distance (Cameron & Ross, p. 15). I regretted the fact that it had to

end like this, but it was noble of her to make the tough decision. We

hugged, had a short conversation, said our goodbyes, and with tears 
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in her eyes I turned my back and walked away. 

It sucked. It hurt. And I tried to get over it quickly. I walked

to my car by the sidewalk not ten feet from where we had been 

talking, feeling a gross cold indifference. A very scary 

indifference, like some deep pit inside me knew we weren't going to 

last. I languished in a typical relationship's postmortem and removed

all the contact points I had with her, writing about it for months to

come. Somehow I never shed a tear over it like I had with other 

breakups. 

Part Seven: Ohio Undead

[“I have so much I want to/Ask you” (Lines 56-57, Ohio Undead)]

The thing is, it was rumored by [verified sources] that she had 

been seeing other people for the latter two months of the 

relationship (which comprised of its entire half). So very quickly I 

assumed that she wasn't going to be moving. As far as she knew, I 

thought she was gone. The idea of her seeing other people is not 

personally verified, but it's plausible enough for me to half-accept 

them as a contributing factor to her change of heart. I mean, any 

rationalization I could get made enough sense to me (Taback, p. 28). 

I have since resolved those accusations (in my mind) as plausibly 

spurious. Take that as you will. Verisimilitude! 

Regardless, since I'd been suspicious that she wasn't going to 

move I thought I might run into her again someday. That moment 

happened 8 months after she broke up with me. I was at my old high 
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school, there to visit one of my favorite mentors. I was running on 

the sidewalk towards his classroom, and I passed a student by on the 

way. It was insignificant to me for a moment. Twenty feet after I 

passed her, I realized I had just ran past Rae. I recognized the 

features of her face, her gait, her outfit, and her hair. Everything.

It was her. Unmistakably it was Rae, seen in an odd mirror to how we 

had first really met.

Rae was dead to me. The person I passed wasn't the Rae I knew. 

Rae had dyed hair. Rae smiled. Rae listened to cool music. Rae didn't

look haggard. Rae didn't look visibly consumed by something. Rae 

didn't have bleached hair. Rae was confident and beautiful. Rae was 

gone.

So this apparition I passed was a ghost. Rae's spirit was there,

but the form it took wasn't Rae's. It was a haunting, and the effect 

of passing her by again after so long was eerie and sad. Not because 

some feeling had been rekindled in me, but because of the messages 

sent in less than a second, and seeing how entirely of a change she'd

undergone. She now knew that I knew she was a liar and I immediately 

knew why she didn't tell me the truth (see Cole).

Because I had a feeling she hadn't moved, it was that seeing her

reaffirmed things I was fearful of. People she had been talking to 

were not in the best crowd. In fact they reminded me of how she had 

described the people in Ellensberg, and this led me to believe more 

strongly that she lied to protect me as best she could (Wood, Tam, 
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Witt). At least I hope that's what she intended to do: protect me. 

There were hints at something more happening in the background 

of our relationship. Text messages would pop up on her phone when she

wasn't near it, and I would read the name of her most recent ex. It 

was strange to see those, and every time it was brought up I would 

calmly confront her about it. She would always look at me and say, 

“Yeah, I know it's weird” and I would concur. It was definitely 

weird, but in the end I was never going to tell her she wasn't 

allowed to talk to someone. That would be horrible.

Those hints were what reminded me about Ellensberg. A few people

in particular I know personally that were in her circle were in that 

bad crowd she had left behind, once upon a time. I think she broke it

off with me because she didn't want me to get dragged into it. It's 

very selfish of me to say that, but I honestly think she mercy-killed

the relationship. She broke it off before she became a ghost.

Part Eight: It Really Was Good

[“Resting beside/A fragrant mei” (Lines 36-37, It Really Was Good)]

It's important to remember the good, the bad, and the ugly. If 

we don't acknowledge history, then we should be doomed to repeat it, 

right? Even more, there are simply things that deserve to be 

remembered. The person that walks the streets now isn't the same 

person I went to see Star Wars with or kissed under mistletoe, and 

that person wasn't the same person who was a middleman in Ellensberg 

once upon a time. 
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I can remember being intimate, watching movies, our first date 

at the diner, the times I went to McDonald's with her and hung out 

with her friends on freezing nights, her love of the Grateful Dead 

and Zelda, and all kinds of good stuff. 

It's hard to remember the sweet without the bitter sometimes. 

There are clashing interests and different perspectives on what all 

happened, and I hear a lot of negatives. I think some of them, too. I

don't let it corrupt those happy memories. 

My perspective from back then is the one that matters to me 

because it's the one of which I can think fondly. It really was good,

and in some ways I've mourned the loss. I'm able to separate Rae from

anything else she became.

Because Rae is gone. 
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Rae, taken on January 29th, 2016 at 4:03pm.
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