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Well, it is officially over, I've heard it from the horse's mouth, so to speak. Or should I say 
"ass"? how about "donkey"? although it was nothing that I wasn't expecting to hear, it still 
hurt like new and I cried an ocean of tears for an hour or so. After calming down, however, I 
realized that- well later that night in bed- I realized that what hurt most of all (even more 
than having my self-esteem so dependent on someone else), is how much I lied to myself to 
stay in a relationship that I didn't even want. From about the second month in, I knew we 
were not a good match, yet I kept lying to myself, playing the part of someone "in love". 
When I think of it that way, his cowardly action (supposedly to save me from heartbreak) of 
running away without saying anything, though still inexcusable, is at least understandable. 
For all external appearances, I was someone in love who could be very hurt if she was broken 
up with. Nearly everything I did in this relationship, I did not want to do it. I did not want to 
eat most of what we ate. I did not want to have sex. I did not want to have the types of 
conversations we had. I did not want to go all the way out west using public transit on 
Sundays, even when I was having period cramps, even when in my heart it didn't feel right, it 
felt humiliating. I would come away exhausted, and not refreshed, from those weekends. Yet 
I would still keep going, I would still call during the week to meet up because that seemed to 
be the thing to do. What was I so afraid of? So as much as he is guilty of having handled 
things badly, I am equally guilty of not having spoken up when I should have. Had I done so, 
a lot of heartache and wasted time could have been avoided. As it is, I have spent a horrible 
month, wondering about something to which I already knew the answer, and being devastated 
anew every time I got bits and pieces of the answer, and finally crashing big time last night. I 
am very glad that we didn't meet in person, that whatever plans he had for us meeting in 
person, I was able to thwart. I think that would have been extremely difficult and more 
devastating. I cannot say how I would have felt upon seeing him, if I would have felt nothing 
or ifl would have "feelings" (of what sort I wouldn't know, never having been in love with 
him, but we suddenly tend to love something when we are about to lose it). The phone 
conversation could have gone more smoothly, more things could have been said. But I will 
always be proud for having stood my ground and not met in person, for not having asking 
stupid questions such as "why don't you think we could go well together?" or "why did you 
want this long", etc -questions the answers to which could never give relief, for not having 
said anything sarcastic or mean, for having left that message that said exactly what he had 
been afraid to say all along (which is what I guess the "I'm sorry" is about, as in 'I'm sorry 
that you are a more brave and mature person than me, I'm sorry I underestimated you'), and 
for not having acknowledged his trip the next day. I wonder if he will think of me, if he will 
think of how stupidly he acted, and as I wonder I know that he will forget as soon as he lands 
in Ethiopia, if not as soon as he boards the plane tonight in Canada. I am sad. I am sad 
because things ended this way and I am sad because of the part I played in it. I am sad 
because of how much I compromised myself by lying to myself, by not listening to my 
instinct, by not being brave. In the fact of all this, his "I'm sorry", of which he said plenty, 
has no impact, no meaning. It should have come so long ago. Coming as it did the night 
before his departure, I question its sincerity. I know it is sincere, but is it sincere because he is 
leaving and he wants to go away with a clean conscience? I suspect so. There is so much 
sadness in this, I don't know if I will get through it. Even as I write this though, I know it will 
pass. That it is only the day after, and the pain is still fresh, while the news is old. I guess a 
part of it has to do with the jealousy of knowing that in twenty-four hours or so he will be in 
Ethiopia, surrounded by family. Just that fact in itself makes me intensely jealous, but it also 
motivates me to not spend too much time being miserable, because at any given moment he is 
living it up, with not a single thought of me. Not one. 1 


