
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


WHY WE CHASE PEOPLE WHO DON’T CHOOSE US

A Gentle Guide to Letting Go and Loving Yourself

BY K. DAS
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To everyone who has ever stared at a phone screen that refused to light up. To the hearts that have given too much, waited too long, and loved too hard in the wrong direction. And to you, the reader, who is finally ready to choose yourself.

INTRODUCTION: LET’S SIT DOWN AND TALK

Hi there. 

Take a deep breath. Maybe kick your shoes off and get comfortable. If you’re holding this book, or scrolling through these pages, I’m going to guess that your heart is feeling a little heavy right now. Maybe it’s feeling a lot heavy. 

I wanted to write this book because, honestly, I’ve been there. We’ve all been there. That strange, hollow ache that comes when you are pouring your energy into a cup that has a hole in the bottom. It’s exhausting, isn’t it? It’s like trying to keep a fire burning in the rain while the person you’re doing it for is standing inside, dry and warm, not even noticing you’re soaking wet. 

We don’t talk about this enough. We talk about breakups. We talk about divorce. We talk about unrequited love in movies where the hero rides off into the sunset. But we don’t often talk about the gray area. The "situationships." The almost-relationships. The people who are "just figuring things out" while we wait in the wings. 

I wanted to create a space that feels like a late-night conversation with a best friend. No judgment. No clinical terms. No "ten steps to fix your life instantly." Just a gentle, honest look at why we do what we do, and why we keep running toward people who are walking away. 

This isn’t a book about bashing them. It’s not about hating the person who didn’t choose you. They are human, too, probably messy and confused in their own ways. This book is about understanding you. It’s about looking in the mirror and seeing someone who is worthy of being chosen, not just an option. 

So, let’s get into it. Let’s talk about the late nights, the overthinking, the hope that hurts, and how, eventually, we learn to let that hope go and find something better—something real. 

Welcome to the club no one wants to join. But I’m really glad you’re here. 
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THE LATE-NIGHT FEELING 

It’s 2:00 AM. 

Or maybe it’s 11:30 PM, right when you’re getting ready for bed, or perhaps it’s 3:00 in the afternoon when a song comes on the radio that you used to share. But for the sake of this conversation, let’s say it’s late. The world is quiet. The distractions of the day—the emails, the traffic, the noise—have finally faded away. 

And that’s when it hits you. 

It’s that specific feeling in your chest. It’s not a sharp pain, exactly. It’s more like a heavy weight, or a hollow echo. It’s the silence of a phone that isn’t buzzing. 

If you’re reading this, you know exactly what I’m talking about. You know the feeling of checking your screen, even though you checked it three minutes ago. You know the way your stomach drops when you see it’s just a notification from a grocery store app or a spam email, and not them. 

We are going to start here because this is the rawest place we can be. This is the place where we are most honest with ourselves, even if we don’t want to be. 

This chapter is about that feeling. It’s about the exhaustion of chasing. And mostly, it’s about telling you that you aren’t crazy for feeling it. 

The Invisible Tether 

When we chase someone who doesn’t choose us, it feels like there is an invisible tether connecting us to them. No matter how far we walk away, or how busy we try to keep ourselves, we can feel the tug. It’s tight. It’s uncomfortable. 

And the crazy thing is, the person on the other end of that tether? They probably don’t even feel it. They might not even know it’s there. That is the tragedy of unrequited love or one-sided effort. You are carrying the emotional weight of two people. 

You might be lying in bed right now replaying conversations. Why did they say that? What did they mean by that emoji? If I just hadn’t said that thing, would they be here right now? 

We do this mental gymnastics because our brains are trying to solve a puzzle. We think, "If I can just figure out the code, I can unlock their heart." We treat their affection like a locked door, and we are jiggling the handle, trying every combination, praying it will swing open. 

But here is the gentle truth I want to offer you right now: It’s not locked. You just don’t have the key. And the person who has the key isn’t giving it to you. That’s a hard pill to swallow, especially at 2:00 AM when the loneliness feels loud. 

Why It Hurts So Much 

Why does this specific type of rejection hurt more than others? Why is it harder to get over someone who was barely yours to begin with? 

It’s because of the potential. 

When you chase someone, you aren’t in love with the reality of who they are in this moment. You are in love with the idea of them. You are in love with the version of them that exists in your head—the one who calls you back, the one who shows up with flowers, the one who looks at you like you’re the only person in the room. 

That person is a ghost. They don’t exist. 

But your heart doesn’t know that. Your heart feels the loss of that potential relationship just as intensely as if you had been married for ten years and it ended. You are grieving a future that never happened. You are mourning birthdays that won’t be celebrated, trips that won’t be taken, and inside jokes that will never be shared. 

It feels humiliating, doesn’t it? To miss someone this much when they weren’t really yours? You might feel foolish. You might think, "I shouldn't be this upset. We weren't even official." 

Stop that. Right now. 

Please hear me: Your feelings are valid. Just because the relationship wasn't "official" on paper doesn't mean the feelings weren't real in your heart. You don't need a label to justify your pain. If you felt it, it was real. If you hoped for it, it mattered. You are allowed to be sad. You are allowed to miss the ghost. 

The Addiction to the Chase 

There is also a strange adrenaline rush that comes with chasing. I want to be honest about that, too. Sometimes, we don't chase because we think it will work. We chase because it’s the only thing that makes us feel something. 

When they pull away, we panic. That panic triggers a fight-or-flight response in our brains. Suddenly, we are alert. We are strategizing. We are trying to "fix" it. And when they finally throw us a crumb—a text, a like on a photo, a moment of attention—we get a hit of dopamine. 

It feels like winning. It feels like relief. 

But it’s a false high. It’s the same cycle as any addiction. You feel the withdrawal (the silence), you engage in the behavior (the chasing, the overthinking), and you get the reward (a tiny bit of their attention). But the reward is getting smaller and smaller, and the withdrawal is getting harder and harder. 

We convince ourselves that if we just try harder, if we are just funnier, prettier, smarter, or more understanding, they will finally give us that permanent hit of dopamine. We think we can love them into loving us back. 

I wish it worked that way. I really do. If love was a math equation where effort equaled results, we would all be happy. But love isn't math. It’s music. And sometimes, you’re playing a beautiful melody on a piano, and they are waiting for a drum solo. It’s not that your song is bad. It’s just that they aren't listening to it. 

You Are Not a Background Character 

In the movies, the person who waits in the wings usually gets the girl or the guy in the end. The protagonist realizes what was right in front of them all along. 

But this isn't a movie. This is real life. And in real life, people rarely change their minds about how they feel about us just because we waited long enough. 

By chasing someone who doesn't choose you, you are voluntarily making yourself a background character in your own life. You are standing in the wings, holding the props, watching them shine in the spotlight, hoping they turn around and notice you. 

But the spotlight is for you, too. 

It feels safe to be in the background, doesn't it? Because if you never really step forward, if you never really demand to be chosen, then you don't have to risk the rejection of them saying "no" to your face. You can just sort of hover. 

But hovering is exhausting. It keeps you in a state of limbo. You can't move forward because you're waiting for them, and you can't stay because they are leaving you behind. 

A Gentle Assignment 

I don't want to give you homework. This isn't school. But I want to ask you to do something small for me tonight. 

When that late-night feeling washes over you, instead of reaching for your phone to check if they’ve texted, I want you to just sit with the feeling. It will be uncomfortable. It might hurt. You might feel a lump in your throat. 

Don't fight it. Don't try to distract yourself with TikTok or Netflix. Just put your hand on your chest and feel your heartbeat. 

Tell yourself: "I am hurting right now, and that is okay. I am human, and my heart is tender. But I am safe." 

You are safe. The silence in the room isn't going to eat you alive. The lack of a notification isn't a definition of your worth. 

You are here. You are breathing. You are a whole person, even without them. 

We are going to spend this book unpacking why we do this, why we stay, and how we finally stop. But for tonight, just give yourself permission to be tired. Give yourself permission to wish things were different. 

Then, close your eyes. Let the tether loosen, just for tonight. Let them be wherever they are, and let you be here, in your own bed, holding your own heart. 

It’s going to be okay. I promise. 
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IT’S NOT JUST YOU 

So, here we are. Chapter 2. 

If you’re anything like me, after reading that first chapter, you might have felt a little seen. Maybe a little too seen. And if that late-night feeling is still lingering, I want to wrap a metaphorical blanket around your shoulders right now. 

One of the biggest, heaviest burdens we carry when we are chasing someone who isn't choosing us is the secret, shame-filled belief that we are the only ones doing this. We look around at our friends, at people on social media, at strangers in the coffee shop holding hands, and we think, Everyone else has this figured out. Everyone else knows how to love normally. I am the only one spiraling. I am the only one making a fool of myself. 

I am here to tell you, with my whole heart, that this is a lie. 

It is a lie your tired brain is telling you because it hurts to feel this way. 

You are not weird. You are not pathetic. You are not "obsessed" in a way that makes you broken. You are simply human. And being human? Well, being human is messy. It’s complicated. It’s beautiful and terrible all at the same time. 

The "Crazy" Narrative 

Let’s talk about the word "crazy" for a minute. Not the clinical definition, but the word we throw around in relationships. 

How many times have you caught yourself thinking, "I must be crazy for still checking their Instagram," or "I’m losing my mind because I sent that text"? 

We pathologize our own grief. We treat our longing like a symptom of a disease. We think, If I were just stronger, smarter, or cooler, I would have walked away by now. I wouldn't care. 

But here is the truth: Trying to make sense of someone’s confusing behavior is not crazy. It is a natural human response to inconsistency. Your brain is a pattern-recognition machine. When someone gives you mixed signals—hot one day, cold the next—your brain goes into overdrive trying to find the pattern. It thinks, "If I just analyze this enough, I will find the logic." 

The problem isn't your brain. The problem is that there is no logic to find. You aren't crazy; you’re just trying to solve a puzzle that is missing pieces. 

We look at movies and see the "Cool Girl" who gets dumped, shrugs, puts on her sunglasses, and walks into the sunset without looking back. We think that’s how we should be. But that’s a movie. That’s a script written by a man in a room who wants a neat ending. 

In real life, people cry in their cars. In real life, people send texts they regret. In real life, people stare at the ceiling for three hours wondering what they did wrong. That doesn't make you a character in a tragedy. It just makes you a person with a heartbeat. 

The Club Nobody Wants to Join 

If we could all sit in a circle right now—just you, me, and every other person who has ever read this book—and if we were all brutally honest, the room would be silent for a long time, and then it would explode with stories. 

I have a friend. Let’s call him Mark. Mark is the most put-together guy I know. He’s successful, he’s fit, he’s calm. You look at him and think, That guy definitely doesn't chase people. 

Last year, Mark told me about a woman he was seeing. She was volatile, hot and cold, barely gave him the time of day. And for six months, Mark was a wreck. He was analyzing her Spotify playlists. He was driving past her house (not in a creepy way, he assured me, just to "see if her lights were on"). He was waiting by the phone. 

I was shocked. I said, "Mark? You? You do this?" 

He laughed, but it was a sad laugh. He said, "K., we all do it. We just don't post it on Instagram." 

You are in excellent company. Some of the strongest, most successful, most intelligent people in the world have been brought to their knees by someone who didn't love them back. It is the great equalizer. It doesn't matter how much money you have or how many followers you have; if the person you want doesn't want you back, it hurts. 

So, please, drop the shame. You haven't committed a crime. You haven't failed at life. You’ve just had your heart bruised. There is a massive difference. 

We Are Wired for Connection 

There is a biological reason this feels so life-or-death. As humans, we are pack animals. Way back in the caveman days, being rejected by the tribe—or by a specific person—meant death. It meant you were out there alone in the dark with the saber-toothed tigers. 

Your brain doesn't know that you’re just trying to get a text back from a girl named Sarah or a guy named Mike. Your brain thinks, "We are being excluded! We are in danger! Sound the alarms!" 

When they pull away, your amygdala—the fear center of your brain—lights up like a Christmas tree. It releases stress hormones like cortisol and adrenaline. You feel anxious. You feel physical pain. Literally, studies have shown that the brain registers social rejection the same way it registers physical injury. 

That is why it hurts so much. You aren't being dramatic. You are having a biological reaction to a perceived threat. 

When you chase them, you are trying to stop that pain. You are trying to turn off the alarm bells. It’s a survival instinct. It’s your brain saying, "Go fix this! Go make the connection safe again!" 

So, you see? You aren't weak. You are actually functioning exactly how humans are designed to function. You are designed to fight for connection. It’s just that in the modern world, sometimes the connection we are fighting for isn't the one that will save us. Sometimes, it’s the one that’s hurting us. 

The Romantic Trap 

We also have to talk about the stories we’ve been fed. 

Think about every romantic comedy you’ve ever seen, or every sad love song on the radio. What is the message? Usually, it’s about persistence. It’s about standing outside a window with a boombox. It’s about waiting years in the rain. It’s about "fighting for love." 

We have confused "fighting for love" with "fighting for someone’s attention." 

There is a huge difference. 

Fighting for love means working through problems when both people are committed. It means communicating when things get hard. It means showing up for each other during sickness and stress. 

Chasing someone who doesn't choose you isn't fighting for love. It’s fighting for a fantasy. 

But we can’t blame ourselves for getting it mixed up. We’ve been trained to believe that if we just love them enough, it will change their mind. We’ve been taught that "no" really means "try harder later." 
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