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			ONE

			IT’S NOT ABOUT THE LABEL

			Imagine looking after what you thought was a chicken egg. You cared for it, treated it the best you could, but, when it hatched, a duckling appeared. Looking at this little creature in disbelief, you thought, Huh! What did I miss? No matter how hard you tried thinking and hoping to get your chicken, you had to realise that if it walks like a duck and sounds like a duck, it surely damn well must be a duck. 

			

			Sometimes, the people you long to have as part of your life, your story, your dream, are only meant to be one chapter of a bad nightmare. You’ve probably heard this before. They are like pirates with a treasure map, not in it for the journey, only in it for the looting, theft, and leeching. Then they move on to the next big ‘treasure’. For a pirate, there is always something ‘bigger’ out there. There is always an excuse not to be happy with what they have and selfish reasons to go after the next treasure. Nothing is ever enough. It is a constant chase, but they will forget that our lights will always guide these pirates home.

			I am not perfect; far from it. All I wanted was:

			To find joy and a deeper connection with someone.

			To love and be loved.

			To cherish and be cherished.

			To treat and be treated with kindness, compassion, and humanity.

			I want to grow within a reciprocating loving relationship.

			Is it too much to ask, nowadays, to want a deeper understanding of ourselves in our decision to share our life with another? 

			I craved for that meaningful shared connection.

			

			How hard can it be?

			I am not a psychologist; therefore, I hopefully bypass any clinical affectation and instead leave my readers with something relatable and sincere. 

			I am not labelling anyone here. I do not wish ill on anyone, ever. I do not judge, as no one is perfect. I am not playing karma, nor do I act like the chickens that came home to roost. No, I’m not. I do not care who will come knocking on whose door, and when. It’s not about that. I am also not ‘ex-bashing’. I can do this much cheaper and quicker through various social media channels. 

			It’s about sharing my experience with you in the hope of just that one ‘thank you’. 

			I’m also not crying foul or looking for the sympathy I never got over the last couple of years. I’m writing this to share my delusion of who ‘my partner’ was, how our relationship evolved, and how your relationship can be shattered by the truth of what the other person turns out to be. Have you had the same experience, the experience of thinking you know someone, but the person was someone totally different, hiding from you in plain sight? 

			I don’t claim to know much about how to make love last. I can’t give advice in this regard, but, in sharing my experience, I give you a ringside seat into the world where everything in a relationship is misused. Sitting ringside and watching my fight, my cuts, my bleeding, you can hopefully learn and understand how things are not supposed to be done, how love is turned into venom, slowly digesting your world and destroying your emotional wellbeing through adding dishonesty, self-absorbedness and wanton behaviour to the poisonous narcissistic mix. 

			

			It is about having an open and honest discussion about my experience with the purpose of helping others. It is that simple. One single ‘thank you, it helped me’ is all I am after. Just one. Any negative comments will just be background noise. This is about my life. 

			I’m sharing my experience, but mostly putting forward real-life examples of how toxic people go about their daily lives, yet destroy everyone’s life around them, destroying our dreams while they chase theirs.

			It is not made-up examples or stories, just my actual and fact-based experiences, nothing else. 

			I also share my experience and exposure with anyone who seeks a better understanding of a failed relationship with a toxic person. It is about understanding and acceptance rather than the usual closure. What does closure mean, anyway? For me, it meant that, without a proper understanding, no healing could take place. Finding closure about the fact that you have been used as a source of supply and a punching bag may never happen. The reality is that there seldom is closure in such relationships. For me, there is only one path to take, and it reaches its destination at acceptance.

			You realise that you are no longer serving a purpose or meeting their egotistic needs. They just pack it in, disengage, and run, or no longer want you around. You are experiencing the darkest moments of your life. Been there! Got the badge! It felt like my life was being engulfed by shadows. The light seemed distant, and sometimes it felt like living in a nightmare running away from shadows that I simply could not outpace.

			

			My profound transformation emerged from these darkest times in my life. The darkness became my teacher, revealing truths. The darkness was not the destination, only a path and part of the journey to my destination of transformation. I became more self-aware, realising what is important in life and what is not. 

			I see the world differently now. My lens changed to one of much deeper appreciation. Hopefully, my experience can make you feel less alone. I sincerely hope sharing my fight helps you towards the acceptance you need or assists you in cementing the little bit of understanding you may currently have.

			My hands-on experience will hopefully help you to understand you are not alone in this tremendous heartache and pain caused by toxicity. Truth be told, it took me the best part of a year to get a better understanding of what occurred to me. By the time I received that ‘I am moving out’ email, I was as confused and lost as I could be.

			Yes, it did not go so well during my last leave period. Hardly any dialogue was allowed when I asked for it. She treated me like scum (and even admitted to it through the letters where she gaslit me), but I was completely shattered, as nothing at the time made sense. I was unaware that it was going so badly that she would run away like a coward. 

			

			How did my life get here so quickly? I did not cheat on her. I did not abuse her. I did not treat her badly at all. I always told her how beautiful she was and looked. I supported her in her business ventures. I always tried my best. She was really something special, and this I say deep from my heart, but I missed something when I got into the boxing ring with her. I missed seeing the shot. Bam! I got sucker punched. 

			It would all become clear to me through my therapy sessions and in the research I had to do to understand why someone I believed in and who claimed to love me could do what they did.

			After months of journaling, considering my feelings at the time of the break-up and taking stock after seeking ‘acceptance’, it became clear my pain had a name. For months, I fought this realisation. This cannot be true. How can it be? How can this person whom I put on a pedestal be so fake? For months, I fought, trying to accept what this pain was, the cause of all this blood dripping on the canvas floor of the boxing ring. But after continuously struggling to accept what I was dealing with, who this person really was, and who I got into the ring with, I decided to get help from a therapist. I just had to.

			Before the day I decided to seek help, I was never one for seeing a therapist. Never. That is not… ‘manly’, but I realised that, if I go to the doctor when I need bodily healthcare, the doctor is a phone call away. I had to do the same when my mind was injured. I could not heal this on my own. I needed help with this pain. My brain needed healthcare, too.

			

			A couple of therapy sessions later, I just had to accept that my pain had a name. Acceptance of this name came not only through what she was, but also through the recognition and understanding of what she and our relationship were not. The name for my pain, for my grief, was narcissism.

			Narcissism, as described in Wikipedia, is a self-centred personality style characterised as having an excessive preoccupation with oneself and one’s own needs, often at the expense of others. In more polite terms, it is being a self-serving, manipulative, evil jerk with no soul and compassion.

			I learnt that there are various types of narcissists. 

			 Grandiose:

			Seeks admiriation. 

			Expert at getting attention. 

			Wants special treatment.

			Vulnerable:

			Seeks pity. 

			Expert at showing helplessness. 

			Acts like the victim.

			

			Malignant:

			Seeks to dominates others. 

			Acts like a parasite and exploits others. 

			Lacks remorse. 

			Expert of manupilation.

			I came to learn that narcissistic people and their personalities are not characterised by one type. I came face to face with a malignant–grandiose amalgamation.

			They will hop and skip from putting up a façade in front of people, then, minutes later, becoming someone completely different. 

			In sharing my story, I also share my humiliation with everyone out there who may have heard the word ‘narcissism’, but have no idea how people with this personality act, even how they treat children. It is more than just narcissism; it is borderline, and sometimes even crosses into being psychopathic behaviour.

			You may have experienced similar pain and grief. Regardless, sharing this part of my life with you is about how narcissistic and toxic people think, how they act, how they operate well outside normal sympathetic human patterns, how they slowly pull you in and then spit you out. I hope in this short time I will manage to help you to recognise these thought patterns and acts of the emotionally barren inner worlds out there. Truth be told, toxicity’ just does not care. If they get what they want, all else is collateral damage.

			

			I got sucked into this narrative, into the toxic service of fulfilling only her needs and her dreams, no matter at what cost to anyone else. More than once, I mentioned to her that she is living in a glass house, as for her it was always: Me. Myself. I. Mine. Seldom, if ever, was there a We. Us. Our(s). 
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			TWO

			DAMN AIRPORTS

			Where do I begin? It was a Tuesday afternoon, the exact date, 24 October 2023, our 25-month anniversary. I was getting ready to go back to work and was dropped off at the airport by a friend. I battled to hold back my tears as I walked to the departure area. Let me backtrack a bit.

			

			That Tuesday morning, I woke up from another night on the couch. I could not find myself sleeping next to someone who kept treating and speaking to me like shit. She was in the kitchen and started speaking to me in such a nice and loving manner that I barely recognised that person. The questions started pouring into my mind.

			Why is she so nice to me? I thought. It got to me. I felt so emotional that I went to our room, closed the door, and just started sobbing.

			Why, why, why? I asked myself, confused. Why on the day when I’m leaving is she so kind and loving towards me? Her sudden humane behaviour… something felt off.

			Not long after that, I got a message telling me how childish I was by closing the room’s door and the like. I explained to her what happened and how she made me feel. There was no response from her. She was obviously overly happy that I was leaving and could now at last send me that email she had parked in her drafts folder.

			Leaving home is never easy, and things between me and her were just not right. Something was amiss and not making sense to me. I was so confused. She was not talking to me. If she did, I was spoken to like shit. I had mailed her the previous day telling her I would do anything to sort out whatever was wrong, but she didn’t respond. Being at home was a nightmare. I was treated so badly and she went out of her way to make my life miserable. I asked to have a conversation, but the excuse I got was “I do not want to fight in front of my daughter”. Before then, I had asked her so many times why the hugs and kisses just dried up. The response was a shrug of the shoulders, or a grinning, smirky smile. That will do. Thanks.

			

			Now back to the airport. I was waiting to board a plane to return to work. I was standing in a queue with a heavy heart when I went through the emails on my phone, and got the ‘surprise’. My life turned into a nightmare in a millisecond. I had to pinch myself to realise that what I was reading was actually real. She was breaking up with me! Breaking up over email! With the gist of it all that she did not see a future with me anymore. There was no discussion, no dialogue, absolutely nothing. Just an email that was sitting in her drafts folder waiting to be sent instead of having an adult conversation.

			Not only was she breaking up with me, but she also gave me the news that she had bought a car and was moving back to her old apartment. She listed all the reasons as justification for her deciding on why she did not see a future with me anymore.

			I stood in disbelief, shocked, my heart pounding. Keeping back my tears, I thought I was going to faint. How I got on the plane is still a mystery to me.

			I could not believe that I was sent packing at an airport, over email! I battled to fathom how I could move myself into the same space and do this to someone, sending me away without emotional support.

			I spent two days flying to my work destination crying in airplane toilets, arriving at work with no one to talk to. No one. What kind of a person does that? I had to find out why people who breathe the same air as me can act in such a way. Someone who told you they loved you goes and sends you packing over email in such an inhumane manner. What a selfish thing to do!
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			THREE

			STICKY SPAGHETTI

			In her email to me, she provided ten reasons for walking out of the relationship. While seeking to understand why she did what she did, and what I did wrong, numbers eleven and twelve were also thrown into the mix. Go figure why those were never part of the original reasons!

			Apparently, my temper and emotional immaturity were still my downfall. I’ll get into more detail on these later.

			

			She made it clear these ‘small’ things added up to ‘one big thing’. You decide for yourself if these ten-eleven-twelve reasons add up to justify her actions. Do you see similar issues in your relationship? Have you seen similar arguments in your situation being completely blown out of proportion and up to levels you battle to comprehend? 

			My list of shortcomings and the reasons for the break-up:

			1.	I do not believe in the COVID-19 vaccination. She does.

			2.	I do not like to travel. She does. 

			3.	I do not like to hike. She does.

			4.	I do not like the beach. She does.

			5.	I do not like camping. She does.

			6.	I do not like theatre and plays. She does.

			7.	We had compatibility issues, like raising the kids together.

			8.	She wants to become a full vegetarian like she was before meeting me. 

			9.	I never gave her a card, just flowers.

			10.	She wants to stop drinking alcohol.

			11.	(I do have a short temper.)

			12.	(I am emotionally immature.)

			I looked at these and thought, It’s mainly all because of these? She portrayed herself as so perfect while we were together and I got the blame for her actions.

			

			A week prior, we had gone looking for a bigger house and now she was breaking up with me over email. I had added her and her daughter to my will, ensuring they would be looked after. I believe there is a right and a wrong way of doing things. The right way was to ensure that both of them would be cared for if I were to pass away. I even made her the executor of my will! I was ALL in. 

			In the face of proof she had created, with these small shortcomings that became one big thing, I questioned her reasons entirely, because it is undeniably, so obviously pointing to the fact that she did not actually want to accept the reality and the facts that were in front of her. The fact that I was in it for the long run, the whole nine yards, and that she was not. She was in it for the loot. Thus, she would keep throwing the spaghetti at the wall to see what stuck and what did not. The more you throw at the wall, the bigger the chance that more spaghetti will stay stuck. Just keep repeating and add more. If you keep repeating a lie, you will start believing it eventually. That is what I refer to as the echo-of-the-lie: Do anything but face the real facts of the reasons for being in a relationship with me. (More on this in the last chapter.)
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