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 ~ One ~

 


Closure.

An excuse to dig up the past and resolve
conflict, or should I just leave it buried where it belongs? Either
way it’s a head fuck!

Actually…no. Repressing it effectively means
I never have to think about it again.

So. No.

 


It doesn’t fuck with your head, if you
leave it buried.

 


See, that’s what I thought. I thought if I
repressed my memories of him, and only when I was at my most
vulnerable, when my mind was not as strong as it should be, would I
open the box…

Slowly, deliberately, undoing the ribbon it
was tied with…

lifting the lid…

opening up the tissue I carefully placed over
the memories…

After the minutes of soul searching, the…

 


Should I?

Shouldn’t I?

 


I would open the box

and look at what could have been

what was

and why it happened in the first
place.
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Interestingly, the box is organised by the
bad memories.

First, the memories that make me sob
uncontrollably, the memories of the times that I cried so much I
actually ran out of tears.

 


I didn’t think that was possible—to run out
of tears, I mean. But it actually is. It’s actually possible.

 


The memories where my alarm would go off in
the morning—I had been awake for hours already—were the ones that
were first to unwrap.

 


Then, when I look underneath those memories,
inside my Pandora’s repression box, there is so much more:
memories that are happy, good, fun, exciting, breathtaking, when I
felt like I was finally living; that at twenty-six, I had, at last,
started to live life for myself.

 


Maybe this is what I fell in love with,
rather than him.

 


I rarely contemplate that possibility, but
maybe I was just in love with ‘feeling’ for the first time.

If I am truly honest with myself, I couldn’t
sever all contact. I couldn’t block his Facebook page. I couldn’t
delete WhatsApp. I couldn’t delete his email.

 


Why?

 


I often ask myself this question late at
night, alone in the bed. Or I’ll be driving and hear a song I’d
play on repeat when I was with him. Or even just when I am quiet
and alone in work, he invades my thoughts…

I can’t do it.

Because deleting him from my life means that
it didn’t happen. He has no way of contacting me, and my sister has
threatened him with the police if he ever tries.

Don’t get me wrong. Over the past year, I
have made what I think is progress. I’ve thrown away the
cards and letters he sent, and deleted the pictures from my phone
of the flowers he gave me. I even slept with someone else.
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