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  For all the boys who swept me off my feet




  – then left me there.




  And for all the girls who picked me up again.




  I told you I’d be fine.
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  On winning her Best Actress Oscar for Walk the Line, Reese Witherspoon dedicated her award to an unlikely bunch of guys,

  confessing:




   




  ‘Every time I got dumped, I always fantasized that one day the guy would be sorry – and I would go on stage and tell him what I thought. So, for

  all the boys who ever dumped me, this is for you.’




   




  For this, I will always love her, particularly as she was going through a divorce a year later. You see, it happens to the best of us.




  





  Introduction




  





  I was born on Valentine’s Day. My parents, a 22-year-old British Army officer and a love-struck flamenco dancer

  from the West Indies, foresaw a life of romantic happiness for their first-born. My heart-shaped face, my saintly middle name (Valentine), and my apposite birth date could only lead to passion and

  romance wherever I deigned to tread.




  Instead, I just kept getting dumped. Dumped in a restaurant, dumped in a stairwell, dumped in a graveyard – it never seemed to matter. Wherever I deigned to tread, I was trod on. If Dumped

  were a place, the mayor would have given me the keys to the city by now. Indeed, if Dumped were a kingdom, I would be its queen.




  There’s always a moment when you’ve just been freshly dumped. Maybe you know the one: you’re at a party, or in a bar, feeling like you’ve recently been flayed. It’s

  exactly as if you’ve got no skin on – just a cocktail dress straight on top of organs. You’re standing around, painfully aware of the nothingness at your side where your boyfriend

  often used to stand. You see a woman approaching from the other side of the room. It’s always the same kind of person: maybe they mean well, but they’re essentially nosy. And bossy. The

  sort who can say ‘You look great!’ and make it sound like an accusation.




  Anyway, she crosses the room, spots the red around the rims of your eyes, and edges in for the kill. She’s quivering with enthusiasm, her head tilted in that aggressively caring manner.

  ‘Hi there, how are you?’




  You rub your lips together against your teeth, stoically jutting your chin out a little. ‘Oh, fine, fine. You know how it is.’




  ‘I was so sorry to hear about you and x.’




  ‘Yes, well, you know how it is.’




  You know it’s coming. There is never a break-up without this moment. Don’taskmedon’taskmedon’taskme.




  ‘So . . . was it your decision or his?’




  Sheaskedmesheaskedmesheaskedme. Bitch. ‘Well, um, actually, it was his. You know how it is.’




  There it is: number one of the many horrors in any break-up. Heartache and loss can be excruciatingly painful and cripplingly sad – whoever’s decision it was to end the relationship,

  and whatever the reasons were. But the sting of being dumped is a unique pain. Having to admit that your heart has been ripped in two by a guy who’s decided he’s no longer interested in

  you is almost as painful as being dumped itself.




  But why? What the hell is it that’s inflicting this perceived humiliation? A break-up is rarely one person’s fault more than the other. And even if it was, can you seriously name a

  dumpee who has emerged from the experience anything other than happier than she was beforehand? Of course not. The unique nature of any dumpee’s agony means that you will almost always

  resurface wiser and have more fun. Meanwhile, the dumper often scarpers, jumping from one relationship to another, desperately trying to avoid getting ‘found out’ for not being perfect.

  Tsk.




  Don’t get me wrong – I am not suggesting that Dumped is a happy kingdom, littered as it is with photographs hastily torn in two, beheaded flowers and sweatshirts that ‘just

  smell of him’. Its inhabitants are usually shoddily dressed in odd socks, lying prone on sofas with melted pots of ice cream dangling from one hand and a box of tissues from the other.

  Sometimes, in a leafy glade next to the stream there are some tables and disco balls. Upon those tables are girls gripping alcopops, dancing frenziedly to ‘I Will Survive’ – arms

  aloft, feet tapping, eyes glistening. But the teary streaks of mascara are giving them away. They’re not enjoying their stay in Dumped any more than the workaholics sitting on the grassy

  verge, whose rictus grins, immaculately pressed workwear and unnatural commitment to the office are giving them away.




  You see, no one wants to be there, but most of the time it’s the only way to get somewhere better. Think of it as a busy airport when your flight’s delayed on the way to a

  fabulous, much longed-for holiday. You genuinely believe you are trapped in that hell for ever. But you will take off eventually, and then . . . sunshine!




  Visitors to the kingdom of Dumped usually try to leave as fast as they can, and fair enough. But one thing’s for sure – never believe a girl who says that she hasn’t

  been there. She’s either lying, or suffering from a serious case of misguided pride. Because it’s happened more than once to pretty much everyone. And it hurts just as much every time

  whether they were thirteen or one hundred and thirteen. Believe me.




  I got sick of hiding it. Yes, I was prepared to see things through. Yes, I was prepared to take emotional risks and give things another chance. Yes, I was prepared to say how I felt first, even

  if it meant he might not reciprocate. And yes, it got me dumped. So I thought: know your enemy. What is it about getting dumped that makes it such a unique agony? How can I find out everything that

  there is to know about it, and get over it? So I did. And by the time I had, I saw getting dumped as a badge of honour, not a source of shame. And so should you. Trust me, I’m the Queen of

  Dumped.




  





  1




  Getting Dumped




  





  Until I went for a pizza after work a few years ago I had filed getting dumped under ‘inconveniently

  upsetting’ rather than ‘heartbreaking’. I’d never been dumped from a grown-up relationship, and to be honest, I wasn’t that sure what all the fuss was about. Of

  course, it would be annoying, or a dent to anyone’s pride, but surely not deserving of the wailing it induced in the girls I’d known in my teens or early twenties. Why on earth did

  people need to take days off work? Or talk about it all the time?




  How quickly we forget. How quickly we are reminded.




  Oh, I knew there was a bit of a storm brewing that night. Not even an actual storm, more like the emotional equivalent of that very gusty, slightly creepy hint-of-rain kind of weather –

  the sort that blows a lot of dust and random three-day-old newspaper pages up into your face. (And sometimes, usually when you’re feeling particularly wretched, a cigarette butt.) But I

  didn’t think it was going to be Armageddon, I didn’t even think it was going to be close. I was a little nervous, but deep down I was feeling pretty confident. In fact, I was even

  feeling a little empowered – a feisty woman of the new millennium. All we needed to do was to get a few things straight about the way he’d been treating me, which would be easily sorted

  out, and then it would be plain sailing. I had a clear mental image of myself expressing my frustrations and anxieties in a level-headed, firm but courteous manner. I wouldn’t point my

  finger, but from time to time I would make firm eye contact with my head tilted to one side, artfully using my well-honed communication skills to convey that while I understood him, I wasn’t

  to be messed with. Perhaps the woman at the table next to me would assume I was a hotshot lawyer, able to turn any situation to my advantage. And the waiters would lean languorously against the bar

  discussing how lucky Nate was to have a girl like me. So beautiful, but so strong. And yet so understanding.




  I had pretty much worked out what I was or wasn’t going to compromise on, and while I wasn’t looking forward to the conversation, I was looking forward to it being over. It was all

  going to go my way. I had the skills and the spirit. All I had to do was use them.




  Nate and I got to the restaurant and I took a surreptitious look around. This would do. An elegant pizza place, classy but not overwhelming. Smart enough for neither of us to make a scene, but

  not so chichi as to be intimidating in case I needed to take my gesticulation skills up a notch. This was definitely the kind of place sophisticated lawyers came to grab a quick bite before nipping

  off to the Curzon to see an enlightening yet life-affirming Iranian short film. I was still in control.




  I can’t stress enough how regularly I was in control of things. It’s just that quite often it was only for short, fifteen-minute bursts. Again, I can’t emphasize enough how

  awe-inspiring these short bursts must have been to those younger and less worldly wise than myself, or even to whose who weren’t. But, from time to time, I did wish that these surges of

  empowerment went on for longer. I was actually quite looking forward to giving my overdeveloped communications skills a bit of an airing; to laying out my well prepared, reasoned and firm but fair

  arguments. But we had barely ordered when I was informed that it was all over.




  ‘What, you and me? Completely over? With no discussion, no trying to make it work? Even after a couple of years of really great stuff?’ I tried to do a huffy, disdainful exhalation

  of air from my bottom lip, but a tiny – seriously tiny, smaller than a grain of rice really – piece of breadstick became caught in the crossfire, landing like a grenade on the end of a

  prong of his fork. He didn’t mention it, or condescend to brush it away. He just looked at it in an understanding way, as if he were imagining how difficult it must be to be me.




  ‘Yes, I can’t keep this up any more,’ he replied, with a side helping of immense and earnest patience. His tone was now that of a teacher who’d had a long day, and was

  looking forward to a warm, relaxing bath – but who wasn’t going to give up on that really dumb kid at the back of the class first.




  ‘Keep this up? I didn’t realize it was an endurance test. No one was forcing you to go out with me, were they? And what about New York? You’ve been promising to go with me for

  over a year – were you lying all that time?’




  ‘No, of course not. Don’t be silly. I’d love to take you, but I just can’t.’




  ‘Don’t be silly?! I love you, I thought you loved me, and I have been having rather a nice time being your girlfriend – have you just been going along with this under

  sufferance?’




  ‘Well, I haven’t been enjoying myself for several months.’




  One should never underestimate the power of the passive-aggressive statement to instantly evaporate one’s self-confidence. This had in no way been the plan. I could feel my heart

  thundering somewhere in my chest, and my throat seemed to be getting tighter and tighter. Even the tiny piece of breadstick on his fork now seemed to be staring at me, watching for my next move. I

  felt paralysed. For the first time since someone told me that tonic water was fattening, I was completely and utterly floored.




  But not for long. Even though I was fully aware that this was what getting your heart broken felt like, I was also most assuredly aware that if he was capable of talking to me like that, I was

  going to be better off without him in the long run. Well, that’s not strictly true. I didn’t really know it, but with the benefit of hindsight I reckon that on some kind of

  primal level, I was almost definitely slightly aware of it. In a women’s intuition-type way. Well, perhaps there was a large part of me that had no idea that things would ever get

  any better. In fact, in all honesty, I think I can now remember how sure I was that nothing would ever, ever be good again. I was in complete shock – I think I mentioned that. This was not

  the plan. This was not the ‘clearing the air’ argument that I’d anticipated. This was most certainly not lusty debate that was ultimately going to bring us closer together,

  resulting in a realization a few short months later that we were ready to move in with each other. Instead, the only coping strategy springing to mind was to get up and leave the table. I am a firm

  believer that while running away won’t solve your problems, it is often an excellent first move.




  In short, there was no way I was going to stick around to eat my Pizza of Rejection. Nothing could convince me to sully my lips with such filth. Nate couldn’t possibly want me to stay and

  eat. The waiters would just have to bring it to an empty table. So, with all the dignity I could muster while my bottom lip was wobbling, I stood up. Then reached into my bag and got out my credit

  card. I defiantly threw it on to the table as a gesture of utter contempt, knowing it wouldn’t be used, but also knowing I was damned if I was going to be seen to accept his sympathy at this

  stage. Then, very slowly (and elegantly, I like to think), I walked to the bathroom. The minute I got there I realized that I didn’t need the loo at all, and so the person in the stall next

  to me was going to think I was either quite mad, an unsubtle drug fiend or some kind of Rebecca Loos-type pervy textaholic. So I left the stall and stared blankly into the mirror, trying to work

  out how this had happened. It felt a little like a dream: when you wake up aware that you have experienced certain emotions, but the enormous unexplained gaps in your memory mean you have no idea

  how you came to be feeling these things. As I saw my as yet uncrying but nevertheless haggard face in the mirror, I understood how people like Simon Cowell got to be millionaires. All those songs,

  making all those promises about you never having to feel like this again, or how you’re not alone because everyone has been through this at some stage. But I was alone. Alone in a

  strangely asymmetrical bathroom with slightly odd starey-looking eyes. Alone in the most intense way I had felt in my whole life.




  My glazed eyes were starting to terrify me, and my bottom lip was quivering even more unnervingly. I could feel the tears – they weren’t far off – so I decided it was time to

  get my belongings and leave as quickly as possible. I did not want him to see me crying. I left the bathroom, only slightly banging my face on the door as I pulled it open a little too fast, and

  only slightly staggering backwards as a result. I’m pretty sure no one saw me. I resumed my elegantly wounded but dignified walk back to the table. I was a couple of paces away when I

  realized two things: I now really did need the loo, and there were two credit card slips on the table. Yes, he’d dumped me. In public. And he’d gone Dutch. I was paying for my own Pizza

  of Rejection.




  Luckily for me, my friend Sally was having a party that night. Nate and I had been planning to go there after our pizza. I knew that at the very least I, as the wounded party, would keep custody

  of the night’s social event, so I informed Nate that I was off to see Sally and that he wasn’t welcome. He acknowledged defeat quickly (presumably relieved to be absolved of the

  responsibility for getting me home without incident) and walked with me to the tube stop. He then tried to kiss me goodbye, but I was concentrating too hard on getting away from him as briskly as

  possible so we ended up head-butting slightly and scuttling away in our different directions.




  I’m sure you’ll agree that apart from the whole my-argument-going-not-entirely-as-I’d-planned thing, I was doing pretty well. I’d been dumped, had so far maintained my

  dignity and, more importantly, was heading towards vodka and sympathy. Surely things could only get better. I was fine as I went down the escalator; I just tossed my hair back a few times, telling

  myself resolutely, ‘Well, honestly, what a loser! He can’t even come to Sally’s party now, ha haa.’ But then I had to wait seven minutes for a train, and the panic and

  sadness started to creep up on me. It was all starting to seem a little bleaker by the time the doors to my carriage opened.




  As the train headed beneath the Thames, I had tears streaming down my face. There was no one in my carriage except a small oriental businessman who had so far ignored me studiously. A couple of

  seconds later I let out a huge, weird, gulpy sob. The businessman’s head jerked up in shock, he caught my eye, looked as appalled as if I’d taken off all of my clothes to reveal buboes,

  and immediately looked away. I bowed my head and sniffed, willing the train to hurry up. I was the most humiliated I have ever been. And that’s including the time I turned up for interviews

  at my prospective university on 14 March instead of 14 February.




  On an ordinary day, the walk from the tube stop to Sally’s party wouldn’t have seemed too far – perhaps three or four minutes. But with a tear-stained, make-up-smeared face, a

  heart full of pain and a stomach full of nothing, the journey seemed interminable. I had managed some relatively effective damage control on the tear smears, using a paper napkin I had snuck into

  my pocket on leaving the restaurant, but it was the gulpy sobs I was most worried about. I shouldn’t really have concerned myself with them; they were the least of my troubles, because for

  the last three hundred metres of the journey I’d been doing an extraordinary speed walk. So anxious was I to get myself to the bosom of my friends, I had adopted that loose-hipped yet

  competitive gait so beloved of Olympic walkers and pushy women on the first day of the Harrods sale. My dignified vignette was completed by my decision to try and hold my breath in order to stop

  myself from crying. So I had a puffed-out chest, a stained and blotchy face, and the walk of a constipated athlete.




  And the promise of vodka.




  As I opened the door to the pub I could immediately see Sally and James, Nate’s best friend, standing on lookout for me, each armed with two vodka tonics.




  ‘He texted us,’ they said simultaneously, to which I thought simultaneously, How sweet, he just wants me to be OK. He still cares about me. Maybe we can work it all out tomorrow . .

  . and, What a bloody saint, he’ll spend 3p on a text to rid himself of the guilt of not having to look after me, but wouldn’t fork out for my Pizza of Rejection. There then followed a

  delicate situation where my sobbing self tried to hug the two of them together while they still clutched a glass in each hand. We ended up resigning ourselves to a funny kind of chest-bump each,

  then settling down to The Explanation.




  ‘So, what on earth brought it about? Why tonight? How did it happen?’ demanded Sally.




  ‘Well, we’d had a tiff on email earlier in the day because I was really upset with him after last night—’




  ‘What happened last night? I saw you at the theatre and everything seemed fine,’ interrupted James.




  ‘He didn’t come home with me, and then he didn’t even call or text to check that I had got home OK. When I did get back to the flat and tried to call him, his phone was turned

  off because he’d already gone to bed. I wouldn’t normally be such a wuss, and I know it’s been a month since I was mugged, but what upset me was the idea that he could go to bed

  totally relaxed, not knowing if I was lying in a ditch or not.’




  James nodded sagely as it dawned on him that immense disloyalty was now being required of him.




  ‘Exactly, exactly,’ Sally soothed. ‘Well, it just goes to show that you’re better off without him. The idiot, how could he be so selfish?’ Sally was fast

  approaching her strident, no-nonsense stage of drunkenness. Usually this was quite exciting, as for 99 per cent of the time she is the very model of measured, reasoned behaviour and conversation.

  But when she feels strongly about something, there can be no predicting, no pattern and no containing the ways in which she might react. She can sit for entire dinner parties with a benign, pensive

  face, contributing the odd wry comment while everyone else starts to shame themselves with their bitching and giggling. Or she can start to giggle a lot, as if daring herself to say more and more

  uncharacteristically flippant things, until she’s whipped herself into a sniggering frenzy usually reserved for young teenagers. Or, most excitingly of all, she can become Strident Sally.




  And Strident Sally it was who got the full story of how I’d had the temerity to ask for a little support after getting mugged. I didn’t expect a frickin’ police escort, but a

  phone call at the end of the night would have been nice. At first it had been great going out with someone with so much respect for women, their strengths and their capabilities. But it turned out

  that Nate didn’t seem to have quite so much respect for my frailties, and me prompting him had yielded unexpected results. This explanation was met with huffing and eye rolling from Sally

  (interspersed with a little hand squeezing and some hair stroking). James continued to nod sagely, and his loyalty stretched as far as: ‘He just doesn’t get it, does he?’ This

  prompted further tears from me, and as soon as I had confirmation that my flatmate Jo was at home, ready for me, I tottered home.




  I had always been under the impression that Jo was a huge fan of Nate. They’d got on when he was at our house or we were at mutual friends’ parties, and she’d never really had

  a harsh word to say about him. But, as I opened the door to our little Shepherd’s Bush flat that evening, I was quickly corrected. She was standing at the top of the stairs as I came in the

  outside door. Her hands were on her hips and her eyes were blazing. She had a packet of cigarettes sticking out of the front of her jeans like a loaded revolver. ‘What a fucking

  wanker,’ were her first words, and ‘Do you want gin or vodka?’ were her next. She was a great, great flatmate.




  We stayed in the kitchen chatting for about an hour – Jo pacing up and down, excelling herself with a varied and imaginative stream of obscenities and declarations, starting with the:

  ‘Honestly, he wasn’t all that. I mean, he had OK hair but he was a bit full of himself . . .’ and working towards: ‘The future begins now, and he is simply never going to

  feature in it!’ via: ‘Urgh, even his “cool” T-shirts made him look fat,’ as I sat beneath a rug on the comfy kitchen chair shivering, laughing and sniffling.




  I would love to be able to tell you that I then went to bed for some restful sleep before the hardship of the days to come. But I can’t. I definitely went to bed. But then a couple of

  hours later I woke up. Vaguely aware that I felt a little melancholy about something, I shuffled over to the other side of the bed, seeking the heat of Nate’s body to comfort me as I drifted

  back to sleep. And at this point I’d love to be able to tell you that I either a) realized my error, feistily tossed my long glossy hair across his pillow and went straight back to sleep

  dreaming of the success I was going to make of myself without him, or b) sat up, shed a delicate tear, lit a scented candle and did half an hour’s meditation until I drifted back into

  heartbroken but elegant slumber. But I can’t.




  It’s a long time ago now, so I’ve pretty much shrugged off most of the shame, but the truth was this: I woke up, rolled over, remembered what had happened and burst into tears like

  an irrational five-year-old who has just realized she’s lost a mitten at the play park. I was inconsolable. I had gone to bed relatively positive after Jo’s excellent impression of the

  evil renegade member of a desperate girl group. But all of a sudden it was 3.30 a.m., I was all alone, I felt rather shaky (possibly DTs after what must have been half a bottle of vodka?) and it

  was all coming flooding back. I burst into bizarre howling tears and sat on my bed crying for about twenty minutes before I decided to have a bath, where I sat, shoulders still heaving, thick ropes

  of snot coming out of my nose, for a further twenty minutes. At a couple of points I actually got a bit bored of the fact that I was still crying, and tried some variations on the common bawl in

  the hope that Jo might wake up and carry on feeling sorry for me. Unfortunately she’d had the other half of the bottle of vodka and was fast asleep sounding alarmingly like Grandpa Simpson.

  Then a new wave would hit me and I just surrendered, hoping that perhaps I could get all of the hurt out in one batch and then be fine by morning, kind of like cash-and-carry heartache. Eventually,

  after an extended spell of the weird stuttery breathing you get after a serious bout of crying, I got myself together, back into bed and back to sleep.




  The next morning I was woken by what I initially thought was my alarm clock but turned out to be my mobile phone ringing. It was my sister Lily. Despite being three years younger, Lily is

  infinitely better than me at most things that matter. The most obvious of her effortless talents are her looks. While I struggled through my teens, unappetizingly combining puppy fat with eighties

  fashion, Lily preferred to glide through adolescence, the kind of terrifying teenager who exudes a disdainful cool. I was just about coming to terms with her superior cool skills when I invited her

  to come and stay with me at university, only for the guy I’d had my eye on all term to declare: ‘Lily’s gorgeous, she looks just like a digitally enhanced version of you.’ I

  had slipped past the finishing post of life’s early challenges, such as riding a bike with stabilizers, mastering Latin grammar or tying the laces on a pair of GreenFlash, but Lily has always

  been a fountain of knowledge on anything actually useful – driving, sales shopping, being able to stand up to your boss or, indeed, negotiating with boys.




  She’s also a firm believer in telling it like it is. Sometimes she doesn’t even bother with telling it like it actually is, but just goes for how she’d like

  it to be. Thus, she seems to make things go her way.




  ‘Oh, Ali, I got your text when I woke up. How are you?’




  ‘Um, OK, I suppose. Where are you? Can you talk?’




  ‘Yes, I’m outside of work, waiting for them to open up, but I’ve been here for ten minutes and no one’s turned up. Idiots.’




  Lily used to work for a flagship branch of Gap, where she managed to exceed every sales target she was ever set through sheer force of personality and belief in the fact that she knew what made

  people look their best. Innocents would come in for a pair of socks and leave with complete new wardrobes, as well as entirely fresh perspectives on themselves.




  Having been told the basics, it didn’t take her long to launch into her opinion on what had gone wrong in my relationship. She believed that the rot had set in years ago. Unfortunately for

  me, she also believed in telling me so, truthfully and brutally.




  ‘You know, every guy isn’t automatically going to dump you and you’ve got to get your head around that. Also, you’re not actually the first person that this has happened

  to. And as for Nate, you’ve been moaning about the things he’s done for ages. What on earth stopped you from seeing it coming?’




  ‘Well, now that you put it like that, I don’t know really. I guess I must just be really stupid.’




  ‘Oh, get a grip! What are you talking about? You know Latin and loads of stuff about old books. Surely you can handle this, you little git.’




  ‘Well, what good are books? What the hell is the point in knowing fucking Latin if I’m still so crushingly idiotic about boys? I feel as if I’m the only person dumb enough to

  have ever been dumped, and I feel as if no one will ever understand how painful this is. I can physically feel it.’




  ‘Don’t be so bloody ridiculous. It’s happened to the best of us.’




  ‘That doesn’t matter to me. It’s not making it any better or worse to know that it’s happened to almost everyone. It feels like the first time. And I feel like I’m

  the only one.’




  ‘For heaven’s sake – you’re not.’




  I was beginning to regret seeking any kind of solace in sisterhood, as she seemed to be using it as some kind of excuse to remind me that I was a massive nerd and she has been cool since she was

  a zygote. She could be so selfish. ‘Well, who’s been dumped as painfully as me? WHO?’




  ‘I’ve got my own life to live, you know? I don’t have time to indulge you like this. You shouldn’t dwell on these things when you could be doing something sensible like

  Scottish Country Dancing instead . . .’




  ‘Something sensible like Scottish Country Dancing?! You’re going to be opening village fêtes next. What are you talking about?’




  ‘Everyone knows it’s the thing that makes you happiest, because it involves the four key elements to contentment: interaction with others, physical exercise, music and a sense of

  flow that makes you concentrate on patterns. It’s really very cheering.’




  ‘You’re crazy. I am NOT going to start dancing.’




  ‘Fine. But you’ll wish you had. And you still won’t be the only person to have ever been dumped. I know you like to think you’re special, but you’re not alone in

  this one.’




  ‘I’m the one who likes to think she’s special?’




  ‘Zip it, sista.’




  





  2




  You’re Nobody ’Til Somebody Dumps You: The Heartbroken in History




  





  Don’t get the idea that I’m one to wallow in the misery of my fellow sisters (I can’t think how you

  would), but it’s a sorry fact that we all risk the pain of being dumped. It turns out it’s happened to the best and the worst of us. In fact, it usually happens to the strongest,

  coolest and most beautiful women imaginable – because they’re the ones who are brave enough to be emotional risk-takers, or are simply the ones who scare men a little bit with their

  mighty feminine prowess.




  Whatever you do, don’t look at this as a list of examples of how to respond to getting dumped. Not all of these women dealt with the situation admirably. They can offer some lessons, but

  most of all they offer comfort; it’s good to know that it’s been happening since the dawn of time and continues to happen – Kylie is testament to this fact – and you are not

  alone in suffering this pain.




  Dido – Queen of Carthage, star of the Latin text The Aeneid by Virgil, published in 19 BC




  Let’s kick off with Dido, as, quite frankly, she was a mega-star – gorgeous, powerful, and more than a little feisty . . .




  As with most powerful women, Dido had a reputation for being high maintenance. As with most powerful women . . . NO WONDER! For heaven’s sake, at a young age she was married to her uncle,

  who was then murdered for his cash by her brother. Instead of staying in and watching reruns of ancient Greek Sex and the City she went off and founded a city of her own – by the

  niftiest means imaginable. Iarbas, a local king, took a shine to her and said he’d give her as much land as could be covered by a single ox hide. Instead of swooning with either gratitude or

  indignation, she rolled her eyes, rolled her sleeves up and had a hide cut into strips then stretched. Hence Carthage. And she didn’t even have to snog Iarbas!




  He wrought his mighty revenge (as they did) in his own way. When Aeneas, a travelling Trojan soldier, found himself on the shores of Carthage, it wasn’t long before he and Dido were

  exchanging furtive glances and Dido was confessing her crush to her sister Anna. It turned out that even property-savvy royalty have hearts: she could ‘get no peace from love’s

  disquiet’, and as they were doing their eyeliner-heavy make-up and twirly Greek hairstyles Dido was soon exclaiming: ‘How gallantly he looks! How powerful in chest and shoulders! I

  really do think, and have reason to think, that he is heaven-born.’ She had it bad.




  Anna quite rightly told her to go for it, but as one with a somewhat forthright sister myself, I do think it was a little harsh of her to describe Dido’s heart as ‘atrophying’.

  Up in the heavens Juno and Venus – very much the Sharon Osbourne and Dermot O’Leary of mortal love affairs – decided to Make It So. The next day Dido and Aeneas had planned a

  grand day’s hunting, and while they were out in the woods, the gods got to work on an epic storm. And what do you know? Soon they found themselves sheltering in the same cave, and it

  didn’t take too long before one thing led to another . . .




  The new couple, looking an awful lot like Kate and Sawyer from Lost, went on to ‘spend the winter in debauchery’. It was surely an inevitability that Iarbus would soon find

  out, and when he did he went straight to Jupiter – the Simon Cowell of the gods. You see, Aeneas had a previous deal with Jupiter (to found Rome and to do so without dallying in Carthage), so

  he had to dump the lovely Dido. That most ancient of conversations ensued: ‘I have to concentrate on my career right now. This next year or so is when I’ve really got to make my mark,

  and I can’t fully commit to a full-on relationship at the moment.’




  ‘Great, tell me this now that I’ve totally fallen in love with you, exposed my most intimate thoughts and emotions to you, and spent the winter in debauchery with you.’




  Aeneas was perhaps the first in a long line of men to top it off with, ‘Well, I never promised to marry you either, did I?’ (For the geeks among you, the Latin for this is:

  ‘nec coniugis umquam praetendi taedas, aut haec in foedera veni.’)




  Dido tried everything to get Aeneas to stay. Don’t we all. She even developed ‘hectic blotches upon her quivering cheeks’ – it’s a relief to know I’m not the

  only one that happens to. Unfortunately she went a little off-message at this point, and hurled herself onto an enormous pyre and stabbed herself with a sword Aeneas (the old romantic) had given

  her.




  Poor old Dido had a tough life and an even harsher end. I like to think that if I’d been around I could have had a good go at talking her round. Perhaps Anna wasn’t as good a sister

  as Lily. Or maybe I’m just lucky I’ve never had to go up against Jupiter for a man. Either way, the story of Dido and Aeneas is hugely comforting – if it can happen to someone as

  cool as Dido then it can happen to anyone.




   




  

    There are few women who know as much about heartache as Miss Piggy. There are even fewer pigs. But none of them handle it with such verve and

    élan.




    ‘Is there a cure for a broken heart? Only time can heal your broken heart, just as only time can heal his broken arms, legs . . .’

    Miss Piggy


  




  Jennifer Aniston – actor and ex-Mrs Pitt




  I can’t imagine that there’s much more to be said about Jennifer Aniston’s heinous celebrity dumping by Brad Pitt, but it is worth remembering that there were

  ten whole years when a large number of us wished we could be her, before she unwillingly donned her crown as The World’s Most Famous Dumpee.




  From the moment that Friends hit our screens Rachel Green – and by extension Jennifer Aniston – was the cute, funny girl who could persuade guys to do whatever she wanted.

  She was the infuriating girl who got effortlessly served first at the bar, and didn’t have to pay speeding fines because she made the traffic policeman think that he actually had a chance

  with her. For years we wanted Jen’s hair, Jen’s fun job, Jen’s wardrobe-to-die-for, and Jen’s perfect marriage.




  In those days Angelina was just a scary goth with big lips and a crush on her brother – no one really took her that seriously. But then Angelina had a swift transformation into some kind

  of Mother Earth/Audrey Hepburn hybrid and began her full schedule of adopting babies like other people collect different-coloured Smartie lids. All of a sudden Angelina was kind, wise and

  beautiful, while Jennifer was slightly lightweight, with silly high-maintenance hair and a visible neediness that was miles from Uber-Angelina’s apparent competence. And she was dumped. As is

  ever the case, that which had once made her so vulnerable, so lovable, was now her downfall.
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