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To Gena, who always gets it.

I love you, sis.
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You crushed my sweet soul

And forced me to haiku you

Who gets the last laugh?






Preface
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One crisp, fall afternoon, my husband of twelve years asked me out on a lunch date. I was excited to spend time with him, just the two of us, as we’d been living separately for the past few months due to the fact that I was sick with a frightening and unwieldy illness and being in our house made me feel physically worse. We’d made a promise to each other that we would put our place on the market in the spring, after preparing it to sell, and then finally reunite under a healthier roof. Our son was six years old at the time and especially excited to go house hunting so that we could once again be together as a happy little family.

All our plans came to a screeching halt, however, when my husband rushed into the pub where we’d agreed to meet for lunch, insisting that we talk in the parking lot. He was anxious and wild-eyed. I worried that something was wrong with our child or with my husband’s mom, who was babysitting him that day.

“I’ve filed for divorce,” the supposed love of my life nervously blurted out. “You’ll be hearing from my lawyer this week. I’ve been planning this for six months.”

Wait, what?

I’ll be hearing from whom?

Somehow, I’d come to the restaurant for a veggie burger and friendly conversation but was about to leave with a wrecked marriage and a confused, broken heart.

Needless to say, I was completely blindsided by this stealthy and devastating turn of events. I immediately burst into tears—a real snotty, ugly cry. My mind couldn’t make sense of what he’d said or what was about to go down. It had been only a week since we’d happily thrown our son’s birthday party together, and a few days since he’d kissed me goodbye after a family dinner. In fact, the day before, we’d spent a beautiful afternoon at an Oktoberfest fair, and there were no signs of upset—only a close sense of family and a reminder to meet for lunch the next day.

Yet now, in the parking lot, my husband rattled off a series of reasons that he was ending our marriage. First and foremost: he didn’t want to deal with any more illness and was financially drained from putting my body back together. He also insisted that I somehow caused him to develop a medical condition, which we would soon learn was a misdiagnosis, and that I was a perfectionist because I liked a clean kitchen. Huh? I stood there in shock, listening as the man who’d vowed to love me against all odds remorselessly stated his case for leaving our marriage. He’d given no warning that he wanted to split—not one conversation, no mention of counseling, nada. It felt as if he were stabbing me in the gut and indifferently watching me bleed; the emotional pain was so intense that it physically hurt. I couldn’t reconcile the marriage that I thought I’d had for over a decade with the stranger standing before me. The whole interaction lasted about eight minutes, as if he were thoughtlessly dumping a high school fling. He then left me in the parking lot alone, sobbing so hard that a stranger pulled over to ask if I needed a ride.

Over the following weeks, I hired a lawyer and put on a good face for our son. In private, I cried like a maniac and took superlong naps. I had trouble pulling myself out of bed to shower and see friends, but I forced myself to do this (almost) daily. I ate too many Swedish fish and went for countless walks. I talked to my therapist, joined a Facebook support group with other divorced women, and picked the brains of friends whose exes had behaved similarly to mine. Yet because of my health, there was a lot that I couldn’t do, like hitting the gym to sculpt a revenge body, smoking pot to forget my troubles, going out for drinks and getting blotto, or losing myself in hot rebound sex. I had to figure out how to work through my shit in a healthy-ish way—through no-fuss therapy that required minimal effort yet offered maximum gratification.

Then one afternoon, while waiting to meet a friend for a walk, I thought about how my therapist had urged me to write about my situation, perhaps in a memoir or essay, but a fog of sadness, fear, and anger had gotten in the way of my having much perspective on it. I also couldn’t bring myself to rehash what had happened in a long and detailed account without wanting to kill my ex. I thought, If only there were a way to vomit my feelings onto the page bluntly enough to offer relief yet briefly enough for me to escape unscathed. I needed to vent and move on, over and over, until the agony subsided.
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