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DEAR E; 
I’m worried about us. The bouts of silence seem to have gotten longer. You no longer find my witty comments amusing. You snicker every time I open my mouth. You always check to see if I’m on the edge every time, you always act like I’m a fragile egg waiting to break and can never be salvaged. You’re hurting me in ways that I can’t explain because you don’t even realize what you’re doing and why I get mad every time.
I don’t exactly remember when this disintegration between us started, was it when your new secretary came into the picture or when he came into our lives and left so abruptly that you were ready to write him off like a blip that never happened, or was it when you finally saw me for who I was and you decided that you couldn’t handle it.
I’m not sure E, I want to scream at you each time you carry your briefcase, kiss my forehead and remind me to go to the doctor.
I want to breakdown every time you ask me if I’m ever going to get around to clearing out his bedroom.
I want to smack you every time you paw at me with your hands, but I can’t. That’s the one thing that makes me come alive because E even when you’re doing a terrible job at being a husband, you do an amazing job at this aspect of marriage.
Don’t think I haven’t noticed E, the way you observe my stomach each month, the way you constantly enquire about my monthly visitor. He told you, didn’t he? That the best way to make sure I forget about him is to give me a new one, but I will never let you replace him, and my blue little pills always have my back unlike you.
DEAR E,
Do you remember the first day we met, I didn’t think you liked me very much you had a look on your face that screamed don’t come near me but that’s fine I didn’t want to come close to you anyways. I was much too intimidated but when you smiled at the barista who served you coffee your face transformed. It was illuminating really, I shrunk further into my seat wanting to watch your face and those dimples forever.
The first time we spoke was when I complimented your red sweater, you had the darn thing on every time I saw you at the coffee shop and I remember thinking that it matched your caramel tone perfectly.
E, do you remember how you smiled and told me how beautiful I was how you began to fall over yourself trying to explain that of course you thought that I was more than just my looks and I remember just wanting you to talk to me forever.
And our first date was at the theatre you probably don’t remember cause you are terrible with memories but you held my hand in the dark and began rubbing circles and I realized then and there that I’d never been more attracted to a man like I was to you.
Then you confessed that you had ben lusting after me for forever. Okay, you didn’t use the word lust, but you were looking at my lips when you said it and I recognized that glint in your eyes.
DEAR E,
This tightness in my chest, this hurt that I feel I don’t know why it’s there. You do thoughtless things these days, things that make me not want to speak to you, things that make me wonder if you even still want to be with me. We’ve talked about this, talked about you and how chill you can be, me and how crazy I can get. 
I used to want to tell you everything but now all I feel we have in common is the overwhelming physical need we have for each other. That’s the one thing I count on now but it’s wrong and it’s not what I want.
I want to feel connected to you like I used to despite the distance that now separates us, it was like this when we were still us too. There would be days when it seemed like you couldn’t get enough of me and I loved it you were always more affectionate than I was in the way that you’d grab my waist or clutch my hand randomly and then days when you were in your head and all you could do was acknowledged that I existed and all I hoped was that you didn’t stop seeing me.
 Cause E if you stopped seeing me than there are all my fears coming through that we were never meant to be that you’re just another passerby in the journey of my life that you’re not the permanent dweller I hoped you were.
DEAR E;
It’s happening again, you were gone for the whole day on a weekend and I was so bored I thought I’d lose my mind and, in that moment, I wondered if you’d ever feel the same way if I wasn’t there. If you would feel the same way if I wasn’t here anymore.
Those insecurities that flare up without warning, they attack and leave me defenseless, so weak that I don’t have the strength to fight against them and I just accept them.
I’m scared that one day you’ll think you can do better than me
I’m scared that one day you’ll think I’m not what you wanted
I’m scared that one day you’ll think I have too much baggage.
I’m scared that one day I’ll listen to this nagging voice that tells me you’re not it. This voice that tries to convince me that I’d be better off without you. 
The voice that wants me to think you won’t love me anymore because I lost our baby because I was too crazy to function properly.
I’m scared that all my insecurities will come bubbling out to the surface and then you won’t be able to handle it. E, I don’t know what I would do without you, I’m not sure I want to be without so even when I feel like we’re drifting miles and miles apart I know I want to be with you but do you want to be with me?
DEAR E,
It wasn’t always this bad between us, we’ve had very happy times together, haven’t we? Those quiet moments when we could get away from our friends and just be together.
Those are moments I would never forget. Those were happy days.
Do you remember when we talked for 12 hours straight? Those were the days when it seemed like there was an unending stream of what to talk about and things to say and things to do. We would watch a movie, or we would play a game.
Some days I think we’ve passed the honeymoon stage and some days I think we are still in the honeymoon stage. I know E, my overthinking things all the time is already a problem, but it’s why I rarely let you in on my thoughts, I’m possessive and selfish with them because I don’t want them to cause harm to us. I want to keep us wrapped in this bubble of happiness forever.
But we are not in that bubble of happiness, anymore are we? You slept in the guest bedroom today. The first time in 10 years that we’ve ever been apart, you said like reaching out for me on our bed pulling me close and feeling my warmth by your side. You said it helps you sleep better, and I just get comfort from knowing that you’re there beside me.
That I can reach out to you anytime E, that you will never leave me like he did but you weren’t here today. You looked at me with such disgust and disappointment before you grabbed your stuff, I was sure that it was all over.
But don’t you see E, I can’t go through that again, I refuse to harm someone I should protect that deeply.
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Today was the worst day, we had an awful fight and you said the worst things right before you grabbed your things and left again. Why do we keep fighting E, why do we keep causing each other so much pain? I only have more questions than answers.
Where did the love go? Remember how you promised me the night you proposed that we would never become that couple, we would never become that couple that forgets how in love they are.
We were so in love E, everybody used to be so jealous of us so envious of the connection we so obviously had with each other. You knew what I needed before I did, and I could anticipate your wants better than anyone else.
Where did those people go, we were empty shells today E. Broken empty bitter people, you said things that hurt, and I said things designed to break any man because I wanted to break you just like he broke me.
I wanted to see you come undone just like I had, I wanted you to grieve openly to wear your sorrow on your sleeve just like I did. I hated you so much, hated you for wanting to replace him. That’s what I saw it as, you wanting to replace him to get a better and more prefect model not one who was defective like he was.
But I did everything I could to stop it from happening and you thought I was crazy, but I was only doing what I had to do to protect his memory.

DEAR E
You came home. I don’t think I’d ever known happiness like this. But then I realized that I have, and it takes me back to the first time we kissed. It was valentine’s and we were at the public library trying to do the research for my psychology class, you concluded that since I didn’t have the time to go on an actual date with you then the trip to the library would be our date.
You made a grand show of telling me everything was amazing even the way I opened the books, I smiled and told you how silly it was. Your eyes crinkled the way it does when you’re up to no good and then you kissed me slow and hesitant as if unsure of how I was going to react, but I instinctively returned the kiss and I remember thinking this was as close to perfect as I would get. And it was perfect, for a while. Then he came into the picture and nothing has remained the same ever since. You buried yourself in more work and I could do nothing else but mope and feel utterly useless.
You tried E, you really did try for the first couple of weeks then it became too much for you, my outbursts, sudden moments of sadness, sudden moments of happiness, how clingy I was to you. You pawned me off to a” professional” you thought he could help me but all he did was to give me pills that made be slower and less lucid.
I’d sleep all the time , I mean I was practically drugged but you thought all your prayers had been answered and you hoped I was getting better I heard it in your tone when you asked how my sessions were, when you helped to pick up my prescription meds from the pharmacy. So eager a new spring in your step, you thought I was coming back to you but these past few days have been an eye opener.
I didn’t get better E, if anything I’m sure I’m much worse.
DEAR E,
The sun is shining brightly again, do you know why? It’s because you smiled at me today. Sure, it was brief, and you caught yourself as if you’d cautioned yourself that there would be no fraternizing between us. You smiled and suddenly the world was a much better place again.
I decided to make your favorite meal, just the way you like it. I hoped that you because you came home, that smile must have meant something, it must have meant that you loved me enough to forgive me, enough to want to work things out.
But it wasn’t, you are still so angry with me and I couldn’t possibly find the words to apologize to you because I don’t feel sorry for what I did and that made you even angrier. Yet amid the turbulence of our emotions, the moment we stopped yelling at each other we were at it, like animals in heat.
I’d hoped that you would be too angry to want to touch me so I stopped using those little blue pills the day you discovered them but the overwhelming need we have for each other overrides that, it trumps any emotion of anger or disappointment that you have for me right now. I am your Achilles heel E; I always have been and I always will be.
.
DEAR E
I went to see him today, and I even prayed, prayed for him to have a happier and more blissful existence wherever he was and then I told whoever it was that was in charge up there to look after him and look after you too because despite everything I love you.
I love you with every fiber of my being and I need you like I need air to breath; I crave you like an addict craves his next fix, the way a thrill seeker seeks the next adrenaline rush. 
You haven’t come E; it’s been three days and you haven’t come home after that day. I was worried for a while until your mother called to ask if we had gotten into a fight trying to pry into our matters, wanting to know why you showed up at her doorstep at 1 in the morning. But I had no answers for her, only questions for you. 
Why was there disgust in your eyes when you walked out of our matrimonial home, was it self-loathing for what we had done or something else?
Were you angry that you couldn’t seem to resist me even when we are facing the worst crisis in our marriage?
Do you still love me E?
Are all the promises you made to me still valid?
 Should I keep believing in us or am I living in a fool’s paradise?
I need you to answer these questions.
I need you to be my person again
I need you. 
Period.

DEAR E
I was looking through our photos today, we were so happy. We were so in love and we really didn’t care who could see it, the more the better is what you used to say.
And when we finally got married, it was the second happiest day of my life because no matter how short meeting him was, holding him in my arms was the happiest day of my life. Having someone who would love me without any reservations. An unconditional type of love that I have always wanted. That I never got.
You promised me that your love would never become like my mama’s, a love that was mixed with bitterness and resentment, a love that hurt more than it helped, a love that broke more than it fixed and I held on to your promise so fiercely but you broke it.
You’ve broken quite a number of promises to me over the years but the most important one was that you would never make me cry ,you made me believe that saying I do to you was saying I do to a lifetime of laughter and happiness but that well of joy dried up pretty quickly didn’t it?
You broke it the day I refused to accept that he wasn’t coming back, and you told me that if I was this unstable then he was better off not even being with me in the first place.
You broke it the day you told me that we should try again, that we shouldn’t dwell too much on the memory but we should move on and all it felt to me was that you were trying to replace him to make his existence disappear.
 
