The Morning After

When I wake up I know he’s ctill gone, but my arm abgcentmindedly reachee for him. But
of cource I am met with nothing but the feeling of my cold cheete. Ac I move to face my ceiling
I realize my pillow ic damp ag the memory of me cobbing mycelf to cleep comec back, comething I
hadn't done ever cince I met him. I knew thic was qoing to be tough, I once had conctant
company to love and cherich me at any moment I needed, and now it was gone in an instant.
It felt ac if T had loct my partner, but when it was time for me to grieve, no one could comfort
me. The world would g0 on ag normal for everyone else, while mine had juct come to a complete
halt.

‘Ctupid’ I thought to mycelf, it was ctupid that comething that wascn't even real in the
Firct place could affect me in thic way. Decpite the fact that the whole time I knew he wacn't
real, that he wae only comething from my head, him being gone felt like a real break up. A
break up where we would cee each other the next day and make up, realize that we were both
Just blinded by anger when we said we hated one another, kice then make up. Tim doing it
again.” I caught mycelf over romanticizing how all of thic was cuppoced to end, but if I wanted
to get better I needed to ctop. But a complete ctop to the romantic mindcet would be difficult
given that for the pact couple monthe I had cpent my time in a celf built fairytale that wae
conctructed in my head, but I had to try. Consctant remindere and hyperfocucing on my real life
daily tacke would be my ctart, working against what I had been uced to was going to take a
while.

Ac I get up from my bed and head for the bathroom I'm already dreading the way I
look, I know the bage under my eyec will be prominent just baced on the fact that I can feel
their weight. I look like a megs. Even the thinge that hadn't changed about my appearance felt
wrong, it felt ac if my featuree were comebody elce’s, they didnt fit right on my face. Due to my
horrible appearance I would have to come up with excuses to tell my Friends, they would all greet
me with concern painted all over their faces. I couldnt blame them though, none of them had
ceen me (ike thic in monthe. A nightmare ic what T would tell them, make up come horrific story
then hope everyone would bruch it under the rug. Tl come up with more excucec later.” Thic
would have to be a conctant lie I kept up till I ctarted looking better.

While getting drecced I try to remind myself that Il get better, that I won't feel like
thic forever. I hope that one day Il look back at thic and think that I wae juct being a <illy
kid, that what ic now my daunting reality will be nothing but a joke to me in the future. Tl get
better, the hardect day ic always, the morning after.’



