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3FOREWORD

Foreword
These words were written during my first year of separation, even though 
the idea of the book came while I was still married. To be honest, it’s 
not even about the break up anymore. I began writing to help me heal, 
and during that time I asked myself how I could learn more from the 
experience - how I could help other people overcome that scary place of 
instability and indecision. I saw that I was stuck in many aspects of my 
life. This book is about how I learned to move on in that first year, and 
how it changed the relationships I had with those closest to me.

During the first few months, I saw that strength wasn’t about ‘feeling 
good’ all the time, but to persevere through the bad days. There were 
times I needed to be alone, and on other days, my friends helped me 
tread water. I changed my definition of ‘being ok’...at least for a while.

They say adversity is the Universe’s way of bringing us back to our life 
purpose - and part of me wished I realised that sooner. Would it have  
saved my marriage? I don’t know. That’s irrelevant now, and I can honestly 
say that I am in a happier place - and I hope he is too.

This book, my words, is no guarantee that it will help you to move on, or 
avoid further heartbreak. I do hope, however that it helps you feel more 
optimistic about life after a breakup. I have done my best to be honest, 
no matter how painful it was to write. It is about accepting the good with 
the bad - flaws and all.

My experience also gave me the courage to let go of stale relationships. 
It showed me where the real relationships were, allowing me to connect 
with so many new people; listen to their stories, and drink endless cups 
of coffee. Each new experience taught me to cherish the memories, and 
best of all, begin a new chapter in my life.

To those who shared their stories of life and love - close friends, lovers 
or strangers - your words are now forever part of my journey, so thank 
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you. In the pain and joy of our conversations, it helped me open up more 
of myself. It gave me the courage to write these words with the honesty 
they deserved. 

We are evolving creatures, and change helps us become what we need to 
be in the next phase of our lives. To prepare us for something greater. My 
story isn’t unique, but I hope my words build a bridge beyond your fears. 
I really do.

Many chapters were a continuation from my online blog, and I felt it 
allowed me to reflect more deeply on thoughts and ideas about the next 
phase. Some days, even weeks, I would choose solitude over social 
interaction. I know now that clarity comes in the stillness, in the insomnia 
and the patience. The lesson is that the Universe is always listening. 
Answers come swiftly or in a complicated maze of emotional baggage, 
going around and around on the carousel of life.

My life will never stand still, and this book is but a snapshot of my current 
reality. This is my story, at this moment, but even at the last full stop it 
won’t end. One thing is certain, I will have moved on with love and with 
forgiveness in my heart. Only looking back to remember that even when 
I was at my weakest, I survived.
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chapter One 

walking away
It was a Saturday afternoon, and I found myself hysterically crying on my 
bedroom floor. It was the day after I moved out of the home my husband 
and I shared, and the first time I truly accepted that my marriage was 
over. It was the last time he held me in his arms, and when the tears dried 
up, I packed another bag and left. It happened again a couple of days 
later when I returned, but this time he didn’t come to comfort me. I felt 
so incredibly alone. 

I walked away from my marriage a week after my 33rd birthday, and for 
weeks after, I spent most of my time trying to cling on to what was left 
of my old life. Emotional chaos - people don’t know what to say. I wasn’t 
sleeping more than three or four hours a night, and I didn’t love myself. 
No, I couldn’t love myself, and I ate WAY TOO MUCH junk food. I wanted 
the pain to stop, so I numbed it. I was miserable.

Through that misery I wrote. And swore a lot. There were days when I felt 
that writing was my only escape. Yes, this moment of heartache and self-
loathing, was a huge lesson for me to learn. This couldn’t have happened 
any other way, I really believed that. For me to be truly happy, this had to 
happen, this way, at this time.

I was living in emotional chaos - the numbness, emptiness and anger - 
where grief slaps you in the face when you least expect it. I grieved the 
loss of my best friend and husband, but there was no funeral. In fact we 
still live in the same small town. I had to let go of a ten year relationship 
and sharing my days with him. All that just stopped. Every day I rolled 
over and miss his warm body.
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During this time, people I spoke to ALL had the same line:

“You’re a strong woman, you will get through this.”

To be honest, this made me feel conflicted. I see myself as a strong, glass 
half full kind of woman, yet during this time I felt defeated. Unwanted. 
Basically all I wanted to do was to feed my face with junk food. 

I was lucky though, because my body took that choice away from me, and 
I lost my appetite. I lost weight and food became a necessity - a chore 
even. That’s scary for a foodie! What would I write about? Sniffing a well 
washed lettuce? 

It took two weeks to start processing through the emotional chaos, and 
to find that strength people kept telling me that I had. I threw myself into 
my work – a graphic design day job and ran my dance studio at night. 
It felt like that scene in the movie Twister, where the tornado is swirling 
around them, and a cow goes past and you wonder why the cow is going 
around you when you’re standing still? I couldn’t understand why the 
world moved on without me, and here I was, stuck.

Emotional chaos was my struggle for control, when really, I had to let go. 
Let go of the bitterness. Let of go of the anger. Let go of my expectations 
of what being ok looked like, and what I needed to do to get there. To 
move through the chaos I had to begin to forgive myself and repair my 
ego – I hadn’t seen that sooner. 

I knew that letting go wouldn’t drown me in sadness, it would help me  
to fly.

“I thought a lot whether to send this, with my feelings still being so raw, 
but I know if I hold on to this the harder it is for me to let go with dignity. 
1st, I want to thank you for our 10 years together. We have shared a lot 
of our lives together and there are plenty of happy memories. I hope that 
what you feel for her is real, and that you two will make happy memories 
together. As much as it hurts to write that, I do mean it. As for the house 
and dividing things up, that’s something we will have to work out in the 
coming weeks. Even if the love isn’t there anymore, I hope that we care 
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enough about each other to work it out like adults. I will miss us, but I 
know once I process through what I feel, I will let you go without feeling 
bitterness.”

I sent this text to my ex-husband two days after I left. I kept this because 
it felt like a message from my future self. When this was over, what kind 
of woman did I want to look back on? What did people see in me that I 
couldn’t see myself?

Breaking Up in a Small Town

There was a day I was feeling sorry for myself, maybe I was tired and 
wanted to hide from the world. Then the Universe came calling. Her 
profile popped up on my recommended list. Yes H-E-R. When we were 
still friends, she blocked me before I even realised, so I guess she made 
a new one. Obviously you can’t block people you’re not friends with. Then 
I saw the photo - yes, them together. I should have been sad, right? I 
wasn’t. Sam Hunt was right, it’s hard breaking up in a small town.

Most days are good, some days I crash. At the end of the day, as long as 
I’m moving forward, no matter how slow, that’s better than yesterday.

I once worked with an optimist like me, he too was dealing with a recent 
break up, and it was fascinating to listen to a male version of my thoughts. 
One day we must have both been feeling low, and I talked to him about 
the burdens of being an optimist.

“What do you mean?” He asked.

You see, as an optimist I can’t help but see that the glass is half full, or 
view the big picture that something (or someone) great is just around the 
corner. But I’m human, and I still get impatient. That kind of thinking gets 
things done, but only in the short-term. When I get down, there’s one side 
of me that feels (and shows) that frustration, and another that won’t. He 
put it simply, “Some days I just want to say, F@*k it, I’m tired, I can see 
the good in this later.”
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I can identify with that - days when you want to buy full fat milk and 
Oreos and just be left alone. And get crumbs all over your bed and not 
care. Sorry Mum, I really didn’t.

That’s the burden of an eternal optimist.

I also feel the pressure of where society expects me to be at my age - 
settled down, having popped out a couple of kids, walking along the beach 
with our dog. Ok, I have the dog, check. And, I work with kids. Days like 
these, I stop, breathe, and realise how incredibly blessed my life is - even 
when I haven’t quite figured it out. Walking alone on the beach with my 
dog, I am reminded, this moment, these emotions, are temporary. The 
big picture is actually quite awesome.

I don’t regret loving one man for ten years. It made me realise that I have 
an incredible capacity to love. And I can do it again, but this time better. 
Yes, even better.
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chapter THIRTY-four 

when one  
door closes

Well this is it - today’s my birthday. I’m on a plane somewhere over the 
Tasman Sea and on my way to Melbourne. You can say that I’ve spent 
my 34th birthday getting somewhere, as much as my 33rd was spent 
trying to run away. I gave myself a year to be happy again, to make whole 
whatever part of me was missing, and just to get my shit together really. 
Most of it is pretty good right now, and the rest feels like my fingers are 
gripping the door of the plane as I’m about to jump.

Speaking of jumping out of planes, when they say to jump on three - did 
you know that they actually push you out on two? That’s because people 
are more likely to back out on three. Random tid bit for you to ponder 
over. You see, when we spend our time waiting for the ‘right’ moment, we 
can waste our lives waiting, instead of taking action. Sometimes it’s good 
to be pushed because in that split second when you’re floating and about 
to shit your pants, whether it was your choice or not, you’re on the move. 
Even when your brain is telling you how jumping out into thin air is the 
total opposite of self-preservation, you did it anyway.

“By fighting change (even ones that we need), it will feel 
ugly, unsettling and nerve-wracking.

CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR :  WHEN ONE DOOR CLOSES
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That’s it though, in this journey, there will be times you feel rushed. You 
do things that doesn’t make sense in that moment, but it’s what you 
needed to gain traction towards a better life. To let go.

By the way, absolute fearlessness is over-rated - where’s the fun in that? I 
remember climbing to the top of Angkor Wat temple in Cambodia. Looking 
up, I almost chickened out. Luckily for me, two friends from the tour 
group I was with were adamant that I should. They said that my fear 
of heights shouldn’t deny me some of the most breathtaking views in 
Cambodia. Oh my heart was pounding and I fought vertigo all the way to 
the top. It took every bit of my ego not to cry.

There at the top (after I stopped shaking) was a 360°C view of Siem Riep. 
Beautiful.

By fighting change (even ones that we need), it will feel ugly, unsettling 
and nerve wracking. Like holding your breath underwater when you’re 
first learning how to swim. Your lungs feel like they’re about to burst, 
your body aching all over until you finally come up for air. Oxygen burns 
your throat even though it’s thirsty for more. Ten seconds underwater 
feels like a lifetime. Soon you learn to hold your breath longer and your 
lungs don’t feel like they’re about to rip through your chest. I didn’t learn 
to swim until I was eight, but I’m glad I did. It felt like I swallowed half 
the pool doing it. 

One morning at breakfast, my Mum was telling me about a woman that 
was gossiping about me. Yo, my Mum is feisty, like most Filipinas I know, 
and in that moment she was all in. I love my Mum because she always has 
my back. I wasn’t too worried about that woman, mainly because I know 
who I am and what it took to get here. I gave my Mum a hug and told 
her that I loved her. At the end of the day, do what works for you, and try 
to let go of the fear of being judged. You’re going to be judged anyway.  
Just. Do. You.

There’s a saying that you only fail when you quit, but it doesn’t mean 
you can’t change direction along the way. A bit like pinball. You actually 
score points when you ricochet off obstacles, over and over again.  
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The player has no real control over the playing arena, apart from keeping 
the ball from falling through the gap. Wouldn’t that be amazing - to live 
life without the burden of perfection, knowing that everything you do will 
only make you better? 

Life is an incredible gift and I’m so glad for a chance to live it better. I’m 
itching to travel again, to see more of the world. I want to wake up in an 
unfamiliar country. To cook and eat from the world’s kitchens. To write 
everyday. Most of all, to live a more honest and authentic life.
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dedicated to the lovers, dreamers and him.

“What I hope to become at the end of this is a simpler version  
of myself. A kinder human, both to others and myself, and be less 

critical of my shortcomings. 
 

Come on, let’s have adventures together...”
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