
 

Letter To My First Lover 

 

I admire how the water falls here, powerfully plunging deep down into its pools where the calmness 

resides. The sun boldy plays hide and seek above, allowing the water to dance  joyfully in its rays. Such 

Godlike creation can put you in a trance. I bask in its greatness at peace with myself, tracing the corners 

of a creased letter whose words once hindered me. 

 

Dear first lover, 

 

I could write this letter to multiple beings, me before you, me during you and you, solely. All for my own closure, 

because I simply cannot change what has happened. We can either make peace with our past or forget it, 

although it seems that either one consists of the other. In order to forget it we would have to be somewhat at 

peace with it, in order to make peace with our past we would have to somehow brush it off. I look back in 

retrospect and ask myself why I allowed myself to bear the discomfort. It still saddens me to this day but after 

everything we have endured, I am glad I was able to grow.  

 

You’ve always struggled to understand me, which then caused me to question my own reasoning. However, in 

hindsight I think you just didn’t try to. answered with the blunt “No.” Yet it still cut like a knife, relentlessly. Your 

words knew exactly how to cut me, and even when you didn’t choose to speak, it cut even more. There were days 

of silence, miscommunications warped into cruel arguments. Or the nights where I’d swear it was over and later 

you’d bittersweet talk me into compliance.  I always did, comply, I asked you if you thought this was normal and 

you dismissed the question. 

 

Too much has happened and I admit this is bitter of me to say but you do not deserve to hear me, but you do 

deserve to know. Our relationship was the bane of my life, we were blinded by delusion, yet I felt comfortable 

because I was strangely fueled by the feeling of constant routine. But it brought out the worst in me. I was 

jealous, dishonest, insecure.  And that’s when I had to question myself. Is this really who I am? My pillow grew 

into my very own evergreen garden and I watered it every night. Now my tears are in drought because I spent all 

of those years in a cloud. No. This wasn’t because of the what happened, this was because the way we treated 

each other was wrong, and damaging.  

 

A lot of people would say that keeping it at my age would have been too much to take and a lot of other people 

would say that my decision was wrong. But a lot of people would want to have a say regardless. 

 

I initially wanted to keep it. But the state of our relationship grew to the worst it could have been. I cut all 

communication after we parted and left it at that. I couldn’t and cannot bear to have you in my life anymore. 

Otherwise I would just be surviving. That’s when I knew that whilst aborting might not have been the right 

choice, it was the only choice for my situation. To this day it breaks my heart thinking about it, knowing that I 



could have been looking after a life, yet I couldn’t look after my own, and I can only imagine how it feels finding 

out by reading this. A selfish decision yes, but for once, it was the only one I made for myself.  

 

My best friend’s toilet holds the memory of me finding out. Summer holidays, I woke up in her bedroom, 

darkened by her heavy set of beige curtains, as the light desperately tried to claw its way in.  The peace 

of her slumber and her soft breaths beside me brought me some comfort. Routinely, I messaged you 

asking if you were up and our daily conversation began. I remembered the pervasive anxiety that crept 

up and invaded the corners of my mind. Throughout those few weeks the search engine was my close 

friend, telling me everything that I didn’t want to hear as it was a horrible truth at 16 years old. I guess it 

was what I got for choosing to dare. Sex comes with consequences and we played with life. My own 

physical state provided proof for a likely positive result but my intellect trained my mind not to believe 

it. The smallest of tasks began to take up most of my energy, my stomach slowly swelling whilst fatigue 

engulfed me. I had all of the symptoms, yet I had avoided taking a test just so I didn’t have to face it. I 

didn’t want the confirmation back then. Now the thought crosses my mind that humans are weak from 

the desire of temporary satisfaction. Joi’s subconscious presence gave me a small amount of confidence 

to find out, which I thought was better than doing it alone at home, and it was.  

 

 

 

Getting up my thoughts trembled, and my vulnerable body turned robotic, as if I mentally removed the 

life from inside me. I caught the white sky from the bathroom window and felt slight comfort at the fresh 

air flowing through. This was soon diminished when my fingers met the plastic white instrument. I sat 

and pulled down the navy blue bottoms I wore to bed and followed the instruction pamphlet precisely. 

Fear pierced the five minute wait I endured and then those two lines struck me. Everything except for 

my emerging tears froze, spilling from the depths of my pain and regret, deepening the gorges in my 

cheeks that you helped form.  

 

I can’t bring myself to speak about it, I hope this letter brings some light to what happened.  

 

Ivy Sison 

 

 

 


