
An Epistolary: Losing my Mind 
 
 
September 04, 2017 
 
Dear Cory,  
Today marks a year since we last saw each other.  
Three hundred and sixty-five days.  
 
Wow. 
 
I thought I'd bring out my pen and notepad for a final letter, an irrevocable goodbye.  
 
I finally feel that I’ve grown throughout this journey and now I own the air around me, and in 
some way, I thank you for that. I’ve created new friendships, travelled around and had a few 
nights out.  
But, I feel so much happier and at last, I feel like I know who I am.  
It’s been one crazy and emotional journey, hasn’t it? Felt like a perennial rollercoaster, but I 
finally feel that it’s coming to a halt. Time to put us behind and look to the future.  
 
I hope that one day we can look back on this experience and be thankful for the emotions it has 
put us both through. I know that one thing I am grateful for is that your negative ways made me 
stronger, I am now a young woman that has a positive outlook on life.  
 
I hope you have realised your wrongs and are working on them. 
I hope you have grown to understand the feelings that I have felt. 
I hope that you have learnt to overcome your self-centered ways. 
I hope and wish you all the best in life. 
 I hope you never have to go through what I have and I hope another girl does not have to go 
through it with you.  
 
But all I can really do is hope.  
 
 
This is a definite goodbye, a goodbye that I don’t want to have to say again.  
 
The sun will set, leaving a golden flare in the sky. Once it sets and like the deep ocean, the dark 
sky overshadows the world, we leave us behind and we let go of everything. 
We leave the dark times with the night sky.   
The sun will rise and a sense of peace will fill the air, our new journeys will begin and weight will 
be lifted.  
 
All the best in your journey, 
 
 
T x 



 
September 2nd 2016 
 
Cory, 
  
Tell me something, just let it out.  
Is the love between us fading? I feel a change.  
 
I try my hardest to not make you feel suffocated, I try to keep a distance.  
But, something is different.  
 
I feel like I give you all the love I can,  
I gave you my heart, not half, the whole damn thing.  
Relinquished my soul, friendships and time.  
It can’t all have been a waste, can it?  
 
I don’t even know how to speak to you anymore, but in a way, I feel like you’re telling me 
something I don’t want to hear.  
A thousand unsaid words.  
 
You know what, scrap that.  
 
I’m looking into something that isn’t there.  
Surely I am.  
I love you x  
 
 
September 4th 2016 
 
Cory,  
I don’t believe this, last week we were fine? What changed?  
Why won’t you give me an answer? If this is all a joke, I’m not laughing.  
 
Seriously though, if this is real…why a text message?  
“We’re over.”  WHY? You might as well have dm’d me on Instagram.  
Why wouldn’t you tell me face to face?  A phone call, so I can hear your voice.  
 
I won't believe any of it until I see you or hear the words come out of your mouth.  
You said that we were “forever”, that couldn’t have been a lie.  
I’m having so many thoughts going through my head, so many possible reasons as to why 
you’ve ended it.  
But, I don’t want to believe any of them.  
 
Your one and only x  
 
 



September 8th 2016 
 
Cory,  
I wish I could turn back the clock.  
When I got that text a few days ago, I felt that time stood still.  
Why hadn't I seen it all coming?  
 
I’m writing these letters to you because you won’t answer my calls.  
You haven’t been to college the last few weeks and every time I try to come over to your house, 
your mum has an excuse - “footie” or “he’s out with the boys”. 
I HATE THIS! 
I need reasons, answers, anything.  
I need to know what I did wrong, you can’t just leave me here without an explanation.  
I’ll change my ways? I’ll do anything I can to fix this.  
If you’ve done something wrong, I’ll forgive you.  
Just tell me, please.  
 
 
 
September 17th 2016 
 
Today as I woke up, I felt sick.  
It’s been 13 days.   
My head feels corrupted with fog, I can’t think. The world feels like it has stopped.  
We’ve been through this so many times before, I’m sure we can get through to the other side.  
I can’t eat, sleep or function. I feel lethargic and drained of all my energy. I feel like a huge piece 
of me has been yanked away without an explanation. Can we just try this all again?  
If it doesn’t work out, I’ll believe it all.  
Just give us one more chance. Please.  
This pain that I’m feeling is so horrible, I’m trying to stay strong but I don’t think I can without 
you.  
I want you, no doubt about that.  
Why am I the one that’s putting my all into it? You’ve broken my heart, you should be fixing 
this. Yet, I feel like it’s just me putting my all in.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



September 20th 2016 
 
Cory,  
I feel like an absolute mug. 
You send a voice note saying “I’m sorry”.  
You’re sorry? Are you actually kidding me? For what? 
I haven’t had an ounce of an explanation from you, and all I’m getting is a “can’t talk right now” 
text message from you every time I try to call.  
It’s an automated message, you didn’t even bother to type it.  
When can you talk then? I need answers.  
 
I feel like I’m actually losing my mind.  
 
I’m beginning to realise that you’ve never really liked me, you just liked the idea of me. You 
liked to have a girl that you can walk around with, a prize trophy to “stunt” with. You care more 
about updating your status and letting people know about your life, not the people that are 
actually in your life.  
The people that are there for you, day or night.  
 
I tried changing myself over the last few months, I tried to correct my faults. What did you 
actually do apart from tell me “I’ll change”.  
 
WHAT A BUNCH OF LIES.  
 
Absolute shit if you ask me. 
 
I hate you right now.  
I hate what you’re putting me through.  
I hate the silence, the fact that you can’t man up and tell me your reasons.  
 
You played me like a deck of cards.  
I was meant to be your Queen of Hearts.  
Look who turned out to be the joker.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



October 3rd 2016 
 
Cory,  
So I have my answers, your pathetic “reasons”.  
I now know that although some of it may have been on my behalf, it was mostly your doing. 
Your cheating ways.  
I’ve had my doubts in the past, but deep down I never truly believed you would do that to me. I 
never thought that, although you could possibly be tempted, you wouldn’t go to another girl.  
You wouldn’t hurt me.  
But, I now realise that I wasn’t enough for you, I’ll never be enough for you.  
I don’t know if any other girl will be.  
I cannot blame myself anymore  
 
I am growing to accept the fact that I’m not enough for you, but I believe I will be enough for 
someone else and one day they will come along.  
Happiness will come to me.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



November 1st 2016 
 
Cory, 
I think that the fact that I haven’t seen you whilst going through this, has helped me the last few 
months. It’s helped me overgrow the hate that I felt towards you, the last time we were 
together was a happy moment for us both. You had just been accepted into your first choice 
university, and we went to Shakeworld to grab a Monster chocolate milkshake (our favourite).  
The happiness that beamed off of your face was something I had never seen before, maybe this 
is what you need. A clean slate. A fresh start.  
The happy times we had were amazing, the secrets we shared, the journeys we took.  
But, now looking back on it, our journey wasn’t straight forward. It was purely consumed with 
toxicity and negative energy that, although it’s sad, over-weighed the positive. We’ve never 
been enough for each other.  
There were plenty of times where you had told me that I “couldn’t” do something.  
That I “shouldn’t”.  
I’ve come to realise that you were very controlling over a lot of situations.  
I lost myself beneath the layers of your words and lies. I drowned in them. Now I’ve reached the 
surface, I’ve stayed afloat and made it back to the shore.  
 
I’m still shaking off the ways you “taught” me, things you thought were wrong, I’ve learned 
other people don’t have issues with at all.  
I’m just a normal 17- year old girl, I make mistakes, I’m allowed to.  
I talk to new people because I like to be social.  
Whilst on that topic, I don’t thank you for ruining my social life. I lost all of my friends because 
you made me believe that they weren’t good for me.  
But, I’m working on them.  
I’m working on building all of my relationships again. As well as creating new ones. So wish me 
luck.  
 
I’m not over us, or the memories that we have together.  
But I will make it through this, I have the right people surrounding me and I know that I don’t 
need you.  
Good luck with University and good luck with working on yourself.  
I’m hoping that one day I can use this scenario as a learning curve. Something that has made me 
much stronger and confident, and I wish the same for you.  
 
T x 
 
 
 
 
 


