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By Charlotte Ward

Why Am I Always the One Before ‘The One’?




For Mum and Fitzsy, 
thank you for everything.




Introduction

I’ll never forget the first time I was dumped. I was ten years old and the yellow-bellied swine didn’t even do it himself. Chris Wallace was my best friend Clare’s gorgeous older brother. He had nice freckles, a touch of the ginge (hot!) and skinny little legs. I thought he was just heavenly.

Our ill-fated love affair began in the summer holidays when I’d frequently cycle round to the Wallace household to hang out with Clare (and secretly gaze at Chris). We’d pass the time climbing trees, experimenting with Clare’s mum’s make-up and singing along to ‘I Should Be So Lucky’. Chris didn’t like Kylie much. He preferred Michael Jackson. That didn’t matter to me. He was cool and I was smitten.

When our childish romance began it wasn’t as if we kissed or anything - yuck, we were far too young for that - but, at some point, Chris definitely asked me to be his girlfriend and I was over-the-moon.

Chris, being a boy about town, had had girlfriends before, but he was my very first boyfriend. It was all new and exciting to me. Did we even hold hands? I don’t think so, but it was the first time I can recall feeling that now oh-so-familiar feeling of butterflies in my tummy.

I’m not sure how long it lasted - maybe a couple of  weeks of exchanging toothy grins and trading stickers for Neighbours albums. I couldn’t have been happier, but on our first day back at school after the summer, tragedy struck. During the lunch break, I was sitting on the playing fields with my friends making daisy chains, when two cool girls from my year approached. They didn’t beat about the bush.

‘Chris sent us,’ they told me menacingly, like two mini Mitchell brothers on EastEnders. ‘He says you’re not his girlfriend any more.’

As they walked off, I sat there forlornly pulling out daisy petals one by one and chanting miserably under my breath, ‘He loves me, he loves me not . . .’ I think I sulked through my lessons for the rest of the day. Later, I was horrified to discover that the word on the playground was that Chris was now ‘going out’ with Lindsay - one of the girls he’d dispatched to break the bad news. Simply charming.

But, although I contemplated stabbing Lindsay (or Chris) with my maths compass, it was an important rite of passage for me. It was the very first time I got to experience the old heave-ho, and firmly set the wheels in motion for many years of heartache, despair and humiliation. And don’t even get me started on the moaning, obsessing, paranoia, self-loathing, hatred of all men, begging, crying, self-centred monopolisation of conversations, general nuttiness and bunny boiler moments.

And yet, as I circumnavigated my single years, there was also euphoria, excitement, wild nights out and comical (still slightly drunk) post-mortem phone calls to friends the following morning, the intrigue of flirting with a handsome  chap while your coupled-up friend enviously sits there knowing she has to behave, and the empowerment of realising it’s perfectly fine not to rely on a man. And, yes, life does go on.

You see, whoever said breaking up was hard to do (every blinking time) was clearly far too busy crying into their Chardonnay. Yes, sometimes splitting up can be brutal. It can come when you least expect it and when you have no choice in the matter.

However it happens, it hurts like hell and, to add insult to injury, there is often a ridiculous amount of crap to deal with afterwards. As well as coping with the small things (which seem colossal when you are gripped by grief), like dividing CDs, shoving your photo frames face down in the drawer, and trying to form sentences without your voice wobbling, you may be forced to get to grips with even weightier issues, like moving out before your lease is up, still working with him every day, or the fact that he has just seduced your best friend. Sometimes, you just can’t avoid the initial acrid odour of break-ups - it stinks.

But - and it’s a big but - hand-on-heart, how many of us have actually ended up like Miss Havisham from Great Expectations? OK, you may have just been dumped, but are you presently lying bereft on the hearth all wrinkled and bitter, wearing a shabby wedding dress and awaiting that final spark from the fire to fast-track you in a fireball to meet your maker? Nope. A bit battered, a bit bruised maybe, but not attempting a hearth-arsed death like Miss H. (Quite right too, she’s a work of fiction and it wasn’t a happy ending.)

Now, without meaning to be insensitive, aren’t most break-ups actually quite easy once you get past those first few painful weeks of self-pity and wallowing? Isn’t it occasionally you that tells that no-good, dead-weight rotter exactly where he can stick his relationship?

And if, God forbid, he did the ditching, how amazing is it when finally the worm turns and you can embrace life without him once more? There’s that moment of divine inspiration as you pound the pavement jubilantly, listening to ‘Survivor’ by Destiny’s Child on your iPod. (I’m not ashamed to admit I’ve done this and I promise you that caterwauling along to that song is like therapy - incidentally, we’ll be covering empowering songs later.)

The thing is, being as po-faced as Posh is actually quite exhausting after a while. You’ve got to see the light eventually and life has a funny way of presenting you with humour - even during your darkest hours of misery.

Isn’t it really quite amusing when, in the perfect act of divine retribution, the ex who claimed he was too busy for a relationship is made redundant, or simply realises the error of his ways and begs you to take him back, to no avail? Who could help but snigger when friends kindly point out that the new bird he’s been tagged with on Facebook is actually a complete troll?

Just because your relationship is dead to the world doesn’t mean you are - in contrast, now is the perfect time to pull all the fit, single men for whom you’ve always felt a simmering, underlying sexual tension. And what about the fact that you get to experience a heady kind of hot boy pick-and-mix now that you’re back out in single society?

If you’re feeling miserable about a man, if you’re heart is broken, this book is your first step to rehabilitation. It’s time for an adult, angsty, show-and-tell extravaganza, with more break-up stories than you can shake a stick at. So stop sleeping with that smelly old sweater of his, tear up that stack of old anniversary and Valentine’s cards, and dig out those pulling pants.

Over the course of these pages you’ll find real-life stories of pain, pathos and self-pity from women (and men), told with dark humour, that will help you see that things aren’t really all that bad.

You’ll also discover plenty of cheeky and inspiring tales from footloose and fancy-free fillies who fully embrace singledom. In fact, whether you’re the owner of a broken heart or a blissfully happy one, a devoted singleton or happily married with children, you’re likely to enjoy many of the weepy, wicked and wanton stories. It’s an exciting world out there - so read on and be prepared for some intense laughter therapy . . .
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