
Dear Jax

I really just want to say, Iʼm 
sorry I threw you away. I 
didnʼt think I did, I thought 
we simpered away, in the 
retrospect brought by the 
passing of years I see now, 
we didnʼt simper. That lunch 
we had in Domenicos, all 
those years ago, when you 
told me youʼd never marry 
me was the death knell.  For 
it wasnʼt so much that it 
stung my pride, instead it 
confirmed my deepest 
suspicion that I would never 
be good enough to be 
anyone s̓ “dearest prize”. I 
donʼt know if I ever told you 
about what happened when 
I was 18. I felt ripped apart 
by a man and left open, 
bare, used and shamed in 



the worst possibly way. I 
knew what had been done 
could never be undone and I 
was a fool forever. Several 
similar incidents in my teens 
and early twenties only 
confirmed the feeling that I 
was nothing more than a 
giant pair of tits- never 
breasts- breasts are loved 
and adored, breasts 
promote life and are 
cherished. Tits are to be 
used, abused and discarded. 
I felt as though my sole 
purpose was for the 
objectification and 
satisfaction of men. I walked 
about with my shoulders up 
to my neck and my arms 
permanently folded in an 
attempt to hide away from 
the thoughts and stares of 
what felt like an endless wall 



of libidinous men. Men who 
literally thought they could 
do what they wanted to me 
and I was muted by the fear 
of hurting anyone s̓ feelings 
and being rude. I constantly 
watched my weight for I 
knew the bigger I was the 
bigger my chest became 
and I was so self conscious 
and ashamed of myself all 
the time. I was terrified of 
letting anyone too close in 
case anything bad should 
happen again. 

Then I met you. I fell deeply 
in love with you and wanted 
just to be near you, always. 
Then that day in the 
restaurant you placed a 
wedge between us that I 
never got over. The naievety 
and inexperience of youth 



meant the situation was 
never ironed out and slowly 
we drifted. I acted out 
because of the feelings of 
shame still running through 
my veins unresolved. I 
listened to stupid people I 
thought were friends who 
led me down paths I should 
never have been on, either 
for their convenience or 
amusement. I was still 
working out who and what I 
was. All the while I was 
actively loosing something I 
wish I had fought harder for. 
Or just, at least, I wish Iʼd 
been able to calm down a bit 
and not been so frantically 
searching to get my life in 
some kind of order. I simply 
never wanted to feel outside 
in the cold, naked, ever 
again. I wanted to be safe 



inside cuddling the one I 
loved, next to fire under a 
blanket of certainty. 

Your sickness as a child 
meant you understood what 
it was to go slowly through 
life, you knew time was the 
greatest gift of all. You knew 
youʼd sort your life out in 
your own sweet time. The 
heart and soul of the artist. I 
was a hungry wasp juggling 
three jobs and a Uni course 
and the only one of us who 
had a car. I got fed up being 
the practical one with any 
clear ambition for our lives. 
Which resulted in betrayal. 

I wrote you a letter two years 
ago and there was no 
response. It should have 
contained 1000 Iʼm sorry s̓ 



and I would have meant 
every single one. Instead I 
tried to keep it light in the 
hope we could meet again 
and I could look you in the 
eyes when I gave you, not so 
much my excuses but my 
reasons be they worthy or 
not.  You were the Martha to 
my old Tom Frost,  “meet me 
out for coffee, where weʼll 
talk about it all”.  Unlike the 
Tom waits song I hope it 
doesnʼt take 40 years. Iʼve 
often wondered if you wrote 
back to that letter- weʼve 
subsequently moved, so the 
letter is effectively a 
Schrödinger's cat. There s̓ a 
degree of comfort in the not 
knowing. Perhaps your mum 
thought better of giving it to 
you.... I bet she did though, 
your mum was the best. I 



wonder if you read it once 
and thought; no thanks I 
donʼt need that anywhere 
near my life again and 
straight into the bin it went. 
Or instead, was it read and 
re-read a hundred times 
with attempts made at a 
response and ultimately a 
change of heart because 
really, what s̓ the point?

Here s̓ the point, from my 
perspective. I miss you and I 
bet you miss me, even just a 
little, now and then. Weʼre 
not on this earth very long 
and truly there arenʼt that 
many people we connect 
with it in a respectful, 
trusting, admiration, loving 
sort of way. Let alone truly 
love, deep in our hearts. 
Every couple of years you hit 



me like a fever and Iʼm 
drawn to return to the places 
we were happy and I leave 
those places a little 
disappointed that a glance 
of you could not be found. 

We are not supposed to 
keep our exes in our lives. 
Weʼre not, it s̓ reckoned to 
be unhealthy or a 
destructive temptation. But 
what if our attitudes to 
everything is unhealthy? We 
have lived in a culture of 
disposability for so long that 
we think it s̓ the norm; we 
have disposable, coffees, 
cutlery, every kind of 
packaging, nappies, clothing 
and lovers! And were all 
moving on at break neck 
speed. Trashing everything 
in our wake. But it all ends 



up somewhere, be it in a 
landfill in Devon or the 
deepest recesses of our 
souls which percolates in 
the thoughts we have in the 
wee small hours on the 
nights we struggle to sleep. 
What instead if we really 
cultivated love and kindness. 
Weʼre both married now and 
having children afforded me 
the chance for the first time 
in my life since I was 16 to 
just stop. It forced me to sit 
on a chair for hours on end 
with a child suckling on my 
breast. With nothing to do 
but sit there and fall in love 
with my baby and think, 
think about... everything. 
Around that time  “me too” 
gained momentum and I 
realised it wasnʼt me not 
being good enough, it was 



me being a girl in a time 
which was horrible to be a 
girl. There was nothing too 
unique about my experience 
after all. I got the bigger 
picture and suddenly things 
started to make sense I 
didnʼt need to be a victim 
anymore I wanted to shed 
that skin. I wanted to be the 
chooser not the choosee in 
my own life. It was up to me 
to drive my own life not go 
blindly along a motorway 
any longer. Those hours sat 
there forced me to stop and 
think and evaluate my whole 
life up to that point and 
decide who I wanted in my 
life and importantly my 
baby s̓ life, and who I didnʼt. I 
thought I was rubbish and 
propensiated that feeling by 
giving my time to people 



who were rubbish and 
rubbished me and I though it 
was ok because I had such a 
low opinion of myself. I had 
to sit and address most of 
the decisions I made in my 
life and the people who 
actually mattered and it s̓ 
not a long list. What if we all 
stopped that disposable 
culture for exes as well as 
plastic. After all we once 
held them dear enough to let 
them into our hearts and 
beds and families. There are 
no communities anymore, I 
really felt the weight of that 
bringing up small children 
and the isolation that comes 
with that.  Iʼm raising two 
little girls and Iʼm so glad 
there has been a change in 
societal attitude, I only hope 
it lasts. I donʼt want them to 



grow up in the world I grew 
up in. I want them to grow 
up in a world where they are 
surrounded by the best 
people, the best people their 
mother and father have 
known throughout their lives 
because they bring love and 
enrich their lives. I want my 
girls to know you. I used to 
believe that when I found the 
oh so sacred “one”, that 
person would fulfil my every 
need and make me happy. 
Iʼm much older now and 
cringe at my folly. Yes, your 
partner has to be amazing 
but that person cannot 
possibly be expected to be 
carer, entertainer, 
intellectual stimulant, 
comedian, bread winner and 
psychologist  all the time. 
You need a community to be 



healthy and happy not just 
for our children for us too. 
Your wonderful mother 
understood that, she always 
welcomed people who she 
could so easily have be 
shunned away but she knew 
it was better to ride the ebb 
and flow like the Forth 
around her and accept them 
and brought them into her 
family. By doing so she 
didnʼt cause divisions for her 
children instead she 
enriched their lives with 
different people, effectively 
bringing in more people to 
love. I wish I had appreciated 
my time with you and the 
people in your world more. I 
hope if you ever read this 
you could understand I was 
young and in a messy place 
with a messy mind. If we 



meet again I hope we can 
mend the chain, our lives are 
stronger when we forgive 
ourselves and forgive each 
other. Kindness could 
change the world, I really 
believe that. If we were 
kinder to the environment, 
kinder to animals, kinder to 
each other and kinder to 
ourselves. 
Maybe this letter is closure 
or a blown out candle wish 
smouldering in the breeze. 
Regardless it s̓ out there 
now, a golden thread within 
your grasp if youʼd only 
reach for it.

Always, 

Scoop
X


