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Ah, those were the days…

Oh darling,

I know we’re not together anymore

and I know it makes you so sad.

But when you feel blue,

just look back and think of our times together,

and maybe you’ll start to see things differently.

Maybe it will cheer you up.

After all, you did so much for me (to me)…

Remember our first time?

You hit the side of my head with your math book.

I know, I know, you didn’t mean to swing that hard.

It’s all right, it’s just that I couldn’t hear out of my left ear for a while.

Hey, remember that time you spit in my face and called me a

cunt and left me at the bar all alone?

Yes, you certainly did have unique terms of endearment!

Oh!  Oh!  And what about that time when you gave me 

two black eyes and a fractured jaw

and then said you didn’t want to be seen with me in public?

No, no, I understand, it was a hard situation for you to go through.

And of course you remember the time

that brought all of our silly games to an end –

when you punched me in the face (gosh, remember all that blood?)

and ended up with a court ordered restraining order.

Then you called and told me it was my fault that your name was in the paper.

Oh, I know it was my fault.  I should have known by then

to be subservient at all times.

And remember how nicely you used to apologize,

telling me even though I had deserved it,

you’d try to control yourself better in the future?

Well, I remember it all.

I’m the one that has the scars.

And so, darling, think of these times

when you start to cry because I left you.

But also think of this:

You make me sick,

and you don’t deserve any more of my time.

