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It’s Not Me. It’s Him

I used to believe that love was simple, that if you were good enough, kind enough, loyal enough,
things would naturally fall into place. That was how I loved him—Iike a conviction. I remember
buying him his favorite snacks after class, keeping mental lists of the little things he liked: the
anime characters he liked, the racket he had been talking about, the handmade card I surprised
him with doodles of his favourite game. I didn’t mind being the one who remembered

everything. I thought love was partly about remembering, about showing up, about presence.

He made it easy to believe my efforts mattered. He’d hold my hand in public, joke about
someday getting a daughter together, text me goodnight without fail. Even in arguments, he had a
way of smiling halfway through an apology that made it impossible to stay angry. I told myself
this was what real relationships were built on—mutual understanding, patience, and trust.

So I trusted him.

One night we were gaming together on his phone—mine had run out of battery—and a small
notification popped up at the top of the screen. Just a few words, but enough to unsettle the air. A
name | didn’t recognize, followed by a line that sounded too familiar, too intimate. I laughed it
off at first, pretending I hadn’t seen it. He brushed it away casually, quick and almost too calm,

and told me it was some random bot account spamming him. [ wanted to believe that, and so I

did.

But something planted itself inside me that night—something that hummed quietly in the
background of everything we did afterward. At first it was only a flicker. Then, weeks later,
another odd notification appeared when I borrowed his phone again, this time from a different
account. And then another. Each one had its own small inconsistency, a different way of

whispering what I didn’t want to hear.



Still, I told myself it was nothing. Maybe he was hacked. Maybe people were messaging him and
pretending to be him—catfishing, trolling, anything but the truth that wanted to surface. It didn’t
fit the story I had built. After all, he still smiled the same way, still kissed my forehead before
leaving. He still texted me good morning. How could someone do those things and still betray

you?

But you can only deny a pattern for so long before it starts forming its shape anyway. By the time
the third or fourth strange message showed up, my curiosity had stopped being innocent. I began
to observe him differently, not as my boyfriend but as a series of clues. Who was he texting when
I wasn’t around? Why did he set his phone face down now whenever it buzzed? Each time I told
myself | was paranoid, and yet a quieter voice kept insisting that some things don’t feel wrong by

accident.

The proof came eventually, when I decided to scroll through his gallery one afternoon while he
was in the shower, half out of fear and half out of exhaustion. I wasn’t looking for anything in
particular—at least that’s what I told myself. But in just a few swipes I found it. The photos. The
videos. Starting with a photo of him kissing another girl, then a photo of him lying next to
someone in a bed that wasn’t ours. Time-stamped, labeled, mundane in their casual betrayal. And
the dates lined up with nights when he told me he was too tired to call, or when I told him I had

to work.

I remember holding the phone so tightly my fingers went shaking. In fact, I think my whole body
trembled. For a moment, everything went silent, as if the world had stopped making sound. I
didn’t cry right away. I just stared, waiting for some kind of explanation to form, some narrative
that would make this a misunderstanding. Maybe they were old photos, maybe he was just

helping a friend, like what he claimed. Maybe—maybe anything other than what it clearly was.

But denial is a fragile kind of shelter. It holds until the next gust of truth comes.

When he came out of the shower, I tried to act natural. I asked a few light questions, my voice

carefully steady, but he must have felt the air shift. He looked at me, puzzled, maybe even guilty.



I wanted to ask him everything: why, how long, who. Instead, I went home early that night and
said I wasn’t feeling well. For days afterward, I moved through the world like someone
underwater. Everything was slower, muffled, unreal. I could not make sense of it—not because I

didn’t understand what he’d done, but because I couldn’t understand why.

I had given everything I knew how to give. I had loved him completely, with the kind of loyalty
that rearranges your life around another person. Wasn’t that what relationships were supposed to
be built on? If I had been careless, cruel, distant, maybe then this would make sense. But I

wasn’t. I was kind, patient, always there. So why cheat?

That was the most disorienting part of it all: the mismatch between what I saw and what I
believed. I needed a reason, some logic to balance the scales. There had to be one. Maybe he was
bored. Maybe he doubted himself. Maybe he loved me and just slipped. I circled these thoughts
endlessly, trying to patch a hole that would never close, because the truth wasn’t a puzzle to

solve. It was a wound to live through.

Eventually, I stopped asking why. Or rather, I realized that “why” wasn’t where the answer lived.
The mistake was that I had been looking for an explanation that could redeem him or invalidate
me, as if love were a math problem with clean inputs and outputs. But people aren’t equations.
Sometimes, there is no moral symmetry, no fair trade between goodness and loyalty. Love

doesn’t grant immunity to cruelty, and kindness doesn’t guarantee safety.

It took me months to stop checking his online status, to stop flinching every time a notification
appeared on my own phone. I learnt that healing is quiet, awkward, full of small relapses. Some
nights I still dreamed about him, and in those dreams everything was normal again: we were
laughing, holding hands, completely unaware that the future had already fractured. Waking up

from those dreams was another kind of loss.

But gradually, something shifted. I began to see the situation not as proof of my inadequacy, but
as a reminder of limits—of how little control we have over another person’s choices. I used to

think that being cheated on meant I wasn’t enough, that some flaw in me had contributed to it.



But the more I looked back, the clearer it became that my kindness had never been the problem. I
had done my part. I had shown up. The failure wasn’t in what I lacked, but in what he

squandered.

There’s a strange kind of relief in that realization—not forgiveness, not closure, but a clearer
look at reality. The understanding that sometimes life doesn’t reward you for doing things right.
Effort doesn’t always get paid off. Love, no matter how sincere, doesn’t guarantee loyalty. And

none of that diminishes who you are.

Now, when I think about him, it’s like recalling a dream I used to live inside. The outlines are
there, but the emotions have lost their intensity, fading into a kind of distant calm. I no longer
need to understand what broke inside him or what he was searching for in other people. Some
things stay unanswered—and maybe they should. If the past were entirely clear, there’d be no

room left for grace.

I learned, in the quiet aftermath, that meaning doesn’t always come from solving the mystery.
Sometimes it comes from accepting that the mystery exists at all. That realization is its own

closure.



