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The Goodbye I Rehearsed for Years

Aman and Meera had a story that looked beautiful from the outside. They shared a home, a dog, and a thousand morning coffees. But for the last three years, the house had grown incredibly quiet.

It wasn't that they fought. It was simply that they had stopped growing together. Aman felt the distance every time they touched. He knew that one day, one of them would have to say the final word.

Aman was a man of plans. He didn't like surprises. So, he began to rehearse. He started imagining the exact moment, the exact chair, and the exact words he would use to say goodbye.

He started writing letters. "Dear Meera, we are like two stars moving in different directions." He would write for hours, pouring his heart out, only to tear the paper into a hundred tiny pieces.

In the privacy of the bathroom, he would look into the mirror and practice his "Goodbye face." He tried to look firm but kind. He didn't want to be the villain; he just wanted to be honest.

He rehearsed while driving to work. He rehearsed while standing in the rain. In his head, the goodbye was a grand, emotional speech that would explain everything and leave no room for pain.

"Let's go for a walk, Meera," he would imagine saying. "There's something I need to tell you." He rehearsed his tone, making sure it wasn't too loud or too shaky. He wanted it to be perfect.

Years passed. Every anniversary and every birthday felt like a rehearsal. He was physically there, but mentally, he was already standing at the exit door, waiting for the right courage.

The goodbye lived in a heavy suitcase inside his mind. He carried it everywhere. It was a collection of all the things he wanted to say but never found the right heartbeat to release.

Then, one Tuesday evening, reality arrived without an invitation. Meera was packing a small bag in the bedroom. She wasn't angry. She just looked... finished. The air in the room felt different.

"I'm leaving, Aman," she said softly. Aman’s heart stopped. This was it. This was the moment he had rehearsed for over a thousand nights. All his speeches were ready in his throat.

But as he opened his mouth, the grand speeches disappeared. The letters he wrote in his head felt like dust. All the rehearsal in the world couldn't prepare him for the actual sting of the end.

He didn't say the stars or the different directions. He didn't use the mirror-practiced kindness. He just looked at her and whispered, "I know. I've been saying goodbye to you for years."

Meera nodded. She knew too. They didn't need the drama or the long letters. Sometimes, the longest goodbyes are the ones that happen in silence, day by day, until there is nothing left.

Rehearsing a goodbye is like practicing a fall; it doesn't make the ground any softer. Aman
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