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For the bereaved
 and to Esther,
 for shining a light.






I dont want to get over you. I guess I could take a sleeping pill and sleep at will and not have to go through what I go through. I guess I should take Prozac, right, and just smile all night at somebody new, somebody not too bright but sweet and kind who would try to get you off my mind. I could leave this agony behind which is just what Id do if I wanted to, but I dont want to get over you cause I dont want to get over love. I could listen to my therapist, pretend you dont exist and not have to dream of what I dream of; I could listen to all my friends and go out again and pretend its enough, or I could make a career of being blueI could dress in black and read Camus, smoke clove cigarettes and drink vermouth like I was 17 that would be a scream but I dont want to get over you.

The Magnetic Fields
(From the song, I Dont Want To Get Over You)
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Introduction





When you go through a breakup, basically all you have are breakup songs. Not that you can really listen when youre in the acute phase. (The acute phase: skin yanked off, crushed-guts-oozing-out-of-your-sweater kind of heart-ache.) If youve gone through it, I dont have to explain. One of the worst parts is you feel like a clich. Your friends want to help but theres not much that can be doneinvariably youre steered towards more ice cream or hooking up with someone new. After a few weeks youre supposed to be all healed up. Neither you nor your friends will admit that its gonna take a big-ass chunk of time for you to get over losing a real love. (Or in some cases, an infatuation.) Especially if someone breaks up with you and you dont see it coming.

Thats pretty much what happened with me. Except that two weeks after my boyfriend and I broke up, my dad died. I flew out to California to help make arrangements and grieve. As I wrote my fathers obituary, I was surprised by how oddly comforting it was because I sort of saw his life more in focusif that makes sensewith a beginning, middle, and end there like a real story. Ive always appreciated obituaries and have prepared audio obits for my job as a radio reporter. But of course, its different when it happens to you. It meaning loss. Thats another thing that was so surprising to meexperiencing the breakup and death so close togetherthat they felt incredibly similar. Of course one person was my fatherno one could ever replace him but it was that feeling of shockand of having someone you love very deeply basically wiped out.

I was also struck that the stages of grief written about by Dr. Elisabeth Kubler-Rossdenial, anger, bargaining, depression, and acceptanceare also clearly felt during a breakup. It turns out the only difference is that with your ex, you can still run into them picking up your drycleaning.

And the thing with real death is that you usually get time off from work and life to grieve. People send condolence cards and you attend a memorial or have some type of ceremony to say goodbye. The process helps tons. That kind of separation from business-as-usual helps you reorient and discover what might come next.

When I got home from my dads service, I thought that packing up every particle that reminded me of the diabolical nerd boyfriend and sealing it into a Hersheys Syrup box would help me be able to finally get on with things, but it really didnt. As I gathered up the letters, cards, and gifts he had given me, I was catapulted into the life of the relationship. And I remembered the obituary writing process that I went through for my dadhow it made his life feel real, even in death, and helped me let him go too.

So, I started writing another obituary, this time for my ex and me. I laid out the facts just like I did beforewhat were the most memorable days (and nights), the cause of death, and the survivors? Part of me knew that it was a goofy thing to do, but up until then nothing felt as helpful. I could memorialize the thing before I moved on. I spent nearly three years of my life with this guy and documenting it made the stinging pain I was still feeling seem less senseless. I didnt have to look to him for reasons why it endedas I wrote, they became clear. It was also a way to experience the love again without feeling like a ninny for getting hurt.

After I wrote the obituary, I wondered if other people might also be drawn to writing about their break-ups in this way.

As people do these days, I thought to conduct my social experiment on the Internet and I hooked up with a Web designer who helped me create an obituary page (similar to a newspaper) for dead relationships. Relationshipobit.com was born.

We launched on February 13th (last chance to write an obit before Valentines Day) and called the party A Wake for Love.

About 20 obits were on the site on the 13th. Within 24 hours we had hundreds. And they keep coming

In the months since, I have been awed by the obituaries people have written and posted.

Hearts that still sting from 40-year-old breakups, unions dissolved over the bite of a hamburger, a Coors Light, or narcissism stage 4.

Many have written from all over the world to say that the site has provided them some kind of closure.

And if theyre not currently going through a breakup and have forgotten how bad it can be (like childbirth), some are surprised by the zillions of ways people find themselves together and then apart.


Youll find an array of them assembled here. The tragic, the funny, and the I thought my ex sucked but he didnt cheat on me while I had cancer kind of obits. Some names and identifying characteristics of the obitees have been altered to protect their identitiesbut the tales of loves mortality remain true.

If you find yourself currently schlepping around the pain of a breakup, this book is dedicated to you.

Kathleen Horan,
 November 2008








Peter Pan Syndrome
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This relationship died late Wednesday night.









Cause of Death: Unknown



Kasey and Travis
 Born: August 29, 2008
 Died: January 7, 2009

This relationship died late Wednesday night. Doctors are stumped as to the cause, though theyve released a statement that it may have suffered from a terminal illness.



Famous Last Words:

I guess thats it then.








Cause of Death: Inability to commit



Merry Xmas

Carole and Gil
 Born: December 12, 1992
 Died: December 17, 2007

Fifteen years. Fifteen YEARS! And he breaks up with me by leaving a voicemail on my work phone. And a week before Christmas, no less

Met: Through a mutual friend.

What Ill remember: The life we built together. In fifteen years you build a routine. Now its gone and I feel lost.

What I wont miss: Having to pretend everythings ok, his cowardly ways, his selfishness, his inability to really commit. There was always distance and he put it there.



There are no survivors.

No kids. He robbed me of any opportunity for a family.



Famous Last Words:

Sex is not everything.



And he breaks up with me by leaving a voicemail on my work phone.
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He said the relationship needed to be snuffed because it was soot on the wings of his career.










Cause of Death: Strangulation by Peter Pan tights



H and D
 Born: May 18, 2004
 Died: November 28, 2006



The couple with the squinty eyes and the bulging sad clown(ish) eyes have taken their last breath together. They met in class and discovered passion during off-campus tutorials. D pinned H against a Volkswagen for their first kiss. Sirens whizzed by, his backpack was still on, and it knocked the wind out of her, memorably. They didnt rush into anything but saw a lot of each other. She went to his shows. He listened to her stories. They sang karaoke in far-flung locations, made crank calls, and became familiar.

She recalls that being inside his love was not dissimilar to sitting in the middle seat on the subway: the available space was deceptive. He said the relationship needed to be snuffed because it was soot on the wings of his career. But their untimely ending also seemed to be caused by garden-variety stress and cowardice. It stemmed from his unconscious darknessor fear about their significant age difference.


D is remembered for how damn fun he was to play with and how patient he was with her neuroses, large and small. She adored him more when he didnt have to schmooze or be the life of the party. H is possibly remembered for having a smart mouth hinged to an off-kilter sex appeal. A wearer of costumes. A woman that was hard to drive or leave on time with. Her feelings toward him were filled with electricity and tenderness. He recalls sometimes that tired him out. But periodically, he misses being tired by her.



Theyre survived by the term dogballs carved by D in the sidewalk outside the Brooklyn apartment where they fell in love, Mr. Scrambles, and the late Sunday evenings they used to wrestle in together.
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