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First visit to a marriage counsellor.
Introduction. 
Committing to marriage is exposing yourself to divorce, and sometimes you don't know the reasons for the same. The vows, however, remind one to keep on fighting to hold on together for it is until death do us apart. This time my wife and I were alive, but divorce was almost inevitable. To our understanding, the issues in our marriage sounded so hurting that even a boardroom with negotiators would not find any other solution. However, I still believed something we had not tried; however much I was afraid of. Marriage counseling had not crossed my mind until I saw it in one of my favorite TV shows and thought of giving it a try. Little did I remember that sometimes the movies I watched was more of fiction than reality. My experience in the first therapy session made me accept fate; love will understand.
My wife and I would not see eye to eye, and she would not trust me driving her. Each one had to use their means as long we reached for the session by 0800hrs since the counselor had made it clear that her schedule was crowded. This was my last opportunity to do at least something right to save my marriage.
 	My wife, as a good actor she was, had already sent my son and daughter to stay in our best man's house as mum and dad had some privacy. She arrived late on this first appointment, and that felt like I already got my pick up line. Our counselor seemed so careless in that room that she even suggested that I had to sit next to my wife, and although for her it was for some psychological reasons, to me, it felt more than bullying.
The session started with an open forum, and each one of us had to start by saying what we thought about each other. I thought I had watched the doctor-patient confidentiality narrative go haywire, and I was not ready to open up entirely in this session. Since I also need some time to prepare for defense mechanisms, I let her go first. Surprisingly my wife began by saying that I am always late, and the counselor and I looked at her in dismay until she added another phrase, apart from today. I knew that much more was coming about me, so I did not make this a big deal. My turn finally arrived, and still, this felt like a courtroom, so I spoke it out of my chest. Now it was time for psychology to its part we had done hours.
This experience opened our eyes, and interestingly closed our mouths. We didn't say anything for about thirty minutes. The counselor was still there, showing concern, but I would see her tell us that it was now our time. The way we openly discussed issues in the session made us realized that we still did care for each other, and somehow there was a little energy left to save this marriage. The accusations we made to each other, regardless of how true some of them were, conscious kept telling me that we would overcome if only we gave just a little more commitment. By the time this session ended, I had better ideas of how she and I would get over the issues. Therapy did not stop there, and it was better for me since it was delaying the separation, which finally proved inevitable.
Conclusion.
Although this experience still made me realize that fiction in TV shows should be left in the shows, I also learned the power of speaking it out. We felt what we said as a couple did not warrant a divorce, but its meaning would not be taken away. I learned the ability to face the truth and let go, choices have consequences, and I just had gotten my share. My life since then, I live knowing that little mistakes could lead to unprecedented endings.

