1
Running Head: MEMOIR.
4
MEMOIR

[bookmark: _GoBack]Student’s name.
Institutional affiliation.
Date.













My experience with a relationship counselor.
Introduction. 
My parents did not have a problem with me dating at 16 years, but they kept close eyes on us. Mom had tried consoling me to move on after breaking up with my boyfriend, but it didn't feel enough. How would I not be afraid of serious commitments if I were unable to sustain a relationship beyond three months? He had broken my trust, and this time however much I would try to avoid a breakup, it was out of control. 
 I thought I had given a lot for this relationship to let it end without a fair fight. He was my first love, and I still felt this feeling that there was something we had not tried; my parents and friends who how disappointed I was suggested therapy. Relationship 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 boyfriend and I would not see eye to eye, and I would not trust him driving me to the session. Each one had to use their means as long we reached for the meeting 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 this first love.
 	 I still believe he was a good actor, for he would behave so perfectly for me to start reflecting on the mistake I was making leaving him. Our counselor seemed so careless in that room that she even suggested that I had to sit next to him, 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 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 him go. First, I thought he would say much about me, and maybe It would get so emotional in there, but all he said, he began by saying he loved me so much to let me go. My turn finally came, and still, this felt like a courtroom, so I spoke it out of my chest, confronted him for making us go through all this because of making the wrong decision. 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 in our hands. 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 our first love story from becoming bitter than it had become.
 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 he and I would get over the issues. Therapy did not end on the first day. When it continued for next day reality caught up with that, this was just a teenage love issue, and I should not be afraid of seeking a new beginning.



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 that what we said as a couple did not warrant a breakup just because that is what we wanted to hear; this was also fiction. I learned the ability to face the truth and let go. Choices have consequences. Although my parents still advised me throughout all this, I felt they did not understand my love for him, yet therapy proved them right. My life since then, I live knowing that little mistakes could lead to unprecedented endings.

