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Striving to word this in a way that makes sense, I have lived life believing that everyone else 
thinks, or should think, the way I do.  Honestly, none of the adults around me found time to tell 
me to think any differently.  My dad was gone when I was twelve, and you might as well say 
my mom was gone, emotionally, every day after that.  I'm not sure either of them was ever 
really 'present' before that time.  Lacking guidance and wisdom about how the world works, 
I've been winging it my entire life. 
 
With that, and over time, I developed my own set of morals and values, based on my 
experiences and personal observations of the world around me.  I just assumed everyone 
else did the same thing.  Unfortunately, we tend to be biased and see events from our 
perspective, believing ourselves to be right most of the time.  I can remember many hurt 
feelings, misunderstandings, and disappointments because of having this mindset. 
 
I have no doubt this way of thinking played a huge part in the demise of my marriage.  Early 
on, and as a young woman (and older) with no real sense of self, I made decisions and 
jumped to conclusions based on my limited way of thinking. I projected onto others how I 
believe they should act or react, and when they didn't meet my expectations, I would become 
angry or go off to myself and have a full-blown pity-party. One fitting example of this could be 
seen in the giving and receiving of gifts. 
 
I absolutely love Christmas and everything about it. I used to take my time and decide what 
would make an extra special gift for my family members, especially for my husband.  I tried to 
be creative, making plans far in advance. One year I finished a quilt his late grandmother had 
started, and sewed on the backing and the trim, by hand.  This special heirloom sat in a box 
for years, and I was so proud of myself for bringing it back to life where it could finally be 
used.  Another year, when he had his motorcycle, I special-ordered leather saddlebags and 
other accessories that I knew he wanted. 
 
Without fail, I usually ended up disappointed or heartbroken, because his gifts to me were 
typical, everyday gifts.  A sweater, pajamas.  All fine gifts, but there was no thought or 
planning put into buying them.  In my mind, it was as if he simply checked off an obligatory 
box.  And most of the time, his shopping was done on Christmas Eve or maybe a few days 
before. To be fair, there were some years he did great.  One Christmas in particular, he gave 
me a Currier & Ives platter that matched my grandmother's dishes. He also gave me the set 
of Little House on the Prairie books, one of my all-time favorites. He did well that year.  I also 
remember another Christmas morning when he gave me a beautiful ring, but I was still 
extremely angry with him for yelling at the kids and sending them to bed early the night 
before.  He had ruined my 'cookies for Santa' and It's a Wonderful Life Christmas Eve 
tradition.  And I never did like that ring after that. 
 
Despite my codependency issues, I'm one who needs to get away by myself, if even for just a 
day or two.  This independent spirit is important to me, and I enjoy my time away.  I also look 
forward to when it's time to come home.  Back to my years growing up, as an escape I 
immersed myself in movies and television shows, which no doubt added to my unrealistic 
idea of everyday life. 
 
 



While driving home after one such trip, I imagined how things should play out when I got 
home.  I was sure I would pull in the drive and my husband would come out to greet me, hug 
me and tell me how much he missed me.  Instead, I ended up going into the house carrying 
my own bags. The kids were all doing their own thing, while my husband was laying on our 
bed watching TV. 
 
He happened to be watching Cat Woman with Halle Berry at the time.  I walked in the room 
and crossed in front of the TV to put my things down during a fight scene.  In addition to his 
barely saying hello, he got a little miffed at me for being in the way.  I looked at the TV screen 
and after seeing Ms. Berry in her black, skintight cat suit, I said something like, “Pardon me, 
I'll leave you alone with Cat Woman.”  I was now mad at him, because he was more 
interested in Cat Woman than he was in welcoming his own wife home.   
 
Truthfully, I can see the validity in my getting upset here, but I also know that I escalated the 
probability of conflict by building up a scene in my mind that he didn't live up to.  He was 
buggered from the moment I opened the door, and that wasn't fair to 'expect' him to play the 
role I had imagined.  Whew.  It's taken me a long time to be able to recognize and admit this 
about myself. 
 
I don't share these moments to put my ex-husband down.  I am still processing past events 
that I have held against him for a long time, just to realize I wasn't always fair.  Yes, I believe 
when something is important to the person you love, you should show you care, and try to 
meet those needs when you can.  But I finally realize it's just as important not to expect from 
others what you deem to be 'the right way'.  They were brought up with their own morals and 
values, from various sources, so to expect them to think just like you is absurd. 
 
This is just one of many lessons I'm learning about myself.  I'm trying to exercise my new 
understanding of this truth, and I find myself less disappointed with others.  I haven't always 
been fair due to my preconceived expectations, so if you're reading this and I have done this 
to you, please accept my sincere apologies.  I could claim being a victim of circumstance, but 
God won't let me ride on that excuse anymore, and I don't want to.  I can only ask for your 
forgiveness.  Like all of us, I'm just trying to take it one day at a time, and I am still learning. 
 

 


