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I just have to get out of this relationship. 

My friends across the country, especially those in California, have said as much for years.  My parents have been quietly holding out for the best-case scenario, but they’ve finally lost the faith and are hinting that I should look for an exit strategy.  

Seventeen years is a long time, and relationships can be very complicated, satisfying and disappointing us in ways we sometimes barely understand or are flat out bewildered by.  They take work.

But at a certain point no amount of patience and rationalizing can excuse a raw deal.  I’m unwilling to be a victim anymore.  Let someone else play the fool.

I’m breaking up with Maine.

Clarity came to me a few weeks ago shortly after I awoke to a beautiful Maine morning: soft light, a sky of robin’s egg blue, and a gentle bug-dispersing breeze.  I turned a blind eye to responsibilities and chores.  Brought a lawn chair out from the barn.  Set it up on the dirt drive so I could see the small field of high grass and daisies, admire the fir trees against the sky, and smell the rich but gentle fragrance from the large hedge of wild roses.  I even walked around my yard taking pictures like a besotted tourist.  

I was in love.  So what’s not to like?

Well, this particular morning showed up at my door in late June as nice as you please after seven sunless days.  Actually, six sunless days sandwiched between two half-sunless days.  I kept track.  So long was it cloudy and damp that I felt compelled to document what seemed to be a slowly advancing cataclysmic event.

Here I was, I realized, back in one of those torrid but uneven romances from my twenties.  Sure, those relationships could be lovely and intoxicating—things of beauty—but passion was not always a sustainable resource.  Nirvana was often followed by a cold absence of reciprocity, my affection unrequited in the extreme, and I on the brink of despair.

Just when I thought I’d never see her again, the call, the visit, the sudden change of heart.  “Want to hang out again?” she’d ask.  “Sure,” I’d say.  And all was forgiven and forgotten in her doubtless to be short-lived presence.  Talk about the fierce urgency of now.

Sure enough, my beautiful sky and roses morning was gone within a few hours.  Rain and thunderstorms arrived in the afternoon.  Then, three more sunless days.  Forty-five years of age now and far less willing to accommodate treachery, I resolved to tell Maine we were through, that it couldn’t rain on me and give me its cold shoulder and then expect me to fawn over it when it deigned to bring its best self to me again.

But I weakened on the last day of June when there was a glimpse of sun.  I caved completely in July’s revolving door of weather.  Went to the beach a few times (but couldn’t swim), had some nice hikes (but dressed for early September), finally had the heart to plant some flowers (but not the ones that bloom only through midsummer).  Not life as it should be, but good enough for me.

Resolve, however, has returned.  Just look at what June and July put me through.  That’s it.  No more.  My house is terminally musty, the mosquitoes are giddy, I can’t get my lawnmower through the sodden side yard, and I’m starting to look and feel like I do in February.  If lovely Maine weather honks for me at the curb, I’m not gonna come a runnin’.  I have my dignity.

Come to think of it, though, July is water—and lots of it--under the bridge.  August, my favorite month in Maine, has just arrived.  A month that has always been good to me, one I can usually count on. 

Okay, if August doesn’t work out, I’m definitely (almost) saying goodbye.

