#REALTALK

WHAT ARE WE REALLY LOOKING FOR WHEN WE SET OUT
TO FIND A FORMER FLAME? JENNY MOLLEN HAS A THEORY.

48 _ COSMOPOLITAN _ JULY 2016

Adam (not his real
name…) (his real name
is Dante*) in years. We
had dated when I
was 19 and the kind of
trainwreck a lot of us
were at 19. A girl who
lied about her grandmother dying in order
to end a relationship. A
girl who pretended not
to be home when he
rushed over to work

IAN MADDOX

WHY CAN’T
WE UNFOLLOW
OUR EXES?

I HADN’T spoken to

things out. A girl who
was there one minute,
gone the next.
I couldn’t say why,
exactly, I’d decided to
reach out to Adam.
Reconnecting with an
ex isn’t really something you plan. A song
comes on the radio, and
you find yourself leaving an awkward voice
mail about Death Cab

for Cutie. You’re lying
beside your sleeping significant other,
and you accidentally
Like a picture on an
Instagram account
you don’t even follow.
Whether we act on it
or not, we’ve all had
the impulse to reach
out, to “check in,” to
go searching for what
feels like a misplaced
sweater that used to
look supercute on
us—not because we
want to wear it again
but just to make sure
it still fits. We justify
our actions with all
sorts of excuses about
closure or making
amends or wanting to
make sure the other
person is happy. But
the truth is, checking
in really isn’t about
them. It’s about us.
I’d popped back
into Adam’s life once
before when I was
studying in Paris, several years after my
grandmother’s fake
death. We’d run into
each other accidentally while I was on
a fruitless search
through the Sixth for
an internet café that
served nonfat milk.
He invited me back
to his flat, where he
confessed that he had
never been in love
with me and I confessed that he’d never
made me come. I
made out with him
for a few minutes to
be polite, then disappeared again without
warning.
He was understandably suspicious
about my call. “It’s
been a lifetime,” he
said, with the kind of
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WHETHER
WE ACT ON IT
OR NOT,
WE’VE ALL
HAD THE
IMPULSE
TO REACH
OUT, TO
“CHECK IN.”
inflection that implied
he could totally make
me come now if he
wanted to.
“I saw that you
were in New York, and
I live in New York now
too and was just wondering if you’d want
to meet up.” Even as I
heard myself talking,
I couldn’t make sense
of why I was saying it.
I definitely wasn’t looking for Adam to make
me come. I was a married woman now,
with a 1-year-old child
and a C-section scar
that looked like I’d
been shivved in prison.
I was in no position
to be striking up
a new romance with
an old flame.
“So, you wanna get
together and what?
Say you’re sorry? Tell
me you have regrets?”

*Just kidding, it’s not Dante either. I feel like a guy named Dante could totally make me come.

“I—” I started to
speak then stopped.
Was I sorry? Maybe I
was sorry that I faked
so many orgasms or
that I’d claimed my
grandma’s dying wish
was for me to be single. That was pretty
fucked up.
Did I have regrets?
I guess maybe I did.
I regretted that I
hadn’t slept with more
men. I regretted that
I hadn’t slept with
more women. I regretted that I never threw
a drink in someone’s
face or all my boyfriend’s belongings
out a five-story window. That I didn’t tell
more lies about everything—my name, my
age, my fake British
accent: I just moved
here from Liverpool.
That I never had
someone so obsessed
with me, I had to get
a restraining order. I
regretted that I never
learned how to take a
cute picture with a lit
cigarette or crawl out
a bathroom window to
ditch someone at a bar
or that I never went to
spring break in Ibiza.
And my biggest regret
of all is that I never
ate a bacon-wrapped
street dog. In your
20s, you’re expected
to be a disaster, to act
impulsively, to have
transgressions. In your
30s, if you suddenly
pick up vaping and jet
off to Ibiza for a foam
party with Calvin
Harris, your friends

and family will think
you’ve lost it. Although
I was eager and optimistic about the new
adventures adulthood
would bring, I knew in
my gut they probably
wouldn’t include dropping Molly and buying
morning-after pills.
“Nope. No regrets,
Adam,” I said, confident. “I kind of love
the mistakes we made.
Although, I do feel
bad about the time you
had to shit behind a
see-through curtain at
my mom’s condo
because she didn’t
believe in doors. That
was weird.” Adam
couldn’t help but
laugh, reliving the
mortification.
I smirked, realizing
that it wasn’t Adam
I missed—it was me.
“Always interesting
to hear from you,” he
said sarcastically. “By
the way, why did you
Like a picture I posted
on Instagram of avocado toast, then
un-Like it?”
“Truth? I don’t
know. But I’m glad
I did.”
Hanging up with
the past, I tried to
appreciate the present, fully aware that,
just like the 20-yearold me, it would be
there one minute and
gone the next. ■
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