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Foreword 
 

Dear Reader, 

 

I have known the author since we were both awkward acne-riddled teenagers. If there is one thing I 

know about Ian Paul, it is the fact that he loves to write.  

He wrote poems, cheesy love notes to girls, and always had a songbook with the corniest of words. At 

the time, we almost competed to see who the better (or in this case, worse) writer was, be it in English 

composition, or literature classes. Of course, this being my slot, I will say I won every time. It is 

unfortunate that I don’t have enough time to tell all his embarrassing stories. Perhaps I will write a 

book about those someday.  

Nonetheless, he wrote a lot.  

Over the years, I have watched my friend become a blogger, a ghostwriter, and a writer of code – 

because he happens to be a freaking computer programmer. In 2016, I had the pleasure of reading his 

first short story, Dirt on My Wedding Dress. I was very proud to see how much he had grown as a 

writer. As soon as I finished reading it, I called him to tell him how much I had enjoyed it. We made a 

deal that if he wrote another story, I would be involved somehow. That is how I ended up writing this. 

I have had the pleasure to read this and I loved it even more than his previous works. The only spoiler 

alert you will receive is that this short story is a great read. 

I hope you enjoy it as much as I did. Thank you for supporting my brother and friend. 

 

Yours truly, 

Benny from Burundi. 

 

I often skip reading the foreword in many books. I can only hope that karma will be kind to me. 

 

 

 

 

paulothewriter.wordpress.com/  
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Preface 
 

 
INTERVIEWER: At 23. What do you possibly know about being a bad husband?  
ME: A lot actually.  
 
INTERVIEWER: Have you been married before? 
ME: Good Lord, No!  
 
INTERVIEWER: So, what makes you think you have the experience to tell a story about being a bad husband? 
(Silence) Tell me about the journey to this book. 
ME: Well, first, I have been a bad husband. Not practically, but I was on a road that was leading me there. And 
thinking far ahead from where I was and where I was heading, these confessions would eventually come. 
 
INTERVIEWER: And these confessions, to whom are they dedicated? 
ME: My wife, my children, my family and friends. If you are a bad person, a lot of people suffer. This is a 
dedication to everyone that my train wreck almost took down. 
 
INTERVIEWER: Is that why are you writing this book? It's an apology! 
ME: No. If I ever settle down, have a wife and children, I want to be a good father to my kids and a good husband. 
This book is a guide to that ‘me’ about the ‘me’ I could have become and the ‘me’ I don't want to be. 
 
INTERVIEWER: Oh, I see! Was it hard writing this book? 
ME: It should have been, but it wasn't. I wrote it in about 2 nights. Whatever led to this book was tragically sad 
but I am happy for her, that part made it easy. 
 
INTERVIEWER: It sounds like this is more personal than that road you talked about. The road that led you to 
this book. 
ME: Yes, it is very personal. My friends and I often joke about how good I am at everything, except relationships. 
Sometimes it frustrates me and this was the peak of that frustration. But hey, better this exception, I could have 
been a horrible writer with a tremendous relationship. (Laughs) that's a joke! Or maybe it isn't? 
 
INTERVIEWER: Interesting analogy. Thinking far ahead from that point now, do you think these confessions 
still reflect on who you are? 
ME: (pauses) I hadn't thought of that actually. 
 
 

* walks out of interview * 
 
 

INTERVIEWER: Wait! Sir. I still have a couple of question. 
ME: I’m out of answers. 
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Prologue 
 

"Women don't have as much time as we do. As a man, you have almost all the time in the world. As a 
woman, you could have 24 hours per hour and 60 minutes per minute. And it still would not be enough."  

Ian Paul Byamugisha 

 

 

 

It wasn’t always like this. We’d had better times. 

It wasn't always a bed of thorny roses, which by the way, I slept in alone most of the time.  

Rebecca was fed up. She was tired of trying and not having me meet her half way. If anything I was on the other 
side of where half way begins, walking the opposite direction. 

I loved her, she knew that. Everybody knew that.  

Even the kids knew that. We were great together. Although absolutely different, we made that difference the 
reason it had to work. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Based On Highly Exaggerated Real Events for Dramatic Effect” 
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CHAPTER 1 

 

Driving through Kampala that night, I was at the edge of relief and sheer regret. I wasn't quite sure why. 

I was happy for Rebecca – that I was all but sure. And that was believably where the relief came from.  

Regret! Where do I start? 

 

CHAPTER 2 

 

Picture this; you are living in a bachelor pad, you drive an overpriced two seater and at your house is one of 
everything, after all you stay alone. Whenever friends come over you order in or go out to eat. Late nights at 
parties are an unplanned event on the calendar as long as you could still remember your home address when 
your Uber arrives. Basically, it’s fête every day.  

Living alone makes you selfish. It’s an unintended consequence of being single since your world revolves around 
you and occasionally the company you keep. 

That! The man up there? That was me. A few years ago… 

 

CHAPTER 3 

 

Faster than I could adapt, everything changed.  

I had to trade the two seater in for a Minivan. One big enough to carry the kids’ bicycles every time we took a trip 
out of town.  I’d wanted a Pick-Up truck, a GMC Sierra 1500 preferably, but Rebecca preferred the Toyota 
Sienna Minivan.  

The bachelor pad was long gone and now we rented somewhere in Bugolobi, she called it “more homey.” 
Somewhere we could raise the kids.  

She had insisted on a big house with a large compound somewhere the kids could run around and ride their 
bicycles. This was fine by me. Together we always could afford just about anything.  

The boys and I hang out less. Late nights had to be explained and texts of “Where are you? What time are you 
coming home? The kids can’t always sleep without seeing you.” These became a repeated sight after 10:00 pm. 

I loved to hate it. It gave me a sense of responsibility but it also gave me a sense of foreignness. It was my new 
life but a life I didn’t recognize anymore and strangeness scares even the bravest of men.  

 
CHAPTER 4 

 

It wasn't always like this.  

What she wanted was a stable family, a good husband and three healthy babies. She'd gotten two. Crystal and 
Liam. And a 'good' husband, yup! Me.  
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As for me, what did I want? Well, I knew I loved her. I wanted her. The kids even more. I wasn’t sure I wanted 
the life that came with having them both. I lost my immunity to a lot of self-interested things and activities, a 
change I wasn’t quite comfortable with. 

This, however, did not alter how deeply I felt about her. 

Even at the end, the morning before everything, I still looked at her like it was the first time. My almost always 
emotionless eyes were filled with the same passion I had on our first date. I still held her with the same intense 
lust from our first kiss and I still craved for her love like before I had it. 

 

“Boy Meets Girl” 

 

I’d gotten there early, I’m always early. Plus, it was our first official first date, I was excited.  

I even had time to go to the supermarket to get her a mosquito repellant. We’d joked about how her nights were 
sleepless due to the many mosquitoes at her house. I’d told her I’d get her something for it. 

Nakumatt didn’t have any. I ended up checking their new stock of books and magazines instead. As the time 
was getting close, I decided to go to the restaurant and check on that table. I’d made reservations. 

I told the waitress who welcomed me that I’d be expecting someone pretty to join me. She chuckled with that 
“lucky girl she must be” kind of expression seeing how proudly I’d said all that. 

She then led me to a table by the very large glass windows. I took the seat facing the entrance into Acacia mall. 
I was hoping to get an early glimpse at her as she came in.  

I sent her a text, “Text me when you get here. Already got us a table.” She saw it, but she didn’t reply. 

Now any normal mind would panic at this point, I am not normal. I didn’t.  

I almost did. I mean you are seated at a fancy restaurant by yourself, you just told the waitress that you are 
expecting company and ‘company’ isn’t responding to your texts. What next? 

I chose not to worry, I was confident she’d come. We’d been anticipating this for a long time. She couldn’t or 
could she?  

I didn’t have enough time to think into it as my boss kept calling me about work stuff although it was way past 
official working time. I was constantly on my phone answering questions about work and this helped me forget 
that I might get stood up. 

The waitress kept checking on me and when I felt it was getting awkward, I ordered Apple juice to pass time. I 
also asked for the menu to browse through as I waited. 

In the middle of all that, my phone rang. “Hello, I’m here,” It was her. Suddenly I was nervous and excited at the 
same time. I could hear her telling a waitress that she was here to meet someone. Call it fate or whatever, she’d 
been talking to the same waitress that was at my service.  

She was led to the section where I was seated. As they approached, I stood up and walked to meet her – 
gentleman, right? Hold the applause; I had other intensions – wink! 

Those seconds of the walk towards an anxious me were enough to admire how much prettier she’d grown over 
time. When she saw me, I could see her beautiful smile taking lead despite the very visible nervousness. She 
looked absolutely gorgeous even with the after 6:00 pm work exhaustion.  

 

That was how it all started. 
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CHAPTER 5 

 

The hard part was when I got home that night.  

Liam’s Captain America toy was abandoned outside by the door. He never goes anywhere without it.  

The minivan wasn’t in the parking space. I opened the door to a silent home. The sound of cartoons or the kids’ 
footsteps racing from upstairs to greet me wasn’t present. This was a routine and even though I knew they weren’t 
home, I couldn’t help but expect it. 

I hastened up the stairs into the bedrooms. 

Reality check was the realization that all their clothes and shoes were gone. Rebecca had definitely left. Liam’s 
toy laying around was a clear sign that they'd left in a hurry. Rebecca couldn’t wait to be out of there, she didn't 
have time to worry about a stupid toy.  

She had not even warned that this was coming. I knew she was unhappy. But not this unhappy. We hadn’t gotten 
to this level yet. Or so I thought.  

Seeing how she’d left with the kids and all their stuff had me thinking; we had more problems than I thought we 
did. But all this while she had not expressed that depth of grief. Never!  

I always thought the problems we had were something we could work our way through. I know I wasn’t trying as 
hard as she expected, I wasn’t the man she saw I could be for her, but with this, she had taken extremist actions. 

I was confused. It’s like when I left for work this morning, I left my beautiful family home and when I got back, I 
walked into a closet that threw me into this “Narnia” I was in now.  

This was the moment I realized that I was losing her and for whatever it was, she was never coming back. This 
was what we called a point of no return. 

 

CHAPTER 7 

 

Liam and I had spoken earlier that afternoon. He had told me that mummy said he'd be bought a new Captain 
America. He didn't want a new one though. He still wanted his old one with a missing left eye and a permanent 
tomato sauce stain since he never let us wash his toys. 

He asked me to bring it when I am bringing my stuff to stay with them at grandma’s house. It broke me a little, I 
didn’t know how to explain to him that I wasn’t joining them at grandmas. I simply laughed and asked him if he 
loved the food at grandmas. 

I was worried about Liam. The little guy wasn't used to being alone without me. He was purely daddy’s little guy. 
He wasn't as tough as his sister Crystal.  

The bond between us was something Rebecca always loved. He was my buddy. My little best friend.  

Crystal, being a little older, had natural big sibling instincts. She wasn't as much of a child despite being just 5 
years old. Crystal was my “soldier” like I often called her because of her courage and how she protected her little 
brother. 
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CHAPTER 8 

(Confessions) 

 

That night at the house, it all started to sink in. My wife had left and she'd taken my babies too. I did not 
understand why she had to drag the babies in this mess.  

This new life that I loved but hated for the changes it came with, was gone. I wasn’t even sure if I was supposed 
to be this bothered. I mean I hated part of my new life, right? 

The concern came from the harsh unsettling reality that things were and would be different from this point on. 
Would it be forever? Would she come back? Would this end up in supervised visits whenever I wanted to see my 
children?  

I have never questioned everything in my life more. I was confused about everything and I needed answers to 
questions I didn’t even know I had at that time.  

Rebecca, despite all our problems, was a brave strong woman. She’d fought through a shitty job and some tough 
personal experiences to still wear her beautiful smile and try to enjoy every moment of her life. 

If she’d walked away from all this, I must have been doing everything wrong. I’d pushed her to a point where her 
strength and bravery couldn’t be tuned to withstand what she was going through. 

The frustration came from not really understanding why she had to leave like this. And with the children? We 
hadn’t discussed or gone through anything that called for such action.  

We were having problems but they all seemed like something we’d eventually work through. It had been a few 
years and adjusting to this new life was a new experience for the both of us.  

 

#1 

I admit she adjusted as soon as we got serious with the relationship, but it was going to take me sometime. Things 
were moving a little too fast for me, we needed to pump the brakes at some point.  

She was wholly into the marriage. I didn’t want to ruin a future with a good woman by telling her to slow things 
down. Slow things down? We were married, how could I expect things to slow down?  

I decided to ride the wave and try to keep up with the pace. She expected more than I could ever deliver at that 
time. I knew this, I was well aware. I just kept hoping I’d be able to meet her level of expectation as we went on.  

I started looking for solutions. I asked people, I read books, I sought advice but nothing could prepare me for a 
marriage I wasn’t really ready for. I just kept hoping we’d get better as I was making small changes. I wanted to 
make Rebecca happy. 

That was misplaced hope. She didn’t have the time nor the patience to wait for me to catch up. She needed things, 
she needed her life to go at a certain pace and you know what happens when you can’t catch the plane! You get 
left behind. 

I wasn’t ready. I just didn’t want to lose a good woman and the marriage seemed like a definite way to make sure 
I don’t lose her.  

I was wrong. 
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#2 

Why didn’t she at least talk about it? The worst part of all this was how she kept insisting that everything was 
fine. She never let me in. I almost always never knew what was going on with her. 

At present, I started to miss everything. The children especially. But the more I sunk deep into thought, I 
temporarily forgot about the kids and I really started to Miss Rebecca. She was and always will be a very 
important part of my story. 

Despite everything, I loved her. Something she failed to see, something she failed to understand and eventually 
failed to believe. Every time I told her I loved her, I didn’t see belief in her eyes or hear it in her voice whenever 
she said she loved me too. 

She loved me. At least she often said. Something I failed to believe as well. As a person that pays attention to 
detail, it failed to register with me emotionally whenever she said she loved me.  

I didn’t care much for it, half the time my defenses were up and I thought this was the reason I didn’t feel it. I 
believe in love and with time I’d slowly tear the bricks down and let her have all of me - emotionally.  

What made being with Rebecca exciting was that we were both ready to experience an adult type of love. Not that 
infatuation teenagers act upon to be together. I was ready to make things work on grounds of common goals, 
understanding each other and wanting the same things. That crazy love would eventually grow out of mutual 
respect, moments, working through problems and from the mutual liking each other very much.  

It didn’t.  

 

#3 

I’d been pacing around the living room this entire time. The air still heavily circulated with her scent.  

For the first time in my selfish life, I sat down to think about someone else. And in what remains one of my 
greatest mentation moments of all time, I realized; 

Women talk a lot, – what we call complaining. Often it’s a cry for help or a call to action when she needs 
something to be ameliorated. Rebecca didn’t.  

Over the years my actions had incautiously broken her so much on the inside, she never built up the strength to 
talk about it.  

I noticed this right from the start but I didn’t give it the level of attention any good husband should. I just 
believed that somewhere along our road she’d get out of that shell and learn to open up more.  

It was my obligation to come into her shell and seek her out. I got comfortable with her shell and she sunk 
deeper into its darkness. The silence and unspoken pain made her the reserved woman she was – sometimes.  

It didn’t help that I am a hard headed stubborn man. I listen, but I listen to your logic, reason and facts. 
However, now I know that that’s not what a relationship needs. Love, care and your feelings are a speech that 
needs to be heeded to more than anything else.  

I cannot exclusively take the blame for this. Rebecca hardly spoke her true feelings. She had masked so much 
heartache she often chose silence as the best choice. Talking wasn’t something she did. Knowingly, I let her be, 
hoping that the more she trusted me, she’d open up. 

This didn’t happen. 

 

#4 
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I am noticing this as I walk into the kitchen and Crystal’s Despicable Me bowl of cereal sits by the kitchen 
counter barely touched. I always told her never to leave the table without finishing her breakfast.  

This sight was another indicator that Rebecca woke up and decided she had had enough of this piteous life. She 
packed up, grabbed the kids in spite of what they were doing and they left.  

What she needed was for me to hear her out more than I did.  

It dawned on me that she knew when I was listening and when I was pretending to be. Not listening to my wife 
or paying much attention to not only what she said but also how she said it made it clear that I could have 
never known or seen her pain. 

As long as I was there and we were together, I sub-consciously thought that was adequate and was what she 
needed. Women need time and affection, and whenever we were cuddled up half naked in the couch watching 
animations, I felt I was giving my woman one of the top basic needs in a relationship.  

She was always at the front and I’d wrap my arms around her small beautiful body and hold her.  

Now I am wishing and I sometimes sat across from her, took time to look into her eyes to observe the comfort 
and peace on her face. Thinking about all this now has me wondering whether she enjoyed those moments as 
much as I did. To think of it, she in all probability wore worry and uncertainty even in those intimate moments. 

I couldn’t have ever known. I barely paid attention to the moments that led to the cuddling and how it ended. 

I should have. 

 

#5 

Rebecca did not nag, she tried to talk about things sometimes. I was just too self-absorbed to realize that she 
almost never talked about things. It was supposed to be a glorious moment when she finally decided to open up 
about something.  

I chose to always out reason her instead of listening and trying to interpret from her point of view. If her 
argument started to sound excessive, I ended it by boldly spelling the facts of the situation.  

She despised it when I did that. But women can be irrational sometimes, I didn’t want this to be the case with 
her. She’s a smart woman. I expected her to be factual about everything. What I didn’t realize was; she was a 
smart woman in love. Love impairs all other judgement.   

What I should have been doing was take mental notes and commend her for the times she talked. This would 
have encouraged her to open up more and our communication would have been perceptibly better.  

I was too busy firefighting trying to avoid drama, I forgot how significant such moments should have been to 
our relationship.  

The worst part is that I always left her feeling unheard and she often remarked how her opinion didn’t matter. 
She also often said that once I’d made up my mind, I was like a train without brakes – nothing can stop me! 

She was right. I was wrong. 

 

#6 

I reached for a bottle of whiskey and poured myself a drink. I even grabbed a coaster for my glass. Something 
she always nearly killed me for not doing. She disliked the rings of the glass that formed on the table. 

Its small things like this that made me recognize how much good she impacted on my life. I loved these small 
things, I’d just never opened my eyes to fully embracing them, accepting and relishing them. 
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Rebecca constantly complained about how I liked everything organized in a certain way. I have a mild case of 
symmetric orderliness OCD. I remember her pretty innocent face every time she rushed to take something back 
where she got it just so I wouldn’t complain. Yeah, I noticed whenever she did. 

She never felt like she belonged in my world. I could tell it worried her. We were two people from two unlike 
worlds trying to make the dissimilarity the reason it worked. I ever reliably assured her that she was the life I 
wanted, she was my world now. Although she agreed, she never sounded like she actually believed it.  

She’d mouth that quick “okay,” I’d kiss her on the forehead and we’d continue with whatever we were doing. In 
such moments, this never bothered me. Thinking back to it now, that was a red flag.  

I shouldn’t have neglected it.  

 

#7 

I didn’t try to understand her the way she tried to know me. She knew the things I wanted through observation 
and paying attention.  

Do you know how dumb I was? I thought the things that mattered were knowing that her heel size was size 4 
for small fitting, size 3 for wide fitting and general shoe size of 36. Favorite colors of grey and aqua. Idiot, right?  

I didn’t see that what was important was what she wanted.  

I often asked her what she wanted and she’d say she wanted “this,” – us. And with half the world betting that 
this wouldn’t work, she needed it to work more than anything. I was in the same boat.  

I’d failed so much at relationships, I’d hoped this would be it. And when the babies came, I was sure this was it.  

Crystal and Liam were very beautiful children. A compliment that we got each time we took them out. They had 

Rebecca’s beautiful tough eyes, her little tiny hands, Liam was lucky to have just my nose and Crystal’s smile 

was a spitting image of her mother’s.  

I absolutely adored the children. I adored Rebecca even more, I just sucked at showing her that I did. 

 

* 
One thing Rebecca treasured is how good I was with the kids. I remember this one time Liam was supposed to 

play Peter Pan in a school play.  

He gets home from school, comes up to my study and without even greeting me, he goes "Dad, I don't think I 

can do it." 

"Do what, my little man?" I asked. "Be Peter Pan," he said.  

"And why is that," I asked curiously. "Because Peter Pan has to fly across Neverland and I am Captain America 

and he doesn't fly," he said at his thwarted ambition.  

I squatted just so we could be at the same eye level and I told him, I'd let him be Iron Man for that day.  

We had this thing where I was Iron Man and he was captain America because from the Marvel cartoons, Liam 

concluded they were best friends. Plus I love Iron Man so I quickly claimed him. 

I told him since those two were friends, Iron Man could let Captain borrow his flying suit for that day. Then I 

handed him my imaginary flying suit.  

I didn't realize Rebecca had been by the door watching us the whole time until I got up.  
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Later that week as we watched the play at his school and saw him flying across the stage with so much 

confidence and faith, Rebecca held and squeezed my hand with teary eyes. I knew what it meant. It was 

approval, approval that I was at least doing one thing right. I was a good father.  

* 
But all this was irrelevant now. I failed to understand her and we couldn’t raise the kids together if we were 

never going to be on the same page. She had acted with utmost purpose for the sake of the children.  

If only I’d gone an extra mile to participate in her world. To understand her the way I understood Crystal’s 

imaginary world of Princes, castles and fairies, we’d be alright. 

But I didn’t. So we weren’t. 

 

#8 

How much time is enough if you are with someone you love? None. Time is never enough when you love 

someone. I didn’t realize that until she was gone and I had more than enough time on think about how much 

time I didn’t give her. 

For the kid’s school events I was always there. Outings with them, I’d never miss that. It was one of my favorite 

parts of being a dad. Spoiling my little bundles of joy.  

The mistake I made was thinking that Rebecca having her own friends outside us, didn’t really need me for her 

events. Whenever she had something she wanted me to be a part of, I had an excuse. Some excuses were more 

valid than others, but nonetheless, they were excuses.  

Then, I didn’t realize that cancelling on her each time we planned something was psychologically, even 

emotionally affecting her. I made time for the kids because they are very important. She saw that and she 

perfectly loved that. 

Not making time for her made her feel like she wasn’t as important as she thought she was. This drained her 

energy and the more it happened, she slowly withdrew from me. She stopped telling me about her events and 

doing everything alone created a distressed scorned woman. 

I should have detected a change in pattern and behavior when she stopped asking me to make time. But I was 

too busy minding my job, career, the kids and personal interests. Rebecca was deserted. She felt unvalued and 

not the priority I often told her she was. 

Yet honestly, she really was. 

 

But all the above aren’t just numbers, they are significant parts of these confessions; 

I never gave up my life for us. 

I never traded the two seater for a minivan. I bought a van. My two seater has been parked at my parents’ 

house and all those weekends I was home visiting, I was home petting my habituation for that car.  

It made me feel good, it made me feel alive. I loved every minute in it, I love the compliments as I drove down 

the street with a pair of cool sun glasses. It was a feeling that defined me, a feeling I absolutely loved.  
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I never sold off my bachelor pad. I rented it out. To my cousin Alex. When you came into my life, everything 

changed so fast I needed to maintain a place that was familiar. A place I could go and think. So I kept the 

house.  

Sometimes I needed to get away from you and all the tension of the relationship, that’s where I’d go. And I 

must admit, I loved being there alone, without you. There was less tension and I didn’t have to feel like you 

were in my space.  

The boys. We still met. Even more often. They said I’d changed. I didn’t want to change and neither did they. 

We still had late nights that I never explained, met women that I never hit on, – those were some of the few 

times I was honest to myself about us. The boys said I was boring now, but they respected that I loved you 

enough to comfortably have you as my one woman and not want any other. 

A few took my phone number and whenever they called I told you it was work. I’d not pick up. I’d text them 

back asking not to call me again. I’d try to explain that I was with someone I didn’t want to mess things up 

with. It never seemed to work and this became a cycle.  

The reason you never met my family until weeks to the wedding wasn’t because you weren’t ready like you 

always said. I wasn’t ready too. I wasn’t willing to make them like you yet I sensed you’d eventually be gone. I 

could tell you had one foot out. I didn’t want them to deal with my bad choices.  

Knowing my obsession with children, when they arrived I forgot about you. The reason they always seemed to 

come first is because they actually were always first. As long as the children were happy, I didn’t care about 

anything else.  

We weren’t friends. We were two strangers in love. I tried to be your friend, but it didn’t help that you didn’t 

trust me. It made me afraid to tell you my silly things, I was afraid you’d judge me and get the wrong idea. You 

always were too suspicious.  

Oh and most importantly, I am grossly afraid of commitment. I should have mentioned this before I proposed 

to you, I am sorry that I didn’t. And not because I want to sleep around, I just don’t know why. Even with this, 

the reason I married you is because I didn’t want to lose you. I didn’t know how else to keep you around till I 

was ready. But we can see how that worked out! 

 

 

“I tried to get better at all of this and the numbers too, I tried to get better for you. I should but i 

won’t apologize for all this, because despite being sorry for everything, I am not sorry that you have 

a chance to find a better man now – I hope you can believe that.” 

 

 

“Based On Highly Exaggerated Real Events for Dramatic Effect” 

* 
Story by 

Ian Paul Byamugisha 
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