[bookmark: _GoBack]My story began at a court room. My (at that moment) husband and I trying to get permission to leave the country, if you are divorced this regular procedure. We were sitting there and I saw a teen girl crying, begging to her mom not to send her dad to jail, and all she got by response was, "that will teach him not to go with that slut!". I felt the anger on her voice, but I didn´t pay much attention to the mom, all I saw and heard was a little girl begging, crying to her own mother, asking for his father freedom.... and being ignored.
I turned to my husband and made one of the most important promises of my life. "If we ever divorce, I swear, I´ll be never be that woman". 
7 years and 2 beautiful girls later, we separated. 
2009 the year everything start to fall apart. After many fights, I finally asked for divorce, he only said, Ok! If that is what you want, I am sorry but I am not going to fight with you... we´ll divorce.
A week later, he was feeling sick, the result was cancer. Leaving the doctor´s office he told me: "I don´t expect you to be by my side, we already agreed to divorce". I replied "Don´t be stupid I am not going anywhere!!". Few days later, I discovered we were bankrupt, he used all our money on one of his project and was buried in debts, he didn´t want to admit he was in troubles, so he lied, and lied… now everything falls in place. 
No time for fights, he need the surgery soon, but I just quit my job that week, I asked my boss to allow me to return so he can have the surgery using my insurance. I was furious, I just discovered the man I used to love, lied to me, hide his problems from me, believe I was incapable of dealing with it. 
I must admit, I was devastated, I knew we had problems but never thought he would be capable of lying to me, while in this process of getting divorce I felt judged by everyone included my own family , everyone believed I was a horrible person for getting divorce of such a nice person, awesome dad, and while he was sick!, unforgivable! They couldn't understand it. For me, there was no way I could stay in a marriage based on lies, no matter what kind of lies, I knew he was a good person, but lies were told ..many,  I can´t trust on him,  he did not trust on me. I explained what happened to close friends only, and let everyone else believes whatever they wanted to believe. 
Then Eduardo´s diabetes got worse and he had to be hospitalized many times, during these years while in the hospital he were in constant communication with the girls and when at home, he was always trying to help. I knew he was doing his best even he wasn´t feeling at his best.  One day the school call, they wanted to know what was going on, they knew about Eduardo´s sickness but not about the divorce. The teacher told us, “Your girl is just a shadow of what she used to be, she was a happy girl with a beautiful smile, she does not smile anymore, she hide his face with the hair. She lies to their teachers”. I cried like never before in my life. I felt I failed as a mother, I felt guilty, I thought I failed her, how I missed that, HOW?? Alexandra was 8 at that moment, Isabella 6, I look for a psychologist to help her deal with the problem, she went to sessions for 3 months, then she asked not to continue, and the psychologist agreed, she needs a change, but little I knew the one that needed to change was ME. 
2014, time to separate for real. I moved to a smaller apartment, so we can both paid our rent. The Girls will go from school to his apartment and I´ll pick them up after work. This year I started therapy, and learned how much my anger and frustration, was affecting the girls, I was hurting them without knowing, I started a healing process and learn to forgive him and start seeing him as the imperfect human being he is. Our relationship as friendly parents improved.
2015, surprise!! Eduardo´s sister helped him to buy an apartment; the girls will have their own room there. They fell in love with the place. They were constantly asking to stay at dad´s?  it is late mom, do we have to leave? Can we sleep here?   One day we talked and I brought the idea, the girls are happy here, do you want them to live with you? They are already spending most of their time here, I can come to visit them daily, He agreed, we talked to the girls they were happy. I visited them and stayed for dinner almost daily then leaved to my place.  I cried every single night for at least a couple of months. But I knew it was the correct decision. I am always working he is always at home, who is the best for them to live with? 
2016 Cancer is back, he needs surgery to remove a new tumor, this will be done after holy week, Eduardo´s brother was getting married in USA, they went to the wedding.  They returned, and a few days later he was at the hospital waiting for surgery. 3 weeks later he´s back at home, I keep visit them daily to see the girls, and how he´s doing.  Chemotherapy and radio-therapy, is needed, it will start last week of July.
July 2016, I had a trip planned to Spain I can´t change dates. But before my trip Eduardo and I talked, Chemotherapy is going to be hard I said, you need me here. We´ll see, he said, go have fun we´ll talk when you´re back. 
I came back from Spain and moved immediately with Eduardo and the girls, sleeping in the couch or in a mattress,  Eduardo told me, “I must be honest, I am happy you are here, I feel better knowing you are here, so the girls, having you here with us is the best for everyone.”
November 2016, Another tumor just showed up, this is going to be a long battle, but here we are, the four of us. 
People always ask me why do I keep taking care of him? He is not my husband anymore. I used to tell them that he is the father of my girls and whatever happens to him, affects them, so I am not taking care of him, I am taking care of them. But I lied.  Watching a Doctor Who episode I found the perfect phrase for what I should have told him and everyone from the beginning: “Do you think that I care for you so little that betraying would make a difference?” 




