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Come. Ravage me with your wine drenched mouth and carpenter hands.


 
 
 
 
If you were here now 
we'd get in trouble.
 The stewardesses 
would have to pull us apart.
We both thought 
we’d have more 
time, and then I 
left. I’ll always be 
sorry for that.

Liar. Liar. Liar. Liar. Liar. Liar. Liar. 

 
 
I just don't have any enthusiasm
 for engaging with a man who is 
in a relationship with another woman.

 
 
I’m thinking about that time
you tied me down to your bed
 and unbuttoned my jeans.
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INTRODUCTION
The first time I read a love letter that wasn’t addressed to me, my heart danced a guilty little dance.
A confession: Not only wasn’t the letter mine, but it was written to a woman I was dating. She was in her bedroom, deciding on shoes; I was killing time in her kitchen, nibbling almonds. On her counter, the usual mess: a few photos, an address book, small piles of bills. Perhaps I looked a little more closely than I should have, but atop one pile, seated like a king, was a love letter.
I picked it up, I did, and I can’t say I’m proud of that. But once I did … well, there was no turning away. That love note, rough-edged and wrinkled, had a curious effect on me. Confusion, yes, and a hint of vulnerability, but something else too. What her other man had written—a year ago? ten years ago? I had no idea—felt strikingly similar to a note I’d scratched out to her only a few weeks before. Not the words, exactly, but that flood of emotion, the playfulness, the optimism. It all seemed so familiar. A question twittered in my mind: Was our relationship as special as I had thought? At the same time, his note was clearly his own, with its inside jokes and (vividly) spelled-out desires. In fact, I could hardly believe it was written to the woman I thought I knew. I read it twice.
Three times, actually.
I WONDERED WHY SHE HAD LEFT IT THERE. IT WAS PROBABLY BY ACCIDENT. But it also could have been by accident-on-purpose, in which case what was she telling me? Had he touched something in her that I hadn’t? Did he mean something to her that I didn’t? And then the bigger questions swooped in: What role did this letter play in her life? Was it something she had unearthed to remind herself of how good love can get … or how fleeting it can be?
Why, in short, had she saved this nine-line scrawl? And was she so different from everyone else? I began to consider what these much-folded pieces of paper might symbolize for us, emotionally; why some we toss within moments, why we hang on to others for decades. Is it because each letter from an ex represents a road not taken? And each letter from the person we’re still with reminds us of what brought us together? Or could it be because a love letter recalls that moment in our life when someone saw our best self?
SO I STARTED COLLECTING OTHER PEOPLE’S LOVE LETTERS. I contacted everyone I knew, and asked if they would send me any they’d been keeping. Eventually, I even assembled a team of researchers to do more legwork (these brave souls went so far as to call their exes … who called their exes) until the web expanded far beyond our own circles.
I wasn’t interested in the kind of correspondence typically found in love letter collections. Not the quill-tip pen variety that Ben Franklin sent to Mrs. F during their courtship. I sought love letters, e-mails, text messages, and postcards written by regular people in relationships probably much like yours. And who wants to look only at letters that present bouquet after bouquet of love’s red roses. Modern love is complicated. It bobs and weaves, takes two steps forward, one step back. I wanted letters that not only captured the whispered promises of endless love, but also candid moments of uncertainty, bitterness, and regret. The thorns.
Envelopes began to arrive, each holding what, until the moment I opened them, had been a very private message. Inside the first, a tender apology. The second brought two single-spaced pages of triple-X lust. After that: “I’m not feeling what you’re feeling.” In the end, I had hundreds and hundreds stacked in my living room.
HERE’S SOMETHING I LEARNED ABOUT LOVE LETTERS: MOST DIE AN IGNOMINIOUS DEATH. They’re torn up, tossed out, and fed to the dog. Burned, buried, and flushed. The letters on the pages that follow are the survivors. They were saved and savored. And, now, they’re shared: Every letter here is reproduced with permission from its writer.*
Who wrote these letters? You name it: helicopter pilots, musicians, sociologists, sales reps, students, retirees, housewives, computer programmers, consultants, construction workers, architects, teachers, kids, lawyers, store clerks, filmmakers. The faithful and the adulterous. Maybe someone you know. Maybe your lover.
Gathering these letters provided me with a rare opportunity: the chance to freely poke through other people’s intimate correspondence and not feel the least bit ashamed about it, as you might one day should you let your eyes wander for too long on someone’s kitchen counter. After all, while almost everyone will get a love letter at some point in his or her life, it’s unlikely to be passed around the dinner table. More often it will be squirreled away in the back of the file cabinet in a folder falsely labeled “auto insurance.” (Note: If this is where you’ve been hiding yours, now might be a good time to rethink that.)
Like those still-hidden letters, the notes collected here were written only for a lover’s eyes; they are unflinchingly honest. Reading them is like picking the lock on a stranger’s heart and peering inside during the most intense moments of his or her life. But the fascination here is more complex than a simple case of voyeurism. Because, on a deeper level, the heart you’re looking into is your own.

*In a handful of cases, the letters are reproduced with the permission of the writer’s closest living relative. Also, some letters have been slightly altered to protect the writer’s identity or that of the recipient. One more thing: Not all letters are reproduced in their entirety.
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REOPENING THE ENVELOPE
A few contributors reveal how it felt to search through their closets, garages, and hard drives—through time itself—and wander into their romantic back pages. Some were overcome by warmth and nostalgia; others experienced heartbreak all over again. But nearly everyone said that, within the envelope, they found a little peace.
i regret some of what i wrote
“I thought digging up these old letters would be no big deal. I thought I’d mourned, healed, and moved on from all of my serious and not-so-serious relationships over the last ten years. But apparently not: I was completely surprised by how painful it was to look at the permanent record of all these lost loves.
“I noticed a couple of things: I’m blessed in that I have some gift with words, and that I can use words to inspire joy in someone or to comfort someone. But there’s this dark side that when I’m hurt or in pain, I can draw blood with my words. And I regret some of what I wrote out of anger or hurt. I feel real shame from this. Did I cause harm to someone? I’m seriously thinking about going back to some of these guys after all these years and apologizing.”
it was first love
“I hadn’t read the letters since I’d received them—that was about fifteen years ago. It was a college relationship, my first love.
“As I read them, I had this sudden desire to feel that intensity again. I wanted it back in my life right now. But when I thought about it, I came to realize that you can never re-create those feelings because it was the first time, the first love. And that’s actually the beauty of it: If you could experience those feelings again, then they would be worthless.
“After I read the letters, I e-mailed her. We hadn’t talked in five years. We had a laugh over our letters because they were so gooey and naïve. But I felt a little different about them than she did: I was probably more nostalgic, more romantic.”
a great honor
“My mother and I went through stacks and stacks of my grandparents’ letters. They had corresponded for four years, sometimes three times a week. It was a great honor to be able to see the intricacy of their courtship and that they truly adored each other until their parting breaths. My mother and I were both touched by their love. I don’t mean that in the cliché sense—we could see that their love affected all of us as developing people.
“We spent days reading and organizing them, and then my mother decided to assemble a book of all of the letters. We gave one to everyone in my family. They, too, were entranced.”
who was i then?
“Reading them again was disorienting. You remember thinking the thoughts and writing the words but, man, you can’t touch those feelings. It’s like they belonged to someone else. Someone you don’t even know. I’m aware, in an intellectual way, that I felt all of those things about her, but those emotions are far away now.
“What’s so strange to me is that I can’t even force my heart back to that place where I felt that all-consuming passion. That makes me feel distant from myself. Who was I then? Will I ever be able to get back to that place? Reading the letters again made me wonder: Which is the real me? The one who saw the world in that emotionally saturated way, or the me who sees it the way I do now?”
i cried my eyes out
“When I read a few of the letters, I just cried my eyes out. It was like I experienced the end of each relationship again.”
a nice surprise
“I didn’t know these letters existed. My grandmother died before I was born, so this was the first time I’ve ever heard her voice, heard how she constructed her thoughts. It was an amazing experience. Sometimes she seemed demanding, sometimes she seemed scared. The stories I’d heard about my grandparents were that they were so different, but to have a glimpse into their sweetness and excitement about love was a nice surprise.”
my love comes in many shapes and sizes
“By going through my old letters I saw that my love comes in many shapes and sizes: Some are free-falls in a mad, passionate way. Some loves have been more friendship-based, sweeter and warmer. Looking at these letters reminded me that I’ve had the opportunity to experience many types of men and relationships, and that all of these romantic adventures make me who I am.
“I saw progress in how I dealt with rejection and pain over the years. When I split up with a couple of these men, I was in my closet thinking I could never come out … but here I am. Looking back gave me a sense that I had survived.”



POSTSCRIPT
How did the lovers meet? Did they live happily ever after? Here’s the story behind a few of the letters, as well as an update on how the relationship fared.



Where do you stand on chains?

The writer walked by a shop window and saw her: a beautiful salesclerk. So he stopped in, bought something he didn’t need and, quite intentionally, left his glasses on the counter. When he returned to pick them up, he also got her e-mail address. They flirted for two weeks (exchanging dozens of notes) and dated for four months, during which time he found out exactly where she stood on chains.
(return to the letter)
Peace. Sweat. Everything!

It took her about two hours to create this illustration and, as she remembers it, perhaps a bit longer than that to pick out the perfect color of red lipstick for the pucker. The couple met in college in ′92—she liked his Morrissey shirt—and have been together ever since.
(return to the letter)
I love you, Gary

The couple met on JDate. Her note was written one morning when he had to leave for work and she stayed in his bed. She knew this note would make him smile when he returned that night. She was right, and they’ve been married for more than two years.
(return to the letter)
Thank you, I hate you, I’m sorry

She gave this note to her boyfriend just before moving to New York City—without him. They spent two years apart—“growing up and living life,” she says—but never stopped thinking about each other. Then, on his own, he moved to New York and they began seeing each other again. She says they don’t for a minute regret the decisions they made—to go, to stay—that brought them to where they are now: sharing an apartment.
(return to the letter)
6:35 A.M.—Gone for my walk

Donald and Mildred were married in 1937 with only $17 in the bank. Two years after celebrating their Golden Anniversary, Don underwent open-heart surgery; unfortunately, his aorta ruptured, leaving him in a coma for two months. He awoke with compromised mental and physical abilities, but recovered enough to draw Mildred a love note before his morning walk—which he did every single day until he died, five years later.
(return to the letter)
Hi Lauren

She left her small New England university to spend her junior year at a school about an hour outside of London. Early on, she met a guy, a Brit, and was, she says, “quietly in love with him” the entire year. The night before she returned to the States, they finally kissed. As she was leaving for the plane the next morning, a mutual friend handed her this letter. They e-mailed now and then but after a couple of years fell out of touch. Recently, she was flipping through a stack of old letters, read this note, started wondering … and decided to reach out to him. They e-mailed about five times before he hopped on a plane. She hadn’t seen him in ten years but they had “the most beautiful, romantic weekend. He’s coming again soon.”
(return to the letter)
Subject: money and house stuff

Molly and her husband divorced after eight years of marriage. Both are in relationships now and they remain friends.
(return to the letter)
You sure looked good in those sweats

Chris and Roz were high school sweethearts. But during his freshman year of college, Labor Day weekend of 1984, Chris was killed in a car accident. Roz has saved the note and maintained a close relationship with Chris’s mother for more than twenty years.
(return to the letter)
Dear beautiful

It was another blind date; this time her uncle had set her up. The plan: Meet outside of her fancy Midtown Manhattan office building. How would she recognize him? “I’ll be the guy with the hole in his boot,” he told her. And there he was, covered in dust from his construction job, with a big hole in his fraying boot. What was supposed to be one drink turned into two … then a ride on the Ferris wheel in Toys R Us … then dinner. He wrote her this note exactly two months after their first date, delivering it rolled up and tied with a string, along with two red roses. They were married in July 2006.
(return to the letter)
Will you be my wife?

His girlfriend was always the photographer. She’d somehow managed to capture every one of their special occasions with a Polaroid—their first New Year’s Eve together, holding hands on a trampoline, the night they watched for falling stars. So it just seemed right, he thought, to capture the memory of his proposing to her. On November 5, 2005, he asked her to look for a surprise inside the drawer of a small table. While she rifled through the drawer, he got down on one knee beside her. When she finally found this Polaroid, he had the ring waiting. She looked up from the picture, and he asked her to marry him. She said yes.
(return to the letter)
Mi flor

The couple met during an intimacy exercise at a weekend workshop called “The Miracle of Love.” He had just gotten out of a relationship and was more trying to figure out what went wrong than looking to meet anyone. But there she was. They’ve been together two years and recently held a commitment ceremony at California’s Joshua Tree National Park.
(return to the letter)
Nude

This card was written several months into the couple’s second attempt at a relationship. It was left for its recipient on the bed, and read in private later that evening. This time, they’ve been together for two and a half years. (The word “neyuwl” was, until very, very recently, one of the couple’s private jokes.
(return to the letter)
On the occasion of my being made aware of the birth of our firstborn

Ellen spotted Jack at a college bar. He was a junior—and very cute. They fell in love. She became a teacher in Harlem; he became a Marine, a lieutenant. They were married in February of 1968 and moved to the base in Quantico, Virginia. She was well into her pregnancy when, in March of 1969, Jack shipped out to Vietnam. They exchanged frequent letters and audiotapes, and even talked on the phone once. Their son was born on June 6. On June 30—just a few days before he was set to leave Vietnam and see his boy for the first time—Jack was killed. Ellen saved every one of his letters and, thirty years later, their son, John Hulme, used the letters—including this one—to retrace his father’s movements during the war. Ultimately, he and Ellen found the very spot in Vietnam where Jack lost his life. John made the documentary film Unknown Soldier about their experience.
(return to the letter)
While you were out getting stoned

This note, left on her desk by a coworker, ignited a first date for the last night of 1999. The couple married in 2004.
(return to the letter)
A year with Pooks and Dude

Judith (“Dude”) created this booklet in 1970 for her husband Jonathan (“Pooks”) to commemorate their first year of marriage. After thirty-seven years, they’re happily married with three grown children and two grandchildren.
(return to the letter)
It’s a dusty one today

This letter was sent from Iraq, where the author was flying Blackhawk helicopters. The couple met in high school, in 1977, and married in ′81; they have three grown children. He’s completed two tours of duty in Iraq and is expecting to return for a third.
(return to the letter)
I can’t call you on your birthday

Erica Smith blogged this open letter to her boyfriend, Ben Stern, on what would have been his thirty-sixth birthday. He died of a heart attack on January 23, 2005, while the couple was walking through a park during a blizzard after midnight.
(return to the letter)
Braille

After the Great Depression, when jobs were still hard to find, a carpenter began working at a residential institution for the blind. There, he met a secretary. She was plucky and sociable, and although she had lost her sight in her early twenties, she could still type. She typed him love notes and he taught himself Braille so he could write back. He gave her this card for Valentine’s Day with the card’s message lovingly, if not accurately, translated in Braille and signed “love from Pete.” They married and had one child, who shared this letter.
(return to the letter)
I think you know how much my life has changed

She was a summering legal intern, he was an attorney, and, yes, they met in the copy room. She was Xeroxing stacks of documents and he kept coming in to make tea. On his tenth trip for tea that morning he said “hi” and asked her to lunch; they started dating that day. The note was written at the end of her internship. They’ve been dating for three years.
(return to the letter)
Mr. H Goldberg: Your letter on hand

Frieda, the daughter of a rabbi, lived in Toledo, Ohio. While visiting Springfield, she met Harry, a man in his mid-twenties, who owned a small mom-and-pop grocery store. Harry’s story was compelling: At sixteen, he had emigrated, by himself, from Poland to New York, where he worked in the sweatshops, and then from the sweatshops to Springfield. This note was written in response to one of his first letters to her. Their quick courtship played out entirely on paper—they never dated before they were married, when she moved to Springfield. They lived in a house attached to the grocery store (open 7 a.m. to 9 p.m.), where they both worked. Frieda and Harry had three children and were married for fifty-eight years.
(return to the letter)
I might marry you

Jacob and Phoebe have been friends since they were infants. Both are still single.
(return to the letter)
Darling

In the mid-thirties, a traveling salesman (he specialized in jeans, boots, and Western gear) walked into a shop in Trinidad, Colorado, hoping to make a sale. When he saw a stunning young woman working at the counter, he asked her out for a Coke instead. They went on a couple of quick dates—including a boat ride on a pond where she plucked a small stone from the shore as a souvenir—before he got back on the road. He continued traveling and their courtship unfolded almost entirely by mail. They married in 1939 and remained madly in love until he died in 2001. When she died two years later, she was buried with the stone she had kept from that first boat ride.
(return to the letter)
Reasons why I love Kay

Don and Kay were married for twenty-four years. Not long after this note was written—composed, as Don says, “as a gift”—Kay was killed in a highway car accident.
(return to the letter)
Subj: (no subject)

This e-mail was written by the husband hours before he was going into surgery … just in case. He pulled through, and they recently celebrated their twenty-first anniversary.
(return to the letter)
Hello, Cheryl. What’s happening?

Cheryl was sixteen, and living at home in Rhode Island. Ricky was in the Marine Corps stationed in Hawaii. Her brother, also in the Corps, also in Hawaii, suggested that Ricky become pen pals with his kid sister. And so they began writing back and forth … and back and forth. Over four months, she wrote him more than sixty letters; he wrote her more often—one a day until he was shipped home. (His very first letter is included here.) His home, as it turned out, was just thirty-five miles from where she lived. The first time they saw each other was when she picked him up at the airport. After dating for two and a half years, they were married in 1979. Every once in a while, she says, they still take out the letters—they’ve saved them all—and “laugh at how young we were.”
(return to the letter)
Jane: Look, I’m incredibly confused.

The couple dated for two months.
(return to the letter)
Subject: Hey babe

They connected on an Internet dating site and e-mailed for a month before meeting each other. This e-mail was written a few days before their first date: She picked him up at the train station and there he was, holding a rather large bouquet of flowers. It was, she says, love at first sight. They’ve been together for two years.
(return to the letter)



TEXT OF SELECTED LETTERS
25 more days
July 23, 1992
Hi baby –
I miss you!
I haven’t talked to you for 2 days! That’s two days too long!
How are you doing?
Right now I am studying for my Big FINAL tonight. I am reading the chapter on Interpersonal attraction and all I can think of is you.
Well, here’s some definitions for us:
Passionate love: An intense and often unrealistic emotional response to another person. It is interpreted by the individuals involved as “love”. Well, we do have passionate love, but we also have
Companionate love: Love that rests on a firm base of friendship, common interests, mutual respect, and concern for the other person’s happiness and welfare.
My book say companionate love is the best kind & it is the love that keeps a relationship going. I think we have strong companionate love, what do you think?
I guess I should get back to studying! I love you!
Sally :)
(return to the letter)



To my Darling Husband,
Who would believe that almost four decades have passed and my love for you is still the focus of each and every day of our lives.
Many years ago you told me that you would always be my best friend. At the time I thought that statement was cute but somewhat meaningless—How wrong I was! Throughout all these years you have been not only my best friend, but my champion, my lover, my advisor, my buddy, my cheering squad and my support for all the myriad of incredible situations that constantly occur.
I cherish all the moments we share and hope that the next decade of years is kind to us so that we can celebrate our lives together and reap the goodness we constantly seek.
Know always that I love you and feel complete as your partner in life.
(return to the letter)



Darling, I’ve been meaning to ask you this for a long time. How about a photograph of you? There is a spot on my dresser that my eye catches the first thing in the morning and the last thing at night and I can think of nothing I’d like better than to have your picture there—
(return to the letter)



Dear Daniel,
Thank you for a great week—You brought back a smile in me that doesn’t surface all that much. Although the choice I made this week may not have been a totally wise choice, I don’t regret it and I’m so glad I got the to meet you + know you + smooch you too. I wanted you to know that your conversation stimulated me, your intellect impressed me, your body amazed me and your smile melted me.
The first thing Theo said to me was that I looked different—And he was right—I feel different
You’ve opened up a side of me that I wasn’t really sure I wanted to see—but here it is and I’m dealin’ with it.
I have to go now—but thanks again for such a great time
xoxo
Di
(return to the letter)



4-15-03
Dear Lesli,
It’s a dusty one today. Our tent has no floor, so the dust is everywhere. At least the wind is keeping the heat down.
They say we should be moving even further north; probably by the time you get this. But it seems the farther away you get, the better and faster the support comes, since they’re almost forced to fly it in on C130’s.
I guess it’s green and cooler there, so if we have to spend the summer here, it’ll be tolerable. I’m of course hoping they just let all of us come home, and let some other country handle the occupation crap.
I have a feeling there’ll be alot of idle time, just waiting to get the hell out of here.
They gave us some bottled water today, so I get a break from the chlorine! I’m going to save all the lemonaid for the “hard times.” Keep sending that stuff! Water is truly like gold out here. Nothing else matters if you don’t have that.
By the time you read this, I’m sure your birthday has come and gone, and maybe even our 22nd.
I just want you to know how much I love you, and how much you matter to me. I’ve got your picture in front of my ID card in my wallet, so every time I pull it out, I see your smiling face, and beautiful eyes.
So I hope your birthday was wonderful, and that the kids made you a cake!
I miss you like a cool breeze, and the muddy smell of a new spring complete with flowers, and green grass.
Love,
Gregory :)
(return to the letter)



August 3, 1976
Hello Cheryl,
What’s happening? Yeah, this is Ricky, the guy that was so anxious to write!
I guess I should start by telling you about myself. Even though I sent a picture I mind as well tell you what I look like, my height is 5’11”, brown hair and blue eyes.
Before I say anymore you’d better sit down and relax cause this is going to be a rather long letter.
As far as what kind of personality I have, I really don’t know, but if it helps alot of people call me & Jim brothers. Plus of the fact he and I are always around each other. I’m also a very affectionate person and I can be rather forward at times. (Like I said, at times).
I graduated from St. Louis High School of Hawaii, this sounds rather wierd but it’s rather a long story to explain.
I have a father, 4 sisters and one brother. I just thought I’d just give you a more or less of an idea of what kind of family I come from. Of course Jim told you that I come from Dartmouth, Mass. And the fact that I have 4 months left in the corps. (I can’t wait for that day.)
Cheryl, I don’t know what kind of letter you would call this but I’m not used to writing girls I haven’t really met. So, I hope you’ll bear with me. Okay
In case your wondering, I was engaged once, (a year ago) but I’d rather not go into details about a past thing.
Beleive it or not, I live about 15 minutes away from your house. I guess it was fortunate to meet Jim. Jim and I have already made plans of me going to pick him up at the airport next year. I imagine we’ll always be friends.
You wouldn’t believe some of things your brother and I have done.
I found out a little about you before I wrote, and Cupid has come to the conclusion that you and I would get along great. (But don’t tell Jim).
Well, Cheryl I don’t think I should make this letter much longer, cause I don’t like getting bored either! HA HA I don’t know what kind of ending I should put, maybe you know, but for now I’ll just have to sign my name!
Ricky
(return to the letter)



Hello! I’m bored. I had nothing better to do. I’m gonna be at Tom’s house, and then go to the game. I hope you can come.
(Here goes nothing) will you go out with me? I know you’ll say “No,” and you probably won’t talk to me, plus U like … (of course U know). I’ll be at Tom’s so call me there (_ _ _ - 3950). If you say “No” (which will happen), can we still be friend
DON’T TELL EMILY SHE WAS RIGHT!


See Ya.
Sobo
P.S. If you say “Yes” (It won’t happen), we better talk to each other more, than U and Kraft.
(return to the letter)



I know that dollar-wise things have been a little tight, and looking back a little unfair, too. You know that eventually things are going to ease up a bit, and in the mean-time, I promise to make it more fair. The whole situation is unfair to you. You shouldn’t have to sacrifice like this, but you have done so willingly and cheerfully. I really appreciate it! You’re a champ.
I’m doing everything I can to make our evenings together, longer. I hope you’ll be patient until, one way or another I start getting home earlier.
I thank you for all you’ve done for us, endured for us, and loved for us. My marraige is so important to me – because of whom I married. You’ve made me the happiest, most happiest, of all happy.
Love,
Natie-pooh
a.k.a. Nate the priMate
(return to the letter)



In writing anything to you, I always end up frustrated with the results. One reason for that is because I don’t like my writing (or pretty much anything else about myself for that matter), and the other reason is a bit more complicated. I could sit here and write an entire novel about my love for you but it would never be able to fully express how I feel. Describing my love for you is like trying to explain why snow is white. They are both unchangable facts of life that cannot be argued. I have a hard time remembering if there was ever a time I didn’t love you. And you know what, maybe I always did love you, even before we met. I was always in search of someone like you. Someone that would always love me and not be afraid to tell me that she loved me. Someone who would touch me with soft tenderness that showed to me just how much she loved me. Someone that I could say anything to, and who I actually truly enjoyed talking to. Someone that would make a wonderful, nice, caring, loving mother. I love you ______ and if you ever want to be reminded of that, just look in my eyes. They will always show my love for you …even when you pick at your fingers. :)
Yours Forever,
_________
(return to the letter)



12/24/2003
It’s hard to believe that one year ago I never dreamed of the real possibility of us actually being together. I love you so much. When I think of all the events, emotions and trials that we have been through over the last year, it overwhelms me. Still, the constant thought and desire of sharing our lives together has never waned. I do know that we are perfect for each other, and in some way God did mean for us to be together. It’s so unfortunate that possibly His original plan was thwarded by your mother’s desire to control your young adult life. Also, that the lives of our families has been turned upside down. Still, God is able to make good out of the most hurtful times as you well know. I know as we continue to pray for healing, He will do that in the hearts of all those we love. Thank you for giving up your world to come be a part of my world—one that we can share each day by expressing it in ways that we both never thought we could experience—I love you—Merry Christmas
(return to the letter)



7/31/02


I’ve been thinking a lot about our arguments this summer. I thought I should share my thoughts w/ you, since I always advocate complete honesty. We still have quite a lot to learn about each other, especially why, how and what we are thinking. While we aren’t getting along well, I think (and hope) that we are growing more now than we ever have before
And just to let you know, I still sometimes find myself staring at you and feeling that God could not have crafted a more beautifully sweet angel, and oh how undeserved I am when I hold you.
I love you,
_____
(return to the letter)



1-19-98
MLK Day
Dear ______
Thank you for your thoughtful letter. It took courage to write that! I appreciate your sharing your thoughts with me, and I hope we can speak more—and face to face. I apologize for not responding sooner, but both work deadlines and my emotions prevented me from doing so until now.
I am pleased that you feel so deeply for _____ and that you care for her so much. It is not my intention to interfere with your relationship and it’s many dimensions—friendship, romance, companionship—except for one: intimacy. And there, on that one level, I have concern for your choices and actions.
At the risk of causing you to shut me off, I must be honestly blunt and let you know I think you are both making a huge mistake in the new direction you’ve chosen in your relationship, and I don’t see any good in it. If you truly love _____ you would make it your top priority to protect her and guard her from harm or trouble. Instead you agree to an action that puts her in a very dangerous place—she could be subject to extreme physical and emotional consequences as a result of your actions. She could be subject to disciplinary actions by the school, which would lead to great hurt and embarrasment not only for her but for her Dad and for me. She could be subjected to riducule by her classmates (regardless of what you may think—kids can be just as hypocritical as adults!). Why would you want to put her in such a precarious position? For your decision and actions could easily place her in any of these situations.
2
True love always places the other first. If you truly love _____ please put her ahead of your own desires and wishes. Please do what is best for her. That is the mark of a selfless heart. I am not implying that you’ve made this decision on your own—I know you both talked and decided. But I am simply asking you to consider how much danger your actions place on her—much more so than on you (think Biologically here, in particular).
True love calls for honor, self-sacrifice, and self-denial. Mature love is able to conquer this for the sake of the relationship. Immature love grasps for everything and thus—arms overfull—loses all in the end.
In your letter you say “I know that you and _____ have a great relationship and I don’t want this situation to blemish it or deny me of having a relationship with you …” If you truly mean what you say, then you will have no trouble doing what I ask of you: STOP. Because if you continue, you will just keep hurting my relationship with _____ more and more—it’s already been painfully blemished by your actions. And if you truly want to have a relationship with me (and I hope you do!) then again, the way to accomplish this is in one word: STOP. Do not continue the action you have taken—GO BACK! Stop and go back. That’s all I ask. If you are able to do this, then I will know that you really do care for _____. If you choose to ignore me, then I will know not to trust you. The decision is yours. I am so hoping to meet and talk with you more about this. I know that probably sounds scary to you! But how else can we understand each other if we don’t speak openly and honestly to each other?
I hope you don’t mistake my firmness for dislike. I want to like you to understand you. But you must remember one key thing: no one loves _____ more than I do! So I am just very concerned that you will do right by her, that you will honor and care for her.
I wish you well. I wish you peace. I wish you wisdom and God’s deep grace. Like ripples on a pond when you throw a stone—your actions affect all in it’s path. May your actions be brave and true.
With affection & respect—
(return to the letter)



11 June 69
My E,
On the occasion of my being made aware of the birth of our first born, a son, the biggest feeling within me was one of elation. But even more than that is the feeling of thanking God for you. You who make up my whole life, love, and reason to be. Just think, Ellen, we have a son. I love you so much. I’m so lucky to have you for my wife! I love our baby so much. I hope your mother isn’t too disappointed that it wasn’t Sara Beth, maybe next time! You’ll have to forgive me but I’ve been down the O-club for awhile and I’m a bit tipsy but I don’t care because I’m filled with so much for you I could bust. I wish I was with you now. I’m so proud! I passed out cigars and got handshakes and congratulations. Ellen I love you. I’ll write again as soon as I get back on the wagon. Oh how I love you My E. and my son Jack.
(return to the letter)



Peter J. Dougherty,
Chief of Police.
PALMERTON, PA., Dec. 22nd 1911
My dearest Lizzie—
I dont know whether you seen me this morning or not, I saw you by the drug store where you met Miss Weignant. I expect to go to bed this afternoon, So I must write to my Sweetheart first.
I just received three nice presents from the Kuiblers. I appreciate them very much as I did yours. Tomorrow I will give you your ring, I received it yesterday and had the jeweler’s wife take it to Allentown and have it engraved. So I will be there to put it on your finger tomorrow afternoon, I showed it to the folks here and they think it very pretty, Sallie said if I would give it to her she would be my wife. But Pete’s love is all for his dear Lizzie, and hopes to make her happy when he gives it to her.
Well dearest, I told my Mother of our engagement, My Sister had heard it in Palmerton Wednesday when she visited the hospital, She hadnt told my Mother, So I had to break the news. Now they all know it.
When I said I felt different I didn’t mean that I felt badly about it, I feel happier than ever I dont know just how the weather is going to be tomorrow, if it is like this it would be as well for you to take the 342 on the C.R.R. and go right through arriving at Reading 545. Then we could spend the afternoon at Lamareux’s. We can decide that tomorrow, Then I will not see my sweetheart for some time.
But my heart goes with her and my love will last no matter how long we are apart.
(return to the letter)



Toledo Ohio
July 28, 1918.
Mr. H Goldberg
Your letter on hand and I was certainly surprised after I got through reading it. I surely did not expect to get a letter like that being that we have seen each others only once and then I did not have a chance to speak with you alone. I am sure that our correspondence did not lead up to that. I surely don’t see how you expect me to answer you but being that you say that you want to know if there is hopes, I must say that we all live on hopes, but we must see that our hopes come true. It would be a bad thing if we did not have “hope” with us.
I don’t know what you have heard of my father’s desire but I am sure that you would think different if you knew him. I surely can’t see what you meant by “answer as soon as possible.” If there is a chance for you were you can get a definite answer at once and I am keeping you back why don’t wait but go ahead. There is a saying “That a bird caught is worth more then a bird in the bush.”
Trusting that this letter reaches you in the best of health.
Hoping that I answered as soon as you wanted.
I remain, as ever,
Freida ___________
P.S. The family sends their best regards. Give my best regards to your sister.
(return to the letter)



Subj: hola
Date: 05/05/2008 8:32:47 AM Eastern Daylight Time
From: _______
To: _______
Sweetie, I havent had the chance to write you in a really long time, but I finally have a few minutes today, so I wanted to at least make sure I tell you I love you. I want you to know that I am glad that sometimes we have our little fights, and that it just means that we are being real with each other. That first little bit of a relationship is fun, but it isnt real, sometimes people disagree and they fight, and sometimes they get on each others nerves. My favorite rule of management is that you have to make sure that you are making enough mistakes, otherwise, you just aren’t trying hard enough. That same thing goes for love. I love that you make me want to be a better person, I love that you make me want to try to look better, be smarter, richer, stronger… You inspire me to greatness and to be who I am, and you inspire me to inspire you. Each day, I can feel us getting stronger, going further, understanding m more. I stand behind you in each decision you make, even when I disagree. I see and appreciate allthe great things that you do for me, and I hope you always remember that. I notice every little thing about you. Sometimes that can be annoying I know, but most of the time I am just seeing the way that you look at me, or the way that you go that extra mile to make me happy.
I guess I should stop writing eventually, or this thing will go on forever, but sweetie, I really love you.
Te amo
Hoy
Manana
Siempre
Con todo elcorazon y todo el cuerpo
(return to the letter)
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Wel,lsen sweetie | do need o ealy cill ot on
thi.The 50 emals o doy i disratingfoth paint
where 'm geting borly any work done. | have o TV
project that | am in chorge of, with extremely fight
deadline, @ omplicted story due,and | have
Completely ignord plonning or India. 1 love our
twisted exchanges, but | think the cons have begun to
‘outweigh the pros. If does not seem that this
relationship is made for anything other than whot it
s, and we have pretty much plumbed the depths of 1.

1am open fo doing something ithyou ocsionally
(yes, you ill ave o osk; s, you will hve togive
me nofc) i you ke, but smply cannot
vith th long drown out el exchonges. Boscally, |
need o gl my f bock.

1k you for pending as muchfme ith me o5 you
did; it cme o o fime in my e when | really needed
o distraction, and you certainly provided one. Except
foryour nsaity,you ae oneofth colest/funnest
people | know. And | eally did develop genuine
feelings of fiendsip, nd dore | say i, some degree
of romontic attachment fo you. But it def. connot
‘continue on this way, making me even crazier thon |
already am.

Take care and we'll cotch up in the future, I'm
rlin.:)
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PRINCETON UNIVERSITY
/

ctor of Admiion vt
+ Pyne Adminisration Bldg. Joser 1. povsre, 7.
Princeton, New Jeney Asistant Directr

February 11, 1957
i

Dear Mr. Wax:

In reply to your recent letter, I
regret that we must inform you that
Princeton University has no Law
School.

Sincerely yours,

fosphh L. Bolster, 2

. Harvey
1805 Washtenaw
Ann Arbor, Michigan
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miss

Fesl or sulfer from the lack of, "he misses his
girlfriend 2: fil 10 atend an event ot aciviy,
"he missed his plane” [aat: atcnd] 3: il to
seach or gt to 4 be without. syn: ack) (an:
have)

you

Used o refer to the one or ones being.
addressed; 1l lend you the book. You shouldn't
work 5o hard" 2: used o Tefer to an indefinitely
specified person; one “You cant win them all”

madly

adv - in a desperate manner, "he misses her
miadly” 2 i an insane manner; e behaved
insanely”: "he behaves crazily when he is off his
medication” syn: nsanciy, erazily, demenvedly]
(ant: sanely) 3: (used as iniensives) extremely,
"he was madly in love”

1do - aad hope that you are having a wonderfil
time. Al is well (and beautiful bock home.
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OK...The main thing | want t0 say, I've wanted to say for a ltle while, but I've:
been 100 scared o, because this al started out as my fault and | didn't want to
look like an asshole by putting any blame on you...but I need

tosayit.

“The last two conversations you didn't even say | love you back, you just
muttered and put down the phone. How does that help me “get belter'? | fecl
like I'm doing a lot better, and I've made progress. ts not that | want a pat on
the back or a good job sticker...cause | wouldn't deserve that anyway) | don't
know why its a problem, but it s and try as | might, | haven't been able to
change all at once...

Butonto what I really wanted to say.

When I'm here,  feel like I don't get any credit, and that makes it hard. | feel
like sometimes you are just humoring me... kid about you about being
unsupportive, but sometimes | do feel unsupported, like no one has my back.
Almost like, you do things for me out of this feeling of responsibilty and for no
other reason...

1 hope | don't reget saying thi, but...I've always said | don't know how to

be your boyfriend here...Ive come to realize tha, in different ways, you

don't know how to be my girlriend there either. .and that's ok.Its contrary to
‘what we know. We shouldn' be good at being apart. maybe none of that makes
any sense, but 'm not gonna edit . let it stand. I'm not doubting your love for
me, or mine for you o this relationship or anything to that nature. This is purely.
distance problem. And I also whole-heartedly admit tht it sarted with my
shitty communication, and thus its my fault. But I can't help feeling the things in
the above paragraph...I'm not mad at you, and if you are mad at me, fair
enough. But | guess the whole point here is that we both (probably me more
than you, but sill) need work at thi. | know that you have never claime to be
perfect, but it took me until recently o realize that you're not. | aways say

that when there i a problem, between us | want it out in the open, so with this
email I'm practicing what | preach. ..or maybe I'm just fll of shit and shouldn't
feel anything i said in the previous paragraphs...but there it s for better or
much worse | love you, 1 still, despite all, most definitely want to marry you.
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Dear Chelsea.

It is New Year's Day. I'm siting in yet another new apartment in downiown
‘Manhattan | moved in esterday and the place looks like a gaage sae. The experience
of signing a lase and movingin sort of drove home th fat that I'm siaying here another
year, and T have mixed felings about that. My job i the main reason I'm staying. The
{ravel website ' workingat s sending me to Malaysiain March o wit abou it

Otherthana few Sommerset Maugham storis I read years ago, [ ave never cven
thought o Malaysa; but 1 am quicly acceping tha fo two weeks | will become partof
1 wil visit Malacca and Kuala Lumpur. [ will valk and sleep in the world’s odest
jungle and dive in the Indian Ocean. T willclimb a mounain in Borneo and met people
from a tibe who believe the universe vas creaed by an asboreal slug. Afe it all, afler
those two short woeks, I will etum. | wil say i New York so 1 can see Malaysa. But |
can't hink of anyhing el that grounds me  this place I it weren'tor tis prospect of
geting pid (o raveland write, | could walk away from my life hre.

It has been ages snce I've seen you. | gotyour Christmas card,and [ loved the
Hilepocm inside. You ae  thoughtfl person. | wish | were a good a keeping in ouch.
a5 you, but my patem of corespondence s organied according 1 mpulsivty, which I
suppose s ettr than nothing Unfortunatly, my ficton habit works the same way, and
unles I changeit | won't g published again anytme soon.

Since 'msiting erein my clttred new home, with allthe mateial conents of
my e starig a me from boxes | mightas well unpack  thought ['ve kept from you for
s Tong as I've known you_ Perhaps this (00 is impulsive, but | don'tcare amymore

1 remember a long time ago, when 1 first mef you, we had a conversation out 00
the balcony of S University. There was  point durin tha conversaton when the
hair on my back stood up, and  staried t fec someting fo you. | was with Sallyat the
time, and T remember looking t you acros the able and i a fow st seconds  saw an
entirely diffeent e, one in which it was you I was with nstead of her. It was ke
ooking at something beautifuland forbidden, and I was scared. When 1 ot (ogether with
Sally, [ thought she was therght thing, and 1 did'ttink there could be (wo right things.
So énded the comvrsaton.  tood up abruptly and walked back ito the newsroom and
fold myself that I should ot gt 100 clos (0 you, because th tempiation would be 100
great Knowing what I know now, I should not have walked away so quickly, and |
suppose 1did because  needed (0 know what | Know now.

“The trth i that 1 sl think about that moment. 1 have thought about it for fve
years because it was very clea. | don't even know if you remember it, o if you felt
anything, but I'm not geting any younger. 1 could wonder about ths for anther five
years and you could be marrid and have children, and even if you did remember that
moment it could be dismissed a some past fancy, if it hasn'tbeen lrady.

'm geting tired of wondering about you, Chelsea. It 100 casyfor me o sit here
in New York, feling ke an alien,taking o riks, playiog my ole halfbartedy, and
‘wondering about you three thousand miles away. | meant that tuf about moving to
‘Seatle, but therel reason was o | could be near you. 1 did't Know how you flt about
me, though, and 1 didn' know how o breach the subject because it sounded insane. |
mean, 8 guy just docsn'tleave a prety good job in New York and move actos the
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they were totally wrong for me, and | knew |

could do so much better. It's just everything

about love and sharing yourself with another
human being that is so intimate and special

and rare.

There’s something about you that | can’t
place. It's like you amaze me everytime.
Honestly, I've never known anyone quite like
you. It's a bit scary, but at the same time you
give me this reassurance that maybe, just
maybe, YOU are that ideal person; the person
who will make my heart complete.

| thank you so much for making me smile and
just being the person that you are. You're
such an amazing guy! And | really mean that.
| can’t wait to meet you to see what happens.
Talk to you later.

-Jen-
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Rosie

Ten minutes after our conversation yesterday, | found myself face
to face with a six-foot tall plastic pig. He was dressed in an apron,
wearing a chef's hat, had his hoof on his hip and was smiling
seductively. Restaurant supply, | have found, is the most reliable
place to start ant search. But it occurred to me that before |
commit a felony, get arrested or have to spend the better half of a
day in jail for defacing public property outside Working Class, |
should at least take you out to dinner, ‘a last meal' if you wil.
You're wonderfully interesting: you talk a lot but that's all right
because your smile is worth it. Besides being beautiful, | like your
name.

Barnaby
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dear mike mX march 24th 2003, monday

everyday my thoughts come back ¥to you. i see
& sweater you'd likexy. i listen to the new
smog record and wonder if you are £oo. did xu
you know that i've never oved anyone as much
as you? (and that i stillm zcan't get past
you) you left me with such uncertainty. three
years ago you turned away from me at the grey
hound station. 1 didn’'t want you to leave. i
wanted to touch you one more time, whether to
hit you or Lug you. everything had happenedxs
so quickly; the cheating, the break up, the
leaving. all i've ever wanted was a better e
explaination. you still wanted me to move to
montreal with you. you wanted to be with me
but not with me. you still loved me but as a
friend. you ® just wanted a break from relat-
fonships. but then, why would you kiss hermkx
the second i was on that plane to new york?
why did you move back to ottawa and start to
date someone as soon as you got there? all x
i've ever wanted was the truth from you, i
hate being left with so many questions.

this is the last time i'll say
goodbye.
rebecca
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Dear Lindsey,

I am so hating men right now.

Mart dunped me, because I lost my mind and had a weak flashback
moment with Miles. Then I dumped Jim for Aquaman. And then,
Aquanan dunped me for his beach house (not kidding!). He actually
said "I only wish I had met you after the summer.’ 27727 What's
that supposed to mean?!12777

My feelings are so fucking hurt. I feel it in my arms and legs.
It's like my blood is sad. I feel so stupid for having hope, for
letting myself feel things for him, for calling when he wasn't
calling back. Total humiliation.

I hate feeling so weak and 50 vulnerable.

I hate that I miss him, that I miss Mart. I hate that I am alone
I hate that I made him into a superhero he was not. (He dives for
ship wrecks and he has a delicious body, but he is NO agua man.)
I hate that I bought him jumbo bags Of peanut MMs because they
were his favorite.

I hate that I want to sleep all the time.
1 hate that I even thought for a second about not moving to new.
york because

of this.

i hate that i will see him in the gym.

i hate that he doesn't want to kiss me.

1 hate that i called mart this morning just to hear his voice,
just to hear

him say he misses me.

i hate that all i want to do is read lame magazines and watch
daytine tv.

i hate that every time i cry over one boy it is like crying over
a1l of

then again.
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dear aike. december 2002

4 mles you in the morning,
(laying on your tummy with hands as pillows),
EXATXEERRR NSRRI
niss that moment when your eyes Zirst opel
(a slow smile comes across your glasselless
face).
iss your touch,
your kiss
your szell.

iss riding bikes with you,
(we would xtzy to ride side-by-side holding X
hands).

nise the way you dance,
(oven if it 4id emvarrass me at times).

migs talking to you on the phone,
(when 1t was for hours, just before bed
ead 1 vould simetises fall aslecs to your
voice).

miss listening to the firet bomny 'prince'dilly record
‘together,
(you alvays made me smile when you'd dance around
and do oign lanuage to the fivat song
side afs

niss the way we would lay together,
(your head using my stomach as & pillow).

Biss waiting for you,
(¢rantic for your'e-mails,
going out of the way to see if you had written).

miss your quite struass on the guitar,
your 'voise softly singing to me.

1 aiss your arms around me.

there 1s 50 much more i miss. i could write pages of things.
part of me wonders if i miss you so much because thats

how 1 spent most of our relationship: #issing you.

e woro @part more than we NEEE vere ever together; thore vas
detzoit and our two days; i went up to ottawa for a week;
you caze down to chicago for a week. then you got duel
©itizenship and 1ived with me in chicago for four montha.
ft7s 80 funny to me when i look back, maybe we could only
Tove each other from a distance.
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dear mike BUNERT Y "

i dreamt about passing
_bridge so many times.

!
|
t 1 2001

where we determined our midpoint
“to be, the ambassadorbridge.on
~mileof metal separating detrpi
from windsor. i would stand on ¢
one end, you on the other and we
would meet halfway. i'd touch
P your face,and it wouldn't
L seem so foréign. features
- so familiar eventh 80
muchtime had passed. but then th
"the tears would come k with a
~all k=the memori the| good
ones and the bad would drown
both,snd we would begin to 311‘4
in ¥x® lake ontario. t lake |
“knew something we didn't. is “f
the right time for us kmee
EZ4 8gain? i want you back in ||
W 1ife 50 bad. part of me 1g
¢ fighting for that. the the!
v, OFheT part is stryggling ||
in the past trying to rorgs
but Yanting to remembes the
irst time, in detroj
t ouchea il I3
_touched youp gor . I
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She thought she could rectify the situation by going
on as many dates as humanly possible. She went on a
date with a handsome 43-year-old man who seduced her.
But again, after she left his apartment, she
drunk-dialed Joe. She was clearly losing her mind.

Meanwhile, Joe was dating up a storm, and seemed to
have fallen for a girl who was the opposite of what
she had become. A good girl, who helped out cancer
patients. She figured Joe would tire of her
eventually, but the girl cut it off with Joe, and now
she wondered if that would only inflame Joe's
interest. Damn do-gooders!

She made a date with a fireman so hot he could be on
one of those fireman’s hunks calendars they put out
every year. She hoped like hell she wouldn’t think
about Joe while she was on her date with him.

She’s a confused girl. But she’s a good girl, and a
bad girl, all wrapped into one. And she figures she’ll
get out of this mess somehow.

THE END
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Jonuary 21,1997
Dear Jason,
Wow.

Jost read your lter. (ve been outof o for (o weeks and had o di
ot o  bo toeming with bl and urk mail tthe post ffic) 1 ony
oena e hoursand { am sl e gy, o plesse excuse me ]
ramble.

T o o ot e .
(8P ave b e e i |y o V2.
onected oy i here was nepokenthat we shard o
o tevel: awaysefoyedoue e st e WS bt he et
i maTappeond hen e recedhing.on th e 2 e
gt i Boin. Sl e o ko g
T and g, pice o my et gave o you. Dt you were wi
S Cubo sy e e s pshod h ot oy
i, Then, hen Sy was g, you wert i New Yok nd 1 was
Portind imereig (o ek we bk had 1 nd e s e
oryou moving o St

You were very brave and honest o write me that ltter. 1am 50 toaly
impressd. 1 think that we are very much ke i some bsic way that
ottt preent el allthatofe. (You know, brlant, savvy, profound.)
A yetyou ar sull in New York and | am s n Portand. S0 vt

edonow?

I would ove tosee what could happen with s, (Two weeks togetherand
e might never want 0 se each oheragain) But | can't make any.
o uaranoss. (Wow Json i hrd o beeve tht e are

Elking about this afte il the years— Which one of ue will gt righs to

theeeplay?) n.,.m.“.\mmumm._ummms:
o from youatly . potcard and 1 just sbout given up on that
e eamed anything i the past yese, 1+ hat i £ peculasand
ollowing your heat i the nly ey 1o Aind younel anywhers the esst it
interesting.

Anyway, v run out of things o say. Or rather, 'm at aloss fo words.

Butdowant o goonth ecord sayng that whatever appens bt
5o, o foan, o v . v yars ehn i marrie v thins
122 Tocan s iy ey b o e 500 fends. Okay?

Wit me back scon.

Do

PS. m going o have o visceat Eic for being 0 goddamn good at
Kesping st
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\ 2eipile Pou Were Out
Bretting Stoned
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Time: s M

e 6L3-¢64S

YOUR CONNECTION CALLED A PARTY BROKE OUT |
WANTS A 420 APPT. “THE COPS CAME BY
WILL CALL BACK AT 421 WE SMOKED YOURNUGS -
'NEEDS TO SCORE “THE BOSS FIRED YOU
'WANTS YOUR BODY WE WERETOO.

'ATE YOUR STASH ER_AH..I FORGOT

 Messges_Dinsiel o New Year s Eoe 3

prined on recycled paper
3
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Ilove that you
sent me an actual
letter.

I can feel your
hand on the pen,
pressing firmly
on the paper.

Did you moisten the
envélope with your
lips?
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Lapprecie soor shanmy oo Vol sl i, and | hoe e
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achons by Vhe Scheot, wrhiid world leed Fo great horr
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Fo yo decisn and achons ool easty place hor o
ey of hase hatons.
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ibought whipped cream.
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Last year on your birthday we met up at Columbus Circle. Your
instructions from me were to wear a sut that fit. | spotted you from
across the plaza -- you looked 5o tall and handsome in your suit and
trenchcoat. You were taller than everybody. It was not too cold;
holiday lights were up; the Salvation Army lady was there with her
bell and kettle. When we kissed hello | felt so nervous.

Between our fancy dinner and jazz at Lincoln Center, we strolled
through Borders in the Time Warner Center -~ you pointed out Weird
N.J. magazine. Why o | keep remembering that now? We spent the
rest of the weekend watching Lord of the Rings and debauching.
Afterward, you didn't call me for days. God | was furious -- but that
did result in our setting up a schedule. And that worked.

1 remember your signature touches. You would bring tea and cookies
to me on the couch and plop your legs in my lap. Self-righteously,
like a huge cat. As we rode the bus in the morning, you would plant
your hand on my knee and squeeze. You would TiVo stuff for us to
watch together. Weeknights were nice and slow with you. It shocks
me now to realize how much of a steady presence you were.

Sometimes | get hysterical wondering where the hell youve
disappeared to. | force myself to remember the night on the pier, as
you were losing strength, and then later as your soul left your body. |
tell myself this was the end of the story. Of course, thats impossible.
Your story is carried on by everyone who cared about you. Ed wrote
a beautiful remembrance of you.

It really cold tonight so Im pulling out your down comforter. Saro
threw up on the green blanky and | need something warm.

1 miss you, Ben. You are never far from my thoughts. Now go fuck
yourself.

Love, Erica

posted by Erica @ 11:27 PM.

3 comments links to this post
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She started up a sexual relationship with this man. It
was just what she needed. He made no demands on her
emotionally, and she none on him. They were hot and
heavy for about six weeks. But she realized in the
meantime she wasn’'t meeting anyone else, because she
was with him all the time. Meanwhile, he had an
ex-girlfriend he was sleeping with, and sometimes the
ex took priority. That bugged her. Eventually, she
told the man they shouldn’t see each other anymore.

Meanwhile, she was at a party one night. There was a
lot of tall, dark, hot foreign men there. Any one of
them would be perfect for a sexual fling. She started
off many conversations that night, but nothing really
gelled. She was getting ready to leave and thought
she’d hit the bathroom. A man in front of her turned
around and began flirting with her. From what she
could tell in the dark, he was very cute. But he
wasn’t the swarthy bad boy type she had been on the
hunt for. Nevertheless, she decided to have a drink
with him, and because she was still in such a slutty
nmindset, she began kissing him right away.

The man emailed her the next morning and asked for a
date. This kind of scared her. He was probably the
good guy type who wanted something serious right away.
She agreed to a date, but she’d have to set him
straight.

They went out and to her surprise, she was still
attracted to him. The man talked her up into his
apartment, and she went all out to impress upon him
what a slutty girl she was and how she was just
looking for sex. she felt kind of bad about that,
because he seemed like such a sweet, wholesome guy.
But she’d been with a sweet, wholesome guy for 10
years, and he turned out to be a complete stranger. So
She was scared of that type.

But the guy, let’s call him Joe, turned out to be not
so sweet and wholesome after all. Eventually, they
began teasing each other with tales of their sexual
e el v e e e e e U e it he Inr et aha b i kad|
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You could dish pretty well yourself, though. When we first met you
boasted about your colorful stories, and | remember a lot of them
now. Generally your full:blown stories about people would fall into
two categories -- People who Made Good Decisions and People who
Made Bad Decisions. People who made good decisions, such as being |
the first to move to a particular up-and-coming town, often had |
been recplents of your advice. People who made bad decisions often |

|

|

had ignored advice from you -~ buying a substandard appliance, for
example -~ and were punished with some kind of trouble, such as a
defective unit, as a result.

Either way, you gave a lot of advice. When | was mad at you |
theorized you saw everyone as projects that needed your
improvements, and that you mostly related to people by criticizing
them. In calmer moments | realized that you didn' criticize to be
‘mean. You were just ridiculously informed about an insane number of
things and were trying to help people out, freely dispensing your
opinion whether it was welcome or not. And whatever it was, usually
You were right.

1 don' think | ever saw you mean. You could be smug; frosty; |
imperious; gracious; tender; passionate. But not mean. |

1 stil haven't renovated my kitchen, but fm holding on to the sketch
you made. You sent it to me the first week we were dating. In my
book, that's a no-money-back-you're-getting-laid guarantee.

You tried to give me music advice once. What a disaster. | had been |
having dificult gigs and you were videotaping them all The night

You tied to play a show back to me and make running commentary -

- like “Why don't you smile more at the audience?” -- | almost knocked |
your block off. It was the only time | told you to g0 fuck yourself and
really meant t. But you seemed to Uke it when | got sassy.

You continued to try to be helpful. We even tried an album cover
shoot in Central Park, scouting around to find the spot where Nina
Simone sat for the cover of her first record. We climbed giant, icy
“keep off" rocks and froze our asses sitting on them to get a good
shot of me with the pond and bridge behind. Days later, you
produced another peart: I think your record cover should be . . . the
outline of your naked body.” Good grief, Ben.
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There once was this girl who was very, very good. She
was blonde and pretty and got hit on relentlessly from
the time she was 13 years old, but she, for various
reasons, didn’t lose her virginity until she was 24.
She slept with only one more man after that, and then
she moved to NYC, and met HER man. She stayed

with him for 10 years, and thought they would

always be together. She never cheated, strayed,
looked elsewhere, even though the man, in the last
few years of their relationship, gave her ample
reason to do so because he really didn’t seem
interested in sex. She took it as a sign of being in
such a long term relationship, and while it bothered
her extremely, she wasn’t going to give up a good,
solid man and be cast out into the wilds of singledom
in the city just for a little more sex.

But gradually, she began to lose sexual interest in
her man as well, and soon she was 35 (a woman's sexual
peak, remember) and looking at a long, dry, sexless
road ahead of her, even as she finally agreed to marry
him.

But one day the man told her an awful secret. He
thought he might be gay. And, in fact, he had been
messing around with men for two years. The girl was
devastated.

But it was like this beast got unleashed. Her
sexuality, so long primed and fertile, was finally
able to come out into the sun [bad, bad analogy, but
whatever....]. On only the third night after her
breakup, she met some guy in a bar, got drunk, and
made out with him. But she felt nothing. It was like
kissing wood.

However, she ran into this man again a couple of
nights later. This time, she wasn’t so drunk, and she
could see how sexy he was, and her long-buried
sexuality stirred. There was nothing to recommend this
man except a tight body, feral blue-green eyes, and a
way with words. Perfect. She wouldn’t get attached.
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began teasing each other with tales of thelr sexual
derring-do. The badder he seemed, the more she liked
him. She also began to see a highly sexual side of
Joe. The sweet, wholesome guy she thought he was at
the beginning had virtually disappeared. But she knew
she wouldn’t get emotionally attached to him, because
he had some very odd personality traits, and they had
virtually nothing in common. Perfect.

Somehow, over the course of their relationship, they
began emailing every day. His writing kept her
intrigued and interested. But still, things were
strange. He would pursue her relentlessly, seem to get
mortally jealous if she flirted with anyone else, even
invited her back to meet his family in his home
country, but at the same time seemed to have no
interest in dating her for real. But what did it
matter? She wasn’t looking for a boyfriend. she’d had
that for ten years, and it had gotten deadly dull.

But one day, the girl went on a date with a man she’d
met a couple of months previously. She really liked
this man, let’s call him Muhammed. He was everything
Joe was not. He was fun, he was highly sexual and
verbal, he liked the same movies and music she did.
This was a guy she could get attached to, and that
scared her. But she thought she’d give it a shot.

Much to her annoyance, the date with Muhammed went
well, and they ended up in bed as usual, but she felt
it was all kind of mechanical. She wasn't really into
it. She wracked her brain to figure out what was going
on. She didn’t feel this way when she was with Joe.
Dammit.

She tried to tell Joe about this in a couple of their
email exchanges, but he would just ignore the topic.
He even pretended he didn’t receive a long email she
had written about it, explaining her confusion, and
whether or not they should even keep seeing each
other. They have a strange relationship, which she
values enormously, and one that seems to work on many
levels despite all the odds, but she began to realize
it was only a matter of time before she got shunted
aside for someone else.
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Dear Max,

1 just heard from my lawyer that you and Phylis are pressing ahead, suing me for
support. | would like you to know why | think this action is unreasonable.

1. I make $60,000a year. | have been living in two very expensive cities
since we separated—LA and Santa Barbara. While | have been able to support
myself on my salary in these two locations, | do not have excess money to
support you.

2. We agreed many months ago that neither of us would seck support—of any.
type~from the other. | have emais that show it. | thought you would stick to
this agreement.

3. You are an able bodied, smar, talented person. You may not be able to get a
‘management position in this economy, but you could certainly find some kind
of work that would pay you as much per month as you are suing me for.

4. Tothe extent that | do have any disposabl income, whatsoever, | have ofher
commitments that make considerably more sense than supporting an able-
bodied adult ke yourself. For example, | am taking Jesso on her east coast
college ip in March. This wil notbe inexpensive, but because her mother
has no money to spend on a trip ke this, | have volunteered o pay this
expense.

5. 1 have already supported you in many ways over the past several years while
you wers unemployed. | paid many thousands of doliars in taxes. | put
money into the house. | paid you 4000 in December. | paid for some
‘medical bills. | enabled you to have health insurance, for free for six months
after our separation

6. My creditrating, like yours, is shot. | have suffered from this house debacle
like you have.

7. 1 believe that you would not be in this dire financial shape if you had made an
earler decision around the house, if you had tried to get other work besides
high-paying management posiions long ago (as | encouraged you to do while.
we were sill married, and to which you very emotionally responded, saying
that | didn't believe in you if | encouraged you to do such a thing).

1do not understand what you are doing. | would ike you o stop causing both of
us more financial harm (lawyers' fees, etc). This is vindictive and ugly.
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p-s. I'look forward to your letters too much to call.

Also, where do you stand on chains?
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Date: June 20,2008 1105:13 AM EOT
Subjoct: Ro: overl

i stopped at home and figured id read my email...i cant believe youre
real sometimes (i know you are) i never want to leave you when i have to
and i think about you constantly in some way or the other all day,
havent gave the finger to anyone driving since i met you..seriously taken
by you all the ways and things that make you who you are, all i want i to
know and enjoy more of you, you really do it for me.
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This Floating Life

il floating.

11.25.2005

Birthday Letter

Dear Ben,

1 can't call you on your birthday so | have to write. Wherever you are
now, Im sure you'e surfing the Web if at all possible.

1 think about you all the time. | try to picture your face. Often we
would be driving somewhere and | would turn and study the side of
Your face. You would wear that heavy grey polar fleece pullover and
orange TiVo cap. You had a cute long nose and those rectangular
slasses. | ked when your hair was longer and curting a ltle. You
were getting a few silver hairs at your temples. | tried to picture
what you would look Uik as you got more grey.

11try to remember our conversations. You would bring me up to
speed on your friends and family -- their comings and goings -~ and
show me your old home movies. | already felt as if | knew everyone.
Or at least, | knew their bar mitzvahs. You made that movie of your
cat while you were home on break from college because you were
pretty certain that was the last time you were going to see him.
‘That was one Long movie. You followed him around the yard when he
wasn't doing very much, just loafing and poking around. And that
turned out to be the last time you saw him.

Many people have noted with regret that we have so few photos and
movies of you. You took reams of photos and hours of video, but you
always were behind the camera. | don't even have a picture of the
two of us. Everything that happened between us, with a few
exceptions, was just us -+ and now Im carrying it alone. | have to
talk/write/rant about you just to help bear it, even though | know.
you would be terribly embarrassed. But you knew what you were
getting into with me. You read the whole blog before we even met.

B s
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Ken:

1 would definitely advise you to cultivate your courting skills.
Months of emailing do not a relationship make. | knew you liked me
and 1 liked you too. When you first resurfaced, | urged (I would even
90 50 far as to sayegged) you many times to see me, but you were
very stubborn. | was very open at that time to seeing you and was
disappointed that you wouldn'

To wit: It took you two months to make a date.

1 did not consider that a relationship, and had no way of knowing
what intentions you had.

I's true that | was not seeing anyone over the summer (at the time
of the infamous international dumping). But | had met someone by
chance exactly three days before you resurfaced. | didn't know.
where that would go, and I didn' feel ready to close any doors. You
never exactly stepped up. In the meantime, the other thing has
progressed to an intimate and exclusive level, and it feels right.

1 agree that | was a chicken shit with you at the end. I'm sorry if |
hurt you. | didn't realize the extent of your feelings at all. So I think
the lesson you take away is the right one. | also think that you truly
are afraid of me, and I'm not sure that's the best foundation to build
upon.

1 enjoyed spending time with you too. And I know 1 will miss you.

Maria
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X More opions Aug 16
this is torture, torture, torture.

why is this 50 hard?? | sunived a whole day not talking to you 2 172
weeks ago. What happened???

im not as nice in the world today. i am scowly. i am trying to be
good and not fussy, but frankly, this is less fun. and i am getting
grumpy about the prospect of many, many more days like this ahead.

maybe i1l quit school and go be a jewelry maker. that could probably
distract me.

xox me

[Reply Forward
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Sent: Tue 10/10/2006 11:58 AM
Subject: RE:

OK. I have humiliated myself with McLawyer. We went to the movies
Saturday night. | decided if that ==could get him drunk and make
out with him so could I. Well, | bought Jack Daniels and Crown Royal
miniatures and put them in my purse then handed them to him in the.
movie. | felt all warm and fuzzy, but it did nothing for him. Evidently,
Grown Royal and Coke is a better aphrodisiac than chocolate for me
because | just wanted to make out with someone. Unfortunately,
despite all my leaning over on his armrest in the movie and trying to
drape myself seductively against the side of my car in hopes that he
would get a clue didn't work. All | got was a side hug. | have been
demoted to the side hug. | was up o the frontal hug. Anyway, last night
we were talking about how we still had the Jack Daniels left for our
movie cokes. I said | would not be drinking any more dark liquor
because | felt loopy and wanted to make out with someone. | also
proceeded to tell him that he was lucky | let him make it out of the
parking lot. He was like “You wanted to make out with me?” | said yeah
and he was like * Sorry | was such a putz.” Well, now he knows | could
jump him and | wil probably never hear from him again. Actually, | have
his mattress and bed in my parent's basement. Maybe | should hold
them hostage. What do you think?

Leigh
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From:

Book

Requests

o Date:  Aug 1, 2006 12:197M Flag spam/abuse (7 )
Subject: )

Smie, baby, and dream, You and me i a of bd, o alarms, no weekdays,
1 Commute. 1 watch your breast rise and foll Wih your teath, ond Wrao.
my arms around you, and hld you close, 3nd tell you what you aiready know-
Tiove you- over and ovr again. Secause 160 )

pavibear

() (eromre.) () (o)
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I'm in another hotel tonight.
And I'm thinking of you.

I'm thinking about that time
you tied me down to your bed
and unbuttoned my jeans.

And just used your tongue.
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Let me tell you what | wish. | wish that we could just both disappear from
where we are now and be in a cuccoon. | wish | could spent every minute of
what time | have left with you. | wish that | could just fall nto you and dream
the dream of pure love with you forever. | wish that | could make you feel
things that you never knew existed. | would just want to be beside you, holding
you and loving you. | have never fel this way in my lfe, and I think how

ironic it is now that we are both entering the final quarter of our lves. Neither
of us know how much time God has planned for us. | guess that i the scariest
part tome. If | could somehow know that in 2, 3 5 o even ten years from
now, He would arrange for us to be together, | could make it..but we don't
get those kind of answers in ife. Do we do what we both know i the right
thing and hope that God will favor us? These are questions that | am yearning
to know. s been a long tough day for me, a5 | have been wrestling with
these issues all day in my mind. | imagine in my fantasy world, what it would
be like to come home to you each day. Would ou e together get old after a
while? Its hard for me to believe it would. After all ts been 30 years, and its
ke we have both rediscovered the same feelings that existed s long ago,
xcopt now they are so much more intense. They have to be real and special
and from our hearts where Christ resides.
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I dreamt about you last night

1 was at camp

With strangers

In a room full of pianos

Oskar Eustis was teaching us how to play piano
By instinct

Without learning the notes

1 was pretty good at it

Then 1 had a class called
Imagining Water
And 1 floated in the air for a while

1 was pretty good at that too

Then you showed up

With your French backpack

And your gold hair

And the hills around us blushed so green

1 had not noticed them before

You let me 1ift your shirt a little
And kiss your stomach
And it was warm and soft like perfect bread
And it made me hungry

And even in the dream
1 felt that quiet buzz of rightness
That happens when you're around
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Date: Mon, Jul 30, 2007 at 12:47 PM
Subject: Re: Nyc

I'm not really sure why you're
contacting me, especially if you
really feel that "something's
missing." And | don't need my
keys. Throw them out.
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7 fiured there had to bt
Some thing “auspicious' about your
first birthday as my wife , bat
I couldn't puite figure it out.
That is , until T thought about how
for every biﬂi'alny of yours heveafter,
T will be next to you celeprating
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You asked me to “give you a litle something?” Well here it is: I'm giving you half my
heart. I wanted to give it (0 you today—even though I'm spacy. a ltle bit sore in all the
g00d places and still have absolutely no saliva—because it's what I feel and I know it's

real.” I also know that tonight will be hard for you, and that there will be harder times to
‘come for both of us. But right now, I just want you to know that last night was totally of-
the-charts incredible for me in the most surpising and profound ways. Even as  writc
this, I can feel my heart (the other half) twinge and my skin tingle (those frissons a
when I think about how strangely, wonderfully comfortable I felt with you...so close, so
calm, justlying there in the pre-dawn delirium, sofly touching, bodies entangled. I want
0 use the word intimacy even though I know the professionals wil say it can’t be so
because it’s not a “real” relationship. All | know is that being with you was amazing.
You're amazing. Really.

Oh, and as for the other half of my heart, I'm going to hang on to it and try to keep it i
safe place for a while. Maybe you'll let me know, someday, if you want it. And maybe,
someday, I'll give it t0 you.
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From: Maria

Date: Mon, 10 Oct 2005 14:44:38 -0400
To: David

Subject: Re: Commincia La Commedia

Hi, David:

I hate to do this, but I'm afraid | have to renege on Wednesday
night. | searched my conscience and decided it might not be the
best idea to meet up with you. | totally enjoyed your company the
other night—you're smart, sweet, all those wonderful things--and |
have no doubt that | would have lots of fun with you, but I don’t
think the chemistry thing is there for me. If only one could ordain
these things.

I'm sorry (really), because | know I'm the one who will be missing
out.

All best,
Maria
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somathing happened in the last § monchs. you bacane ny closest friend,
But 1 alio developed stiong feclings for you. now you're gone, yet i
St411 se0 you and think of you everywhere. i have to readjust to life
Without scaeone on Whom & had relied pretty strongly for emotional
Support. it's shaping up o be quite a feat, seeing as your presence
had halped me adjust to 1ife hors in the First place. uhenever
Sometning vas bothering me throughouc the covese of the day, . was aluays
2atisfied in knowing that L'd go homo and ses you and 1'd feel better.
That notion aluays helped me get through the day. this io probsbly coming
5273 Shock to you, but Just bear with me.

£ had really started to get past this once you left in july. the first
Mook uas definitely a strugaie. but then i uent to boston and was doing
Tun thinge, 50 my aind started to be occupied, ond by the tine you cane
back fron 5. america and i spoke ith you on the phone, & felt 1ike 1 had
gotten over you and you were Just my very good friend, nothing more. and
Then i sau you again. 4nd Gverything that vas thers came rushing back.

55 sara said last night, not only fs Lt difficult for me to handle
Chanae, & espacially have difficulty going fron “more to less™: i had
This very-closa-to-ideal 1iving sicuation, and now | suddenly don't. in
ddition o that, it's sometines hard for me to see the forest for the
= S have much to focus on right now, and i now have the perfect
Spportunity to cate for and tend co myserf and ny responeibilities and
Re Ehings i want fo do sinca i no longer have someone around whose
wel1 baing 1 sometines considered before ny own. but all i can ses
Fight now 1s the absence of you.

§ also have tzouble with the notion that i need o get over this. that
Sust Kills e, § don't undsrscand why I should have to get over you. i
Taep telling ayseif that & have to and forcing ayself to make i happen,
but that ust doeen't seem falr to ne. i've spent the past fow years of
“grouing upe zealizing that & have to be much nore guarded when it Gomes
o men.. i too sasily allow ayself to becone emotionally open to men and
Sttt o care about them, some more than they have deserved. so i've
Zeaily cone to be much more selective, and here & found somsons who s
Gonplataly doserving of sverything i have to offer, and we SLill can't be
Cogather. and i know that. definitely not nos, probably not in the
Euture sither. but how s that rights what learning am i o take ausy
fron thiss yes, i have a wonderful friend whom i ook up to and from
\hon i have siresdy lesined so mich. but & Still don't know how to guard
ytelt against this happening in the future. how can i Start to
Choticoaily Gusrd myself from somsone uno sees so perfect for me?

I xeally do understand that nothing can be done with this on your part,
nd § don't zeally expect you to sake it better or o respond in any
Certain way. it's probably almost better if you didn't. i just had to
et it out. please know that i certainly dontt feel in any way huct by
Jou =5 Jou clearly have never hurt me. and & suspect that after reading
Ihis, yource probably inclinad to want to £ix it of make it betcer,
which 1o'a porfect exampie of what it is about you that L love so much.
but 1 know S can't be fixed. Lt's Just something With which 1 have to
dea.
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Do you ever feel so sad that your heart hurts? Since the moment i walked
into my apartment i cant help but notice every single mark you left
behind... not to mention your adidas sweater | am wearing now to smell
your smell to feel like you are closer to me. When they said distance
makes the heart grow fonder they werent lying... i am once again reminded
never to take anything for granted... especially your love, your patience,
your presence...

o

ps: 524160 minutes to go!
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Sweet Pirate passing the
hours alone, sanding and
staining your ship. For
what voyage do you prepare?
Where will the currents
carry you? My port is open,
my spoils--yours. Come.
Ravage me with your wine
drenched mouth and
carpenter hands.
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Thank you,  hate you, 'm sorry

Thank you
because without your support, | wouldn't be here
T would' have stayed when things got hard

1 woulds't have believed that  could finda ife.
Thank you for the way you know me,

for being my best friend for whatfeeis like forever,
and for raising the bar 5o high that | don’t know where 0 begin.
“Thank you for knowing to It go before things got ugly.

O some level, you must ve known that forcing me to fly
‘would force you o fly 0, 0 do the things you know you need.
And maybe you even share the belif that our paths

‘il join us together again, and for always.

I hate you

for not wanting i badly enough,

for not believing we could do s together,

for not following through.

hate that you didn’t have the bals o take a chance,
o explore ihis place that's filled with your dreams.

T hate that you don't even seem to be doing

the things that made you say.

Thate that the way you tell me how you feel almost always hurts,
and that most ofthe time you just don't tll me atal.
Ihate thatyou are the only guy I can imagine loving,
and you make leting go seem 50 casy,

like it doesn’t hurt atall,

like you don'tever cry.

id (0 you:
at | would always expect you (0 ollow.
T'msorry I did’Csee it like tha.

T thought paving the way would create

an adventure that would change o lves.
T'msorry 1 didn't wait until you were ready,
that [ did't think  could, so the decision dida’feel lke yours.
T'm sory that it seemed Iike your opinion wasn’t important,
‘when nothing could be futher from the tuth

I'msorry that I doubted our future, and made you doubi t 100
1 dido’t know well enough myself o tell you

all the things that needed to change, and why.

‘We both thought we'd have more time, and then [ Iet.

Il always be sorry for tht.
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‘What I Want

Tonight, there are two things I want,

“The first thing | want s a park bench,
‘Wooden, weathered, solid, comfortable.

And with a view. Doesn't have to be of the.
ocean. Could be a simple garden.

Ora squirrel ina tree.

‘Would you it next to me, on my park bench?
‘Would you take my hand and help me.

watch that squirrel?

“The last thing I want tonigh: you.
You and me. You, me, and an entire day.
for us to spend together,

any way we choose.
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just remember inbox

Tt me Moe options Aug 10
just remember that as crazy as all this is, ive
gotten to see a little bit of who you are and i love

you. just for that. not for being anything. just
you.

X0

me
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THERE'S A WARM, FUZZY FEELING
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Look, I'm incredibly confused. You seem very clear-headed about allthis and
1 truly admire that. But I'm messed up. That may seem hard to understand,
but it's where | am. | need a moment.

I'm aware that my taking a long breath probably feels bad to you, and 'm
‘Sory, GRS | truly, trly am. But | need to take it. | also need to talk to
someone, and given the personal nature of this, the only person | feel
comfortable talking o is my shrink. She's fitting me in tomorrow. | have a lot
of feclings that | need to sort out, Some involve you but most o it is about
me. What happened on Thursday played into my biggest demons—trust
being the biggest.

1 wanted to see you tomorrow n the hope that we (e, anyway) could get
some clarity from allthis. That was this morning. Now | just feel like running
‘away. ('m being really honest here.) It feels weird to me that this seems so
straightforward for you but s really fucking with my head. (I've barely slept
for the last two nights.) | don't mean that s a citcism but it makes me feel
like I'm over-reacting, and that only renforces my need for the long breath.
S0 as of now, I actually don't know how | feel about tomorrow.

I'm sory | can't call you now.

By the way, | don' think efther of s are the people we were before
‘Thursday. Not necessarily worse, but | do feel ke a layer was peeled away.
As for me, el T've shown a side of myselfthat's probably 2 major tur-
off.

1l call you tomorrow. And thanks for your notes; they mean a lot.
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Hey babe. | noge you are feskng beter | enfoyed our conversation a ot ast ght | never thought
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Donit et me wrong. | do not admire the part of you that cannot deal with the marriage, and that chose to leave.
‘me by phone, and that seems to be able to do this with so ltle affect, etc, etc. I not saying that in my book
what you did i ok or whatever. Im not sur at all that | forgive you. But it has given me sirength and focus and
‘asense of myselt that | have never had, and | am so grateful for that.

Now, the poit of all this: | need you to get this divorce papers shit worked out. | want my name back. | want to
be responsible for just my e again. | want 4 to be able to be with an unmarried woman. | feel its your
responsibity to take care of this, since this was your choice; | do NOT feel comfortable taking care of divorce
proceedings on my own, although | wilf you wori get t done. 5 and | are considering moving in together in
the next few months and | want us to be able o do it with this behind me. ' not sure whats in the way for you
re: geting this done; maybe it ust a pain n the ass {0 do, maybe there's a part of you that doesrit want to
deal ith the emotions of fully breaking ies. But s e to do i i we're going to move on.

11ove you, @, and always il in a way that's specifc just o you. I'm sorry our relationship had 1o evolve
in this way, but | also feel like its ight,for whatever reason. | will miss so much about our Ife together; | foel it
was a good lfe, with s much fun and good conversation and coffee and friends and love. | don't think Il ever
why you hadto go but | am accepling t and | am leaming that my capacil to love others is
ger than | though...t surprises me to find that it hasnit been damaged, 'm open and still want
to give, evenf its not o you. Thank you for all the lovely days of talking and laughing and crying over *| Was
Meant For the Stage" in the kitchen in each other's arms. Please take care of this stuff so | can go.

Love

Molly
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Date: Tue, 20 Jan 2004 15:25:05 -0400
To: Jonathan
Subject: Re: Confession

Sweet Jonathan,

I cried when I read your note, so brave and clear it
pierced my heart. T an honored, awed and deeply moved by
your love--gentle and soft as first snow, fierce and
unshakeable as steel.

Any doubts T had about the authenticity or depth of your
feelings for me are erased by your letter. Even via e-mail
T could see it was signed in blood, from your truest self
to my truest self. I believe every word and I trust that if
I meet you in this place of love, you will do whatever it
takes

To be with me.

It is easy, tempting, to let your feelings for me become my.
Feelings for you. They are powerful and I am a sponge.
Instead, T need to continue to discover my own feelings for
You and share then as they emerge.

Time together will help me know more, but for today, know
that T miss you.

With a long, long hug,
e
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Sent: Tuesday, May 16, 2006 9:36 PM
Subject: hey

I missed you the second you left my office

today. I'm so excited about our first house &

I'm SO excited about our first night there together!
I can't wait to start house projects!

We will have so much together!

I love you & am lucky I'm marrying you!
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Date: Tue, 11 Oct 2005 00:46:15 -0400
Subject: Re: reality

That was the most loving rejection ever, Randy, thank you for
being gentle. I am glad I asked and I am grateful for your
Clarity. AL the cobwebs of wishing and wondering were blown away
by this gust of reality. I do truly believe that I will be
recognized by the person T am intended for, and if you don’t
recognize me, then it is certainly not meant to be. (I like to
think that I won’t have to resort to any "arm twisting” on my
Journey to find my true love.)

T hope that your friend in California works out for you, if that
is what you want. I value your friendship and would like to
continue. If my crush rears her head again, I hope you
understand that I may have to disappear, but for now I feel
confortable and at ease with the idea of staying in touch.

I do still want to take you to dinner (raw, of course) to say
thank you for all of your help with my renovations, but maybe we
better wait until I am actually living in my apartment before we
start munching carrots sticks in celebration. In the meantime,
when “California” visits, assuming she is "raw", I suggest you
take her to Pure Food and Wine on Irving. I think you will enjoy
it.

Warmly,

Peace Pipe
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Original Message-
Sent: Monday, January 30, 2006 10:17 PM
Subject: ramblings before bed

Hopefully you are fast asleep as I write this...I'm
Sometimes really at a loss to figure out how we can get out
of our conflicts over the phone. I know that the primary
concern is my problem with sex. I of course have my own
concerns about the sex stuff (what it means for me...why it
interests me

etc...is there a way that T can be kinder to you outside of
a

moratoriun. ... .maybe not...so it's You vs Sex..decide!).

In addition I feel like our conversations easily becone a
broken record with no way of either of us seeing a way to
move the needle, and start the song again or maybe just
skipping ahead to a new song. I also wonder about some of
your qualities at times and ultirately whether we can
manage or even should

manage a meaningful relationship. How compatable we are...
It feels like such work sometines.

Having said all of that T always see to be left with the
realization that we have this unusually intense soulmate
quality of love that really exists. When it is around, T
can see its power and wonder. It is hard to forget, I
doubt T ever will, but it does seem to hide...tonight is a
good example.

The good news is that our love seems to return with an
intensity that I can still remerber when I first san you
walking down the concourse in seattle. It happened last
weekend and T am confident it will return. Do you think
so?.
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Sent: Saturday, October 08, 2005 2:46 AM
Subject: Re: You

Hi

T hope my invitation to go on a date after all this time didn’t
Spook you. I liked you the first night we hung out together and
You paved around for my potbelly. The more I've learned over the
past year, the more I like. Just incase my train careens off the
rails on my way to Philly tomorrow,

I would like to share a few turns of my heart that I was too shy
to offer in the car.

1 love that you are loyal and devoted to your family, friends and
Little bat-like dogs. Your sculpture is Dali meets Tiffany,
delicate and strangely beautiful. Your voice, the pace, resonates
with a deep quiet place inside me. I like

talking on the phone with you late at night, even if it is about
stain and grout.

You are super handsome and I remenber liking kissing you.
You read books.

You are sensitive.

I suspect you are a great dad.

You are tender.

You build things.

You make me laugh a lot.

You have a big, bright generous heart and a trailer home!

It’s okay if you are not interested or available. I wanted to
whisper my secrets to you anyway. Whatever happens, I hope we are
friends when T have a squeaky walker and you have banboo cane
(that doubles as a magic wand).

Thank you for the proper ride home.

Sweet Dreans.

Pipe Smoke
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p.s. Tlook forward to your letters too much to call.

Also, where do you stand on chains?
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Cheeriol6: do you remember the first time I
told you I love you?

Kloudninel: in person?

Cheeriol6: yeah

Kloudninel: yeah

Cheeriol6: when?

Kloudninel: at my aunt’s house in the drive-
way after our first date when we were dating
Cheeriol6: when it was really col
Kloudninel: cold?

Cheeriol6: yeah :-)

Kloudninel: i was wearing my green fleece
Cheeriol6: and i remember driving back to
her house talking

Kloudninel: and the windows were all down
Cheeriol6: and it was cold and windy
Kloudninel: and it was easy

Cheeriol6: yes

Kloudninel: one of my clearest memories from
last year

Cheeriol6: one of many
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>Seat:  Monday, Aprl 25,005 10:46 PM

>Subject:  RE: Hey

> Hello s 10 bethe most sincere &nd open, the whole thing summarizes in

> oe simple sentence: | don’t want to burtyou anymore. You have been such a1

> excellet,nice and swest person fo me and | have not trated you the way

> you deserve o be treated. Itis ot if L mis you or no,or how [ perceive.

> you.Itis that I foel embarrassed to even talk o you. 1 don' know why |

> can'tjust be nice and honest with you. Well, | am bonest, but it i that we>

> just don't seem to get on the same page.

> Youand L esjoy each others company and intimacy, but  don'tsce myself
aling in love with you. [ wish I could explair. T wish  could keep you as

> my fiend but [ know you woulda't ccept tht,

> 1did horrible things o you and 1 fee teribly sory about . 1 hape you
> believe me. And I don't know what part ofthe ifference [ see in you is

> consequence of what I have don. Maybe | justdida’t wast f sce how you
> were and now 1 do. T don'tknow.

> My last couple of days have been complicaed from many aspect: work,

> personal, friends and family. | would need pages and pages of mils (o el
> you everything. 1 have felt weak for the fisttme i 2 long ime and | am

> questioning some of the decisions | have made in my life. Belive me or not,
> aftr allthe secure things | have now (job house, ete), 1 fee that |

> don't know where [ am heading,

> You are the only person that knows this now. I don't want o el anybody
> about . s likethe foundation of wht T am is damaged ard  don’t know
> bow torepairi.

> This emal tarted one way and ended up completely different. Sory.

> Tam going through rough imes right now and [ don’t know what o do.

> My mom is coming in 3 wecks and 1 wish | can opea up o her and el herall
> these things.

> hope I made sense here tonight. Sorry I dida address the main topi. |
> know thisis sefish (0 ak, but keep praying for me because it looks ike I
> am not praying enough

>Bye
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counry o follow a hunch be had five years ago, especialy if he has no idea how the.
‘woman fels It sounded cazy 10 me, and | was afud it would sound cven cazit to
you. | igured it would scarethe hel out f you and | would't g any more of those nice
cards and leters. It sounds o lesscrazy now, and God only knows what you're thinking.
s youtad this, b  believe that i this world it is much craier to et a feling ke that
Slip away withoutexplring it

Sothee it i, five yearslate. A large tem | have taken with me everywhere, now.
unpacked. The only one who Knows anything about this s our friend Eric S, |
1o him tha 1 fetsomething for you two years ago and he aid e had already see i in
his mind. With allrespet to i, though,his opiion doesn' mean jack-—only yours
does. Al want o know s if you ememmber that moment, i you werethre n ha place,
ifyouflt thesame thing at the same tme, i you ever wonder about i, too?

e
- &{B\/\

P.S.—And if you only think about me as a friend, then don’t worry. I will always be your
e s s e
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:len .
Can i just tell you
that my mouth is
missing something

and i wish you
were in it!
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Subject: Hey babe
Date: Mon, 6 Sept 2004 15:32:48 -0700 (PDT)

Hey babe. | hope you are feeling better. |
enjoyed our conversation a lot last night. |
never thought that we would have so much
to say despite the fact we haven’t met yet!!

| see so much in you -- so much that | have
been waiting to see in someone. It's like all
your life you dream of the ideal person who
will just complete your heart in every way.
And you think to yourself, does this ideal per-
son even exist? Along the way you meet all
the wrong ones and it kinda brings you
down, but you try to just keep your head up
and your heart open.

| think I've always been yearning for love. It's
like even when | had boyfriends, | was still
lonely, because they could never fill this void
in my heart. | wanted them to so badly, but
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Tuesday, May 23, 2006 2:15 PM
: money and house stff

1 id ot remember the flowers...t willbo 468,19

‘Yeah, the house i too much to deal with right now. Just not sure how it would it into tis fe. How are the.
divorce papers coming? | have a few things 1o say to you that | thought might be better saidin wring.

“The decision you made to end the marriago was, as you know, aterily diffcult one for me. | did't wart it and
never would have chosen il 151l believe tha there's great value and honor i the commitment | made
10 go through together whatever comes, and | am changed by the facttha thal was not a commilment we
shared in the end. i changes my sense of safety and trust in the world-- though | donit think necessariy for the
worse. | can accept my powerless over pooplo, places and things better somehow now; | foe less expectation;
but s baen hard o lt 9o of the dream that we would be together, working out the problems as they.

‘came. There's boen a great deal of sortow and tumut in my e thi yoar as a resultof your dacision naturally,
‘and only now am | coming back 10 my “true sel* in a consistent way. By that | mean, only now do | wake up
every day and feel ke myself again.

1know you know that this was a painful event for mo. | am suro it was painful for you. | stllhave times when |
just don't get i, but I learming o accept that | don't GET (o get i all the time when i comes (0 other people's
choices. (You taught me that) | will rieve for a long time that | won't get o hear you in the other room singing
tothe pets; that | il never return to “the space* and the love and safety I felthere (although the safety was, |
think, something | made up outof a need for i from my own childhood): thal | wort ever get o make roserary
shortbread for our Solstce or see our chii in your arms. These and MANY other things il regret for a ong
time.

You gave me 50 many things, & and | am so very grateful. You taught me 1o make the effor o be kind;

you showed me that it was worth it for the sake of love. You taught me how to check my strong sens of justice
{and judgment) against tho effects it might have on others. You taught me love is more important than being
“right". With you | feamed how to fight cloaner, how o talk things out better, and how fo make a strong loving
family oul of nothing. These are priceless gisthat | il cary with me the rest of my If.

‘One more thing you did for me: you eft, and | had to get through . | have learnad this year that my abilly to
handlo what happens 1o me greally exceeds my oxpectations. | thought | would di il you loft me: | had ths idea
that | would crumble, that I have 1o go five with my mom and curl up i bed for moniths. This is so unirue, and |
have some amends to make to mysell for thinking so e of my strength. | did cry a lot and have some wild
times, but | used the loss of you to write the bost play of my lfo sofar  samed about men and mado decp.
lasting fiendships: | found support and just got the fuck through , through something  really thought would
destroy me. It eally was my greatest fear, that you would leave; that's why | didn’ listen well when you kept
Saying you hated being married or hal you wanted out. | coukdn' hear it cause | was oo scared of . Fm sorry
about that. But once your greatest fear happens, you never have (0 have it again. You gave me thl, that
froedom from the fear of being lef, and the calm of knowing thal ther people cannol make the workd a safe
place for yous I never have o expect that from anyone again, and be hurt and terified when it doesn't happen.
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Sent: Thursday, July 14, 2005 12:07 PM
Subject: Are you...

I’'m having terribly naughty
thoughts again today, and I was
wondering if you might want to
hear about them.

Am trying to focus on work, but
you know how that goes—I keep
having these delicious new ideas.

Oh well, have a pleasant afternoon.
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“This s a love lettr.

Lwrote it in my head a couple of nights ago. I was kicking around downtown, not
(another) drink and yet not ready to hop the Dirain.  walked myself along the

Kk sidewalks of Elizabeth, Mott, and Mulberry for a while,thinking, thinking, thinking,
looking in the windows, and thinking.

“The last 18 months have been incredibly hard for me. And they've been incredibly
important. I have unpecled my past and examined my motivations and looked at myself
in ways that I couldn't have imagined doing two years ago. | know this sounds like:
comball woo-woo hoo-hah, but I really, really can feel the growth—it's like looking at
those pencil marks Dad used to make on the back of the bathroom door.

As1 continue to look at who I am and who I want o be, my sense of what kind of person
Iwant to spend my lfe with becomes ever more clear.

“This s the part of the letter where you come in.

Tlove our spark, [ love our banter, I love 22" and “R." I love that cherries make
‘you smile and that you knew (sort of) who Johnny Gharbini was. I love the way you look
in your high-heel shoes. But that's the easy stff. 1 also love whatever it is about you that
let’s me be me—or, more o the point, whatever it i about you that helps me be a better
me. Tlove your sensitivity and insights, your challenge and your passion.  love that you
criticize me and make me look hard at myself. 1 love your brain. I love that you've.
actually tried one of Beyonce's moves. I love that you accept so lite at face value and
always look for more. I love that you can say you're sorry and mean . 1 love that you
bought me my favorie te. I love that you ask not only for what you need but also for
what you want. 1 love the Eon your sweater and the twinkle in your eye. T love that you
can make me smile and make me cry. 1 love that you're thinking about the ole of
jealousy in our elationship. I love that unnamed thing in you that allows me t0 be
Vulnerable in front of you. I love knowing that, if  wanted t, I could continue his
for atleast seven pages. 1 ove th fact that I don't know whether or notyou'll give me
or being such a sap.

I want t0 end this note with something I didn’t share with you. Something about last
Friday. Allow me to setthe scene. Remember that delicious afternoon nap? Remember
how much we needed sleep, and how even though the curtains were drawn, the room was
sl pulling i all that grey Tight? Remember how I woke you up? If you could have secn
‘me during the 15 minutes before your wake-up call, you would have seen a man watching
 woman sleep. You would have scen tenderness in his eyes. You would have scen a
smile on his lips. And if you had looked super-super hard, you just might have seen the
love growing in his heari.





images/00094.jpg
= 5
You
116 East 16th Street

CANDELA|

New York, NY 10003 |






images/00097.jpg





images/00096.jpg
The top ben phrases
fov 4is pust year:

Five, plase, just five, I promise. |
I had o completey  respomsible. |
The it yew is the hardest.

Nice.

Vor nice.

You Wnrz bikh, who e hell |
Hhink you are 7 ]

Whe do you lowe 7
I 50 tied, please, five?
I love: Dude.

"I love Pooks!

kﬁm@mgm;w - Feb,2. 410 J
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Original Message-
Sent: Tuesday, January 31, 2006 1:01 PM
Subject: RE: ramblings before bed

Hi,

T agree with you about the familiarity of the

proceedings. .. this is the same conversation, more or less,
that we have been having for what is it? 2 1/2 years? It's
fucking awful. Not the least because it is always
destabilizing...it just never loses its bite. I am so, so
exhausted by it, literally and figuratively. Last night
was another classic example of insomia over this impasse
on my end.

I don't have much else to say at the moment. I hope we can
work this out. It was so dam wonderful feeling so good
about our prospects. Let's try to reclaim it. We need to
figure something out, though, because I don't think I can
handle having this come up with such regularity.
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I think T enjoy being sinsle. 1 was very lonely for
2 long time after we want separate ways. 1 missed the
emotional pulls and pushes, the ohysical caresses and
and the intellectual ‘challenges you gave me. I've
1ed more than once without you to hold me up. And
there’ve been many tines when I've had something. to snare
and o one o share it with. 1 havan’t met anyone who comes
close to you. fnd, 1 too think maybe someday...But, I also
know that 1’m groming in ways I fouldn't have Srown with
you. It’s nard to sometines, but I know it’s true.
And 1 know you too are Srowing in ways you couldn’t have
With me.  If we‘re not srowing, we couldn’t grow tosether
and would have been living a lie. 14 we reunite let’s do it
When we are botn flourishing not despairing.
T an considering pursuing Journal ism srad school .
Iplan on at least taking the preliminary steps: studying
for the GRE's, setting information from Columbia, Michizan,
UNC, Madison, ‘efc. If 190 it will probably be  year from
&nis September. I’m feeling old and would like to have some
definite course of action by then. Your advice iz well
intended and well received, but, to take the attitude of
s0meone 1 know who watches the sun set over the ocean, doing
what you love is the most important thing of all.  We’ll

I enjoyed your letters and an sorry o respond so
infrequently. I too think of you often. 1 feel very sood
about our relaticnship now. We’re more supportive than ever
rignt now and it feels very healthy. I wish you swest
dreans and happine

Tove always,

PSR
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32 M EST
To: \em—
Subject: Re: so

1 had a lot of fun with you, W You are charming,
intense, challenging and you have an excellent cock, but I
just don't have any enthusiasn for engaging with a man who
is in a relationship with another woran. Not to mention, a
man who is willing to cheat on his woman. It was super for
one

night, but not for anything more than that. I am not
playing hard to get. I an simply being real and truthful.
That is why I resisted passing my phone nunber to you.

1 an just starting match.com with the hopes of meeting a
person who is 100% available and interested in a juicy long
lasting kind of relationship. The kind that comes with hot
sex, true friendship, deep trust, honest commitment and
eventually a few kids. At 34, this is where I an in my
1ife. I have a lot to give a man, and I am not about to
waste my tine on dead-end situations.

The evening ended abruptly. No time to talk. If there is
anything you want to share, please do send me a note. I an
open to Listening to your thoughts.

Kindly,
anna
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Daring:

Thanks so mich for your Valentine girt. Your
are always in the viry bost of faste. It really we
Arming, #n avell of you to sent 1t.

1, dsar, T fust knov that som dsy vou are going to be
Saky swedessful. T Aon't vmow why, but sorehow I he
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ovn meraurs be sharing that fhnild us" with vou, Sore people
o through 31%e without having any smbitior or idses, rnd you
Boe Pun) of thame Your new idea sounds grend -- ruch betrer
Than e fox famm or avar tne Tradfrr Fost ant cowp ides whier
s very ponds Youn ddes for Mavile o ohiidnen' -err store
I voRt of Aldcn in Wonforlend or Votter Goose set-up

Ta fust awe1) vacause it is noved, end *his seems to e an
me/when movel iesa or anything fhet 1 fust 8 bit "aifferent”
Foen over wip. Gnidinen's menchrmil

fazinoss nacause no matten Whit, pirents

Diiren. EF(thera wlvavs Twa to be s but) an iles 1k
This woul1 take an ewfu) dot of cavite
Tt over In malf matsures, That is the main ravback. The
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You viene Rave one on two as o soecis) attraction, end the
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in he fevantment for expectent mothers end that wowlin't
mocoastrily heva to be in miniature. Put darling I think
D e e Erand 1den and I thirk you sro aimply rerveloms
Tor beln wide-avake enough fo Thiny of it. Dia you ha
anything definite in mind? Lo we 'mov what fs vhet, desr.

I racdyy fasd very proud thre vou lot me in on your ide
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The man of your dreams,
perhaps not

maybe just one of the
many that have fallen

but for now I am
ridiculously happy

to be the one who
curls himself around you.
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PeTER J. DOUGHERTY.
CHIEF OF POLICE.
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So, you wanna know what I want? | want it all. | want (0 be in love 50 much it hurts. The
rissons. The pin pricks. The mind-blowing sex. The connection. And I want o be
married with kids | adore and a husband who makes me feel safe, sexy, smart, secure,
silly, serious, salacious, sinful, serene, satisfied. I want someone who makes me laugh
until milk comes out my nose (only I don’t drink milk). I want to finish someone’s
sentences. I want o believe in someone, in something, in a future that’s not just about
Iaundry and soccer practice and subdivisions and minivans and guilt-tripping
‘grandparents. | want to make someone a better person. I want to be a good example. I
‘want o love some kids into the world. | want someone who stimulates my brain as much
as my body. I want o taste everything and go everywhere. [ want to give and I want to
get. T want too much and | wan it all in one person.

So, what do I want from you? That's hard to say because it’s not really about want, it's
about wish. Do I wish you were that person for me? Yes. Do I wish that you weren’t
‘married with kids and that I wasn’t living with someone and that even though we work
together we could explore the possibilities and that all my dreams would come true? Duh.
But you are, and I am, and we can’t and they won’t. So the question is, do I want justa
litle, or I should say, a litle more? Sure, al the time I do. But I know a ltte’s not going
o be enough and then I'll want more. And then maybe I won't want more, but you wil.
Or you won’t and I will. And then there will be nothing and I don’t want that at all.
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