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LOST LETTERS




“Nothing is ever really lost or can be…”
- Walt Whitman








1988
No cellphones.
No text messages.
No internet.


A world where words were scratched out on looseleaf paper in pencil or ink, folded into careful squares, and carried in jean pockets like sacred things.


1
September 1988
To Chris,
This is not a love letter, so don’t get your ego all inflated like a Macy’s balloon or anything. You’re not that special. 
Okay, maybe a little. But let’s not get crazy.
I saw you in Social today pretending like you knew what you were doing. Cute. I mean, I’m sure you’ll get it eventually - right around the time we all graduate. 
Kidding. Mostly.
Anyway, I just wanted to say hi. Or something that sounds cooler than “hi,” but I’m too exhausted to be cool right now. (Homework is killing me, and my mother is currently trying to marry me off to the ghost of Aristotle. So that’s fun.)
Speaking of my mom - she would literally murder me if she knew I was writing to you right now.
Maybe I’ll see you in the cafeteria tomorrow. 
You can sit near me.
Near, not next to.
Don’t get any ideas.
Lose this note and I’ll deny everything.


From,
Mia


P.S. If you speak Greek by next semester, I might be impressed.
2
Dear Mia,
Wow.
Okay, first - hi. That seems like the right place to start, even if I’m probably already doing this wrong.
I’m not gonna lie, I read your note like... eight times.
Then I stared at it for a while like it might disappear if I blinked too hard. I kept thinking, “This can’t be for me. She meant to give this to another Chris.”
Thank you for writing to me. Seriously. Pretty girls usually don’t talk to me at all, much less write me letters with actual jokes in them.
I don’t know what to say. I feel like a teacher’s grading me. But you seem cool in the best way possible and I liked reading your note so here goes.
You said I could sit near you in the cafeteria.
I might try that.
Unless you were joking. Were you joking? I can’t tell.
I’ll just hover awkwardly and pretend I dropped something until you wave me over or throw a french fry at me.
Happy almost weekend, I guess?
I hope your mom doesn’t marry you off to anyone before Monday.


Hope I see you again,
Chris


P.S. I will never learn Greek. But if you teach me one word per day, I’ll pretend to try.
3
October 1988
Hey Trouble,
Yes, you.
Don’t make that face.
You know you deserve the nickname.
So… I wasn’t going to say anything, but since we’re apparently doing the “let’s be honest while pretending not to be” thing, I figured I’d tell you something I haven’t told you yet (Cue the dramatic music).
Actually, I remember you…from last year.
Yeah, you…library criminal.
So ridiculous.
End of the school year. Me, minding my own business shelving encyclopedias behind the counter as the library assistant, and you, trying to sneak a book out like the world’s worst ninja.
I mean - who does that?
I don’t even remember what book it was - probably something about time travel or aliens or whatever it is boys like you read.
I remember thinking, “What an idiot.”
You were actually kinda cute in a too-dumb-looking-for-your-own-good way.
I have no idea why I liked you.
Still don’t. 
(Okay, maybe I do.)
Anyway, it’s weird. I never believed in that whole “first impressions stick with you” thing, but you… stuck.
So when I saw you walking by the auditorium this year looking like you hadn’t slept, I knew I had to say something.
And now here we are.
It's like I have a freaking shadow.
Also, for the record: my mother still thinks you’re just a name on a group project and nothing else.
Which is good, because if she knew I liked you, she’d chain me to a radiator and then ship me off to Crete.
But I like talking to you.
You make school a little less boring.
Just… don’t steal any more books, okay?
Or if you do, at least let me be your lookout.


Yasou,
Mia


P.S. “Yasou” means hi/bye. 
Look at you, learning Greek. 
You get half a point.
4
Dear Mia,
I’m sorry. 
I should just start there.
I keep replaying yesterday over and over again in my head like some movie I can’t shut off.
And in every version, I do something better than what I actually did.
Instead, stupidly, I dared you to kiss me.
Like it was a joke.
Like it didn’t mean anything.
But it does mean something. 
To me, at least.
I didn’t know how to do it without feeling weird. So I made it a “dare” - because I thought maybe that would make it easier.
Easier for me, maybe, but not for you.
I put you on the spot.
Now you probably think I’m a jerk. Or a coward. 
Or both.
And I don't blame you.
I just didn’t want to risk doing something that would blow up in my face.
Or worse - make you disappear.
The truth is... I wanted to kiss you.
Not because of a dare, but because I’ve been thinking about it since, like, the second week of school.
So yeah. I screwed up.
And now I keep thinking that maybe this whole thing - our back-and-forth, the notes, sitting together in the auditorium - maybe it’s over.
Maybe I broke things.
If I did, I’m really, really sorry.
But if it’s not over - if there’s a chance I didn’t ruin everything - I promise I’ll be better.
Or at least a little braver.


Thanks for reading this far,
Chris


P.S. I will learn Greek, I promise. 
But only if you teach me all the curse words first.
5
November 1988
Hey Dummy,
Yes, you.
I was thinking about that day.
You know which one.
The “dare me to kiss you” day.
Let’s just get this out of the way: yes, obviously, I wanted to kiss you.
But did I do it? No.
Why? Because I’m an idiot.
Well, not an actual idiot. 
I’m amazing, as you know.
More like a self-protective, pride-fueled girl who's never kissed a boy who mattered before.
And you matter, which made it 300% more terrifying.
Also, it felt like a trap. Like one of those dumb TV shows where the boy pulls away at the last second and yells “GOTCHA!” and everyone laughs while she dies of humiliation.
And you dared me.
Like we were ten years old on a playground and you were daring me to eat a worm.
You should know by now that was never going to work.
But since then, I think we’ve more than made up for it.
Anyway… I guess this is just me saying that the kiss I didn’t give you that day?
I hope you know I’ve been making up for it ever since.
But don’t get cocky. This letter does not mean I’m getting too soft on you.
I still think your sneakers are ugly and your handwriting looks like chicken scratch.
But I like your dumb face.


Always,
Mia
6
Dear Mia,
Okay, so… maybe it wasn’t the best idea to challenge the toughest kid in school to a fight for asking you out.
But how was I supposed to know he had three brothers and like eight friends?
(Also, in my defense, I didn’t actually challenge him. I said - and I quote - “If you ask her out again, I’ll knock your teeth out.” Which, okay, might have sounded like a challenge.)
Honestly, I thought I was done for.
I never thought you would be the one to save me - by dragging me into the office by my coat, sitting me down like a kid in detention and making the staff call my parents.
And then you sat down right on my lap!
Right there, in the main office, in front of the two secretaries and a poster about flu season. 
Like it was the most normal thing in the world.
You looked terrified.
But I’ve never felt safer in my whole life.
I keep thinking about that moment. Your arms around me. The way you put your hand on my chest like you were trying to feel my heart beating.
It made me realize two things.
The first is: I would fight the whole world for you.
The second is: I think I love you.
I’m not saying that to freak you out.
You don’t have to say it back.
I just need you to know.
That everything - every note, every smile, every kiss - has meant more to me than I can explain.
You came into my life like a storm, and now I can’t imagine what it would be like without you.
So yeah.
I love you.


Your boyfriend,
Chris


P.S. If you show any of your friends this letter to make fun of me, I will swear that you wrote it yourself.
7
December 1988
Hey Troublemaker,
So… I was looking over my academic schedule, and it seems I have some very important exams coming up.
It’s that…one-on-one, off-campus thing we talked about.
Remember? 
I bet you do.
It’ll take place during Regents Week - the first one is next Thursday.
My mother, the Wicked Witch of the East, thinks I’ll be in school with a ScanTron and a Number 2 pencil.
But you and I both know what the real curriculum is… 
Haha.
Of course, I’m nervous.
But I also can't wait.
Not because of pressure or hormones (okay, maybe a little because of hormones).
But because it’s you.
Because when I’m with you, the world stops being scary.
I want this. More than anything.
So I’ll see you then.
Have something I can steal of yours to wear. 
Get snacks.
And make sure you have the You-Know-Whats.
Oh, and clean your room!


Your Girlfriend,
Mia


P.S. I love you more than you could ever know.
8
January 1989
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Instead of a note on looseleaf paper, Mia writes it inside a birthday card.


Dear Chris,
Hope this doesn’t give you too many ideas but next time it's your birthday you might just want to try (experiment) with that idea.
Enjoy sixteen because it only comes around once.
Hope you get everything you want for your birthday.
I do mean everything. 
I hope you enjoy it.


Love you,
Mia
9
Wow,
I’ve been trying to write this since you left.
But everything sounds so stupid in my head.
So let me start off simple: 
Thank you.
Not for what we did - though yeah, that too.
For trusting me. For being brave.
I didn’t know it could feel like that.
I mean, I knew what it was supposed to be like, technically. Y’know, health class, locker room jokes, the Spice channel with the volume turned down.
But this…was something else.
It felt like something got rewritten inside me.
Like we stepped into some place where we weren’t just two kids hiding behind the auditorium curtain—we were just us.
You were beautiful.
You are beautiful.
Especially when you looked into me like that.
Afterwards, when we were just lying there, not talking - I’ve never felt more full and more awake at the same time.
Like I’d just been handed something special and I wasn’t sure how to hold it.
Does that make any sense?
I keep replaying all of it, in my head.
Your laugh when I fumbled the wrapper. 
Your hair tickling my face.
The way you looked at me afterward like I was something…rare.
I love you.
More now than ever.
Wow.
Don’t worry, I won’t write poetry on your locker or sing outside your window (unless you ask me).
Still so stunned that you chose me.


Love You,
Chris


P.S. You left your purple sweater at my house. I’m not giving it back.
10
Hey Stranger,
I read your note three times before I let myself breathe.
You asked me, “Does that make sense?”
Chris…
Every. Single. Word.
It made so much sense it almost short-circuited my brain for an hour.
I just laid there staring at the ceiling like, Oh great, I’m in love with a poet. When did that happen?
By the way: I love you too.
There. It’s written in ink. Permanent. So if you ever decide to become a famous author or the mayor of New York or some crazy philosopher with a cult following, just remember: that girl with the earrings and the great hair said it to you first.
Oh…about Thursday.
You were amazing.
Not just in the “you didn’t fumble the mechanics” way (though, for a first-timer, you really do deserve a standing ovation).
The way you looked at me. The way you held me after. The way your voice sounded when you whispered “Is this okay?” every five seconds like I was made of glass.
Also, your bedroom? 
Surprisingly clean. Bonus points.
Minus the sock you threw at me. Rude.
So now what? 
Now I want more.
More time. More you.
More of that laugh you do when you’re nervous and pretending not to be.
More letters.
More everything.
We’ll figure it out. Even if my mother sends me to a convent, I’ll break out and find my way back to you.


Yours (completely),
Mia


P.S. That sweater’s yours now...along with anything else you want.
11
April 1989
Hey You,
First things first: no, I didn’t get kidnapped.
(Though honestly, it’s not off the table if my mother gets even the slightest hint that I have a boyfriend who isn’t named Stavros.)
I also wanted to say I’m sorry.
You know the truth already, but maybe I should say it again:
I can’t get caught sneaking around with a boy who isn’t Greek.
Because if I do, she’ll tear everything down in a heartbeat. No warnings. No mercy. Just - POOF! - I get shipped off with a suitcase full of sweaters and no return ticket.
But here’s the worst part: I miss you.
I miss what we had in December and January.
I know it’s been a long time since… well, you know.
And I know it’s probably starting to hurt.
It hurts me too.
It hurts to kiss in school and feel like we’re pretending it’s enough.
I think about you all the time.
About your hands on me.
About that look in your eyes.
But I need you to be patient.
If you wait for me, I swear to you - I’ll be worth it. I promise.
You once said you’d fight the whole world for me.
Right now, I’m asking you to fight something harder: 
Time.


Your Kitten,
Mia


P.S. If you’re getting mad at me, don’t keep it in. Write me a letter.
12
May 1989
Dear Kitten,
I’m writing in bed with the light off, imagining that you’re here kissing me.
I miss you so much.
You told me to be patient.
You said you’re worth it.
And you are.
God, you so are.
But it’s getting really tough.
It’s funny because - it feels like everyone in school knows about “Chris & Mia,” like we’re famous or like one person connected at the hip. 
Kids even make jokes about us always being together.
It’s ironic, isn’t it? Am I using that word right?
I love you. 
I know you love me.
So what are we waiting for?
I know what you’ll say - your mom. The whole “you’ll be exiled to Greece” thing.
But with all the love and respect I can fit on this page, I just don’t buy it.
Honestly, I think she’s bluffing.
She’s not going to ship you off to another country for having a boyfriend - especially someone she hasn’t even met yet.
Besides, I know I’d make a great impression!
For the record, you already met my mom, and she absolutely adores you.
If we’re serious - and I know we are - then at some point, she has to know.
I don’t want to have to say goodbye every day by 2:15.
Tell me you’re working toward it. 
Please.


Yours Truly,
Chris


P.S. No one else could ever take your place. I love you.
13
Hey Impatient Pants,
Yes, I said it.
Don’t act surprised.
I read your last letter. 
Twice.
Once with my brain and once with my body.
(Which is to say, I read it and then had to lie down and bite on a pillow.)
So let me be clear - since you seem to be suffering from a tragic case of Forgetting Who Your Girlfriend Is:
I want you.
I miss you.
But babe… you gotta wait.
I know it's been hard. (Pun 100% intended.)
When it happens again - and it will - I won’t be a girl sneaking around anymore.
I’ll be the girl who chooses you, full-time.
And when that time comes, you’re going to get everything you’ve ever wanted and more.
Because I’ve got wicked, wonderful, wildly inappropriate plans for you.
But I need time.
Trust me: you’re not starving, you’ll be fine.
And when you finally get to taste me again?
You’ll thank me.
But I won’t be able to thank you…
Because my mouth will be full.
(Sorry, not sorry.)
Now stop pouting and kiss me in the auditorium when I see you like a good boy.


Yours (eventually),
Mia


P.S. You’ll know when it’s time. 
Until then, just shut up and keep your pants on.
14
June 1989
Dear Beautiful,
I wasn’t going to write this.
I was going to wait, let it pass, let it die down.
But the truth is… it hasn’t.
I don’t know what to do.
Don’t panic - this isn’t a breakup letter.
You haven’t lost me. (If I’m honest, I don’t think you could lose me even if you tried.)
But I’ve been walking around lately with this tightness in my chest, and it’s not going away.
And I need to say something, even if it stings a little.
I know you love me. I do.
Because when we’re together - really together - it’s like the rest of the world doesn’t exist.
But then the curtain drops. And the world does exist.
And in that world… I’m still a secret.
I know what you’ve told me. About your mom.
But lately, I catch myself wondering: Is it true? Is she really that strict?
Or is there another life I don’t see?
A version who kisses me at lunch and then goes home to someone else.
Another boy. 
Or worse - no other boy at all.
Maybe I’m just not that important.
God, I hate how that sounds.
But pretending I don’t have those thoughts isn’t helping either.
I don’t want to lose what we have.
But I need to feel like I’m not the only one fighting.
So I’m asking - no, I’m begging: Please let me in.
I’m not giving up.
But I’m also not going to lie to you and say I can live in secret forever.


Yours (still - just feeling a little desperate),
Chris
15
Christopher,
I had to read your letter twice just to make sure I wasn’t hallucinating.
At first, I thought I missed something - maybe you were joking, or trying to be poetic in a “brooding artist” way.
But no.
You were serious.
So let me say this as calmly as I can - though you should probably picture me with steam coming out of my ears.
How dare you.
How dare you even suggest that I’m living some kind of double life.
That I’m making all this up. That I have someone else.
That I’m lying to you.
Do you know how hard this has been for me?
Do you know how many times I’ve had to lie to my mother, to risk everything just to steal an hour with you?
I’m putting everything on the line.
Let me be really clear, Chris:
I love you.
But I’m living under the roof of a woman who would rather see me shipped overseas than be with someone she doesn’t approve of.
And she’s not bluffing.
You don’t know her like I do.
I wish things were different. 
God, I wish.
But they’re not.
Not yet.
And instead of trying to understand - even just a little - you’ve decided to question whether I’m real?
Seriously?!? 
After all the stuff we’ve done?
You want to be let in? You already are.
You want honesty?
Here’s some: You hurt me.
More than I thought you could.
But I’m still here. Still writing to you.
Even though I want to scream.
So now the question is: can you handle loving someone whose life isn’t easy?
I hope so.
Because if you walk away now, Chris, it won’t be because I didn’t love you enough.
It’ll be because you didn’t believe in me when it counted most.


Still yours but pissed at you right now,
Mia


P.S. I’m not mad that you’re scared. 
I’m mad that you don’t trust me.


P.P.S. Don’t ever do this again.
16
October 1989
Dear Birthday Girl,
I’ve started and stopped this letter a few times, because I wanted to get the tone right.
I didn’t want to sound too mopey on your birthday.
But here we are - and yeah, I guess I am a little down.
I miss you, as usual.
Summer vacation felt like a really bad dream.
Every day dragged on without you.
No free periods to look forward to, no make-out sessions, no notes between homeroom and 8th. 
A few phone calls here and there, sure, but not enough.
I’d hang up and immediately start missing you again.
But none of that hurts as much as not being with you today.
Not seeing your face light up when you open your gifts with your family.
Or not getting to see you blow out your candles while surrounded by people who love you best.
Isn’t it strange? I know you inside and out - but I don’t know what color your bedroom walls are.
I’ve never seen the books on your nightstand, or if you even have a nightstand. (I know you don’t have any books…Haha, just kidding.)
I don’t know how you sleep at night.
Curled up like a cat or stretched out like a starfish?
Okay, so I bought you the necklace you wanted. 
Something beautiful for someone beautiful.
But you can only wear it at school.
You have to take it off before you go home.
I hate that.
I hate that the only parts of your life I’m allowed to see are the ones you can hide in a locker or a bookbag.
But despite all that… I’m not going anywhere.
I know we’re young.
I know some people say that high school love doesn’t matter.
But I swear...
One day, I’m going to marry you.
Because I know what we have. 
And I know you know it too.
One day, I’m going to fall asleep and wake up to your messy bed hair and bad breath and love you even more.
One day we’ll fight over stupid things like what cereal to eat or who left the lights on.
Someday, we’ll have kids who roll their eyes at how in love their parents still are.
Until then…Happy Birthday.


See you Monday,
Chris
17
Oh Chris…
Don’t be so dramatic.
Seriously. I mean, yes - your letter was beautiful.
And yes, okay, I may have gotten a little misty-eyed.
But you act like you’ve been banished to a tower in some medieval dungeon.
It was just summer vacation.
We survived.
And wasn’t phone sex fun?
Anyway, thank you for the necklace. I love it. I’ll wear it every chance I get.
At school, in the mirror, when I’m on the phone with you.
And when I can’t? I’ll still wear the memory of you putting it on me.
And yeah, you don’t know what my room looks like.
Well, let’s fix that. My walls are purple.
So what? 
I didn’t paint them.
There is a big poster of Wham because George Michael is hot, and yes, a nightstand and a pile of books (I read more than you, stupid), and a closet full of clothes I don’t wear because my mother still shops for me like I’m ten.
So, you're not missing much - except, of course, me.
Besides, your mom is baking me a cake on Thursday.
She knows I like chocolate frosting and I get to blow out my candles twice so you’re not actually missing anything.
And afterwards - well…
Let’s just say I get to unwrap my favorite present.
So don’t be sad, Christopher.
We made it through summer.
I love you.
I love your stupid face.

And yes - I love the necklace… that I picked out. 
Haha.


Yours (smart, sexy, and soon-to-be full of frosting),
Mia


P.S. Make sure the lock on your door is working. 
Just saying.
18
December 1989
I know what I saw!
Don’t try to tell me that I imagined it.
Don’t joke your way out of this or say “Chris, you’re being dramatic.”
You said you had to go into the city. I didn’t even ask why. I just offered to ride the train with you to keep you safe - because that’s what good boyfriends do.
And when we got to your stop, I smiled at you through the doors.
You smiled back.
But then - HE appeared.
Some guy…with no shirt on?!? What? In December no less? And the way he touched you - his arm over your shoulder - like it had been there before!
And you didn’t flinch. 
You didn’t look uncomfortable or surprised.
You left with a smile on your face.
I rode five stops before I even realized I was still on the train.
Tell me the truth: 
Who is he?
Is this why you keep me at a distance?
So you can keep one foot in two lives without having to choose?
I’m not stupid.
I won’t be your backup plan.
If you’re seeing someone else, just tell me.
Because I can’t do this anymore.
Not when it hurts this much.


Chris
19
Dearest Christopher,
Oh my sweet, jealous, crazy boyfriend.
I knew it the moment the train pulled away.
His name is Andreas.
He’s my cousin.
He's practically off the boat from Greece, wears ridiculous tank tops like he’s auditioning for MTV, or as you saw, nothing at all.
It was a warm day, don’t ask me.
And don’t ask me to introduce you because he’ll instantly know you’re my boyfriend, he’ll tell his mom, and then his mom will tell my mom, and then I’m dead.
And really? Am I that stupid? 
Why would I let you bring me if I had this guy-on-the-side that you could possibly bump into?
You should know me better than that.
Or… I thought you did.
But maybe you need some reminding.
So here it is, plain and simple: 
I only want you.
I want you in all the stairwells and bedrooms and against locked doors and underneath blankets that all smell like you.
I love the way you touch me when you think I’m asleep.
I love the sound your breath makes when you finish.
You and only you.
Got it? 
Good.
Let’s stop the nonsense, yeah?


Forever Yours,
Mia


P.S. You’re lucky it was just a hand on my shoulder. I hugged him too. You’d have fainted.
P.P.S. If you want to punish me, do it with your mouth. 
You know where.
20
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This was a holiday card that Mia gave to Chris in 1989. 
Inside, she wrote:
Chris...
I love you.
I lust for you.
I wish I could be with you this holiday season.


Love Always,
Mia




21
January 1990
Dear Mia,
The sweater’s perfect - somehow exactly my size like you broke into my house and measured me in my sleep (If you did, please do it again. I’ll wake up next time).
And the ring… damn. 
It’s beautiful. 
I’ve been spinning it around my finger all day, which, of course, reminds me how beautiful (and thoughtful!) you are, so… not a bad thing!
But let’s be real.
The only thing I really wanted for Christmas was you.
Under the tree, under the blankets, under me.
But I know. I get it.
Winter break means family. 
It means eyes everywhere.
So I won’t push.
But I’ll say this: Regents Week is coming soon! Yay!
Tests are really hard. 
You might need some…help.
And hey, for what it’s worth: I’m not mad anymore.
It’s not that I don’t care - it’s that caring is starting to hurt a little less because I’ve stopped expecting things to change.
At least, not yet.
You love me. I know that.
But this is what we are.
You can’t pull the sun out of the midnight sky.
You can only wait for the sunrise.
So I’m waiting for your warmth.


Yours,
Chris


P.S. Tell your mom your new “tutor” is a real drill sergeant. Might need to spend a lot of time with him. 
For your grades, of course.
22
February 1990
Dear Mia,
Talk dirty to me.
Love,
Chris
23
Chris,
Okay. You asked for it.
I love it when you make me wet.
I love it when you put your tongue in my...
I love it when you’re hard inside....
I love to suck your...
I love it when…
I love it…
I love…
I…


Love & Lusty,
Kitten
24
Dear Mia,
Okay, thank you, you can stop now. 
I’m good.
ALWAYS & FOREVER!
Chris
25
Dearest Christopher,
What?
Too much?
*giggle*
Your horny girlfriend!
26
June 1990
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The following notes were written by Mia on the inside front cover of Chris’ high school yearbook.
Chris,
So you're actually graduating. I can hardly believe it!
Just kidding, I knew you would.
There are just so many days in a year and in any person’s life.
Each one that passes is just one less for us to enjoy.
I don’t regret any of the days we spent together.
We have had a couple of really great times which I'll never be able to forget.
I hope that you won't forget them either.


Love you,
Mia


P.S. Remember that I wrote this in a moving car!
She then continued inside the back cover.
Chris,
Life is full of twists and turns and I hope you make the right decisions at every one of them.
You have my best wishes for the future and college.
Hopefully you will still remember me and this school twenty years from now.
And if you can’t remember the school, I hope you will at least remember me.
Anyway…did you really think that I would fuck this stupid book up?
Yeah, thanks for trusting me.
If I am going to bother taking my temper out on something... it won't be a book, Chris.


Love,
Kitten


P.S. I love you…even though you can be very annoying at times.
27
July 1990
Mia,
God, I’m so sorry.
You just showed up on my doorstep.
I swear I thought I was dreaming.
You said your mom would have you locked down all summer.
Plus, you didn’t visit me at all last summer!
I really fucked up, and I hate myself for it.
She doesn’t mean anything to me.
Not the way you do. 
Never did, never could.
A dumb, stupid moment. 
A big mistake.
And how did you know?!?
What are you - psychic?
The way you ripped the phone out of my hand and yelled, “Leave us alone!”
Had I known you'd see right through me, I never would've picked the damn thing up!
Anyway, it wasn’t some long term thing.
It was summer, and I missed you so much I could barely breathe.
And she was just… there.
One of my sister's friends.
God, I’m making things worse, aren’t I?
And then all the yelling and the tears. Your voice shaking, hands trembling, me standing there like a fool who couldn’t even look you in the eyes.
At least I told you the truth.
Hopefully, that counts for something.
She’s nothing compared to you. 
I didn't enjoy it.
Please… don’t let this be the end of us.
I know I don’t deserve your forgiveness, not now, maybe not ever.
But if there’s any part of you that still believes in what we had - what we still have - I’ll do anything to earn my way back.
I don’t want anyone else.
I am just weak, stupid, and afraid.
I still love you.
Please forgive me.


Yours if you'll still have me,
Chris
28
Hey Jerk,
You want a medal? A trophy? Maybe a parade?
I mean, how lucky am I to have a boyfriend who didn't enjoy cheating on me?
What a relief. 
That’s love, right?
But sure.
Let’s blame summer.
You want forgiveness?
You might get it. 
You might not.
I need to think.
Don’t call me.


P.S. You were right about one thing: I am psychic.
29
August 1990
My Love,
First of all, thank you for forgiving me.
I am the luckiest man in the world.
But I have to admit, I'm a little confused.
You come over almost every day now.
Don’t get me wrong: I’m in Heaven.
It’s perfect, what I always wanted.
It’s just…
What makes it okay now, if it wasn’t before?


Definitely not complaining,
Chris


P.S. School starts next month, you’ll finally be a Senior! 
Even though I start college in September, I’ll be nearby just like we planned, so we can still spend our free periods together like we always do.


P.P.S. I love you!
30
September 1990
Hey You,
I read your letter twice.
Once with my heart, and then with my eyes half-rolled.
Look, I love you.
Obviously.
And yes - I’m coming over more.
My mother finally loosened the chain by half an inch and I’m trying to enjoy it before she snaps it back again.
But now you’re confused by things being…good?
I decided to forgive you.
So maybe - just maybe - don’t start poking at it, okay?
See you tomorrow.


Don’t be a brat,
Mia


P.S. Turn up the thermostat before I get there.
31
November 1990
Dear Mia,
Today was… a lot.
First of all, thank you for trusting me to help. Hauling that folding table on the roof of my car for your parents wasn’t exactly the introduction I'd imagined, but I didn’t mind at all.
Honestly, it felt good. Like maybe I was finally going to get a chance to become a small part of your hidden world - or at least try to make a good impression.
Your dad? He saw right through us.
His body language just screamed approval.
And then afterwards when he offered me snacks and sat me down in the living room?
That felt really good.
He really made me feel welcome.
But then your mom came home.
It was like the air in the room changed.
She walked in, took one look at me, and the house went quiet.
Five minutes later, I was in the elevator again, this time alone, wondering what I’d done wrong.
Then you called and told me what she had said to you:
“He seems like a nice boy… but don’t let him get the wrong idea.”
That totally wrecked me.
Of course, I know you told me this would be hard.
But hearing that? It hit deep.
I’m not angry. Please don’t think that.
I’m just sad.
Sad that being with you, as great as it is, still comes with...conditions.
Sad that even though I’ve seen every corner of you, your mother thinks there’s no way I could ever be good enough for her daughter.
I know we have a long road ahead.
But sometimes, on nights like this, it just feels longer than I expected.


Still here,
Chris


P.S. Tell your dad thanks for the soda.
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Hey Mr. Sulky Pants,
Okay, take a deep breath.
You helped move a table, not save the world.
Let’s keep things in perspective.
What did you expect?
For my mother to greet you with baklava and a shot of espresso? Please.
She’s made of concrete and suspicion. She thinks VCRs are part of a government conspiracy.
And you - with your messy hair and big eyes and your “Hi, I’m not Greek but I’m in love with your daughter” energy - you didn’t stand a chance.
But you did make a good impression.
My dad liked you. 
You saw that.
As for my mom? 
Well...we’ll work on her.
You’re mine, and you don’t have to prove yourself to anyone but me.
So here’s what’s going to happen: 
Next time I see you, you’re getting a reward.
Because I plan to make you forget all about moms who pretend to not see what’s right in front of them.
Got it?


Yours (dangerously, delightfully),
Mia


P.S. Next time, have Gatorade in your room. 
You’re gonna need it.
33
February 1991
Chris...
How could you say that to me?
34
March 1991
Dear Mia,
Look, I can tell from the way you’ve been acting lately that you're still a little upset.
I’ve been thinking about that argument we had a few weeks ago, and I guess I didn’t handle myself all that well.
I said some stuff I probably shouldn’t have, or maybe I said them the wrong way.
Things got tense, obviously. 
We were both tired.
I wasn’t trying to hurt you.
You know how I get when I feel backed into a corner.
That’s not an excuse, I’m just… explaining my perspective.
I mean, we’re still doing the stuff we normally do, so you can’t be that mad, right?
But I miss…y’know, the usual us.
So… yeah. 
I’m sorry.
Can we hit reset?


Love,
Chris


P.S. You left your scrunchie in my bed. 
It has your scent.
35
June 1991
Dear Mia,
Well, I guess you were right - it didn’t matter that I didn’t go to my prom as long as we went to yours.
I had so much fun!
You looked so beautiful in your prom dress.
Like a princess.
My slutty princess. Heh.
On that note, something weird occurred to me.
I think that was the first time we’ve done it in total darkness.
Are you sure that it was me? 
Maybe you snuck in a stunt double when I wasn’t looking… Ha!
Anyway, all kidding aside, it was really nice.
It also made me think of what it might be like in the future when we’re living together and have jobs and can only fool around at night.
Or maybe on lunch breaks? Who knows!
Okay, enough of this, I have to start studying. I still have one exam left!


Your Slutty Prince,
Chris


P.S. Oh, congrats on finally escaping high school. 
Better stay away from those college boys! I swear I will fight them all… Love you!
36
September 1991
Oh my god,
I love that thing you’ve been doing with your hips…feels so good!
Anyways...
Can I ask you something without you getting mad?
What happened to your letters?
You used to write to me all the time.
Now… I don’t know what happened.
I guess I miss them.
My second year of college has been a little harder than I expected and reading your letters makes it all feel worth it.
Lately it’s been just visits, and yeah, you’re amazing - but now I’m juggling reading assignments and trying not to lose my mind.
On that note, it might be better if you don’t come over until the weekend.
Just for this week. 
Then back to normal.
Two quizzes on Friday. I’ve gotta get serious!
Thank you, Kitten.


Love,
Chris


P.S. Not saying I don’t want to see you. 
I just need a breather - hope you understand.
37
October 1991
Chris,
I’ve been thinking about how to write this letter for weeks.
Every version felt wrong.
But I owe you the truth, so here it is:
I’ve met someone.
It’s not love. 
Not yet.
But it’s… something.
I need to be honest: I’ve had opportunities.
People who asked, hinted, lingered. 
I always said no.
Even when we were struggling, times when I felt invisible, I still said no.
You were mine.
I was yours.
But something… shifted.
I think it was that afternoon.
We were in bed, and I started crying.
I guess it was what you said to me months ago during that fight.
I remembered it all at once.
I suppose I couldn’t keep it bottled up forever.
And you didn’t ask me why I was crying.
You didn’t even stop.
You just... kept going.
Like I didn’t matter.
I felt like I was alone, even with you inside me.
So…I decided to start saying “yes.”
He listens, this new person.
He doesn’t know all of me yet.
But what he does know, he values.
I’m not writing this to punish you.
I’m not angry.
I just wanted to be honest.


Love,
Mia


P.S. I’ll still come over, if you want.
38
Mia,
So that’s it, huh?
You “met someone”?
And what - am I supposed to give you a round of applause for your honesty?
You think I didn’t notice you crying?
I didn’t know what to say!
Yeah, I should’ve asked what was wrong.
I thought you’d say something.
Instead, you let it fester and now you’re using it as a reason to walk away.
Or maybe it’s just an excuse.
But sure. Go ahead.
Try someone new.
See where it “goes.”
Maybe you’ll feel safe or pretty, or whatever it is you think I stopped giving you.
But don’t come back pretending we can be what we were.
You don’t get to break my heart and then keep the pieces.
I’ll never be anybody's backup plan.
You want to try some other guy? 
Fine.
But you don’t get to keep me too.


Chris


P.S. And fuck this shoebox filled with years of love letters that obviously meant absolutely nothing to you. 
I’m going to find a garbage can and set them on fire.
39
December 1991
Dear Mia,
I was wrong.
For weeks, I’ve been walking around with the memory of you burning a hole in my heart.
First off, I said so many things I didn’t mean.
I’m so stupid.
I reacted in anger because it felt safer than telling you the truth.
I fucked up.
You were absolutely right.
About literally everything.
I let my ego speak louder than my heart.
When I should’ve reached for you, I backed off.
When you cried, I should’ve stopped.
I should have asked what was wrong and apologized, and admitted that saying those things to you was a mistake. 
I know that now.
I told myself that love meant holding on tight, keeping someone close.
But I’m starting to realize that sometimes, love is listening.
It’s slowing down.
It’s seeing the tears before they fall.
I miss your voice. 
I miss your letters.
I miss the way your laugh makes everything feel less heavy.
But more than anything, I miss being the person you could trust.
I don’t know if there’s a path back to us.
But if there is - if even the smallest piece of your heart still wants me - I’m here.
I love you so much.
And I’m really really sorry.


Please come back,
Chris


P.S. I didn’t burn the letters. 
They’re all still here, just like me. 
Waiting.
40
Early 1992
Chris,
I read your letter three times.
And then I cried.
Not out of anger, or even sadness, really.
Because I still love you.
There are moments when I hear a song or see something familiar and I’m back in your arms, laughing at something really dumb that you said, feeling like the world can’t touch us.
That kind of connection doesn’t disappear just because the world moves forward.
But time changes things.
And we’ve both changed too.
You’re not the boy I fell for at fifteen.
And I’m not the girl who used to count the minutes until our next free period together.
We grew up.
I’m with someone now.
It’s not the same. 
Less fire, more steady ground.
But I need to see where this leads.
Not because he’s better than you, but because he’s here for me and he deserves it, and he’s really good to me.
You say you didn’t burn the letters.
I’m glad.
Because no matter where life takes us, I want to believe we’ll always carry a little piece of each other.
Maybe in those pages, or in our memory, or in the ache of what was.
But I can’t come back. 
I wish I could.
I can’t.


I love you,
Mia


P.S. Please keep the letters.
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HOW
DOES
THIS
STORY
END?




Prediction 1:
The Long Burn



They survive.


Somehow, through the chaos of youth, the pressure of culture, the loneliness of secrets and the ache of desire.
In a dim kitchen in the far future, she makes coffee in his hoodie while he hums an old song under his breath, and they are happy.
They don’t write letters anymore in a world of emails and texts… but sometimes, when no one’s watching, he pulls one from that old shoebox and remembers the boy who would’ve fought the whole world for her.


Prediction 2:
The Echo


They don’t survive.


Not because they didn’t love each other, but because sometimes love isn’t enough to bridge the fault lines of culture and fear.
And sometimes when they close their eyes at night, from places far and wide, there are still echoes.
From stairwells and in letters and behind locked doors.


There was lightning in that bottle.
But they were just kids holding off the storm.
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Five years later.
Chris,
Hi! How are you?
Hope everything is going well…
Happy Belated Birthday!
No, I did not forget…I never could.
It just seems that the month of January flew right by me…and that is the understatement of the year.
I had a baby girl in December!
I went into labor almost a month early.
She’s something.
She’s already spoiled, just like her mother.
My parents have gone crazy over her…Especially my father.
He keeps telling me he misses her. The best was when I had left the baby there over the weekend so I could finally get some rest, and he didn't want to give her back.
“What should I do,” he said to me.
“I miss her…The house is too quiet.”
I told him he should knock up his wife…maybe she can give him another kid!
I’m rambling, sorry.
By the way, labor is awful and extremely painful.
I had 22 hours of five-minutes-or-less contractions!
Anyway, I hope everything is okay with you.
Drop me a line so I know you are still alive and kicking.


Love Ya,
Mia


P.S. How’s your better half doing? Did you decide to marry her yet? Oh well…write to me soon.




EPILOGUE


May 2024
FROM: Chris <chrisxxx@xxxx.xxx>
TO: Mia <miaxxx@xxxx.xxx>


Subject: hey… a question…
This is definitely out of left field…
I usually only reach out twice a year, to wish you a Happy Birthday and a Merry Christmas.
Anyway, I've been feeling a little nostalgic lately, and I was thinking of taking a trip to visit the high school.
Would you like to meet up?
I plan to visit on a Tuesday or Thursday afternoon at, say, 2pm, to walk around for maybe a half-hour.
I assume that as old alumni they will just slap a “visitor” sticker on us and let us roam. 
I'll bring my yearbook as proof that we belong.
Maybe we can grab coffee at a food truck, go sit in the auditorium for a few, flip through my yearbook and reminisce.
Anyway, you're probably too busy…but it would be stupid not to ask.
Hope all is well, wishing you and yours the best.


-Chris




FROM: Mia <miaxxx@xxxx.xxx>
TO: Chris <chrisxxx@xxxx.xxx>


RE: hey… a question…
I’m really sorry…
I can’t.
AFTERWORD


Like an idiot, I didn’t keep the letters.
Hundreds of them, maybe more. 
Folded, hidden, passed between classes or dropped in a mailbox. 
They weren’t just notes; they were us.
A whole relationship frozen in ink, one page at a time.
In 1992, I got angry and drove to her apartment with the intention of dropping them off to whoever might be there.
Was I trying to be spiteful and maybe cause drama? 
Sadly, yes.
Luckily, she intercepted me in the lobby, and I don’t know what happened to the shoebox after that.
So, for years, I convinced myself that I didn’t need them.
This writing project wasn’t born out of nostalgia.
It wasn’t about closure.
It was something stranger - more like a haunting.
I’m 52 years old now, and last year I found myself remembering how she had written the word “Yasou” in the corner of one of the notes.
A single word.
And suddenly, my memory cracked wide open.
So I started writing.
Or rather, re-writing.
I recreated these letters not because I remember them word-for-word, but because I remember how they made me feel. 
The rush, the ache, the joy.
I remembered her.
But I also remembered me.
Which, quite frankly, wasn’t much fun.
Why? Because that kid could be a real brat.
Impulsive. Insecure. Reckless with the feelings of someone who gave him everything she had.
I see him now through adult eyes, and while I don’t hate him, I do hold him accountable.
He didn’t listen.
He didn’t always say thank you.
He mistook sex for love.
He confused apology with entitlement.
And he said something so unnecessary and cruel that it broke her heart in pieces.
That line of dialogue isn’t in this book.
Some mistakes don’t need a spotlight.
So if this book feels unfinished, that’s because it is.
Love stories don’t always have a proper ending. 
Sometimes, they just stop. Or fade. Or become something else entirely - a lesson, a pulse beneath the skin, a truth you carry for decades and only understand when you're older and finally ready to face it.
This was my way of facing it.
Robbin “Chris” Ramos
June 20, 2025
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