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  In a sec youll hear a thunk. At your front door, the one nobody uses. Itll rattle the hinges a bit when it lands, because its so weighty and important, a
  little jangle along with the thunk, and Joan will look up from whatever shes cooking. She will look down in her saucepan, worried that if she goes to see what it is itll boil over. I
  can see her frown in the reflection of the bubbly sauce or whatnot. But shell go, shell go and see. You wont, Ed. You wouldnt. Youre upstairs probably, sweaty and
  alone. You should be taking a shower, but youre heartbroken on the bed, I hope, so its your sister, Joan, who will open the door even though the thunks for you. You wont
  even know or hear whats being dumped at your door. You wont even know why it even happened.


  Its a beautiful day, sunny and whatnot. The sort of day when you think everything will be all right, etc. Not the right day for this, not for us, who went out when it rains, from October
  5 until November 12. But its December now, and the sky is bright, and its clear to me. Im telling you why we broke up, Ed. Im writing it in this letter, the whole truth
  of why it happened. And the truth is that I goddamn loved you so much.
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  The thunk is the box, Ed. This is what I am leaving you. I found it down in the basement, just grabbed the box when all of our things were too
  much for my bed stand drawer. Plus I thought my mom would find some of the things, because shes a snoop for my secrets. So it all went into the box and the box went into my closet with some
  shoes on top of it I never wear. Every last souvenir of the love we had, the prizes and the debris of this relationship, like the glitter in the gutter when the parade has passed, all the
  everything and whatnot kicked to the curb. Im dumping the whole box back into your life, Ed, every item of you and me. Im dumping this box on your porch, Ed, but it is you, Ed, who is
  getting dumped.


  The thunk, I admit it, will make me smile. A rare thing lately. Lately Ive been like Aime Rondel in The Sky Cries Too, a movie, French, you havent seen. She
  plays an assassin and dress designer, and she only smiles twice in the whole film. Once is when the kingpin who killed her father gets thrown off the building, which is not the time Im
  thinking of. Its the time at the end, when she finally has the envelope with the photographs and burns it unopened in the gorgeous ashtray and she knows its over and lights a
  cigarette and stands in that perfect green of a dress watching the blackbirds swarm and flurry around the church spire. I can see it. The world is right again, is the smile. I loved you and now
  heres back your stuff, out of my life like you belong, is the smile. I know you cant see it, not you, Ed, but maybe if I tell you the whole plot youll understand it this once,
  because even now I want you to see it. I dont love you anymore, of course I dont, but still theres something I can show you. You know I want to be a director, but you could
  never truly see the movies in my head and that, Ed, is why we broke up.
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  I wrote my favorite quote on the lid of this box, from Hawk Davies, who is a legend, and Im writing this letter with the lid of this box
  as a desk so I can feel Hawk Davies flowing through every word I write to you. Als fathers shops truck rattles so sometimes the words are shaky, so thats your tough luck
  as you read every word of this. I called Al this morning, and right away when I said, Guess what? he said, Youre going to ask me to help you run an errand in my
  dads truck.


  Youre good at guessing, I said. Thats very close.


  Close?


  OK, yes, thats it.


  OK, give me a sec to find my keys and Ill pick you up.


  They should be in your jacket, from last night.


  Youre good too.


  Dont you want to know what the errand is?


  You can tell me when I get there.


  I want to tell you now.


  It doesnt matter, Min, he said.


  Call me La Desperada, I said.


  What?


  Im giving back Eds stuff. I said it after a deep breath, and then I heard him take one, too.


  Finally.


  Yeah. My end of the deal, right?


  When youre ready, yeah. So, youre ready?


  Another one, deeper but shakier. Yes.


  Are you sad about it?


  No.


  Min.


  OK, yes.


  OK, I have my keys. Five minutes.


  OK.


  OK?


  Its just that Im looking at the quote on the box. You know, Hawk Davies. You either have the feeling or you dont.


  Five minutes, Min.


  Al, Im sorry. I shouldnt have even


  Min, its OK.


  You dont have to. Its just that the box is so heavy I dont know


  Its OK, Min. And of course I have to.


  Why?


  He sighed through the phone and I kept staring at the top of the box. Ill miss seeing the quote when I open my closet, but I will not, Ed, I dont miss you. Because,
  Min, Al said, the keys were right in my jacket, where you said theyd be.


  Al is a good, good person, Ed. It was Als party where you and I first met, not that he invited you because he had no opinion of you then and so didnt invite you or any of your
  grunty jock crowd to his Bitter Sixteen party. I left school early to help him with the dandelion green pesto made with gorgonzola cheese instead of parmesan for extra bitterness that we served on
  top of the squid ink gnocchi from his dads shop and mix up the blood orange vinaigrette for the fruit salad and cook up that huge 89 percent cacao dark chocolate cake in the shape of a big
  black heart so bitter we couldnt really eat it, but you just waltzed in uninvited with Trevor and Christian and all them to skulk in the corner and not touch anything except, like, nine
  bottles of Scarpias Bitter Black Ale. I was a good guest, Ed, and you didnt even say bitter birthday to your host and give a present, and that is why we broke up.
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  These are the caps from the bottles of Scarpias Bitter Black Ale that you and I drank in Als backyard that night. I can see the
  stars bright and prickly and our breathing steamy in the cold, you in your team jacket and me in that cardigan of Als I always borrow at his house. He had it waiting, clean and folded, when
  I went upstairs with him to give him his present before the guests arrived.


  I told you I didnt want a present, Al said. The party was enough I told you, without the obligatory


  Its not obligatory, I said, having used the same vocabulary flash cards with Al when we were freshmen. I found something. Its perfect. Open
  it.


  He took the bag from me, nervous.


  Come on, happy birthday.


  What is it?


  Your hearts desire. I hope. Open it. Youre driving me crazy.


  Rustle rustle rip, and he sort of gasped. It was very satisfying. Where did you find this?


  Does it not, I said, I mean exactly, look like what the guy wears in the party scene in Una settimana straordinaria?


  He smiled into the slender box. It was a necktie, dark green with modern diamond shapes stitched into it in a line. Itd been in my sock drawer for months, waiting. Take it
  out, I said. Wear it tonight. Does it not, exactly?


  When he gets out of the Porcini XL10, he said, but he was looking at me.


  Your absolute favorite scene in any movie. I hope you love it.


  I do, Min. I do love it. Where did you find it?


  I snuck off to Italy and seduced Carlo Ronzi, and when he fell asleep I slipped into his costume archives


  Min.


  Tag sale. Let me put it on you.


  I can tie my own tie, Min.


  Not on your birthday. I fiddled with his collar. Theyre going to eat you up in this.


  Who is?


  Girls. Women. At the party.


  Min, its going to be the same friends who always come.


  Dont be so sure.


  Min.


  Arent you ready? I mean, I am. Totally over Joe. That make-out date in the summer, no way. And you. LA was like a million years


  It was last year. This year, really, but last school year.


  Yeah, and junior years started up, the first big thing were having. Arent you ready? For a party and romance and Una settimana straordinaria? Arent you,
  I dont know, hungry for


  Im hungry for the pesto.


  Al.


  And for people to have fun. Thats it. Its just a birthday.


  Its Bitter Sixteen! Youre telling me that if the girl pulled up in the Porcini whatever


  OK, yes, the car Im ready for.


  When youre twenty-one, I told him, Ill buy you the car. Tonight its the tie, and something


  He sighed, so slow, at me. You cant do this, Min.


  I can find you your hearts desire. Look, I did it once.


  Its the tie you cant do. Its like youre braiding a lanyard. Let go.


  OK, OK.


  But thank you.


  I fixed his hair. Happy birthday, I said.


  The cardigans over there when you get cold.


  Yes, because Ill be huddled outside somewhere and youll be in a world of passion and adventure.


  And pesto, Min. Dont forget about the pesto.


  Downstairs Jordan had put on the bitter mix wed slaved over, and Lauren was walking around with a long wooden match lighting candles. Quiet on the set, is how it felt, just ten
  minutes with everything crackling in the air and nothing happening. And then with a swoosh of his parents screen door, a carload of Monica and her brother and that guy who plays tennis came
  in with wine theyd snitched from her moms housewarmingstill wrapped in silly gift paperand turned up the music and the night began to begin. I kept quiet about my quest
  but kept looking for someone for Al. But the girls were wrong that night, glitter on their cheeks or too jumpy, stupid about movies or already having boyfriends. And then it was late, the ice
  mostly water in the big glass bowl, like the end of the polar caps. Al kept saying it wasnt time for the cake and then like a song wed forgotten was even on the mix, you stepped into
  the house and my whole life.


  You looked strong, Ed. I guess you always looked strong, your shoulders and your jaw, your arms leading you through the room, your neck where I know now you like to be kissed. Strong and
  showered, confident, friendly even, but not eager to please. Enormous like a shout, well rested, able-bodied. Showered I said. Gorgeous, Ed, is what I mean. I gasped like Al did when I gave him the
  perfect present.


  I love this song, somebody said.


  You must always do this at a party, Ed, a slow shrugging path from room to room, nodding at everyone with your eyes on the next place to go. Some people glared, a few guys high-fived you and
  Trevor and Christian almost blocked them like bodyguards. Trevor was really drunk and you followed him as he slid through a doorway out of view and I made myself wait until the song hit the chorus
  again before I went looking. I dont know why, Ed. Its not like I hadnt seen you before. Everyone had, youre like, I dont know, some movie everyone sees growing
  up, everybodys seen you, nobody can remember not seeing you. But just suddenly I really, really needed to see you again right that minute, that night. I squoze by that guy who won the
  science prize, and looked in the dining room, the den with the framed photos of Al uncomfortable on the steps of church. It was flushed, every room, too hot and too loud, and I ran up the stairs,
  knocked in case people were in Als bed already, picked up the cardigan, and then slipped outside for air and in case you were in the yard. And you were, you were. What would bring me to do
  such a thing, you standing grinning holding two beers with Trevor sick in Als moms flower bed? I wasnt supposed to be looking, not for me. It wasnt my birthday,
  is what I thought. Theres no reason I should have been out here like this, in the yard, on a limb. You were Ed Slaterton, for Gods sake, I said to myself, you werent even
  invited. What was wrong with me? What was I doing? But out loud I was talking to you and asking you what was wrong.


  Nothing with me, you said. Trevs a little sick, though.


  Fuck you, Trevor gurgled from the bushes.


  You laughed and I laughed too. You held up the bottles to the porch light to see which was which. Here, nobodys touched this one.


  I dont usually drink beer. Or, really, anything. I took the bottle. Wasnt this for your friend?


  He shouldnt mix, you said. Hes already had half a bottle of Parkers.


  Really?


  You looked at me, and then took the bottle back because I couldnt get it open. You did it in a sec and dropped the two caps in my hand like coins, secret treasure, when you handed the
  beer back to me. We lost, you explained.


  What does he do when you win? I asked.


  Drinks half a bottle of Parkers, you said, and then you


  Joan told me later that you got beat up once at a jock party after a losing game so thats why you end up at other peoples parties when you lose. She told me it would be hard dating
  her brother the basketball star. Youll be a widow, she told me, licking the spoon and turning up Hawk. A basketball widow, bored out of your mind while he dribbles all
  over the world.


  I thought, and I was stupid, that I didnt care.


  and then you asked me my name. I told you it was Min, short for Minerva, Roman goddess of wisdom, because my dad was getting his masters when I was born, and that, dont even
  ask, no you couldnt, only my grandmother could call me Minnie because, she told me and I imitated her voice, she loved me the best of anyone.


  You said your name was Ed. Like I might not know that. I asked you how you lost.


  Dont, you said. If I have to tell you how we lost, it will hurt all of my feelings.


  I liked that, all of my feelings. Every last one? I asked. Really?


  Well, you said, and took a sip, I might have one or two left. I might still have a feeling.


  I had a feeling too. Of course you told me anyway, Ed, because youre a boy, how you lost the game. Trevor snored on the lawn. The beer tasted bad to me, and I quietly poured it behind my
  back into the cold ground, and inside people were singing. Bitter birthday to you, bitter birthday to you, bitter birthday to Aland Al never gave me a hard time about staying out
  there with a boy he had no opinion about instead of coming in to watch him blow out the sixteen black candles on that dark, inedible heartbitter birthday to you. You told the whole
  story, your lean arms in your jacket crackling and jerky, and you replayed all your moves. Basketball is still incomprehensible to me, some shouty frantic bouncing thing in uniform, and although I
  didnt listen I hung on every word. Do you know what I liked, Ed? The word layup, the sexy plan of it. I savored that word, layup layup layup, through your feints and penalties,
  your fire throws and blocked shots and the screwups that made it all go down. The layup, the swooping move of doing it like you planned, while all the guests kept singing in the house, For
  hes a bitter good fellow, for hes a bitter good fellow, for hes a bitter good fellow, which nobody can deny. The song Id keep, for the movie, so loud through the
  window your words were all a sporty blur as you finished your game and threw the bottle into an elegant shatter on the fence, and then you started to ask:


  Could I call you


  I thought you were going to ask if you could call me Minnie. But you just wanted to know if you could call me. Who were you to do that, who was I saying yes? I would have said yes, Ed, would
  have let you call me the thing I hated to be called except by the one who loves me best of anyone. Instead I said yes, sure, you could call me about maybe a movie next weekend, and Ed, the thing
  with your hearts desire is that your heart doesnt even know what it desires until it turns up. Like a tie at a tag sale, some perfect thing in a crate of nothing, you were just there,
  uninvited, and now suddenly the party was over and you were all I wanted, the best gift. I hadnt even been looking, not for you, and now you were my hearts desire kicking Trevor awake
  and loping off into the sweet late night.


  Was thatEd Slaterton? Lauren asked, with a bag in her hand.


  When? I said.


  Before. Dont say when. It was. Who invited him? Thats crazy, him here.


  I know, I said. Right? Nobody.


  And was he getting your number?


  I closed my hand on the bottle caps so nobody could see them. Um.


  Ed Slaterton is asking you out? Ed Slaterton asked you out?


  He didnt ask me out, I said, technically. He just asked me if he could


  If he could what?


  The bag rustled in the wind. If he could ask me out, I admitted.


  Dear God in heaven, Lauren said, and then, quickly, as my mother would say.


  Lauren


  Min just got asked out by Ed Slaterton, she called into the house.


  What? Jordan stepped out. Al peered startled and suddenly through the kitchen window, frowning over the sink like I was a raccoon.


  Min just got asked out


  Jordan looked around the yard for him. Really?


  No, I said, not really. He just asked for my number.


  Sure, that could mean anything, Lauren snorted, tossing wet napkins into the bag. Maybe he works for the phone company.


  Stop.


  Maybe hes just obsessed with area codes.


  Lauren


  He asked you out. Ed Slaterton.


  Hes not going to call, I said. It was just a party.


  Dont put yourself down, Jordan said. You have all the qualities Ed Slaterton looks for in his millions of girlfriends, come to think of it. You have two
  legs.


  And youre a carbon-based life-form, Lauren said.


  Stop, I said. Hes nothes just a guy.


  Listen to her, just a guy. Lauren picked up another piece of trash. Ed Slaterton asked you out. Its crazy. Thats, like, Eyes on the Roof
  crazy.


  Its not as crazy as what is, by the way, a great movie, and its Eyes on the Ceiling. And, hes not really going to call.


  I just cant believe it, Jordan said.


  Theres nothing to believe, I said to everybody in the yard, including me. It was a party and Ed Slaterton was there and its over and now were cleaning
  up.


  Then come help me, Al said finally, and held up the dripping punch bowl. I hurried to the kitchen and looked for a towel.


  Throw those out?


  What?


  He pointed at the bottle caps in my hand.


  Right, yeah, I said, but with my back turned they went into my pocket. Al handed me everything, the bowl, the towel to dry it, and looked me over.


  Ed Slaterton?


  Yeah, I said, trying to yawn. I was thumping inside.


  Is he really going to call you?


  I dont know, I said.


  But youhope so?


  I dont know.


  You dont know?


  Hes not going to call me. Hes Ed Slaterton.


  I know who he is, Min. But youwhat are you?


  I dont know.


  You know. How can you not know?


  Im good at changing the subject. Happy birthday, Al.


  Al just shook his head, probably because I was smiling, I guess. I guess I was smiling, the party over and these bottle caps burning in my pocket. Take them back, Ed. Here they are. Take back
  the smile and the night, take it all back, I wish I could.
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  This is a ticket for the first movie we saw, see how it says right on it: Greta in the Wild, Student Matinee, October 5, a date
  thatll rattle me forever. I dont know if its yours or mine, but I know I bought them both and waited outside trying not to pace in the sort-of cold. You were almost late, which
  turned out to be as usual. I had a feeling. You werent going to show, was my feeling, the camera sweeping back and forth down the empty street in the movie of the date, October 5, me
  alone, gray, and pacing in the lens. So what, I thought. Youre just Ed Slaterton. Show up. Who cares? Show up, show up, where are you? Fuck you, everyone was right about you, prove them
  wrong, where are you?


  And then from nowhere you were in my life again, tapping me on the shoulder with your hair combed and damp, smiling, maybe nervous. Maybe breathless like me.


  Hey, I squeaked.


  Hey, you said. Sorry Im late if Im late. I forgot which theater this was. I never go here. I had it confused with the Internationale.


  The Internationale? The Internationale, Ed, is not the Carnelian. The Internationale shows British adaptations of the same three novels by Jane Austen over and over again, and
  documentaries about pollution. And who was waiting for you at the Internationale?


  Nobody, you said. Very lonely. I like it here better.


  We stood together and I opened the door. So youve never been here?


  Once for a field trip in eighth grade, to see something about World War Two. And my dad took me and Joan before that, before he met Kim it must have been, something in black and
  white.


  Im here, like, every week.


  Good to know, you said. Ill always be able to find you.


  Um, I said, savoring that.


  OK, tell me what were seeing, again?


  Greta in the Wild. Its P. F. Mailers masterpiece. Hardly anyone gets to see it on the big screen.


  Uh-huh, you said, looking around the sparse lobby. It was only the usual bearded men struggling in alone, another date couple probably from the university, and an old woman in a
  beautiful hat that made me stare. Ill get us tickets.


  I got them already, I said.


  Oh, you said. Well, what can I get? Popcorn?


  Definitely. The Carnelian makes the real stuff.


  Great. You like butter?


  Whatever you want.


  No, you said, and touched me, just on the shoulder, Im sure you dont remember but it was swoony for me, whatever you want.


  What I wanted is what I got. We sat in the sixth row where I always like it. The fading mural, the sticky floor. The bearded men identical and separated in faraway seats, like the corners of a
  rectangle. The profile of the old woman standing in the back taking off her hat and putting it next to her. And you, Ed, your arm a thrill around me, sitting in the dark as the lights went
  down.


  Greta in the Wild opens, brilliantly, gorgeously, with the curtain opening. Lottie Carson is a chorus girl in a chorus line, with the dimple that made her Americas Cinematic Lovely
  and P. F. Mailers mistress in all those beautiful parties in the photographs in When the Lights Go Down: A Short Illustrated History of Film, with his arms draped all over her.
  Shes only a little older than I am now, with a lacy fan and a tiny hat and a song called Youre the Pip for Me, Chri all flourishy with an orchestra and a
  glittery cardboard apple that lowers on strings from the rafters. Miles De La Raz cant take his eyes off her, in his skinny waxed mustache and the box seat where hes flanked by scowly
  bodyguards, and you held my hand with both of your hands, warm and electric with the popcorn abandoned.


  Backstage hes an asshole, as if we didnt know from the mustache. Greta, I told you a million times never to talk to that lousy bum of a trombone player, Aw
  Joe, hes just a friend, thats all, etc. More dialogue, another song I think, but


  you were kissing me. It was sudden, I guess, though its not sudden to kiss someone on a date, especially if youre Ed Slaterton, and also, if Im going to write the
  truth, if youre Min Green. It was a good first one, gentle and jolty, I can feel it now in Als dads truck on my neck like light and flutter. What will you do, I asked myself,
  and then with a rat-tat-tat of machine guns laying a curve of bullets into the instrument case in the alley while Lottie Carson screams in her mink, I kissed you back.


  Lottie Carson has to leave town, but we stayed right where we were. Miles De La Razs right-hand man, the bald guy whos also in Dinner at Midnight with glasses and a head
  cold, puts her on the train and she throws her mink in his sputtering face in a pouty huff, but you probably dont remember that scene because by then it was French with your mouth wet and
  just the slight mint of toothbrushing. Al and I watched it sophomore year, double-featured with Catch That Gun, at his house with pizza and iced coffee that made me babbly but Al just
  trembly nervous with his knee twitching and nowhere to put his hands. So I know the scene. Boy does she regret that gesture with the fur, because the train goes north, way north in a montage I just
  love, even better on the big screen with the edges of the picture all cloudy, announcing Buffalo! Next stop Buffalo! and then the funnier and funnier towns, Worchester!
  Badwood! Chokypond! Ducksbreath! until shes in the goddamn Yukon with Will Ringer all bundled up on a dogsled ready to take her the rest of the way to where shes hiding out,
  your hand on my neck and me not knowing if youll slide it down to feel me over my second-favorite top with the weird pearly buttons that mean you have to hand wash it, or just move to hold
  me at the waist before making your way up underneath, and if Ill stop you, if I want to, if youll tell anyone, your hands on me and were only twenty minutes into the first
  movie of the first date. So I stop the kiss and Lottie Carson sleeps in the igloo alone and Will Ringer, frost on the beard hell shave off for her, because she asks him to, because he loves
  herhe sleeps with the dogs. We sat still for the rest, in the dark, merely holding hands until the ending and the big, big kiss, and then we were blinking in the lobby and I asked you what
  you thought.


  Um, you said, shrugged, looked at me, shrugged again, and shook your hand in a so-so seesaw, and I wanted to grab your wrist and hold your palm right where Id stopped you
  from putting it before. My heart, Ed, thump-thump-thumped for it to happen, right then, October 5, at the Carnelian Theater.


  Well, I liked it, I said, hoping I wasnt flushed with thinking it. Thanks for seeing it with me.


  Yeah, you said, and then, I mean, youre welcome.


  Youre welcome?


  You know what I mean, you said. Sorry.


  You meant sorry?


  No, you said. I mean, what do we do now?


  Um, I said, and you looked at me like you didnt know your lines. What could I do with you? Id been hoping youd have an idea, the movie was mine. Are you
  hungry?


  You smiled gently. I play basketball, you answered, so the answers always yes.


  OK, I said, thinking I could have tea. And watch you eat? Was this the afternoon, the whole October 5? With Greta still dazzling in my brain, I wanted us to do something, I
  dont know


  And then I gasped, I really did. I had to show you, because it wasnt something you could see right away, a route to take to a place to go, an opening of the story that could make
  October 5 a movie as lovely as the one wed just seen. It was more than the old woman walking past us, more than anything you could glance at in the normal light of the puddly
  afternoon. It was a dream of a curtain opening, and I took your hand so I could lead you through it to someplace more than a junior and a senior making out in a theater, somewhere better than tea
  for the girl and a meal for the athlete like every other afternoon for everyone, something magic on a big screen, something else, something


  extraordinary.


  I gasped and pointed the way. I gave you an adventure, Ed, right in front of you but you never
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