Guess what. I got a weekend job washing windows
at your apartment building! My co-workers think I'm
nuts, but it's something I've always enjoyed doing.
Remember how I used to love to clean the
windshield even at the full-service pump?

I will probably be wearing your favorite outfit
of mine. It's so easy to start things up again.
By the way, there's someone named Francisco trying to
pick up girls on the Internet. Hmm. I wonder.

I'm quite upset about you changing your phone
number. There could be an emergency.

Marisa kept asking me about the hangers the
other day and it wasn't fun. You probably like them
too much for me to throw them out, right?
I remember us buying them together the day your mother talked
to you about me. She was so excited to meet me, glancing at me
constantly and at one point calling me "pleasant."

I hope you don't mind my throwing this note
through your window, as the post would be too slow.
The rock it's tied to came from our desert trip!
I'm wondering if you'd like to get together for a quick lunch?

How about we meet at Wavy Dave's, at our old table?

I don't think I can handle all the cups but I
may be able to bring most of them.

What a lucky coincidence, huh? At least
it gave us a chance to talk again.

Afterward, I was wondering what you
meant when you said, "It's over.
You'd better get it into your head."
One more thing, I happened to be walking down
your street last night and noticed a yellow Mustang
that I don't remember ever seeing at your
apartment complex. Does this belong to the
mysterious Francisco I've heard rumors about?

I left one of the cups at your front door;
it happened to be in my car.
I hate to hurt you like this, but I'm seeing someone new.

By the way, I heard that Francisco had or
is having a tax problem. Would you
like me to meet with him? I'm over it
all now and would be glad to help.

