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EMILY HENRY

On my r.vay home from work, I detoured through the park,

which I never did, but the weather rn as perfect. And I was wearing

a floppy-brimmed hat, which I never had, but Mom mailed it to me

the week before, and I felt like I owed it to her to at least 1rl it out.

I was reading as I walked-which I'd vowed to stop doing because

I'd nearly caused a bike accident doing so weeks earlier-when
suddenly, a warm breeze caught the hat's brim. It lifted off my head

and swooped over an azalea bush. Right to a tall, handsome blond

man's feet.

Peter said this felt like an invitation. Laughed, almost self-

deprecatingly, as he added, "l'd never believed in fate before that."

If it was fate, then it's reasonable to assume fate a little bit hates

me, because when he bent to retrieve the hat, another gust swept it
into the air, and I chased after it right into a trash can.

The metal kind, bolted to the ground.

My hat landed atop a piie of discarded 1o mein, the lip of the can

smashed into my rib cage, and I did a wheezing pratfall into the

grass. Peter described this as "adorably clumsy."

He left out the part where I screamed a string of expletives.

"l fell in love rvith Daphne the moment I looked up from her

hat," he'd say, no mention of the trash-noodles in my hair.

When he asked if I was okay, I said, "Did I kill a bicyclist?"

He thought I'd hit my head. (Nope, just bad at first impressions)

Over the last three years, Peter dusted off Our Story every chance

he got. I was sure he'd work it into both our vows and his wedding

reception speech.

But then his bachelor party happened, and everything changed.

The story tipped onto its side. Fcund a fresh point of view. And

in this new telling of it, I was no longer the leading ledy,b:ut instead

the teensy complication that would forever be used to jazz up their

story.
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I

nearly married, then durn

for his "platonic' "besr''f
Then again, when x,ol:

Everyone around Peter

tory: How they'd met in t
seatinS, bonding over a si

their mothers became fuie

trip, with their fathers to I

For the last quarter o:

ers vacationed together- 1

brunches, decorated thei
from which Peter's and Pe

ation of the phrase BE-ff
This, Peter told me, m

I'd ever met more kke cou:

As a librarian, I reallr- ,

Mansfield Park or W'utlu

rwisted Cothics wherein r
adulthood and proclaim r

But I didnt.

So now here I am, sirri

Petris public social media

with my ex-fianc6.

From the next room,

self" plays loudly enough

door neighbot Mr. Dornt

I barely hear it, becau.

Petra, sandwiched bers-ee

of Lake Michigan-six ab

mally white smiles over th

waitingfor.

As if on cue, the musir



t

'dn slaqcler Jrsnlu er{} 'anJ uo Jr sV

Lo{ Sutyo,rt

tllrow an a{q ut sButrlt lsaq a1I 'uottder rqt ralo salIUS arrq.aa..(11eu

-louqe Surpus aldoad alltrpr]tp .{llerurouqe xrs-ueStqrlIN aIe'I Jo

aJor.{s aqt uo 'sluared Jlaql Jo stas qloq uea,l.rlaq peqJltpues 'eJlad

pue Jatad go arnlcrd p paqJeal tsnl a,t,1 asnef,aq '1I JEaq Llareq 1

'lle/'r aql uo spunod tau;og 'ryq '.roqqSreu roop

-ixau ,(yq 'relrlls alqet aaJJor aI{t aleul ot qSnoua L1pno1 s,(e1d ,,31as

-iW ig IIV, Jo uortrpuar s,lpaN,O aruef 'tuoor txau aq] uorC
'af,uEg-xa Lru qrr.a,r

drqslrnoc,ltau JaqJo IIelep Lrana Sutaas 'plpetu IeIf,os crlqnd s,eJted

q8norql 3ur11orcs 'tuaurlrede Lur] e ut SutDts 'rue J araq,nn.ou oS

'],uPIP I ]ng
'raqto r{ree roJ a.r.o13ur.(pun rlaq} urtelco.rd pue pooq}[npe

qJeaJ 'epls l^q aprs pesIEr 'slstuo8etord o.,ra.t uIaJaLi./( sllqtoO petslirl

pue sarrols e^ol asoqt ge 'st$1ap1 3uua4tn7y4 to 4rod p1a{suoyVtr

lnoqP Iurql o1 lualuolu P ualel J^ Plnoqs ,(11ea-r 1 'ueIrErqII e sv
'spuatt{ uo41 surcnal a4q alout lJu JeAa p,l

ueruo,^A snoa8roS tsoru aqt pue rurq apeu 'eu plot Jated 'sIqI
'dgAf,trOt SONE7UC tsgg ase.rqd aqlJo uoue

-Jalr auros qleaueq lno PeurPaq saJEJ s,eJled PUP s,Jelad qllq/!\ Luo{

satue{ arntrrd eppupuer{ r{lr,t\ sJuroq rlar{t pateJoJep 'sal{runrq

sErutsrrq) ate 's,(epqtrrq PalErqelac Laql 'raqtaSol Peuortese^ sia

-uro) eq] pue sesurlloJ ar{l trnluar E Jo latrenb isEI al{t roC

'trns 
^\olloJ 

01 sraqteJ .rraql qlr.u'drri

plau unrJenbe ue 3uruoradeqr allq^\ spuerrJ atueJaq sJel{toru Jlaql

'rarye uoos ',rtog 'uoru?Iocl Jo e^ol perel{s p JeAo Surpuoq '8ut}eas

lecrtaqeqdle otur paf,roJ uaqar. aper8 prrq] ul 1au p,.{aqt .rrro11 :L;o1

-srrl rraql ./t\3uI JaruoJ eJtad PUP surllol relacl PunoJe auo,(raaE

2Lro1s rrar{t I[a] ot paau ue,ta eq plno,^A uaqrvr 'ute8p ueqJ
'JJruoJ PJlad ,,'Puar{, ,JS39,, ,,f,rUOJP1d,, SIrl JOJ

Lrred rolaqreq srq ra13e Suru.rour aql padurnp ueqt 'palrreu l.peau

AUOt_S ANNnI

'qsert eqlJo tno papqd r::

naql dn zze[. ol pasn a'q -rr]

pealsur lll.q'lpq ?w-poal aq

puv'.^rer^Jo turod qsa+ B

'pa8ueqc Surqufuaaa pue T

Surppaitr stqpuD srr,oA rno

eruer{f, fua,ra fuor5 rnogo
('suorssardurl tsrg tp peq rsr

,,2lstp,(rtq B IIr-{ I pIO,
'.rreq dru tn sa[poo

raq uro{ dn pa1oo1 I tuar
'sa,rrlaydxa go 3ur-us e p

.fr*"f
aql olul leperd Suzaatpn

uEJ eqlJo dt aqr'u-rau qF

Ir lda,tr.s lsnB

selr,y ltq aFlil

,,'ler{l eJoJeq

-JIas ]soLUIP

Puolq euosPuPq'lFle o

peaq ,(ru 33o Paun tI 'ruut

uall,i\\-JerFea slea,ra os I
esnereq Surop dols or pa,N

'tno ]l l.r7 lseay te ot raq ol
et'U ol tl Palrelu uIoy\I mq T
Suuearrr se,.l\ I puv'rrayad
'1.red aql qSnorqr parnor



EMILY HENRY

I slam my computer shut and peel myself off the sofa. This apart-

ment was built pre-global warming, when Northern Michiganders

had no need for air-conditioning, but it's only May first and already

the apartment turns into a brick oven around midday.

I cross to the bedroom hallway and knock on Miles's door. He

doesn't hear me overJamie. I escalate to pounding.

The music stops.

Footsteps shuffle closer. The door su,ings open, and a weed fog

wafts out.

My roommate's dark brown eyes are ringed in pink, and he's in

nothing but a pair of boxers and a funky knitted afghan wrapped

around his shoulders like a very sad cape. Considering the overall

climate of our hotbox apartment, I can only assume this is for mod-

esty's sake. Seems like overkill for a man who, just last night, forgot

I lived with him long enough to take a whole-ass shower with the

door wide open.

His chocolate-brown hair sticks up in every direction. His match-

ing beard is pure chaos. He clears his throat. "What's up."

"Everything okay?" I ask, because while I'm used to a disheveled

Miles, I'm less used to hearing him blast the saddest song in the

world.

"Yepi' he says.'All good."

"Could you turn the music down," I say.

"l'm not listening to music," he says, dead serious.

"Well, you paused it," I say, in case he realiy is simply too high

to remember more than three seconds back. "But it's really loud."

He scratches one eyebrow with the back of his knuckle, frown-

ing. "l'm watching a movie," he says. "But I can turn it down. Sorry."

Without even meaning to, I'm peering over his shoulder to get

a better look.

Unlike the rest of our apartment, which was perfectly tidy when

I arrived and is still perfectly tidy, his room is disastrous. Half of his
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EMILY HENRY

have recently tapped out my supply of generosity. That's what hap-

pens when your life partner leaves you for the nicest, sunniest, pret-

tiest woman in the state of Michigan.
"I'm good," I tell Miles.

We both just stand there. This is as much as we eyer interact.

I'm about to break the record. My throat tickles. My eyes burn. I

add, 'And could you please not smoke inside?"

I would ve asked sooner, except that, technically, the apartment

is his. He did me a huge favor letting me move in.

Then again, it's not like he had many options. His girlfriend had

just moveci out.

Into my apartment.

With my fianc6.

He needed to replace Petra's half of their shared rent. I needed

a place to sleep. Did I say sleep? I meant weep.

But I ve been here three weeks now, and I'm tired of showing up

to work smelling like I came straight from the least famous of the

Crateful Dead's spin-off bands' concerts.

"l stick my head out the window," Miles says.

"What," I say.

Immediately I picture a chocolate Labrador riding in a car, its

mouth open and eyes squinting into the wind. The few times Miles

and I met before all this, on awkward double dates with our now-

partnered partners, that's what he'd reminded me of. Friendly and

wiry with an upturned nose that macie him look a bit impish, and

teeth that were somehow toa perfect in contrast to his scruffy face.

The toll of the last three weeks has given him a slightly feral

edge-a Labrador bitten by a werewolf and dumped back at the

pound. Relatable, honestly.

"l stick my head out the window when I smoke," he clarifies.

"Okay," I say. That's all I've got. I turn to go.

"You sure you don't want to rvatch the movie?" he says.
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BACK IN APR!L

BEF()RE I KNEW I NEEDED T() LEAVE

H ERE'S HOW TH E rest of the story goes, when I'm the one telhng

it: Peter Collins and I fell in love one day in the park, when the wind
swept my hat from my head.

I am arguably the world's worst small-talker, but he didn't want

to small-talk.

When I told him the hat was a gift from my mother, he wanted

to know if we were close, where she lived now, what the gift was for,

and by the way, Hoppy birthday, are you a birthday person? And

when I told him, Thank you, and yes, yes, I am,he volunteered that

he was too, that his family always treated birthdays like huge per-

sonal successes rather than markers of time. And when I told him

that sounded beautiful, the birthdays and his family, he said, They're

the reason I've always wanted a big family of my own someday, and

at that point, I already would've been a goner, even if he hadn't

asked me right then, as if there wasn't garbage sticking to my

chestnut-brown hair, What about you? Do you want a big family?
Dating in my late twenties had been hell. This was the kind of

t
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EMILY HENRY

There was no way my badass, hyperindependent mother would

approve of me relying on Peter so heavily, and so I didn't approve

either.

He came up rvith a compromise; I'd furnish the place, add piece-

n-,eal to the assortment of furniture we'd brought from Richmond,
,r'hile he covered the bills.

Nlost of his far-flung friends had cushy white-collar jobs and

could afford to take a separate trip for his bachelor party. Whereas

Sadie and the rest of my friends were mostly other librarians-or
booksellers, or aspiring writers-who couldn't afford two separate

trips. Thus, she and Cooper wouid fly in a few days before the sum-

mer ceremony instead, and we'd do my bachelorette then.

So, three.,veeks ago, in earlyApril, Peter trudged out for his Night

cr rhe Tot,n and I stayed behind to read in our new butter-yellow

Victorian. For the first few stops of the night, he texted me cute

group shots. His brother, Ben, up from Grand Rapids, and hls high

school buddy Scott, with whom l'd fnally managed to bond by

reading the first for;;. Dune novels, along with some other Richmond

friends. They all had their arms slung around each other, Peter split-

ring center-in every picture-with his willowy, platinum-haired,

:a:-eled goddess of a best friend, one Petra Collins.

Petra's boyfriend, Miles, had not been invited to the bachelor

party. Peter didn't hate Miles. He just didn't think Miles was good

enough for Petra, because lvliles is a stoner without a college degree.

Petra is also a stoner without a college degree, but I guess it's

different when you're a perfect ten with a picturesque family and

well-padded bank account. Then you're not a stoner; yot're a free
sptrtt.

Another thing that must, despite my greatest wishes, be men-

tioned: Petra is preternaturally nice.

She's that \,voman who's instantly familiar with everyone, in a

way that makes you feel chosen. Always grabbing your arm, laugh-

l

ing at your jokes, suggesd

then insisting you keep it
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