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			About Modern Love


			Modern Love is a weekly personal essay column about relationships, feelings, betrayals and revelations that began appearing in The New York Times in 2004. In 2016, the column became a weekly podcast; after debuting at #1 on iTunes, it has been downloaded nearly 100 million times. A book of collected columns—Modern Love: True Stories of Love, Loss, and Redemption—was published in 2019, the same year Amazon Studios released the first season of its Modern Love streaming series, an eight-­episode show based on the column.


			What Are Tiny Love Stories?


			Tiny Love Stories began as a challenge from the editors of Modern Love at The New York Times: “What kind of love story can you share in two tweets, an Instagram caption or a Facebook post? Tell us a love story from your own life—happy or sad, capturing a moment or a lifetime—in no more than 100 words.” Soon we editors were inundated with submissions, each no longer than the introduction you are now reading. This book contains many of the most delightful and moving stories we received. We hope you enjoy them. Consider submitting your own at nytimes.com/tinylovestories.


		


	

		

			The Stories


			My Main Men as Meals


			My first boyfriend, Howie, was matzo ball soup: warm and homey, wonderful on a cold, wintry day, but not a lot of sex appeal. My previously married ex-husband, John, was leftover fast food: so compelling in the refrigerator, but you were always sorry after eating it. Vinnie, pizza-maker and “transition man,” was a banquet verging on bacchanal: destined to create heartburn but impossible to stop eating. My now and hopefully forever man, Charles, is bran flakes sprinkled with a few Lucky Charms: He keeps me regular and, on most days, is magically delicious.


			—Jill Lipton
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			Clockwise from top left: Chris, me, Greg and Kurt at our childhood home in Kansas City.


			When We Became One


			We grew up in even numbers. Two parents, four sons, six people. Two boys per bedroom. Summers with two of us at one of our grandparents’ houses and two at the other, then a switch. Always disciplined, referred to and taught about the facts of life in pairs. Then, in middle age, Kurt called me to say that Greg, the youngest, had unexpectedly died, and I called Chris to tell him. Chris and I flew home, and Kurt met us at the airport. We held each other, and in that moment, four became three became one.


			—Brian Justice


			All-Nighters, Cake, and Netflix


			For a decade, I’ve watched my former classmates settle into the conventional domestic pattern: husband, wife, baby, house. They look grown up now. They look like their parents. I, however, remain single at 34, pulling all-nighters and eating cake for dinner. I drive an hour for good ramen. I skip town for the weekend. I watch Netflix with impunity. No one is angry about dirty dishes. Marriage sent my classmates down a steadier path, one that rarely crosses my itinerant course. I do miss them. For me, saying “Congratulations on your engagement” is too often another way of saying “Goodbye.”


			—Adam Chandler
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			The Folly of Date Night


			Date night! Tonight we are free! No bottoms to wipe or mouths to feed; it’s just you and me. “We should go out,” I say. “Run naked in the rain, make love on a train or something.” But we don’t. Instead, we look at pictures of the children on our phones until we fall asleep.


			—Emily-Jane Clark


			He Tried So Hard to Remember Me


			When my 61-year-old father learned he had Alzheimer’s, we went to CVS together and bought the largest stack of notecards they sold. I asked, “What’s the town where you grew up?” We wrote Union Springs, Alabama. I asked, “Who was your first kiss?” Amanda. Four years later, preparing to move my father into memory care, I packed up his desk. Taking the notecards felt silly, so I wrapped the long-forgotten stack in a rubber band and opened his drawer to toss them away. Inside, I found more notecards. They all said the same thing: my name.


			—Drew Hasson


			Don’t Send Nudes


			We were online content moderators taking down nude photos. All day, we sorted through thousands of photos and messages flagged as inappropriate on a meet-up app. He sat nearby, but our office had a strict no-talking rule, so our relationship began in silence as we sent each other funny things we found via Gchat. This led to more messaging until one day we grew tired of talking about nudes and decided to see each other naked instead.


			—Kristine Murawski
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			Our relationship was reassembled with tape.


			Torn Up


			“I’m leaving you,” she said. Regrettably dramatic, I yanked the photo from its frame and tore it into pieces. Taken the night we first met, the photo was irreplaceable. I imagined tears, then a change of course, reconciliation. Instead, she discarded the shredded pieces in a wastebasket. It’s true what they say: The heart can break. Eventually, I reclaimed the pieces and, with tape, carefully reassembled the image. She did leave. Months passed. She came back. My heart mended. The patchwork is in a frame above our couch and reminds us of the fragility of love.


			—Susan Anderson


			Who Cares Less?


			He hooked up with someone else. I never texted first. He didn’t show up to meet my sister. I was still talking to my ex. We were stuck in a game of Who Cares Less? I won. But really, I lost.


			—Caroline Kulig
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			Our Love Tripod


			On the eve of the new millennium, I fell in love with Andrew, a dashing English ad executive. Inconveniently, I didn’t fall out of love with Scott, an American architectural photographer and my longtime partner. Our dilemma resulted in an unexpected and enduring romance: a V-shaped love triangle sans vows and offspring. Born English, now a naturalized American, I am the hinge in our harmonious household of three: I sleep with both men; they each sleep with only me. We share everything else—home, finances, friends, vacations, life-threatening calamities. As Scott says, our tripod is more stable than a bipod.


			—Kate Holt


			I Didn’t Run


			I met David on a blind date. The next day, I invited him over for tea. He appeared on my porch, peeking through the glass, offering me his cupped palms. “It’s all yours,” he said. “What? Sweaty hands?” “No.” He beamed. “My heart.” Typically, this would make me run, but I didn’t. He had picked me to hold his heart. His body was ravaged with cancer, but still, I accepted. We laughed. We cried. We married. Twenty-two months after our eyes met, I stood at the river, cupping my palms with ashes, and let go.


			—Susan Purvis
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			“Are You Sure He Was Boring?”


			Five years of online dating. Countless dates. Zero butterflies. Zero boyfriends. Definitely zero husbands. So close to finding love, they say. You never know, they say. Don’t judge him by his looks; you should give his personality a chance. Are you sure he was boring? Maybe he was just having an off day. Countless excuses. Zero accountability. Zero consistency. Definitely zero expectations. The current state of dating for 30-something women: Oh, you haven’t found love yet? You aren’t looking hard enough.


			—Shruti Gupta


			[image: ]


			Happy together.


			Inseparable Twins


			Sick of being “the twins,” we made rules for freshman year. Keep my hair short and red, Anushka’s brown and long. Live in different dorms. Sit on opposite sides of lecture halls (we’re both bio­logy majors). No eating in the same dining hall or going to the same parties. Meet once a week, max. That didn’t last. I couldn’t live apart from someone who’s a part of me. After a year of enduring impossible problem sets, roommate drama, assorted heart­breaks and our parents’ divorce, we laugh at how we once thought we’d do it alone.


			—Anjali Walia


			One Obvious Pro


			I grew up in a small town where same-sex relationships were considered abnormal and wrong. As I struggled with my sexuality, I began wondering, “Should I even try to have a romantic relationship?” When I left for college and fell for a girl, I was afraid to act on my feelings. My friend John came to my dorm to help me weigh the pros and cons of pursuing her. Later, I looked over the list by myself. John had written mostly jokes, except for one word: “Love?”


			—Gabriella Vacarelo


			Planting Perennials


			After I asked my husband to leave, after nights of holding my weeping daughters, after clumps of hair came out in my hands, my mother came to visit. She shook her head. “I don’t understand. In sickness and in health!” The next morning, I found her in my scraggly yard. Digging, weeding, sowing. When her stay was over, the tidiness rattled me: fresh mulch, trimmed trees, perfectly rounded shrubs. I thought that by planting perennials, she was saying, “These will return, in spite of you.” But maybe, instead: “Here; this will be easier.”


			—Lisa Mecham
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			Separate Vacations


			He took a boat. I stayed home. Married forty-one years, we don’t mind going our separate ways. Later he told me stories about the Canadian lake, a cedar boat, the fish he gently let go. I wrote a tiny story about his love of nature. It began: He took a boat. It ended: We are happy when alone together.


			—Beverly Blasingame


			A Scarier Kind of Gravity


			How to meet cute: (1) Exploit Tinder to deal with your fidgety fingers. (2) Make plans to meet in Central Park, but don’t send your location (“Let’s play hide-and-seek: black dress”). (3) Withhold your outrage when he gives up and says to look for him instead. (4) Spin in frustrated circles until you spot him on top of a rock. (5) Instantly overcome your fear of heights to climb to him. (6) Over the next three hours, succumb to a much different, much scarier kind of gravity. (7) Delete Tinder.


			—Linh Nguyen


			Not Done with the World


			After five rounds of in vitro fertilization, my wife and I didn’t have the funds to be parents anymore. We cried all the time. Avoided Facebook. Held our dogs too tight. Watched baby elephant videos. To escape the wormhole of grief, we bought tickets to Prague we could barely afford. Our sadness flickered like a ghost. In the Old Town, we smiled. Licked the rain from each other’s lips. Kissed on Charles Bridge. Wrote graffiti declaring our love. Held hands on the tram. Ate soup that warmed our bones. We were not done with the world.


			—Jackson Bliss
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			“Get Up. It’s OK.”


			In kindergarten, I was asked what I wanted to be when I grew up. “A mother,” I wrote, drawing a prim lace dress and an apron. “That’s not a profession,” my teacher said. Twenty years later, motherhood for me descended into madness. Psychiatric illness is a cruel thing, a paralysis. While I was in bed, my young son approached. “Get up,” he said. This would become my mantra, from therapy to rehabilitation. Now, on cool fall mornings, we say it to each other as we practice hockey together. “Get up. It’s OK. I’m right here with you.”


			—Mollie Garnes
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			Selfie taken on the corner of Twenty-Second Street and Eighth Avenue in New York City.


			That Big Gorgeous Life


			After the breakup, we spent every Thanksgiving, birthday and Christmas together. Close enough to touch, legs inches apart. We were still dying of AIDS in the ’90s, but I always thought no, not Michael. When he died, I wondered who would love black gay me like that ever again. It’s taken me twenty years to see what he saw in me. That big gorgeous life was too beautiful to be in ruins. Damn it, Michael. And yet I can still hear you saying, “Get off the cross, Mary. Somebody else needs the wood.” Just as close as two legs almost touching.


			—Wesley Rowell


			Passing the Message On


			As I waited for my friend to pay the bill, an elderly gentleman said, “Excuse me. I want you to know that you make a lovely couple. My wife recently passed. Someone said this to us when we were dating. I’m passing it on to you.” We weren’t dating. But just thirty minutes earlier, my friend had suggested we consider doing so. I w as unsure, fearful of losing the friendship. I am forever grateful to that beautiful man who touched my heart that day. My friend, who became my husband, recently died. I am looking to pass the message on.


			—Kathy Caruso


			Luckily, There Was No Facilitator


			It was 2000. I was a sad middle-aged social worker nervously attending a divorce support group at an Episcopal church in Atlanta. Only one other person was there, a man my age, talkative. We purged our agony for hours and I thought, “Geez, this facilitator is so self-disclosing.” Then he said, “How long have you been running this group?” The real leader never came that day we shared our heartache and felt the first frisson of love. We laughed all the way to the parking lot and never went back to the group.


			—Moira Keller


			Way Before La La Land


			It was much too early to be awake, but I had a long commute from Tujunga to Marina del Rey. The 405 was stopped (this was way before La La Land). Suddenly, the driver door of the car directly in front of my Toyota swung open. The man I had gone out with for the first time the night before emerged and walked toward me. He kissed me through my window, then strolled back to his car. Traffic began to move. Now we are both old and have been married forever. But the memory holds.


			—Peg Burr
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			When Love Is a Recipe


			Chopped celery and squared potatoes waiting in the fridge. On the counter, a jug of water and a slow cooker filled with dried peas. On the lid, a tiny note from my husband, the professional chef, to me, who burns water. “At noonish: (1) Add water. (2) Add veggies. (3) Stir. (4) Plug in. (5) Forget.” His sweetly crooked handwriting. His unconditional faith in me. Between steps 4 and 5, it hit me. Married love is seldom about the grand gesture. Sometimes it simply shows up as a recipe from your partner, helping you make a tasty pot of soup.


			—Meagan Fratiello


			Dakota’s Best Prom Date


			I was Dakota’s prom date so long as he could not “find anyone better.” We are married now. I guess he couldn’t.


			—Megan Kline


			Married Marines


			We locked eyes across a crowded room. He was handsome in his military uniform; I was self-­conscious in mine. A colleague at first, he earned my respect, my friendship and, finally, my heart. Years later, he faded away and she appeared. We picked out a new name for her. We shared wardrobes, sorrows, joys and passion as I fell in love with her graceful curves. I was mesmerized by the way she moved, black curls tumbling over her shoulders. My husband gone, now my wife holds my whole heart in her hands.


			—Jacqueline Keavney Lader
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			No Such Thing as Effortless


			My best friend and I started dating in high school. For six years, we cycled through breakups and reconciliations, brought back together by a mutual need for security. Our identities were so wrapped up in our relationship that we couldn’t bear to imagine ourselves alone. She wanted therapy. I demurred, hung up on the seeming effortlessness of “good” relationships. So she broke things off, for good. Today, I’m a couple’s therapist. The only thing more potent than this irony is my hope that our story isn’t over yet.
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