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Nicholas Sparks novel for other uses, see message in a bottle (disambiguation). This article needs further quotations for verification. Please help improve this item by adding quotes to reliable sources. The non-source material can be disputed and removed. Find sources: A, «<Message in A bottled» A, novel, &, &, news, &, - newspatures, &, - books, &, -
schooly, A, A,A - jstor (August 2010) (find out how and when to remove this message model) Message in a bottle cover of the first editionOutenenenicho sparkspaesestati united talinguainglesegeneromerisereleelights of the April of publication, 1, &, 1998, (1998-04- 01) Type of MediaA'Stampa (on the cover) Pages352ISBN0-446-52 356-90CLC37 878
680Dewey decimal813 / .54 21IcA, classeps3569. P363 M47 1998 Message in A Bottle is the second novel by Nicholas Sparks. The history, which explores the romantic theme of love after pain, is set in the mid-nineties, then contemporary Wilmington, North Carolina. The 1999 film A «Bottled message», produced and interpreted by Kevin Costner, is
based on this novel. Graph summary This section must be expanded can help by adding to it. (August 2010) divorced and disillusioned by sentimental relationships, Theresa Osborne jogging when she finds a bottle on the beach. Inside there is a love letter belonging to a & & «Catherinea», simply signed «Garrett.a» Challenged by the mystery and
dragged by emotions that does not fully understand, Theresa begins the search for this man who You will change your life. What happens is unexpected, perhaps miraculous, a meeting that embraces all our hopes to find someone special, to have a true and strong, timeless and perennial love. The letter plays: September 25, 1995 Dear Catherine, a
month has passed since I wrote to you, but it seemed to go much more slowly. Life now goes like the landscape outside the window of a car. Breath, I eat and sleep as I have always done, but there does not seem to be a great goal in my life that requires active participation on my part. I simply go to drift as the messages I write to you. I don't know
where I'm going or when I get there. Work does not take pain away. I can dive for my pleasure or show others how to do it, but when I get back to the store, it looks empty without you. I do escort and order as I have always done, but now, sometimes I look forward to you without thinking and my name is. While I write this ticket, I wonder when, or if
such things will ever finish. Without you in my arms, I feel a void in my soul. I find myself looking for your face between the crowd. I know it's impossible, but I can't stay. My search for you is an infinite mission destined to fail. I and I talked about what would have happened if we were forced to separate us from the circumstances, but I can't The
promise I made you that night. I'm sorry, I'm really sorry, my dear, but there will never be another one to replace you. The words I whispered to you areAnd I would have to understand it then. You and only you have always been the only thing I wanted, and now that you left, I no longer want to find one another. As long as the death does not separate,
we whispered in the church, and I came to believe that the words will resonate true, until it won't come on the day when I will be brought away from this world. Garrett touched by the heat of the words of her letter from her Theresa she embarked in a mission that would have changed her life forever. After discovering and read the other two letters of
other people who had found a letter each, written by the same author and for the same recipient, Theresa goes to Wilmington to find this mysterious writer, after many convictions by Deanna, a dear friend. She doesn't take much to find Garrett, the mysterious writer. Among the two, an alchemy develops, which therefore continues to be attenuated by
the continuous pain of Garrett for Catherine. With the passage of time the two confront each other with the reality of one of them that must change life to be together. A comparison between them on this problem does not end a night well, further stretched by the finding of Garrett of the letters of her in the Theresa drawer, which he had found
earlier, but that he had never thought of being able to talk about it. Angry for what he considered a deception and a relationship founded on lies, Garrett comes out of ride from Theresa's apartment that same night, bringing the letters of her with her letters. Back to Wilmington he tries to overcome the problem by sharing him with his father Jeb that,
instead, he thinks that Garrett may have managed badly the whole situation. Jeb receives a visit the same day, a young woman who believes being Theresa. Leaving the two alone, the encounter leads into a ironic boiling opportunity with Theresa who later abandons the report, claiming that she could never compete with Catherine, who still has a
great impact on Garrett. Starting later that day with a garreted Garrett looking in a rainy driveway unable to do a lot, a flooded theresa returns to Boston to move forward with her life. A few days after a surprise call of her comes from Jeb to Wilmington telling her to come immediately to him. The pain for the death of Garrett has addressed it to
Wilmington. The fateful day Garrett had set the browsing on the precious HEAPNESTANCE resource and a storm occurs which was difficult to manage. After dropping the last message to a bottle on the sea, he has problems with the storm that led to the sinking of happenstance and his final death. After the death of Garrett, Theresa found the
difficult in Boston maintaining sporadic contacts with Jeb. After receiving the Garrett letter asking for forgiveness of her, Theresa responds with the letter of forgiveness of her that she throws into the sea stating their perpetual love for Garrett. A novel based movie was in 1999 and directed by Luis Mandoki. The film stars Robin Wright as Theresa
Osbourne and Kevin Kevin Like Garrett Blake. (In a lecture Nicholas Sparks held at a school, he said this story was inspired by his parents.) [1] Characters Theresa Osborne - Main character, Columnist, Divorced. Garrett Blake - the character who writes letters in bottles. Catherine - Garrett’s wife died in an accident; Letters are addressed to you.
Deanna - Friend and boss of Theresa, owner of Beach Beach. Jeb Blake - Garrett’s father. Kevin Osborne - Theresa and David’s son. Brian - Deanna’s husband. David Osborne - Theresa’s ex-husband and Kevin’s father. See also the message in a bottle, about history, nature and real examples of messages in a bottle Notes ©~ Nicholas Sparks “Message
in a bottle”, Barnes and Noble, Available August 18, 2011. Foreign link message in a bottle on IMDB retrieved from “ “I had a choice after the success of the notebook, on what kind of book I should write next. I could play safe, I thought, and write a book that was essentially the same as the notebook, one that addressed the same theme of
unconditional, eternal love. It would have been easy since I already did it once and I had no doubt that I could make the story interesting. I could make up a couple of older characters, tell them how they fell in love at the beginning of their lives, add a 8 = A"estA¢ 4" — of some kind later in life, and let the love remain true for the whole thing. Yet part of
the magic of the notebook did not know what would happen in the story, and no matter what I wrote, it would be impossible to recreate that & — magic a" since when part came from &' —” Know ... what would happen in the story. I like to put it this way: Suppose you went to a magic show and saw a trick that fascinated you. Then later, while at home,
you learn how the trick was performed. No matter what you did, the next time you saw the makeup, you wouldn’t feel the same way you did the first time you saw it. What I thought would happen if I tried to write a novel that was exactly the same, and I realized that if I did it again, there would come a time when no one would read my books, since
they already knew the story beforehand. I knew, however, that I had to write another love story, so I decided to change the story using a different theme. This time, I chose the theme of love after pain, and again I turned to my family for inspiration. Message in a bottle was inspired by my father after my mother’s death. In 1989, six weeks after I was
married, my mother and my mother went horseback riding. They were avid and very comfortable drivers on horses, and were simply horses along a scenic path. For a reason that no one can explain, we assume that it was the horse, a pretty shady Arabian my mom fell from the saddle, the horse, beat her head on a rock, had a brain hemorrhage and
died. My mother and father were married at the age of twenty-one and andFather was completely crushed by his death. They were married by twenty-seven years and my father didn't have the slightest idea what it meant to be an adult without my mother. A lot of people wear black for a funeral. My father was wearing black every day for four years.
He became almost a recluse. He went away from his family and by him friends of him, he stopped going out, he stopped doing practically everything. Everything he did he went to work and go home. It was shocking to look. Prologue The bottle has been abandoned in a warm summer evening, a few hours before the rain began to fall. Like all the
bottles, it was fragile and would have broken if he had dropped a few meter from the ground. But when sealed correctly and sent to the sea, like this era, it has become one of the most navigable objects known to man. It could safely float through hurricanes or tropical storms, could bob on top of the dangerous rip-offs. It was, in a sense, the ideal
home for the message that carried inside, a message that had been sent to make a promise. Like that of all the bottles left to the whim of the oceans, his course was unpredictable. Twenty and currents play large roles in any direction of bottles; Storms and debris can change its course as well. Occasionally a fishing network snag a bottle and will take
it a dozen miles in the opposite direction in which it was directed. The result is that two bottles falled simultaneously in the ocean could end up in a separate continent, or even on opposite sides of the globe. There is no way to predict where a bottle could travel, and this is part of his mystery. This mystery has intrigued people all the time that there
have been bottles, and some people tried to learn more about it. In 1929 a crew of German scientists began to trace the journey of a particular bottle. It was put at sea in the South Indian Ocean with a note inside asking the seeker to record the position in which he was washed and throwing him back into the sea. In 1935 he had rounded the world
and traveled about sixteen thousand miles, the most official distance recorded. Bottled messages have been chopical forcenturies and include some of the most famous names in history. Ben Franklin, for example, used port-message bottles to fill out a basic knowledge of the currents of the East Coast at half of the 1700s - information that is still in use
to this day. Even now the United States Navy uses bottles to fill information on the tides and the currents, and are often used to monitor the direction of oil spillings. The most famous message ever sent concerned a young sailor in 1784, Chunosuke Matsuyama, who was put on a coral reef, devoid food and water after his boat was shipwrecked. Before
his death, he carved the story of what had happened on a piece of wood, then sealed the message in a bottle. In 1935, 150 years after he was afloat, he washed himself in the small sea village in Japan where Matsuyama was born. The bottle that had been abandoned in a warm summerHowever, it did not contain a message about a shipwreck, nor was
it used to trace the seas. But it contained a message that would change two people forever, two people they would never otherwise have met, and for that reason it could be called a fairy message. For six days it floated slowly in a northeast direction, driven by winds from a high-pressure system hovering over the Gulf of Mexico. On the seventh day
the winds died, and the bottle drove directly eastward, eventually finding its way to the Gulf Stream, where it then picked up speed, traveling northward at almost seventy miles a day. Two and a half weeks after its launch, the bottle still followed the Gulf Stream. On the seventeenth day, however, another storm - this time across the Atlantic - brought
east wind strong enough to drive the bottle from the current, and the bottle began to drift towards New England. Without the Gulf stream forcing it, the bottle slowed down again and zigzagged in various directions near the Massachusetts coast for five days until it was followed in a fishing net by John Hanes. Hanes found the bottle surrounded by a
thousand flopping location and tossed it aside while examining its catch. If he was lucky, the bottle did not break, but was promptly forgotten and remained close to the bow of the boat for the rest of the afternoon and early evening as the boat made its trip to Cape Cod Bay. At 8:30 that night - and once the boat was safe within the confines of the bay
- Hanes stumbled again on the bottle while smoking a cigarette. As the sun descended deeper into the sky, he picked it up but saw nothing unusual inside, and threw it overboard without a second glance, thus ensuring that the bottle would be placed along one of the many small communities lining the bay. It didn’t happen right away, though. The
bottle is drifting back and forth for a few days - as if deciding where to go before choosing its course - and eventually it is washed along the shore on a beach near Chatham. And it was there, after 26 days and 738 miles, that he concluded his journey. Chapter One a cold December wind was blowing, and Teresa Osborne crossed her arms as she
stared over the water. Previously, when she arrived, there were some people walking along the shore. Now she was alone on the beach, and she took her surroundings. The ocean, reflecting the color of the sky, looked like liquid iron and the waves rolled constantly on the shore. The heavy clouds were slowly coming down, and the fog was beginning
to thicken, making the horizon invisible. In another place, at another time, she would have felt the majesty of beauty around her, but while she stood on the He realized he didn't feel anything. In a way, he felt like he wasn't really there, like everything was nothing but a dream. He drove here this morning, even though he barely remembered the trip.
When he made the decisionCome on, he planned to stay for the night. He had done the preparations and he was looking forward to spending a quiet night away from Boston, but looking at the whirlwind and agitated ocean made her realize that he didn’t want to stay. He would have driven home as soon as he was done, no matter how late it was.
When she was finally ready, Teresa slowly began to walk towards the water. Under his arm, he was carrying a bag that he prepared carefully that morning, making sure he didn't forget anything. He didn't tell anyone what he was carrying with him, nor did he tell them what he was going to do today. Instead, he said he was going shopping. It was the
perfect excuse, and even though she was sure they would understand if she told them the truth, this trip was something she didn't want to share with anyone. It all started with her alone, and it was the same way she wanted it to end. Theresa sighed and controlled the clock. Soon there would be high tide, and it was then that she would finally be
ready. After finding a point on a small dune that seemed comfortable, sat on the sand and opened the bag. Looking, she found the envelope she wanted. Taking a deep breath, slowly lifted the seal. There were three letters, carefully folded, letters he had read more times than he could count. Keeping them in front of him, he sat on the sand and fixed
them. In the bag there were also other items, although it was not yet ready to look at them. Instead he continued to focus on letters. He used a fountain pen when he wrote them, and there were stains at various points where the pen had lost. The cartolery, with the image of a sailor in the upper right corner, began to fade in some points, fading slowly
with the passing of time. He knew it would come a day when words would be impossible to read, but we hope that, after today, he would not have felt the need to look at them so often. When he finished, he put them back in the envelope with the same attention he removed them. Then, after putting the envelope back in the bag, he looked back at the
beach. From where she was sitting, she could see the place where everything started. He had jogging at dawn, if he remembered, and he could clearly imagine that summer morning. It was the beginning of a nice day. As he immersed himself in the world surrounding it, he felt the sharp squawling of the sterne and the gentle nature of the waves
rolled over the sand. Even if she was on holiday, she got up early enough to run, so she didn't have to look where she was going. In a few hours the beach would have been full of tourists lying on their roofs under the warm New England sun, absorbing the rays. Cape Cod was always crowded at that time of the year, but most vacationers tended to
sleep a little later, andliked the feeling of jogging on hard and smooth sand left by the tide out. Unlike the sidewalks, home, The sand seemed to give enough, and he knew his knees wouldn’t hurt like they sometimes did after running on concrete paths. She had always enjoyed jogging, a habit she picked up from cross-country running and track in high
school. Although she was no longer competitive and rarely timed her races, running was now one of the few times she could be alone with her thoughts. She thought it was a kind of meditation, which is why she liked to do it alone. He never understood why people liked to run in groups. As much as she loved her son, she was glad Kevin wasn’t with
her. Sometimes every mother needs a break, and she couldn’t wait to take it easy while she was here. No soccer game evening or swimming encounters, no mtv all-court in the background, no homework to help, not waking up in the middle of the night to comfort him when he did leg cramps. She had taken him to the airport three days ago to catch a
plane to visit her father - her ex - in California, and it was only after she reminded him that Kevin realized he hadn’t hugged or kissed her yet. “Sorry, Mom”, she said as she wrapped her arms around her and kissed her. “I love you, don’t miss too much, okay?” Then, turning around, he handed over the ticket to the flight attendant and almost jumped
on the plane without looking back. She didn’t blame him to almost forget. At 12, he was at that awkward stage when he thought he was hugging and kissing his mother in public wasn’t nice. Besides, his mind was on other things. He’s been looking forward to this trip since last Christmas. He and his dad were going to the Grand Canyon, then you
spent a week rafting down the Colorado River, and finally he was going to Disneyland. It was every kid’s fantastic trip, and she was happy for him. Even though he was going to be gone for six weeks, he knew it was good for Kevin to spend time with his father. She and David had been on relatively good terms since they divorced three years ago.
Although he was not the oldest husband, he was a good father to Kevin. She has never missed sending a birthday or Christmas present, called weekly and traveled all over the country a couple of times a year just to spend the weekend with her son. Then, of course, there were also court-appointed visits - six weeks in the summer, every other
Christmas and Easter break when the school left a week. Annette, David’s new wife, had her hands full with the baby, but Kevin liked it very much, and had never come home feeling angry or neglected. In fact, he usually got excited about his visits and how much fun it is. There were times when he felt a bit of jealousy about it, but he did his best to
hide it from Kevin. Now, on the beach, he ran to a moderate clip. Deanna would have waited for her to finish the Run before breakfast started - Brian would have gone, knew - and Teresa couldn't wait to visit with her. They were an older couple-both approached sixty hour-but Deanna was the best friend she had. The As editor of Theresa’s paper,
Deanna had come to Cape Town with her husband, Brian, for years. They were always in the same place, the Fisher House, and when he found out Kevin was leaving to visit his father in California for much of the summer, he insisted that Theresa come along. “Brian golfs every day is here, and I would love the company”, he said, “and besides, what
else are you going to do? You have to get out of that apartment sometime.” Theresa knew she was right, and after a few days of thinking about it, she finally agreed. “I'm so happy”, said Deanna with a victorious look on her face. “You’ll love him there.” Theresa had to admit it was a nice place to stay. The Fisher House was a beautifully restored
captain’s house who sat on the edge of a rocky cliff overlooking Cape Cod Bay, and when he saw him in the distance, slowing down to a jog. Unlike the younger runners who pushed towards the end of their races, he preferred to slow down and take it easily. At thirty-six years old, he didn’t recover faster than once. As her breathing relaxed, she
thought about how she would spend the rest of her day. She had brought five books with her for the holiday, books she had wanted to read for the senior year but had never had around. There doesn’t seem to be enough time, not with Kevin and his endless energy, keeping the work at home, and certainly not with all the work constantly accumulated
on his desk. As a syndicated columnist for the Boston Times, he was under constant deadline pressure to put out three columns a week. Most of his colleagues thought they had done it, just write three hundred words and get it done for the day, but it wasn’t like that at all. Constantly coming up with something original regarding parenting was not
easy anymore - especially if he wanted to unionize further. Already his column, “Modern Parenting”, appeared in sixty newspapers across the country, although most ran only one or two of its columns in a given week. And because the union offers had only started eighteen months ago and she was a new comedy for most of the papers, she couldn’t
afford even a few days “out.” The column space in most newspapers was extremely limited, and hundreds of editorialists were vying for those few places. Theresa slowed down to a walk and finally stopped like a terna Caspian circle overhead. The moisture was up and she used her forearm to wipe out the perspiration from her face. He took a deep
breath, held it for a moment, then exhaled before looking out over the water. Because it was early, the ocean was still dark grey, but this would change once the sun rose a little higher. He seemed attractive. After a moment he took off his and socks, then passed to the edge of the water to let the small waves cling to his feet. The water was refreshing,
and spent a few minutes waving back and forth. He was suddenly happy to have taken time to write extra columns in the last monthswho would have been able to forget about work this week. He couldn’t remember the last time he didn’t have a computer nearby, or a meeting to attend, or a deadline to meet, and he felt free to be away from his desk
for a while. I almost felt as if he was back in control of his own destiny, as if he was just starting out in the world. Right, there were dozens of things he knew he should have done at home. The bathroom would have to be wallpaper and upgraded by now, the nail holes in its walls had to be breathable, and the rest of the apartment could also use some
touch-up paint. A couple of months ago he had bought the wallpaper and some paints, towels and door handles and a new vanity mirror, as well as all the tools he needed to take care of it, but he had not yet opened the boxes. It was always something to do next weekend, although the weekends were often as busy as his working days. The items she
bought still sat in the bags she had brought home, behind the void, and every time she opened the closet door, they seemed to mock her good intentions. Perhaps, she thought of herself, when she came home. . . He turned his head and saw a man standing a little down by the beach. He was older than her, maybe fifty or so, and her face was deeply
tanned, as if she lived here all year round. He didn’t seem to move - he just stopped in the water and let his legs wash - and noticed his eyes were closed, as if he was enjoying the beauty of the world without having to look at it. He wore faded jeans, rolled on his knees, and a comfortable shirt he had not bothered to enter. As she looked at him, she
suddenly wished he was a different kind of person. What would you like to walk the beaches without another care of the world? What would it be like to get to a quiet place every day, away from the bustle of Boston, just to appreciate what life had to offer? He followed a little further into the water and imitated the man, hoping to hear everything he
was hearing. But when she closed her eyes, the only thing she could think was Kevin. Lord knew she wanted to spend more time with him, and she definitely wanted to be more patient with him when they were together. She wanted to be able to sit down and talk to Kevin, or play monopoly with him, or just watch TV with him without feeling the urge
to get up off the couch to do something more important. There were times when it felt like a fraud when they insist on Kevin who arrived early and that family was the most important thing he had. But the problem was, there was always something to do. Dishes to be washed, bathrooms to be cleaned, the cat box to be emptied; The cars needed
tuning, laundry had to be done, and the They had to be paid. Although Kevin helped a lot with the chores of him, he was almost so busy as he was with school and friends and all his other activities. So how it was, the magazines went directly to the garbage not read, beds, And sometimes, at times like these, he was worried that his life escapes his
hand. But how to change all this? "Life a day at a time," her mother always said, but her mother didn't have to work out home or grow a strong and careful son without the benefit of a father. She didn't understand the pressures that Thresesa faced every day. Not even the younger sister of her, Janet, who had followed her footsteps of her. She and her
husband had been happily married for almost eleven years, with three wonderful girls to prove it. Edward was not a brilliant man, but he was honest, he worked hard, and provided his family pretty good to prevent Janet to work. There were moments when Theresa thought he could like such a life, even at the cost of giving up his career. But it was not
possible. Not since you and David have divorced. Three years now, four if you have the year when they were separated. She didn't hate Davide for what she had done, but her respect for him was shattered. The adultery, who was a report of a night or a long relationship, was not something with which she could live together. She doesn't make her feel
better than she has never married the woman with whom she went on for two years. The violation of trust was irreparable. David returned to him, California, a year after their separation and encountered Annette a few months later. His new wife was very religious, and she gradually felt David to the Church. David, an agnostic of all his life, had
always seemed to be hungry for something more meaningful in his life. He now attended the church regularly and actually served as a double consultant together with the parish priest. What could ever tell someone who does the same things he did, he often wondered, and how could he help others if he hadn't been able to control himself? He didn't
know him, he really didn't care. She was simply glad he was still interested in her son of her. Of course, once you and David separated, even many of her friendships are over. Now that she didn't take any more than a couple, she seemed out to the Christmas parties of friends or barbecues in the garden. Some friends remained, though, and she felt
them from the answering machine, suggesting them to make an appointment for lunch or come to dinner. She sometimes went there, but she usually apologized to don't do it. To you, none of those friendships seemed that of the past, but then obviously it wasn't. Things have changed, people have changed, and the world went to roll right out of the
window. After the divorce there had only a few appointments. Not that it was unattractive. She was, or so she was often told. She had dark brown hair, cut just above the shoulders, straight and as spider silk. Her eyes of her, the characteristic for which she received more often They were brown with hazelnut stains that captured light when he was
outside. Since she ran every day, she was fit and didn’t look as old as she was. He didn’t. He did. old, or, but when she looked in the mirror lately, she seemed to see her age catching up with her. A new wrinkle around the corner of his eye, a gray hair that seemed to have grown during the night, an appearance vaguely tired of being constantly on the
run. Her friends thought she was crazy. “You’'re better now than you were years ago”, they insisted, and she still noticed some men looking at her through the aisle in the supermarket. But it wasn’t, nor would it ever be, again twenty-two. Not that she wanted to be, even if she could, unless, sometimes, she thought of herself, she could take her more
mature brain back with her. If she hadn’t, she probably would have gotten involved with another David, a handsome man who craved the good things in life with the underlying assumption that he had nothing to do with the rules. But dammit, the rules were important, especially the ones about marriage. They were the ones a person shouldn’t have
broken. Her father and mother didn’t break them, her sister and mother-in-law didn’t, neither did Deanna and Brian. Why did he have to? And why, she wondered how she was doing in surfing, did her thoughts always come back to that, even after all this time? It must have had to do with the fact that when the divorce papers finally came in, it felt like
a small part of her had died. That initial anger he felt had turned to sadness, and now it had become something different, almost a boredom of some sort. Even though she was constantly on the move, it seemed like nothing special had ever happened to her again. Each day looked exactly like the last, and had difficulty differentiating between them.
Once, about a year ago, he sat at his desk for 15 minutes trying to remember the last spontaneous thing he did. He couldn’t think of anything. The first few months were hard on her. At that point, his anger was upside down and he didn’t feel like throwing himself out of David and making him pay for what he’d done. All she could do was feel sorry for
herself. Even having Kevin around the whole time didn’t do anything to change the fact that she felt so alone in the world. There was little time when she couldn’t sleep for more than a few hours at night, and now and then when she was at work, she would leave her desk and sit in the car and cry for a while. Now, with three years gone by, she
honestly didn’t know if she would ever love someone new the way she loved David. When David showed up at his sorority party at the beginning of his junior year, one look was all it took to know that he wanted to be with him. His young love seemed so overwhelming, so powerful, then. She would have stayed awake thinking of him while he was in his
bed, and when he walked across campus, he smiled as often as other people every time they saw her. But love like that doesn't last, at least it's what he found out. Over the years a different kind of marriage has emerged. She and David grew up and separated. It became difficult to rememberthings that had taken them for the first time each other.
Looking back, Teresa believed that David became completely a different person, although she could not spot the moment when everything began to change. But everything can happen when the flame of a relationship goes out, and for him, he did. A casual meeting in a video store, a conversation that led to lunch and eventually to hotels across the
Great Boston Area. The whole situation was that she was still missing at times, or rather the good parts on him. Being married to David was comfortable, like a bed he had slept for years. She was used to having another person around, just to talk or listen. She was accustomed to waking up to the smell of coffee in the morning, and she lacked another
adult presence in the apartment. There were many things missing, but above all lacked the intimacy that came to be kept and whispered to another behind the closed doors. Kevin wasn't big enough to understand him again, and even if he loved him deeply, he wasn't the same kind of love he wanted now. Kevin's feeling was the love of a mother,
probably the deepest and most holy love is there. Even now she liked to enter her room after sleeping and sitting on her bed just to look at it. Kevin always seemed so quiet, so beautiful, with his head on the pillow and the blankets piled around him. On the day it seemed to be constantly moving, but at night it is still, the figure to sleep has always
reported the feelings he had when he was still a child. Yet even those wonderful feelings did not change the fact that once she left her room, she would go downstairs and have a glass of wine with only Harvey the cat to keep her company. She still dreamed of falling in love with someone, having someone who took her in her arms and making her feel
that she was the only one that mattered. But it was difficult, if not impossible, to meet someone decent these days. Most of the men he knew among their thirty years were already married, and those who were divorced seemed to look for someone younger who could somehow fight exactly what they wanted. This left older men, and although he
thought he could fall in love with someone older, he had his son to worry about. He wanted a man who would treat Kevin in the way he should be treated, not simply as the unwanted byproduct of someone he wanted. But reality was that older men usually had older children; Few welcomed the evidence to raise a teenage male in the 1990s. "I've
already done my job," a date informed her once safely. It was the end of that relationship. He admitted that he had also lost the physical intimacy that came from love andtrust and someone else's estate. She hadn't been with a man since she and David divorced. There had been opportunities, of course - finding someone to sleep with it has never been
difficult for an attractive woman - but it simply wasn't her style. It wasn'tThat way, and he wasn’t going to change now. Sex was too important, too special, to be shared with anyone. In fact, she’d only slept with two men in her life... David, of course, and Chris, the first real boyfriend she ever had. He didn’t want to add himself to the list just for a few
minutes of pleasure. So now, on vacation in Cape Cod, alone in the world and without a man anywhere in the near future, she wanted to do some things this week just for herself. Read some books, put your feet up, and have a glass of wine without the TV shaking in the background. Write letters to friends she hasn’t heard from in a while. Sleeping
late, eating too much, and running in the morning before everyone gets to ruin it. He wanted to experience freedom again, even if only for a short time. He also wanted to go shopping this week. Not at JCPenney or Sears or places that advertised Nike shoes and Chicago Bulls T-shirts, but at little gadget stores that Kevin found boring. She wanted to
try on some new clothes and buy a pair that would flatter her figure, just to make her feel alive and lively. Maybe he’d do his hair, too. She hadn’t had a new style in years, and she was tired of looking the same all the time. And if a good guy asked her out this week, maybe she’d go, just to have an excuse to wear the new things she bought. With a
renewed optimism, he tried to see if the man in the rolled-up jeans was still there, but he had gone as quietly as he had come. And she was ready to leave, too. Her legs had stiffened in the cold water, and sitting down to put on her shoes was a little harder than she expected. Not having a towel, he hesitated for a moment before putting on his socks,
then decided it wasn’t necessary. He was on vacation by the sea. You don’t need shoes or socks. He took them with him as he made his way home. He walked near the edge of the water and saw a large rock half buried in the sand, a few centimeters from a point where the morning tide had reached its highest point. Strange, he thought to himself, it
seemed out of place here. When he approached, he noticed something different the way it looked. It was smooth and long to begin with, and when he approached he realized it was not a rock at all. It was a bottle, probably discarded by a distracted tourist or one of the local guys who loved to come here at night. He looked behind him and saw a
garbage can chained to the life tower and decided to do his good deed for that day. When she reached her, however, she was surprised to see that it was plugged. She picked it up, holding it in a better light, and saw a note inside wrapped with thread, standing at its end. For a moment she felt her heart speeding up while another memory came back
to her mind. When he was eight years old and on vacation in Florida with parents, she and another girl had sent a letter by sea, but she had never received a letter letter the letter was simple, a letter of a child, but when he returned home, he remembered he ran to the mailbox for weeks later, hoping that someone had found her and sent her a letter
from where the bottle had ended. when nothing came, the disappointment was insinuated, the memory gradually faded to become nothing. But now it all comes back to her. Who was with her that day? A girl of her age. - No. Yeah, stacey, his name was stacey! She had blonde hair. . He was with his grandparents for the summer. . e. . e. . . and the
memory stood there, without it coming anything else for how much it felt. He began to pull the cap, almost expected it to be the same bottle he sent, although he knew it could not be. He probably came from another child, though, and if he asked for an answer, she would send it. Maybe with a gift from the boss and a postcard. The cap was securely
framed, and his fingers slipped while trying to open it. He couldn't have a very good grip. he dug his short nails in the exposed cork and wrongly slowly the bottle. Nothing. He changed his hand and tried again. tightening the grip, he put the bottle between his legs to have more strength, and just as he was about to surrender, the cap moved a little.
renewed suddenly, he returned to his original hands . . . . wrinkled . . . . slowly twisting the bottle . . . . ................. anothercap......... and suddenly melted and the rest slipped away easily. He flipped the bottle and surprised when the ticket fell on the sand for his feet almost immediately. when he bowed to collect it, he noticed that he
was well tied, that's why he slipped away so easily. He untied the thread carefully, and the first thing that struck her while she was unrolling the message was the sheet. It wasn't children's stuff. was expensive, thick and robust paper, with the shape of a sailer etched in the upper right corner. and the paper itself was folded, aged, almost as if it had
been in the water for a hundred years. She found herself holding her breath. Maybe she was old. Could be. There were stories of bottles that were washed after a hundred years at sea, so it could be the case now. Maybe he had a real artifact here. but looking at the writing itself, he saw that he was wrong. There was a date on the top left of the
newspaper. 22 July 1997. just over three weeks ago. Three weeks? That's it? He looked a little further. the message was long - covered the front and back of the newspaper - and did not seem to require any sort of response. a quick look showed no address or phone number anywhere, but thought it might have been written in the letter itself. He
sensed a lot of curiosity while keeping the message in front of him, and it was then, in the light of the sun thatOn a hot New England day, which for the first time I read the Which would change his life forever. Forever.
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