After the sunset
M: 
So What’d you do?

P: 
I missed our first sunset on her new deck.

M:
That’s it?

P:
I’m no good at sunsets.

M:
Of course you’re not. The world is divided up between people who like to watch the sunset and those who don’t. People like you are never happy. You’re anxious, type-A, egocentric perfectionist who can’t sit still and die alone with a million bucks and a thousand regrets. The people who can relax, enjoy the sunset, hold hands at the end of the day.. They’re the happy ones. 

P:
So why can’t you do that?

M:
Because of you. Don’t hog the blanket.

P: 
Lora, wait. Hear me out.
W:
It’s not gonna work this time. Too late.

P:
I know it’s too late, but I finally wrote them. See? Lots of words. But I don’t need to read them because I know it by heart. I’ve spent my whole life chasing things which I thought were valuable, when the only thing I really cared for was right in front of me all along. You are my heart, Lora. From this moment on, you are my only jewel. I want a life filled with sunsets. And I never wanna watch one of them without you, not ever. The first diamond I’ve ever bought. I love you , Lora Cirillo. Marry me.

W:
On one condition.

P:
Anything.

W:
I want the receipt.

