Dear Tom

We hope our letter inspires you to get a hold of yourself. But whatever you do, don’t show it to Katie or the baby—you’re their real-life leading man…for now…so act like it.
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Dear Tom,
  
Is it ok if I call you Tom? It might sound strange to be referred to as an individual after being half of TomKat for so long, but in case the buzz about you two splitting is true, using your single name again might make good practice. 


Seriously, Tom, I feel like I know you now, the real you, who traded dark sunglasses and vague references to your personal life for couch-hopping on national television. When I look into your eyes, I see an intensity that borders on insanity, a Jim Carey-esque excitement minus the humor. To be honest, it scares me a little. 

Maybe it’s because in my experience, boyfriends as intense as you generally end up on a restraining order once the relationship hits the fan. Or because I think that a love described by clichés (Katie’s claim that she felt like she’d known you “forever”) can’t be as genuine as it’s cracked up to be. I know it must be frustrating, but the minute you start bouncing off furniture and professing your undying love during the publicity tour of War of the Worlds, people stop believing you (the nerve!). 

But you and Katie are parents now, so congrats are definitely in order! Little Suri came into the world just in time to stroll down the red carpet for the premiere of Mission Impossible III. The only problem is that no one really seems to be that excited for you two. There’s rumors that your soon to be in-laws are upset they weren’t notified in time to be present for the birth, and people are already wondering who’ll get to keep the baby once you and Katie split. It’s almost as if you’re not everyone’s favorite guy anymore, which is sad because, for the record, I loved you every since you got your butt kicked in Far and Away back in ’92. 

So maybe what you need is a little more slickness in the public eye and some super-spy tactics within your inner circle of friends. No more criticizing Brooke Shields for taking anti-depressants or calling Matt Lauer “glib” (seriously, who talks like that?). Next time you’re tempted to run around Paris with Katie holding onto you like a scarf hanging out of a car window, ask yourself this: What would Ethan Hunt do?   

After two Mission Impossible movies and MI:3 hitting theaters, nobody knows the secret agent better than you do. You made watching someone peel off his face more intriguing than an episode of Nip/Tuck, and left England’s 007 cleaning his tux in the dusty path of your motorcycle. Even when he was hanging off the side of a cliff by his index finger and trying to answer his cell phone at the same time, Hunt showed no sign of distress. Remember that next time some bloke quirts you in the face with a fake microphone, then hunt him down with a body heat detector while he sleeps. 

As for your friends, why not stick a couple of voice recorders on their buttons and surveillance cameras on their sunglasses? That way, you can uncover the mole that’s been infiltrating your precious secrets to the press.

And while we’re on the topic of channeling past roles, think of Vincent in Collateral, the best bad guy you ever played, and add in just a pinch of your famous dance-in-your-underwear enthusiasm. That’s about how much of it we can take right now. 


So next time someone asks about Katie, a simple nod and smile will do. Because in the end, Tom, we just want to see you happy, in a cool and reserved kind of way. 
Much love,

Natalia Maldonado 

