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My dearest, 

 

The first moment I met her eyes, I saw her smile, I had a wonderful 

feeling.Then she took me in her arms, I felt her heartbeats and then I real-

ised I had known her before (long time ago?).Those heartbeats, that warmth 

were familiar to me. And her voice, her beautiful voice sounded so nice and 

I recognized it from the very beginning.Yes, she was the one I had chosen 

to be my angel, my guide in this wonderful trip called “LIFE”. Yes, she was 

the one I had chosen to be my MOTHER.From that day we began a nice 

“trip” together, a lways together, never apart. 

Yes, mother, you are my angel, my guardian angel and I made the 

best choice, because yes, we, the children, choose our parents and God 

helps us to get to them. 

You gave me and you are still doing it and I’m sure you will do 

and in the future all the best of you. And, most importantly, you gave me 

TIME, quality and precious time spent together. This is the best gift a moth-

er can give to her child. I’m grateful for this and I thank you so much. We 

enjoy holidays, we have fun, we learn things together, you do all your best 

to make me understand things, you raise me to become a kind human be-

ing.You teach me everything you know, things that will help me in the 

future to be a strong and a happy girl and later, woman. You are always by 

my side, supporting and encouraging me. I know sometimes it is difficult 

for you, eventhough you deny it, you don’t admit it. You say that everything 

you do is based on LOVE, and this is the reason why everything is easy. 

But I know it’s not. Especially nowdays, when I’m going through changes. 

Normal changes, step by step I’m growing up and I'm heading for adoles-

cence. And teenagers are not always comfortable, I can feel this. It’s a beau-

tiful age and a difficult one, at the same time. I know I’m grumpy some-
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times, whimsical. But you know I’m the same girl, your daughter, and I 

have the same feelings for you as always. I want to apologize for being rude 

sometimes, you know I don’t mean it. You are the best mother I could ever 

ask for.  

I am grateful for all the support you give me and for all your good 

advice. I want to thank you for all the effort you put into raising me. I really 

love our time together. I fondly remember the stories you were reading to 

me, late in the evening, all the games we played together, all the jokes, all 

the fun we had in my childhood. As time went by, I grew older, so did you, 

but we still enjoy spending time together.You still tell me stories, but real 

ones, to make me understand things and to be able to make good decisions 

in life. 

And, as you have taught me, I want from now on to go on spending 

precious time together, finding joy everyday in everything, seeing the beau-

ty that surrounds us, enjoying this life with all its challenges. And again as 

you have taught me, life is about LOVE, empathy, support, dedication, 

tolerance, kindness.You have taught me these values,you surrounded me 

with love, and, in my turn, I want to offer love. 

I love you with all my heart and I will always do. 

 

Your beloved and loving daughter, 

Ruxy 

 

 
From Narcissus, to You 

 
My dearest Sun... Only your warm light makes me bloom like the 

suavest flower from Semiramide’s garden. You bring out of my earthy be-

ing my own light, and it shines over my inner land, making it thrive with 

life and wisdom. I can feel your love beyond this frail mirror which sepa-

rates us. We are so close, yet you always disappear when my fingers sprin-

kle away this mirror made of water. It’s alright, though, as you always get 

back to your initial shape. I wanted to keep my Valentine’s Day gift for you 

secret. I have honestly tried to find the perfection for you. I’ve been search-
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ing for original ideas on Agora and I tried to contact Hermes for a piece of 

advice, but he told me that he only works as a part-time messenger now, as 

he started his own business. Guess what kind of business? With bags. He 

told me that in few centuries, people will get very interested in his luxury 

products and he is a visionary. I don’t know if people figure out he will 

decimate the crocodiles in a few decades, but I can’t wait to see his bottom 

stung by an arrow... Not Eros’ arrow, but some ecologists’ one. 

Anyway, he still leads the poetry club, so as long as there are poets 

into this world, there will always be someone to worship him. I know you 

are too elevated for this... prosaic society, plus you adore reptiles, like I do, 

so I decided to keep on searching for the perfect gift. We are the same being 

and I want the best for us. 

I kept searching further and this time, I got somewhere to the Mid-

dle Ages. I don’t know why they call it “the middle” since – trust me – they 

are far beyond us. There, I discovered a bitter guy with a thick book in his 

hand saying that our love is profane and wrong. He even created a word out 

of our name, “narcissism”. I’m not sure what it means, but something like 

“selfish”. I was very sad, so I left quickly that age, in order to protect you. I 

know you are within me, but sometimes I feel like my body is not enough to 

fight with all people’s prejudices. 

I decided to show them what we truly are, and I thought a portrait 

of us would be amazing. To prove people we are bonded by a strong love, 

which they have lost in time. The original love God puts inside us, and we 

forget. Then, we desperately try to cling on people who can complete us. 

We forget the most important thing in life – we are already complete, we 

just need a person to share our most genuine feelings, and not someone to 

please our ego... Pure love blossoms within our soul, and as long as I recog-

nize myself, I can recognize any other person in this world. 

I therefore went to a famous painter from Italy to have us painted. 

There, I found out he moved his studio to Spain, as it was “fancier”. Mister 

Caravaggio took a picture of us. Well, he did it in one week, but the result 

was so “cringe”. We truly looked absorbed by our face and there was only 

shallowness, but no piece of our love was transposed to the image. Even so, 

I later found out he became famous with us.  

Lost for hope, I was ready to give up on my amazing gift idea, 

when I came across a funny guy with an eccentric moustache. I found him 

later, in the contemporary art, but he was so cool and bright. Mister Dalí 

captured us just when we were blossoming into our beautiful soul. People 

will remain only with a memory of a flower from our love, but I’m sure 

there will be few who will understand that once you love yourself, you are 

ready to receive the gift of the purest love from anyone else. 

  



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

True love 

 

“No, I did not experience a tragedy as in Shakespeare's play, but 

the fight against social prejudice and hatred between families was very 

similar in the love story I experienced.” We still had our moments… on my 

grandfather's knees, everything changed. You could fly, you could travel 

anywhere, and anything was possible. Gently caressing my head, even 

though his hands were rough, I was pleased beyond words. Not everyone is 

lucky enough to have a grandfather like mine. 

“The love of my life was your grandmother; love at first sight, not 

through Messenger or Facebook, as with your generation. I was in school, 

she was tall and beautiful, with long, brown hair, blue eyes. She was 

wearing a white dress with blue flowers, simple and very elegant. We 

weren't talking, we were just staring… we were both ashamed. I gathered 

my courage and one day I asked her what her name was. Lydia, she replied 

kindly. From that moment, I knew she would be my life-long choice.”  

I forgot about my games and the sweets I received from my 

grandmother… listening, looking at him. His voice betrayed a deep 

emotion, and his eyes were cheerful and honest. 

“Her family was against our marriage. I was a boy from a modest 

family, with many brothers. But our secret love had made us equal. True 

love begins when you expect nothing in return. I fell asleep and woke up 

with her on my mind. We used to meet on the bank of the pond in the 

village. The boys were playing football and the girls were making flower 

wreaths. The gentle, the birds singing above us, the smell of linden 

flowers… they all made me feel like I was part of one of Eminescu's poems. 

It felt like we were made for each other, we shared the same ideals, and we 

were enjoying small things. Until one day, when I received a letter: it was 

time to join the army. With many shared tears and sighs, we hugged and I 

asked her to wait for me for a year.” 

Alexa Sebastian Constantin, 

cls a VI-a Școala Gimnazială 

Păușești 

 


 



 
 

“During that year, I sent countless letters to your grandmother. In 

your age of instant messages, there are hardly any memories left behind. 

But for us… we still have those letters written with tears in our eyes. We 

read them whenever we want to relive those memories. Take my soul and 

go for a walk near the pond, stood written in on an old piece of paper. 

After that year passed, I could go home. My beloved and my 

family were waiting for me. My father reached out to greet me, my mother 

wiped away her tears, and she, your grandmother, moved without words, 

but I could almost hear her thoughts. It didn't take long and our families 

came together and talked about our wedding. 

We were the happiest couple, as we are to this day, actually, as 

God has united us and kept us healthy until now. The most important aspect 

in a relationship is respect. Butterflies in your stomach disappear, along 

with those feelings of anger, jealousy or the false impression that the other 

belongs to you. Love conquers all. When you respect someone, you have no 

way of forgetting these important words: thank you and please.” 

“Stories again”, said grandmother. “When you have the time, 

please bring some firewood into the house.”  

Grandpa looked at me and winked. “And as Ion Creangă used to 

say, we lived happily ever after.” 

“No, Grandfather, you have to finish the story with Shakespeare 

too. This is how my mother was born and you called her Juliet.” 

 

 
To the love of my life, 

 

Even if my hands are shaking right now because of the nervous-

ness you’re giving me while I think about you, I still can find the words to 

confess to you. I just want to say again how I feel. Even if we are apart, I 

still feel like you are here. And you are here, here in my heart! 

Sandu Bianca, cls a VII-a,  
Școala Gimnazială B.P. Hașdeu 



 
 

Let me tell you a story. Once upon a time, the Sun and the Moon 

were humans, just like us. They were friends since birth and from then on 

they stayed inseparable. The Sun was the prince of this beautiful kingdom 

where a lot of people used to live in. The Moon was just the child of a ser-

vant from the royal court that happened to be the same age as the young 

prince. When they got older, they still remained together. By then, the time 

for the prince to get married came. He tried finding a girl to get engaged to, 

but he couldn't find the right one. All the girls were unpleasant to look at, 

lowbrow and philistine.  After searching through the whole kingdom, he 

gave up. His friend the Moon comforted him and made him happy. The Sun 

saw the thing he was looking for in him and started having a special feeling 

for him. It was love, a forbidden love... The two of them shared the same 

feeling. One day, someone caught them and the Quinn found out right away 

and got really mad. She separated them by placing them on the sky on 

different parts and very far away. Even if they could see each other, they 

couldn't talk or touch. For them, just to see the loved one and know that he 

was happy was enough. But this was still killing them slowly inside. 

Did you like the story? Some people say it's true, some say it's not, 

but I think is a metaphor. The hidden message here is that even if your love 

is so wrong, even if  you are so far away, even if there are so many 

obstacles that you go through, there is love for every single person and its 

beauty is that it is the most unpredictable thing. 

This story sounds like ours, isn't it? But the different thing here is 

the ending. We have a way to be together. We can run away, we can go to a 

place where people are careless. We can live happily just the two of us, 

right? This is my most wanted dream and a passionate dream like this one 

can come true. Love is the most powerful thing I've ever known or 

experienced. I love you anytime and everywhere. With these words that I'm 

saying, I'm ending this letter, this love letter. I'm not saying 'good bye'. I'm 

saying 'see you later'. So, see you later! 

 

 

Love, 

The person who loves and will love you the most! 

 

 



 
 

 
 

 

Dear Willy, 

 

I wanted to remind you that you can be anything you want in this 

beautiful life. You can be a writer, a traveller, a doctor, or even a Romeo for 

a special Juliet. 

Life doesn’t resume just in a small room, in front of a desk. You 

wouldn’t even imagine what life truly is like. You have to live it until you 

are too exhausted. 

Love is an important part of your life. Someone will love you, Wil-

ly, somewhere in this world. This “love” sounds really weird, actually. In 

words it’s like a feeling that makes you really happy. It’s like that moment 

when you have little butterflies flying around in your belly that tell you to 

try your best. Love is like that feeling when you suddenly think that it’s 

getting colder and hotter at the same time and your face is turning red. Love 

is also the feeling you have for your mom and dad, for your entire family, 

the ones that have supported you and always will. 

You may not understand what “love” is right now, but you will and 

you will always need it. I’m offering you some advice: always think about 

loving, not hating. This emotion can be used in most of the life events. You 

have to forget in life, not to revenge. You have to thank and not to ignore. 

You have to be positive, but at the same time you have to take it seriously. 

If you won’t, there can be lots of consequences.  

When I was your age, the teen-aged me had the same questions. I 

used to look at the stars, asking myself if there was out there anyone else 

that would ever love me?  But I later fell in love. Others did, too. The only 

way you can do it too is by waiting for the right person.     

Life is a very important concept to think about. It means freedom 

and more other important things. Now you may probably think that life 

means school mostly. School, believe it or not, is going to help you. If 

you’re not studying now, you will not have another opportunity. School is 

going to teach you what you are going to be in life. 

Borș Emilia, cls a VI-a,  
Colegiul Național G. Ibrăileanu Iași 


 



 
 

But school doesn’t teach you what love is, because the only way of 

learning the meaning of this word is to live and feel it. Love is hard to un-

derstand or to explain to somebody else. It’s a feeling that you are going to 

find someday.  

For some people love means something special and unique. I love 

to look out of the window in winter around February, when I see those 

beautiful snowflakes flying all around my garden, sticking on the dried 

grass tips. I don’t really know if it’s just me but when it’s snowing I feel 

like that nice and fluff white thing calms me down. Don’t you think that 

snow is a magic thing? It’s just so weird to touch. I really enjoy it. 

I  really hope that sharing this feeling will make you find it familiar 

sometimes. I hope that you will find that perfect person, too. 

 Best wishes and good luck! 

Your friend, 

Cupid 

 

 

 

 
 

Unexplained Love  

 

A sense of delicacy and depth can alleviate even the deepest 

wounds of the soul. 

Love is unexplained, but still so deeply understood. Romantics 

define it as the only thing worth living for. 

If you love, you'll be loved. If you hate, you'll be ugly. The 

difference between the two is that one of them can destroy you, and the 

other one heals you. 

Anyone can love, but it all depends on how you love, on how you 

show your feelings. Sincere and true love can heal a broken heart. True love 

is unique. 

Constantin Ana, cls a VII-a, 
Școala Gimnazială Păușești 



 
 

In poems, it seems to be a bond for life, the only thing that can 

rectify inhuman mistakes. It is something you can win, but also something 

you can lose. 

People who love give their own person to their beloved. During 

this period, when love is all around, it is important to cherish that feeling, to 

allow love to make everything more beautiful. 

There should be no morning when you don't feel like you love and 

you are loved. One important thing I have learned is that love defies time. It 

is immortal. 

In the novels I've read so far, I've noticed that love can push you to 

make unscrupulous gestures. With its help, you can achieve happiness. On 

the other hand, it can also demand sacrifices in its name. Love can be 

innocent, but also profound. It controls the heart, but also the way one 

thinks. 

Love is life itself. Love is not taught, it is simply meant to be felt. 

Some people say that love is a feeling that can haunt you… or that hate is 

born out of love. If you give love to the wrong person and that person does 

not share the same feelings, the pain is overwhelming. The pain of a broken 

heart can be like a child who loves his mother, but he cannot be there for 

her. Distance and lack of communication would dilute the love that binds 

two people. If pain and anger are not controlled, there is a possibility that 

love will eventually turn into hatred.  

This feeling should not be based on gifts, but on facts and gestures. 

A single “I love you” can motivate a person more than all the gifts in the 

world. Love will never disappear. Time is patient with people who really 

love. 

People were created for love. Since we were created out of love, in 

turn, we must share love. 

Love is so unpredictable, but so effervescent, spontaneous and de-

licate. Love your neighbour, forgive him if he has wronged you, even if 

your love may not deserve it. It is more important to have your soul full of 

love and kindness is more important, to give affection to those who are not 

able to offer it. 

Love means support. Without this, our soul and mind would be 

troubled and deprived of any conscience and the warm sense of spiritual 

protection.   

If you are convinced that love has not been present in your life, 

think of all the beautiful, exceptional moments you have experienced over 

the years. Love was there. 

Time will always be on the side of love and of those who cherish 

it. 
 

 



 
 

 

 

 
 

The soul of wax 

 

It was the last day of summer, and Amy, the spirit of fire, a very 

beautiful girl with long hair of a bright red, sparkling orange eyes and a 

resounding smile, as beautiful as shy, was sitting in the shade of a tree. 

Suddenly, a tall, well-built boy with hair whiter than snow and with his eyes 

of a light blue interrupted her reading.  

“Hello, what are you reading?” he said. 

She started trembling but managed to gaze into his eyes. She in-

stantly got to her senses when he heard him. She wanted to say something, 

but she fixed her eyes on the ground. 

“So, I see you are not so talkative. That is fine. My name is Ash, 

the angel of wax. Can you even tell me your name?” 

Then she stood up, taking her book into her arms, stepped away 

from him and stopped. “Amy!” Then she moved on… 

“Pleased to meet you, Amy.” 

She went back home, thinking of what had happened a short time 

ago. While being drowned into her thoughts, she fell asleep... In the morn-

ing, a state of happiness suddenly seized her. That day was the beginning of 

the ninth grade. She was thrilled. She did not live far away from school so 

she walked. When she got there, she was surprised when she heard her 

name. She turned and noticed Ash. 

“What are you doing, beautiful? I said we would see each other 

soon, but I didn’t know it would be so soon.” Suddenly, one of his friends 

ruined their moment. “What are you doing, bro? We haven’t seen you for 

such a long time!” Ash followed his friend, and joined a group of boys. She 

was left alone so she went to her classroom, ninth grade A. She sat on the 

Argeșanu Maria Alexandra,  
cls a VI-a, Școala Gimnazială  
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last desk on the window row and began to explore the room. She noticed a 

globe on the chair next to which several pieces of multicolored chalk and 

some cabinets were placed. By this time Ash had also come into the class-

room; he quietly looked at her for a few seconds and then approached Amy. 

He ran his hand over her. She turned and began to approach each other. He 

grabbed her waist, and she put her hands around his neck but unfortunately 

the moment was interrupted by the rest of the children who had entered the 

room. It had been a few weeks since the school started, and Amy had been 

friend with Ash for a long time. Amy became bolder and more confident, 

while Ash began to enjoy himself more. As every morning, Amy woke with 

a smile on her lips, prepared for school, and left. Though she had noticed 

that Ash hadn’t arrived yet, she sat down and prepared for the first class. 

The day was almost coming to an end, when finally Ash arrived. 

Amy and Ash agreed to see each other in the school library to do the project 

that was to be delivered next week. Said and done, they met in the library to 

finish the project.  

“Would you like to come with me to a special place?” said Ash. 

“Where exactly?” Amy replied. 

“Surprise!” And he covered her eyes with a scarf he had already 

prepared. He took her by the hand and led her to a place not far away. When 

she took off that scarf, her soul was filled with joy. A picnic was set at sun-

set. They spent a wonderful time together, and towards the end of the sunset 

they confessed their love for each other, sealing it with a kiss. They talked 

for a while until Amy fell asleep in his arms. But because they loved each 

other and since Amy was the spirit of fire, Ash began to melt as he was the 

angel of wax. Ash didn’t want to let her go so he kept her in his arms all 

night, but he was off, only his soul was left to take care of Amy. In the 

morning when she woke up, she was alone. She couldn’t find Ash any-

where. Her soul, filled with sadness and bitterness, had broken into a thou-

sand pieces, thus remaining soulless, becoming a withdrawn, vindictive and 

ruthless person. 

She had never known the truth and never felt the presence of Ash’s 

soul who had hoped that one day she would realize how much he loved, still 

loves and will always love her. 

  



 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

No One Breaks Love 

 

The Sun is up, the flowers are down, all around, and the spring 

shows me how much I love you, dear Mom. I miss your smile and your 

small nose, your fantastic blue eyes, with many colours in them and your 

fair hair every time when you are not with me. 

I want to give you all the flowers in the world. To look in your eyes 

and say that ‘I love you’. I want to run to the sky and back to you. I am not 

going to say too much, but I think that you know that you are the world to 

me. 

I am your baby girl now, but I think this is not going to change in 

the future: you are my world now and forever. When I grow up and get 

married and have children you will still be my world. Nobody can replace 

you, can smell like you, can do the things that you do to make me and Radu 

feel safe.  

I remember when you sent us away in the summer camp, you had 

tears in your eyes, but you smiled and looked very brave, you did not cry. 

My little brother was crying, I was crying, but you said that it is ok, we are 

all right and we will have a good time. I know that I cried a lot the first 

days, but you phoned us to ask and I was very happy. I told you how we 

were doing, the activities we did during the day and you said:  

‘Bravo! Well done my kids. I am proud of you!’. 

And I was proud, too. 

What I like the most is how you let me do the things that I want to 

do. Like that night before that Valentine’s Day when I was at the corner 

shop to buy some biscuits, but had a full box of chocolates instead.  

‘Is it for me?’, you asked. 

 ‘No, it’s for my classmates. I want to give to everybody in my class 

a candy in a paper wrapping, with a message.  I write the message.’ I said. 

‘Do you have time for this? you have to go to bed.’ 

‘It’s ok. I’m not tired. I want to give a nice surprise to my class-

mates.’  

Lefter Eliza, cls a V-a,  
Școala Internațională Spectrum 



 
 

You smiled and said no words, and helped me with my crazy idea. 

We spent two hours to put each candy in a paper wrapping with a message 

that I personally wrote by hand. I remember how you smiled and said what 

a good girl I am. 

The next day, everybody ate the candies and read the messages. But 

only four children thanked me. I was a little sad, but at home you said to me 

that the intention counts, not what people do. 

‘Remember that sharing is caring, my heart! If you do good things, 

good thoings come to you.’  

That is why I love you so much: you give me hope and make me 

smile always. When I am disappointed, you tell me one word and I smile 

again.  

I want you to be young, beautiful and to live forever, my amazing mom! 

You encourage me and let me fly like a bird. You let me try new 

things and you do not judge me. You know to make me feel special. You 

are my special mom. And I am your special girl. Always. 

 

 
  A life and five more days 

 

In a million of people 

You're the only wonderful, 

In a million of people 

You're the sun and you're the moon. 

 

All the love from Universe 

I'll absorb it in a moment, 

‘Cause my life is a non-sense 

If you don't give me good treatment. 

 

We depend on each other 

To me, you're more than a brother. 

I don't want to take it in different ways, 

I love you for a life and five more days. 

David Diana Petronela, cls a VIII-a, 
Liceul Teoretic Lascăr Rosetti 

Răducăneni 



 
 

 
 

 

Participant nr 6 

Athens, 2020 

 

Dear Hope, 

I wasn't expecting to give me such a wonderful gift which could 

change my life radically. In a world full of madness, reticence and hatred, I 

found out the pure beauty in front of my eyes. My heart, which was deeply 

lost in darkness, discovered the light because of you, the embodiment of 

hope, kindness and love.  

I remember the nights when we stood down on a plain full of tulips. 

The stars blessed our love and we're looking at us while I was reciting a 

poem to your little ears: 

 

My heart is lost in thousand thoughts 

It's set to track your heart 

It's very hard to manage my ghosts  

When you're thousand miles apart,  

My heart will beat, my soul will feel 

The touching of your hands  

And your dynamic spirit reveals  

A way to a purely land  

How exactly? Can I breathe? 

Dan Patraș, cls a XII-a, Liceul 
Teoretic Lascăr Rosetti 

Răducăneni 
 


 



 
 

When you still aren't here 

My inner hope is about to leave  

My sense will make it clear: 

I'll never stop to stare at you 

To analyse your beauty  

And if you need an overview  

Don't worry, it's my duty. 

The universe is ours now  

But giving a condition:  

To cherish you, no matter how,  

Regarding my ambition 

 

As you were listening, your fingers began to tremble of anxiety and 

my heart was beating of gratitude because your feelings for me are the 

painting of a real masterpiece, true and unique love. 

Your whispers to my ear are the most divine and pure words I have 

ever heard: “I Love You". Take me anywhere, dear Hope! If you want to 

hike the mountains together and kiss on the highest cliff, I agree, or to ex-

plore the wildest of our dreams, I'm up for this, too. 

Even if the world was ending, I would search for you and blame 

myself because I haven't held you tight. The harmony in my soul depends 

on you and the disequilibrium, too. 

As the years passed by, I realized that the only thing that matters is 

how I'm choosing to keep the flame of our love endlessly because I accept-

ed you to stay by my side in good and difficult moments of my life and I 

promised that every drop of tear which will fall from your eyes I will turn 

into a diamond, and every sigh into a fragrance. I remember when I was 

neglected in love and had a lot of insecurities about my personality, pur-

posefully trying to convince myself that I don't deserve to be loved. When 

suddenly you, my little angel, underlined another “me''. The wisdom is 

written in your eyes and devotion is mentioned by your heart. You are the 

reason of my vivid version and the key to my happiness. Every time I'm 

thinking of you, I imagine an ocean whose waves are calling to discover its 

perfection and beneath the water it is hidden the anchor of your solemnity. 

You are my friend, my angel, my idol! 

You are everything in my life, my Hope! 

 



 
 

 
A world that is against us 

 

Dear you, 

When you were born, the Gods flipped a coin and decided upon my 

faith. The Gods have told me that I shall love you forever, but you shall 

never be mine. For you were a side of the coin they flipped, and I were the 

other, and two sides of the same coin do never meet. Today I learnt that I 

could never reach you, regardless how much I adore you. 

I love you like the sun loves the stars, but the sun can’t ever touch 

them. The sun is quick to fall asleep, moments before the first star appears. 

And you shall be my stars, for I am your sun. I am chasing you night by 

night, but I can’t seem to ever see you. Winter is the hardest. The night 

arrives faster than expected, and I am descending toward the other side of 

the world, while you arise within the presence of the moon. 

Summer is my only hope. Days last longer, but no matter how hard 

I try to battle the darkness of dusk, you never come. For I am your sun, and 

you are my stars, and I find myself missing you under the morning sky. 

I love you like God loved the world. So be my God, and I shall be 

your world. And the moment you say, “Let there be light”, then I shall shine 

the brightest for you, and only you. And I shall pray, day by day, for my 

light to be enough for your greatness, your beauty, your entire self. 

But regardless how much I pray to you, my God, I can’t seem to 

ever see you. I do believe in your existence, and I do cherish your emi-

nence, but there are times when you do not respond to my call. It feels like 

you do not reciprocate my compassion. 

I do love you still, and I love you like Icarus loved the sun. 

If I could flip a coin to love somebody else, my dearest, I would 

not. Because loving you feels like eternity, and if I were to spend a timeless, 

endless life with you, my dearest, I would. And if I were Icarus, and you 

were my sun, I swear I’d die countless times for you. 

From me 

Țușcă Ana Raisa, cls a XI-a,  
Liceu Teoretic Al. I. Cuza 

 



 
 

 

 
 

Atonement 

 

She slammed the door open, entered the backstage room and tried 

to calm down her breath. Her heart was fluttering inside her chest as if it 

was about to take off and fly far away. Chloe had expected to feel like that 

emotionally more than physically, but the reality slapped her in the face. 

It was unbelievable that a teenage girl had made every inch of the 

Bataclan Theatre shiver with her voice and so many people cheer frantically 

on her. Thousands of fans had looked at her mesmerized, wondering how 

happy one could be in this kind of situation. Moreover, all her enemies at 

school must have envied her relentlessly or must have gasped at her aston-

ishing performance. Therefore, she must have felt ecstatic, yet the teenage 

girl was Chloe and her truth was nothing of the sort. She had never felt so 

lonely in her entire life. Her father visited her in the backstage room, cud-

dled her and could not stop blabbering about how amazing the concert had 

been. Nonetheless, afterwards she remained alone in that room with blind-

ing white walls and mussy dressing tables, waiting for the one person she 

had been waiting for all her life, although she knew she would not come. 

Her mother never cared.  

”Chloe?”, asked Naomi timidly, while knocking on the door. She 

was her silly assistant and best friend with auburn hair, who always wore 

horrifying shabby clothes. 

“What do you want?” answered Chloe, too listless to even look at 

her. 

“They have already planned your next concert and they want you to 

collaborate with someone very talented. Therefore, you will sing ‘Shallow’ 

accompanied by Luka.” 

Naomi entered the room followed by Luka himself, who was hold-

ing his black guitar and looking plainly at her, and Chloe could not believe 

Carson Alexia, cls a XI-a, 

Colegiul Național Emil Racoviță 


 



 
 

any of it. She had to share the scene with this boy, who could have looked 

cute, were he not dressed in such unfashionable clothes. 

There was no rehearsal without a fight- he either sang too high or 

too low, too loud or too softly, until he could not bear her complaining 

anymore: 

“Maybe if you stopped accusing and insulting everyone around 

you, you would have some real friends and you would stop being so lonely 

and sad. Your grief and troubles are no one’s fault, Chloe!” 

 Reality slapped her in the face once more, but this time it took the 

shape of Luka. She started feeling stupefied and ended up feeling abashed. 

How dare he throw this truth in her face like that? And it was not even en-

tirely true! 

“How can you say that to me?! They all hate me and I hate them 

because they never cared to understand how hard it is for me. They ponder 

about my perfect life while chewing cookies made with love by their caring 

mothers and envy me for my privileges…” shouted Chloe, bursting into 

angry tears. 

She suddenly felt his arms around her and heard a lullaby. Chloe 

slowly turned her head on his shoulder and watched his fingers caressing 

the chords of the guitar as if they were scrambling through her heart, trying 

to fix it. Not only did he understand how she felt, but also understood how 

to face it with music. She wrenched herself from his embrace and gave him 

a startled look. His magical eyes were swimming through her tears, reach-

ing out to her shattered soul. 

“Shall we resume this part?” asked Chloe, wiping off her tears. 

On the day of the concert, before the time came for her to enter the 

scene and sing in front of thousands of excited people, she watched him 

sing for them, as soft as the stroking of a feather. Moments later, the words 

and high notes came pouring out of her mouth, and at the refrain of the duet, 

their eyes and voices met. Then and there did she know she could show him 

that essence is invisible to the eye, and he could show her how to make 

peace with herself and the world. Her heart was fluttering inside her chest as 

if it was about to take off and fly far away. And so it did. 

  



 
 

 
Love Dream 

 

At sunset I hear the whispers of the wide sea 

Then I gaze at the sky, asking myself 

“Why our flames are snuffed out?” 

 

Suddenly, a falling star fell 

Exactly the moment I was thinking about you 

And the waves seem to whisper 

“Go to her, why don’t you go?” 

 

I wished for you to be my mirror every morning  

Giving birth to the sunrise through your smile, 

Coming gently like a misty bird 

Kissing me, kissing your lover. 

 

Until I reached your dream universe 

I held no trust for myself 

But I’ve still kept hearing 

“Go to her, why don’t you go?” 

 

I was falling in love with your slender face, 

With your honey eyes, pure with honesty 

And I made one dream: 

To hold you tight in my arms every night. 

 

Passing by you, your perfume was mesmerizing me, 

And it did it so well 

That it was leading me to your home 

 

I steadied myself and hurried to confess, 

Eduard Bișog, cls a XII-a,  
Liceul Teoretic Lascăr Rosetti 
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Refusing to obsess, while talking to myself: 

“I’m going to her, who can stop me?” 

 

And here we are, my love, 

How dreams may come true, 

Today I wake up next to your face, 

                                      Telling you how much I love you! 

 

 

 
 

 

Love-one of the greatest things 

 

Love’s one of the greatest things  

And all the happiness  it brings,  

Being moonstuck by someone new 

Makes you forget about being blue. 

It’s not about chocolate, it’s not about flowers 

it’s about security, respect,  the hours  

You spend with them, think about them, feel great  

Loving someone who is worth the wait.  

Love is frightening, love is pure  

Love is someone who makes you sure  

They’re your soulmate, your other half, your best friend  

Hoping to god that it will never end.  

Love is warmth, love is butterflies 

Lost in their being and their eyes 

Love is someone that holds you tight  

Even on a warmer or a colder night. 

This Valentine’s day let’s try 

To stop our pain, to stop our cry  

Enache Iuliana Magdalena,  
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Let’s stop searching for someone, begging for love  

Let our insecurity go, let it fly like a dove  

Let’s start loving everyone around us, family, or friends  

Even if we don’t have “the one” and it makes no sense  

Our happiness and well being truly depends  

On what we make of it, not someone else. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Shadow of love 

 

“I wish you could be here forever, Caden…” thought Hope as she 

was holding Caden’s hand tighter. It was a dream. A dream so beautiful she 

didn’t want to let go. She didn’t want to wake up anymore. 

‘But I will’ said Caden smiling so bright he was lighting the dark 

scenery around them.  

 In her mind it was always night but now they created a sunrise to-

gether just by holding hands. The red light was filling the horizon. The 

withered trees came back to life. Caden’s grey eyes were still staring at her 

while she collected all the stars from the nightsky.  

“I’m so sorry, Caden…” Hope thought as she was wiping another 

tear off her pale cheek. 

 In the background her cellphone was playing a song so familiar to 

her since he faded…She started murmuring the lyrics: “I’m somewhere, 

you’re somewhere/I’m nowhere, you’re nowhere/You’re somewhere, 

you’re somewhere/I could go there but I don’t...” (“Santa Monica Dream”- 

by Agnus &Julia Stone) 

‘How did you hear that?’ Hope laughed. 

‘Have you forgotten that I’m all inside your head?’ he said and the 

sunrise broke to pieces like a glass that slipped off a table.  

“And we could run away/Before the light of day/You know we al-

ways could/The mountains say, the mountains say” (“Mountains” by Mes-

sage to Bears) 

Dinulescu-Luft Maria Desiree, 
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It was another’s song turn to make the tears fall off her cheeks on 

her desk, over her pills, near her empty glass of water. 

“Sometimes I wish you weren’t only in my mind… Sometimes I 

wish I could feel the warmth of your hand…” Hope thought as she began 

sobbing. 

‘Did you take your pills?’ she heard her mom say from across the 

hallway. 

‘Yes, mom!’ Hope answered while she thought: “But the monsters 

are still coming after me… And you aren’t here, Caden…” 

From the endless loop of dreams, she could only remember one that 

was obsessively on her mind.  

“In my dream I only see your shadow. But, as I try to get closer, it 

fades away… 

‘Why do you keep running away from me?’ I’d always ask but one 

night you actually answered the question that was burning on my lips. 

‘Didn’t you tell me that time that you don’t need me anymore and 

sent me away?’ you also asked me and from your cold grey eyes piercing 

me I could see tears falling. ‘Wasn’t that your real wish? To… To tell me 

I’m useful and after that to throw me away like I was nothing?’ you shouted 

with a broken voice. 

‘The truth is that I lied, Caden. I lied to protect you, yet we both 

ended up destroyed.’ 

I took a step closer to him. 

‘Please don’t run anymore.’ I said gently grabbing his hand but he 

took a step back and brushed my cold hands off him. 

‘Why should I trust you? Caden frowned. 

‘Because you could’ve ended dead, Caden! If that happened, I 

wouldn’t know what to do… You weren’t just a tool to keep the monsters 

away… You were my friend.’ 

 The wind started blowing the leaves of the trees and the stars start-

ed sparkling behind the clouds. A small smile rose on Caden’s face on 

which the tears keep rolling. 

‘I wish we could back of being the same’ I said full of hope.  

‘We will never be the same, Hope. Never. But I will return for the 

sake of the old times… So, wait for me.’ Caden whispered to my ear as he 

started to vanish into thin air leaving me waiting for another sunrise alone in 

the darkness.” 

 

 



 
 

 
                               

Dear Lia, 

 

A long time passed since I have written you… Anyway. Since I 

have got this occasion, I must tell you everything that has crossed my mind 

lately. I try to go over everything, but it is hard for me. Since you are the 

first person I have ever loved it is hard not knowing what to do with all the 

love you had left me with. Time flies fast but our memories last forever and 

I am always grateful for them. 

The first time I saw you I knew we were going to get along very 

well as we both liked the same stuff. Your eyes are more beautiful than the 

stars and your smile is so charming, I fall in love with it every time I see it. I 

was amazed by your tender figure and I texted you and asked the most ran-

dom thing: what kind of cake your best friend would like for her birthday. 

And that’s how everything began. We started talking more and more, and 

we found out that we had even more in common than I had ever expected. 

We had never met before but I felt like I had known you for a lifetime. 

The first time we actually saw each other in real life was after you 

finished your painting class. You joined me and my friends for a walk 

around town. Your humor and cute voice made me fall even harder for you. 

I was in ecstasy when I found out later that you felt the same for me. You 

were going to another school so we barely saw each other, but when we 

actually did, those short moments we spent together were worth the months 

I had been without you. 

One of my favorite memories was when we met with our friends in 

the strangest possible place. The cemetery isn't the best setting to be honest, 

but we had a great time there. We laughed, told our secrets and we took lots 

of photos. You gave me a small bouquet of beautiful lavender tied with rope 

which I still have on my desk right now. The smell almost faded but my 

memories didn’t. I will always cherish every moment we’ve  had together 

Sandu Ioan Cristian, cls a X-a, 
Colegiul Național Ștefan cel Mare 

Hârlău 
 


 



 
 

Sadly, everything became harder in our daily life. Days passed by 

and we drifted apart. I wish I would have loved you more while you still 

cared. I am sorry I was so shy and everything was so slow but when I was 

with you I was soulful and didn't know how to react. Please forgive me for 

everything I have done bad, and remember that I forgive you for everything 

you have done as well. 

Everything is useless now anyway... I am thankful for meeting you. 

You always brought out the best in me and made me feel better in my skin, 

with all my imperfections and problems. I think you helped and strength-

ened me, prepared me for a better relationship. I have learnt from my mis-

takes and I am thankful that you, my forever soul-mate helped me find 

them. I will forget you eventually but, promise me, that you will forever 

remain my best friend because I can’t imagine my life without your clever-

ness and smile. 

 

Yours forever, C 

 

 
Dear Oliver, 

 

I like to think about love this way: in the old times when people 

lived simpler lives, love would bring them closer, make them feel powerful, 

like they could conquer the world and bring hope into their lives. But since I 

first fell in love, I knew things won’t be like a fairy tale for me.  

I’ve always thought that love is something I will never have... I al-

ways thought that I was meant to romanticize about it, but never really feel 

it. I felt like I was broken for good. And how could I be wrong? We both 

belong to very different worlds and I never thought they could ever meet. I 

am daydreaming about your kiss, your touch, your simple but meaningful 

hugs, your soft, dark eyes that drive me mad every time they meet, your 

cute, loud laugh that brightens my day and helps my soul make peace with 

Tudosă Ștefana, cls a XI-a,  
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my mind. All these things create a place where you and I can live happily 

forever.  

         “You” is such a basic word for a person that means so much 

to me, for a person that has such a big impact on my life. I want to spend the 

rest of my nights in your arms, looking at the stars, wondering: “What did I 

do to deserve this miracle?” In this little time spent with you I barely ate, 

barely slept, I was waiting in our little imperfect world to live our moment 

because one thing I learnt in this little time on earth is that I will never truly 

live until I say out loud what I want and now, my dear, I am saying this out 

loud: I want you by my side in the roughest of times, I want us to be there 

for each other even if it’s not meant for us to be together forever. I am going 

crazy when I don’t have the courage to tell you how I feel ... and I have to 

admit that I’ve never felt like this before. I still don’t know if our impossi-

ble love was made this way because the deity demanded or ... we were too 

perfect for each other to be real, in this cruel world. It seems so easy, but I 

guess things don’t always work the way you want them to. 

From now on, I will cherish every moment spent with you. No sec-

ond doubts, no worries, no jealousy, just you and me living every moment 

to the full. I am forever indebted to you for showing me that I can love 

myself and at the same time love another beautiful soul that wants to know 

me better and understand me deeper without the fear of losing what we 

have. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to explain how much you have changed 

me and I guess that is somehow better. For me, you are my favourite star, 

my favourite smile, my favourite feeling, my favourite moment of the day, 

my favourite taste and I am sure that this won’t change as long as my mind 

is thinking of you. For me, you are a complete utopia. 

 

Love,  

           Stephanie  
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