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Billet-doux 

 

Under the lanterns that guarded Santa Croce Street from the darkness 

of night, decorating its pavement with gold dust and the water underground 

with a thin layer of crystal that moved to the rhythm of the waves like clay 

in the hands of an artist, the harmony of a famous orchestra could be seen 

within the walls of one of the most famous ballrooms in Venice. Behind this 

ballroom you could see a handful of people leaning against the cold walls 

with a glass of champagne in their hands or a tobacco smoke in their mouths 

taking a few minutes off from the hustle and bustle. You could also look in 

front of the doors wide open that allowed the newcomers to enter the arms 

of the dance, along with their costumes and masks of the gods. Why gods? 

Honestly, only a quarter of people could answer this, provided they were the 

staff who organized everything, and as for the rest, for them it is just "the 

theme of the evening". 

Cozmei Bianca-Andreea 
 cls a X-a, Palatul Copiilor Iași 

 


 



 
 

Ah! A night of February 14
th

 in the city that never sleeps, a more ro-

mantic night than one in Paris itself! How wonderful everything sounds! 

 However, in the midst of the agitation, beauty and romance, I could 

only nurture a feeling of deep boredom. For me it was already the third 

night of my vacation with my parents in which I denied sleep under the 

influence of music and dance, and the charm of the two had evaporated 

hours ago. 

”A beautiful interpretation of Aphrodite, the wings suit her well!” 

someone in the crowd shouted at me. 

Correction. I was bored and annoyed. The only reason I left my bed 

unoccupied every night was the themes of the parties, the masks I created 

with my hand and the role I played. That was the fun I was looking for. In 

fact, not only the fun, but also an old story of my grandmother whose mo-

rale was a little naughty for my taste, but interesting enough to make me 

smile: "We all play a role in the middle of the night, it is up to you to 

choose the right partner who knows how to transform the spark into a fire.”. 

Unfortunately for me, no "partner" was suitable because they were all too 

covered in the waves of alcohol and offered flowers for fun instead of ad-

venture. I didn't want something simple, something superficial. I wanted 

something special. And that is why I had not disguised myself as Aphrodite, 

the goddess of love, but in Nemesis, a force of nature, vengeful and ruth-

less, but strong, passionate, a goddess who does not wait to stand behind 

someone but to stand next to someone. Indeed, it may seem a little exagger-

ated, but who can blame someone who wants suspense? 

With all my interest gone, I retreated to the farthest corner of the 

room and took the phone out of my hidden pocket of the dress, opening the 

notes and letting my fingers fly over the keyboard. I was an artist after all, 

and if I couldn't get the dream night, then I could create it. It was somehow 

reassuring how what I was typing on paper came to my mind. I was writing 

a Billet-doux that night. At the beginning of the party I didn't know that 

word, that way you can say "love letter". From one whisper to another it had 

reached my ears and it was a shame not to use it when it sounded so beauti-

fully spoken. 

I began to thank for the bouquet of red roses like fire, for packages of 

sweets and plush toys, for the rare jewels you only found in a royal treasury, 

for the moon and the stars in the sky that I could see in the boy's eyes. 

Which boy? I didn't know this detail because I didn't know who it was 

worth addressing, who it was worth composing that idyll with. 

Or maybe I didn't know until a warm hand touched my shoulders, 

which were apparently devoid of the shawl that had fallen from the move-

ment of my hands while writing. When I looked up I almost wanted to take 



 
 

a step back because of a momentary shock. The boy with a rose thread 

stretched out towards me fit the theme of the evening perfectly, but not 

because of the mask of Eros, the god of love, but because of his features 

like shadows that stretched over his black hair and brown eyes, but also 

over his skin as if from a chocolate spring. Those features perfectly defined 

that charm of his chosen deity. 

"Would Nemesis want to put this place aside and cross the river? The 

stars and the moon will also appear very quickly in my eyes in this way!” 

said Eros. 

For a second, I was speechless, I didn't understand what I had heard, 

but then I realized that if I didn't feel the shawl fall off my shoulders, I did-

n't pay attention to other people passing by me and reading the lines I was 

creating. And then I felt a smile growing on my face. Someone had guessed 

who I was. Someone had been quite careful. Someone was proposing me an 

adventure. 

"Nemesis would be delighted!" I said. I left the room with my part-

ner, whom I could count on to transform the spark into a fire. 

 

 
 

The Scent of Forgetfulness 

 

I'd wish to have some interresting stories to tell. Like those you can 

see on tv. But the stuff happening there doesn't happen in reality, and that's 

why I don't have anything interresting to tell. In my life there's nothing 

happening. Anyway, I'm still waiting, hoping something would happen. 

Passion, sympathy, winning people's heart, growing, letting loose, 

love...Wonderful words to talk about! It'd be so great, if they were true. 

Now and forever. A life with words like that, oh, that'd be great. With him, I 

think we'd manage it. 

I lived together with a guy. He was a dud, but I just didn't wanna see 

it. If I had asked my friends, they'd answered something along the lines of: 

Mustață Elena Teodora 
cls a X-a, Liceul cu Program 

Sportiv Iași 



 
 

''Just split up with that fool.'', ''How can anyone live like that?'' or ''if you 

don't manage to get rid of that guy, you're actually really messed up.''. I 

know, everyone'd have told me so. Like in the old TV series ''Bewitched'', 

with all of Samantha's family badmounthing her husband. And in the end 

their words make me lose my sense that moment I knew we were gonna 

break up. I was completely sure of it. It was too late, I coudn't possibly go to 

the good times anymore and take his back everytime in front of anyone. 

After two years all this time I searched for him, and I finally found 

him. The olfactory memory never fails. His scent. A perfume, that almost 

hurts the nose. Sharp, exciting. Not from his skin. Not from his hair. Not 

from his pillow. Not from his clothes. I don't know where his scent came 

from, but still remember his scent precisely. It's been two years. 

He was so incredibly alluring. Gently, enticing. And I was totally fix-

ated on him. My heart ached every time I thought of him, I was madly in 

love, no doubt. So the only thing I could do was to look for him. Someone 

with his eyes, his lips, his complexion. Someone like him. Someone who IS 

him. But it was hopeless. They were all ugly. Well they weren't ugly, but 

they weren't it. Not by a long shot. Like I said, hopeless. How is it possible 

that there are so many people and none of them is him? Maybe I was the 

only one searching. I realized it, I hadn't known it all the the time, 

but...Basically, I just been jealous of him. How can he found that easy a 

way to distract himself of the memories that we have together. We were 

strangers with memories... 

While I was spinnig around my tail I've found something that's very 

much like his scent. He's almost the same. In a glass bottle, a dark brown 

liquid. It's like he was back in my room, after two years. In the circle of 

orange light the lamp gives off, the long slender legs under his 

body...he...he is back. 

And suddenly, in that atmosphere filled, almost smothered, by the 

perfume, I realize something. It's so banal that it's almost hilarios. Two 

years ago, I had smelled this same scent in our tiny bathroom. A mixture of 

cheap shampoo and mold between the tiles. His scent. He belonged to no 

other human being. He resembled nothing else. Calmy, I told myself I didn't 

want anyone beside him. Then I cried. He was the same as two years ago, 

when our relationship was over I cried and just couldn't stop anymore. But 

this accident of remembering his scent was when I came to understand that's 

what real love is like...Love, that's expressed through modest things. Like a 

modest apartment filled with his scent. Just like in those two years ago that 

now are left behind, in the past...when we were very fond of each other. 

Even so if I run into him somehow I don't think there are last words. What 

should I told him. Our talk would have been trivial.  



 
 

Suddenly I knew exactly what i'd been dreaming of. An uncomplicat-

ed, normal life. Uncomplicated and normal. After all there's no point in 

complicating stuff. 

 

 
Dear self, 

 

I am so sorry that I neglected you so many times. That I compared 

you to others and tried to fix you when you weren’t even broken in the first 

place. Sorry that I listened to other people’s opinions and lived to their ex-

pectations. You have been talked about, doubted, lied to and made fun of. I 

know you struggle sometimes and I appreciate that you carry on and that 

you are stronger than before. 

One day I heard a boy’s voice in my head and realized it was mine. I 

can’t believe I have forgotten my true voice. He told me that I didn’t need 

anyone’s validation because the fact you existed was enough for me. I am 

thankful that I stopped living the common type of life, entirely uncharacter-

istic for me and focused on my own one. I have finally grown to 

acknowledge your real value.  

I know last year was hard. The distance and isolation made you lose 

some friends and even your lover. Sometimes I think that maybe their de-

parture was just destiny. They showed you their real face and gave up on 

you because they didn’t love you enough. They promised that one day you 

would dance together under the rain. So I go out and dance all by myself, 

for I am beginning to cherish life and love myself the right way, because I 

am powerful and won’t let myself down ever. Surround yourself by positive 

people, even if this means you have a smaller circle of friends, but at least 

you’ll have a peaceful mind and will find your true value. 

Who would have thought that we are capable of doing so many 

things? Spending time alone made me realize how great you are. I loved 

you more and saw you flourish. Sometimes I relaxed and meditated, and 

sometimes I blasted out music and danced, jumped and laughed because I 

Sandu Ioan-Cristian 
cls a XI-a, Colegiul Național „Ștefan 

cel Mare” Hârlău 



 
 

could feel the joy inside. We walked together on a path of books, cooked 

the most bizarre meals, painted infinite landscapes and you proved that you 

are limitless, you are full of strength and creativity. I enjoyed myself more, 

life, and found happiness in the smallest things. Every day I was watching 

the sunset and the realization that so many beautiful people see it at the 

same time really touched my soul. Oh dear self, you are just like a flower. 

See what happens when I water you? How beautiful you are and how fast 

you bloom? You are a perfect piece, an important detail that fills the land-

scape in my life’s painting. 

You deserve to love and be loved, find someone that will fall not only 

by your beauty, but mature mind and sensitive soul, they used to tell me. 

Or: “What is meant for you will eventually find you”. I love, value and 

respect you from the inside out and I am grateful for finally realizing that 

you are amazing. You are priceless and can’t be replaced. Love your flaws 

as well, because God made you perfect just the way you are. He made you 

to take space and that is just what we will do. 

With love, me, your Master. 

 

 
Love will live forever 

 

What if there’s no tomorrow  

And there won’t be any love to borrow? 

If all the dreams will disappear  

Remember my whisper in your ear. 

 

If the sky will fall apart  

There’s a place inside my heart 

That’s a shelter for your soul  

When the world loses control.  

 

If the sun won’t rise today  

Cuțîi Corina 
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In the dark we’ll find the way  

Hold my hand and follow me 

You’re the light I want to see. 

 

I need to escape with you  

From this big chaotic crew  

My memories to keep alive 

It’s a feeling I can’t describe.  

 

Every time I see you smile  

I feel a heat inside, a while  

Then the flame will disappear  

This is why I want you near. 

 

If the world will end up now 

I'd protect my love somehow  

I would rather lose my mind  

Than feel your absence by my side. 

 

 
“I met him in my darkest time” 

 

      “So here I am, in my dark mind. I didn't know there is such a dark 

place in our own soul, until I faced it. It seems like there is no escape, you're 

just alone and it's cold. Someone said to me once: - “falling in love is not 

rational.-“ It's madness. A beautiful, wonderful, moment of magnificent 

insanity. I kinda wanted to feel that madness, but at the same time I was 

scared. But I knew you have to love yourself before you love somebody 

else. And there you were, in the same dark place as me. 

      I could say our souls craved for some light, but our minds wanted 

to be together in the darkness. You make me laugh, when I'm not even in 

the mood to smile. Sometimes you can't explain what you see in a person. 

Zamfir Andra 
cls a XI-a, Liceul Teoretic „Lascăr 
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It's just the way they take you to a place where no one else can. For me, the 

place I was craving for was your warm heart. I let you in mine, if you take 

me to yours. That's how funny life is, making things work out just when you 

think they never will. With you, I have enough for this lifetime, and for all 

the others that are yet to come. I always wanted to fall in love with someone 

who is both my safe place and my biggest adventure, so here you are. I have 

completely fallen for you and everything you do, the most unexpected per-

son at the most unexpected time. And for the first time I understood how it 

feels to want something forever, because you took my hand and showed me. 

Leo Christopher once said “I swear I couldn’t love you more than I do right 

know, and yet I know I will tomorrow” and I felt it with all my heart. I 

didn’t believed in such a thing as “soulmates” until I found you. Actually, 

you made me realize that love is composed of a single soul inhabiting two 

bodies, and that whatever our souls are made of, yours and mine are the 

same. You live and my heart rent free and it doesn’t bother me at all, it 

makes me happy everyday. My reality is finally better than my most beauti-

ful dreams, I don’t wanna fall asleep if I’m not beside you in the bed.  You 

became my bestfriend, and I feel like I don’t need anyone else. Someone 

said that love happens by accident, in a heartbeat, without us expecting it, 

and I wouldn’t believe it, until now...You complete me and I promise that if 

you keep my heart safe, I’ll keep yours the same forever, because darling 

you deserve it. And while I write this, you sleep next to me, so peacefully, 

and you don’t even know I am watching you. I thought our love story would 

be the prettiest thing to write, so I did, and it is worth talking about you, the 

most beautiful soul.  

- I was yours and you were mine, before we even touched eachother, 

because you found me when I was in my darkest time. –” 

 

  



 
 

 

 
 

My beloved one, 

 

If I knew that you wouldn’t melt in a puddle of dread, as you keep 

doing every single time at the heartbreaking perspectives of a breakup, it 

could be me the carrier pigeon for the wishpers you have written in front of 

your eyes and not this yellow cold piece of paper. Maybe it would have 

happened under the night's mysterious seal, the moment I would have read 

that for you, maybe under the safety of the crown of a oak. But what about a 

day in the month of May, in the Copou park, right in front of the Eminescu's 

linden tree as a perfect moment for me to make my strange proposal? Now 

it doesn't matter anymore. But maybe, if you embrace my offer, I'll also 

accept to whisper in your ear, the song of our twinned hearts a few times, 

every single eternity. 

Breathe, love! See? It's not a farewell letter. Even so, I won’t be there 

when you read it, I'll be away, far away, waiting for you to join me at the 

right time. It's a proposal, my beautiful soulmate, my amethyst-look and 

ember black haired angel, an invitation. After so many existences lived 

together, it's time for our souls to atone perpetuity. It's the moment for our 

destinies to take refuge alongside, far away from life's challenges. I lived 

nine lives with you, but the tenth when I met Death, I need to know that 

she'll take me somewhere where we'll be able to live peacefully forever and 

ever, me and you, you and me. 

I'm not a saint, regardless my life as a priest, I don't need Heaven 

without you. And I wouldn’t bet Lucifer wont fall in love with the finesse of 

your strength, then Hell is not for us either. Maybe the Creator will show 

mercy for our love as much as for Francesca and Paolo's passion and will 

allow us to hang by an olive sprig over the boiled abyss of Hell. 

David Cristina Elena 
 cls a XI-a, Colegiul Național 

„Ștefan cel Mare” Hârlău 


 



 
 

And it's not a goodbye letter, love, but I want to take you back in our 

past and make you remember every single moment together, every exist-

ence during which the Destiny could not tear us apart. 

Remember the kiss of my iced breath over your bowed body, my 

snowdrop… 

Remember my soft carressing of your splendid feathers, blessed 

dove, my love, my sweetest. 

Remember the flogging of the mountain freezing over your burning 

forehead and my desperate kisses on your lips, cracked by dryness. 

At the end every life we ran through the past ones as well. Your ca-

resses eased me of all of my pain, every time. Your love fed me when hun-

ger hunted me down. Your kindness relieved my thirst always when drought 

dried me up. You were my rest when life didn't want to let me sleep a wink 

and my air when she refused to let me breathe. 

Love, don't you see? The Creator gave me lives, but you have been 

the one to guide and protect me through every one of them.Then allow me, 

wonder, to be the one to ensure you will have an incredible eternity as I owe 

you each of my past existences. I promise you, my dear, to adore you forev-

er and protect you at the cost of the Hell's torture, you have just to accept to 

offer me this time as well as every face of your existence until now.I had so 

much of you that you might believe that i have already satisfied my insatia-

ble need of your being at least forever and maybe got bored of you, but 

every second wthout your look or smile is a wasted moment. So I'll wait for 

you. I'll court you together with the Death for the last time and then we'll 

step into our new existence and this time it will be forever. 

Your North Wind, blade of grass, priest, thief… love. 

                Henceforth and forever… 

  



 
 

 

 
My sweet little girl... 

 

   I don’t know when it should be the right time for you to read this. I 

tried to avoid writing this letter, having this conversation with you. After 

mommy passed away I was afraid to lose you, I was afraid that you would 

leave me too, but you didn’t. Today is your 18
th
 birthday; you are a big girl 

now. On this day, 20 years ago, me and your mother met each other. It was 

the most beautiful day of my life, after the day you were born, of course. 

Her blue eyes were sparkling in the sun light and I felt like floating in her 

ocean, our ocean of love. Today, my girl, I will tell you our love story and 

hopefully I will succeed in bringing you closer to your mom.  

20 years ago… 

Valentine’s Day was near and I couldn’t feel more alone. I always 

hated this day which was supposed to be the loveliest day of the year. It was 

winter break so everybody was out of town with their special one or if not 

they were gone with their families. I couldn’t go home this break because 

my job wouldn’t let me, so there I was, standing in an old school library, 

choosing what books could make me feel better. As my eyes were glancing 

through lots and lots of book titles, a name caught my attention: Marina. 

Immediately my mind went back in time, in childhood, when I was a girl’s 

best friend and her name was also Marina. “How was she?” I thought. I 

searched her on Facebook and I saw that she was still living in New York, 

my home town. “Wow”, I whispered; “She looks so mature now”. I tried 

my luck and I messaged her, but I had a feeling she would ignore me. I 

returned to campus and started the book with her name on.  

A phone buzz woke me up in the middle of the night. “Hey! I was not 

expecting this message from you. How are you, Marcus?” My heart was 

racing in my chest and I didn’t know why I was so nervous. “A little bit 

sleepy, but I am good now. I thought you would never reply to me. I ran 

Verdeș Ilinca-Letiția 
 cls a IX-a, Colegiul Național „Gara-
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into a book with your name on and I got a flashback from our childhood. I 

really missed you, Marina.”. We talked all night about past and future, 

about our families and school. I was happy and I realized how quick time 

passed. “I have to do something crazy; I have never felt like this before. I 

have to see her”, I said to myself. I went online and I booked the first flight 

to New York. “I have a special surprise for you”, I messaged Marina. “Oh, 

yes? I was going to say that too.”, she replied. That was the longest flight of 

my life, an hour felt like three, but I couldn’t be more excited to see Marina. 

The moon was rising and I could touch it through my window.  

 Marina is calling. “I have a surprise for you! Open the door!” 

“Wait, what do you mean? I have a surprise for you, too. I am in front 

of your house.” 

“No, I am in front of your house.” 

We started laughing. How was this even possible? Us, thinking the 

same thing at the same time? I booked a return ticket and in one hour I was 

standing in front of her. She was beautiful. I could not resist her ocean eyes. 

Since that day, we were inseparable.  

Now, in the end, I think it is the best to finish this story by telling you 

to follow your heart. Love really makes you the happiest person in this 

world. And, as your mommy used to say: Everything happens for a reason.  

 

 
To my true love, 

 

I’m writing to you again because I cannot get you out of my mind. It 

is past midnight, I woke up in tears thinking of you, far away from me.  

Every evening the moon lights up my way to our place, where we 

used to spend hours and hours talking about everything that crossed our 

minds. I expect to see you all the time, but you are never there. I wrote you 

a thousand letters, but you never answered. The thought of you forgetting 

Ghiciuc Anastasia-Ioana 
 cls a X-a, Colegiul Național „Gara-
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me drives me crazy. I’m counting the stars while I am sitting on the porch 

waiting for you to come and sit beside me.  

I could look at you forever, without getting bored, enjoying the way 

you smile, you laugh and put your hands around my waist and kiss me on 

the forehead. I can still feel your perfume on my clothes. I miss the way you 

were looking at me, the way you were running your fingers through my hair 

and whispered in my ear how much you loved me and that we were going to 

be always together. I miss those times, I miss every minute with you. What 

happened with those beautiful moments? Oh, I wish you were here with 

me…After all of that I still love you, I’ve had this feeling since the day I 

saw your blue eyes, shiny and deep like the Aegean Sea in the middle of 

August. I remember when we were in our garden, sitting under the oak, 

reading poems and the sun was blessing your curly blonde hair. I love you 

more and more every day and I don’t know why I cannot stop thinking 

about you. You are my morning thought, my daydream.  

I remember our first trip in the mountains, like it was yesterday. You 

were so excited, you couldn’t wait to take pictures of the beautiful land-

scapes. I can still picture you in front of the tent dancing in the rain and 

singing. We had so much fun running in the forest and swimming in the 

lake. You were sitting on the grass painting a lilypad and you gave it to me 

and said for the first time that you loved me. I still have that painting in my 

room, it remembers me of you.  

The thought of losing you makes me cry, how could I love someone 

else? You are the only one who makes me smile and gives me butterflies, I 

wish I could hold your hand one last time. 

My heart belongs to you since the first day we met. One day I hope 

we meet again and that we get the chance to finish our story. It was not 

meant to end like this. I am going to focus on myself and I hope that you 

focus on yourself too. Until we meet again, I wish nothing but the best for 

you. The stars will help us find our ways in life and maybe one day we will 

sit together under the sky watching them shine. 

Your one and only, A 

 



 
 

 
Anything, for now 

To my beloved star, 

 

Because only a nothing of the world can write his nothing to some-

one, I arranged my piece of nothing in the mosaic you keep in a corner of 

your soul. You know  it wouldn't be a wonder  to escape through sense the 

etimology of those scribbles that I will now write to you, lil' ground squir-

rel, and it's not an apogeic mystery that this chunk of papyrus or demotic 

script should not be understood by mortals; it is precisely because our 

strange, colorful or iridescent love is authentic and delusioning to the oth-

ers, but we never needed more than two souls, isn't it? 

A new Us. At least us and only us, even if not a perfect us, just be-

cause we  pretend not being  non-existent. I shudder pale and catch some 

goosebumps to the bone marrow  when I try to write about you, because 

I’ve never done it, and that's not an endeavor, but a reminder of our love, an 

absolute, a truthful, a penetrating and crawling one with vibrations of exist-

ence; pure, strange, childish and more or less all and none of them in a 

complex of an' all.  

Shall I describe your physical beauty for how mortals often see love? 

The myrifying eyes and the brightness of your brownish locks in the wind? 

The sweetness of your pulpy lips in the flame of a hug? Consummation 

through the cadenceous delusions we gather in a tragicomedy in which we 

are our own heroes? We don't need to recreate ourselves as being Tris-

tan&Iseult or Romeo&Juliet, we are not special by physical appearance or 

courtly love, but certainly your inner beauty is filled with the beauty my 

abatjour eyes contemplate. I don't want you to be a troubadour under lyrical 

poetry to demonstrate your loving, little Prince... 

But I continue to confess my secrets to the stars at night: to Pollux 

himself how handsome you are and I will complementarily knit my rose 

with your coffin, letting him grow up in "the aeternitas"; because you're 

absolutely handsome, inside and outside, perhaps covered by shadows at 

Roșu-Pașcu Paraschiva 
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corners, but full of mosaic in the scrupulous nucleus, The seed. Though you 

don't look like a Lancelot, I love  your imperfection in amazement...and 

maybe you don't even know. 

I love you, although I never limited myself to the standards of certain 

prototypes,  "first and last" intervals. I think love is not infinite, and you 

know it already; it is mastery, it is change, a continuous transformation 

based on the long short emotion and deep feelings, it is an equation  de-

pending on conditions of existence. I prefer to choose you as my law, prin-

ciple, also a Dirac equation touching us a kilometer distance or light years, 

like in the song Art: Gnossienne, no. 3 of Reinbert de Leeuw. A symphony 

with Baudelaire's naive atrocité.  

Without being especially adored, or engrossed in solitude in a world 

full of us, but reserving our solitude, forgetting the rest. Let's take advantage 

of our small climate, of linden leaves and the ice cream fragrance, of walks 

in the park, of lips, of walking limbs.. and flowers. Oh, The Chess Flower. 

Of sky and life, nature and straw. Of the engine of the bicycles in us, of the 

mechanism and padlock, of the maze, of the mosaic, of the keys. And the 

piece of me that's filled in like a puzzle of you. The one who you are, the 

one who loves me. The self, myself, yourself. Please, love, throw away this 

unimportant spear you are defusing and break the rock where you were 

hiding at and love me, lil' Darcy. And though I love you today, every day is 

today, always, in a repetition of our love. A Joseph holds your blood in the 

cup of the Holy Graill.  

And you'll guess, as I told you..you'll guess, and I'll laugh, smiling, 

looking at your eyes. Beauty, you're my mirror,  I see myself as a nobody in 

the world, when you see me as somebody, your somebody. And I'll sip you, 

I will keep you, as you are, becoming one together during illuminating each 

other's canopy...That's all, my all.  

     

   Your star dropped from Heaven. 

  



 
 

 

 
I love you, from me to you and more… 

Hi Selena, my love, it’s me, Sun, I’m writing to you again, hoping 

that you will receive at least this letter (my hope will extinguish only when I 

will, then and only then). I know… I haven’t written to you in 49 years, but 

no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t held myself back. I can’t listen to the 

Universe’s commands because I love you almost too much and even though 

I know there are very, very few chances for you to receive my words, I’ll 

try, again and again, as long as I am here. 

Oh, I feel so sad and upset, because, although every second, minute, 

hour, day, year, decade, millennium… I send you my light, my sigh and my 

love, I cannot touch you. For now, this is the only way I can caress you and 

I feel so frustrated. I would love so much to feel your so particular coldness 

on my skin again, to feel the rhythm of your heart beating on my chest 

again, like I did a long time ago, way too long for me to truly remember that 

divine feeling. I’m dying to see your eyes, your incredible dark eyes, 

blurred from the eternal cycles you do, with so much diligence and devotion 

for our dwelling, the Universe. 

Oh, my dear…I’m a royal star, the king of all stars, but I’m jealous. 

I’m so jealous with all the shy and poor little stars around you. I’m jealous 

with their everyday chance to talk to you years and years long, while I’m 

staying here, at millions of kilometers away, crying my loneliness in spite 

all my brilliance and the fact that I am the master of the Universe. You are 

their true queen, the true royalty. I’m just a banished king, with no king-

dom, with no queen, with no love. But I don’t blame the Universe. He took 

the right choice when he didn’t let anyone under my control. I’m a tyrant 

and I deserve to spend my eternity alone, without any creature to torture, 

without mercy, without your smile, without your skin, without your being, 

without you… 

And this time I won’t trust again the meteor shower to deliver my let-

ter. Since I have been trying to reach you the last time, the Universe threat-
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ened to cast me out and never let you eclipse me ever again. But now des-

pair seized me, I have nothing to lose anymore, my existence without you is 

not bearable anymore. I will corrupt a comet to give you my letter and then 

wait for you three hundred years at the gate of the Universe, our magic date.  

It’s our moment to live the splendor of love, of our eternal legendary 

incredible love. Come with me! Let’s escape and explore the rest of the 

Universe together… But if you don’t want to, let me know it, because I’m 

ready to die at anytime. Don’t feel guilty my love because is not on you, it’s 

on the cruelty of the Universe. It’s my decision to never leave anywhere 

without you and I’ll respect your decision, no matter what you’ll choose, 

although I fear your rejection, I am ready to endure pain.. 

                                                                                                                          

Forever yours, 

The one who loves you  

from me to you and more, 

Sun! 

 

 

 
 

 

Stargazing 

 

Meet me under the stars again 

In the field embraced with peace 

To hold me tight and keep me warm 

Like Yin and Yang into one piece. 

 

The grass was cold and so was I 

The last time we went stargazing 

But the heat within your soul 

Made my heartbeat go up, raising. 
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No humming crickets, no chirping birds  

Just us - glazing at the moon  

While I heard your voice praising 

Your most recent watched cartoon. 

 

Batman, Superman and Joker 

Supercars, action and crimes, 

That`s all I could hear about 

While swimming in your blue eyes. 

 

Shades of grey outlined your face 

Since the moon was full and bright 

And you turned your head and whispered 

”I love you more and more each night”. 

 

Meet me under the stars again 

In the field embraced with peace 

To hold me tight and keep me warm 

Like Yin and Yang into one piece. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Not belonging to this world... 

 

About me... I don’t have much to say, I am a writer, I dare say, trivial. 

About him, there are not enough words in any language from the past 

or from the present to say everything. He is the one that makes me feel 

moonstruck, and the reason I’m writing this. He is not a star, he is the Moon 

itself. His eyes? Traps. I get mad at him and he always tricks me with his 

eyes, he is poisonous! But I love this poison. His eyes are the same that 

burn me with a burning love, that warm me with a fatherly gentleness and 

freeze me like a devil when we fight.   
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He is not romantic, he always says that, but I know that he reads 

again and again all of my  writings for and about him. He is not romantic, 

but he kisses my forehead when I feel alone. He is not romantic, but he s 

enough to bring me back on my feet when I'm crazy. He is not romantic, but 

he loves me. 

He’s crazy! I long for his madness, he’s crazy and I dance in the rain 

in his absence. He isn’t in my heart, he is in my blood, he’s vital to me. 

I drive him away, then I call him, he is my curse, he is my heaven and 

hell. I’ve told him, I remind him repeatedly, he is the reason why I still 

believe that love exists, I often ask him if he is real. 

We often melt under gunfire, the steps are heavy, but we melt, we 

take oaths, the night  witnesses these strange games. Lost, dusty, crazy, but 

that's a form of love. Love and struggle, accusation, denial, I can't imagine a 

world with him gone, joy and chaos, the demons we are made of, I would be 

so lost if he left me alone. 

I meditate deep to realize to whom the world belongs, if I am allowed 

to love it the way I do, if it is eternal and I am just a mortal? Would it have 

allowed us to love each other? And even if we are not allowed to, he will 

make me immortal, we will hide in the seashells on the ocean floor, in the 

withered roses, in drops of ink, and if we were to sign our death sentence 

because of our love, we would not cry, but we would laugh, we would laugh 

like psychopaths, if we were poisoned, we would drink without fear know-

ing that death would do nothing but bring us closer, drinking from the same 

poisoned glass. 

Maybe it sounds weird, but for us, it's love, we love to be crazy and 

weird, that's why we know we're soul mates, and maybe I wouldn't be like 

that, but he's hypnotizing, can he be an angel? A devil? He has a different 

DNA, different blood, mindset and kiss.  

When he sits in my arms he blocks me, I play in his soft hair, he sits 

with his head in the hollow of my neck, I feel the hot air on my neck, the 

way he breathes, with the heavy breathing makes me feel hugged by a in-

comprehensible evil creature, something that only seeks love, and the fact 

that he did not find it until me, gradually froze him. 

He is the one I love and the reason I continue to write at midnight and 

at sunrise. He is the one who gives strange shapes to the clouds and changes 

the colors I see. It is said that you cannot love something that you do not 

understand, but the fact that I do not fully understand it awakens more pas-

sion in me. 

He is not a writer, he is not a demon or an angel, he is not a human, 

because he does not belong to this world. 

 



 
 

 
Moonlight serenade 

 

A girl was sitting on the edge of a ravine gazing upon the winter’s 

first full moon. Her gray eyes were glooming brightly due to the candle that 

was shining in her youthful hands. She could barely fell the frozen wind; 

her mind was too caught up in puzzling thoughts. So, what was she thinking 

about? Perhaps even she was not able to give a suitable answer. In the end 

she made up her mind and realized that it was all about love… In the depths 

of her heart this feeling was trying to come to light but something was hold-

ing it off… 

All of the sudden, memories popped up in her head an she could not 

bear the burden of rejecting her true identity. Of course, in another life she 

had known passion, but that being was long gone, leaving her soul in an 

obscure void that she could not evade from. Am I aware of what I had given 

for love? whispered at the moon as she was throwing a rock in the gorge. 

Who is to blame for losing it, me, he or you, majestic moon? The yearning 

of finding the answers was tearing her apart. There was not a proper way for 

her to imagine the idea of love. She could feel the battle for her soul, 

amongst the past that was trying to take control and the future. The only 

thing she was certain about was that all her pain was caused by this too 

well-known sensation. Therefore, she had to make a decision…She stood up 

and started walking near the side of the chasm. All of the shadows made her 

recall her former soul mate. It was a complicated story but it was time to 

face up her past… 

She never quite understood the concept of love until she had met him. 

It was a cloudy afternoon just like all the others before. She was going back 

home on the winding paths of the forest. ‘’Just another dull day…” she said 

to herself as she was looking carefully at some golden coins. Of course, 

after some time robbing ordinary passers becomes a bit boring. That was the 

moment when she put her eyes on a shadowy figure… It is said that passion 

forms between people with the same tempers, not exactly their case. She got 
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close and immediately fell in love with those enigmatic pale green eyes. 

Then she saw his guitar, he was a bard. She waved at him, he turned around 

and smiled alluring. Their love was born in that clearing and was bounded 

by his music. She had never felt so attached by someone, perhaps because 

she had always thought she was a lone-wolf. Although they were different, 

they related to each other’s feelings. Both of them had assumed that they 

had found their half. But that did not last for long. He craved for exploring 

the world, but she was pleased with a straightforward life. 

– I will wait for you forever, you changed me and I am grateful to 

you for that, you taught me how to love and maybe in another life we would 

had ended up together…, said the girl. 

– We will be reunited, one night you will see me emerge from the 

forest, were his last words before leaving… 

That was the last time when she saw him. This is her story. Now, she 

was still glancing at the moon, as she had been doing for the previous 

months, regretting her action of forsaking her love. With sorrow in her soul, 

she took one last eye to the moon, but just as she wanted to give up, she 

noticed a shadow, followed by some musical sounds. Unable to stop the 

bumping of her heart, she slowly approached to that silhouette… 

 

 
Paper Love 

 

Somewhere, far away in the forests, a wooden cottage shows up to 

the eyes of the world – a small living place surrounded by humidity and fog. 

The big trees with their wide and strong trunk are dancing together with the 

wind, ambiently leaving around a great atmosphere. 

It’s 6 o’clock and Chloe, a petit and brunette girl with dark and shiny 

eyes widens her arms to the world as if she’s ready to hug each creature on 

this world. She looks around at her green room with plants and books, ready 

to find something new, thought which becomes true. 

“Here it is, so beautiful!” she says, her eyes gazing at the origami 

Tuguliță Oana Adriana 
 cls a IX-a, Colegiul Național 

„Garabet Ibrăileanu” Iași 
 



 
 

swans made by an unknown person, lying on the table. 

It all started a while ago, by the time the Christmas break started. Her 

grandfather taught her how to recycle paper in order to cure boredom. She’s 

been doing that ever since and she doesn’t regret practicing this hobby at all. 

One day, she woke up to the sounds of Christmas carols; it was later 

than usual and her hopes to be productive have been chased away. After she 

got out of bed, her hands touched the fresh and dry recycled paper, but 

something was strange at it; all over the paper there was a long and detailed 

story about a dog and a fox which were separated. She thought one of her 

grandparents did it, at first, but soon realized that the mystery would go on 

and on for a long time. 

Today it is the 13
th 

of February, nothing to be excited about today or 

tomorrow but she has a plan for tonight. She’s going to stay up and see what 

happens with her paper sheets. The day flew by unnoticedly, Chloe being 

busy with feeding the cats and exploring the forest, her grandfather working 

at a new wardrobe and the granny cooking tasty meals. The evening arrived, 

Chloe finished her dinner and went straight to her room where she sat down 

in silence for a while, digging for information in all the stories and draw-

ings. They all had an “H” at the start or end of the paper. 

It is 10 o’clock at night. The stars are shining outside, the wind is go-

ing around the house and the moon is painting Chloe’s room with a grey 

light. A strange sound can be heard in the room, like a pen which scribbles. 

Chloe stands up and walks next to the table where words are being written. 

She sits next to the table and waits until at last she finds a poem on the pa-

per. 

“The bookshelf is crying over my lonely touch, desperately pushing 

me away. 

Let me see the world in a quieter way, 

Let me smell the flowers and dance with the stars,  

Let the moon be my guardian who will make me smile while I’m 

searching for you. 

In a dark and quiet room, full of fog and dust 

I see darkness approach you so slowly while your music box sings so 

lovely,  

It makes me shiver and scream before falling deep into your dream. 

I wake up to your gaze, followed by a light breeze. 

The rain seems to appear and hug us so subtle, forcing us here forever 

In the undisturbed world, of love and peace. - H” 

Chloe stands still for a couple of minutes, realizing that the mysteri-

ous person can be her soulmate and the poems, stories and drawings are the 



 
 

only way she can know about his existence. She places the poem next to the 

other paper sheets and falls asleep, thinking at the poem and hoping that 

someday, she’ll be able to meet her companion. 

 

 
Love at first moon 

 

The sun was setting. The bright orange filled the sky just like a warm 

blanket. The day was over and the night was ready to replace it but this time 

it was different. The moon would change its colour becoming a blue sap-

phire signalling the beginning of a new generation. 

„-I am not going to accept this!” 

„-Honey, why do you keep denying it? It is finally time you found 

your half, you should be jumping with joy, Alice.” 

The Fox looked at her mother. She looked just like her when she was 

young. Her chestnut fur was softly shining in the morning sun blessing it 

and her emerald eyes never looked more vibrant. 

„ – But mom, I can’t stay and let the moon chose who I am going to 

spend the rest of my life with. It is insane!” 

„-You will see that when you meet the one you will fall in love im-

mediately. That is how I felt with your dad.” 

„-But you knew dad before. It was luck, but it is not the same for eve-

rybody. „ 

All the foxes around the world would meet to celebrate together the 

new moon and find each other’s soulmate, most of them meeting for the 

first time. 

„ -It was not luck. I trusted the moon and I believed he was the one. 

And I was right to...I am right now too. „She said with a knowing smile.  

„ – Fine. But if he is a bully or something I will push him in the river. 

„ 

„ – Ok, now go! Have fun and don’t forget to bring him here to meet 

us! „The older fox said as Alice was running out of the house to escape.  
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„ – Bye! And no! "Screamed the girl. 

The moon raised to the sky and its colour changed making it clear to 

her that the time came to find her half. Alice ran in the dark woods thinking 

she would be safe from any male for a while. She curled on the soft grass 

and immediately fell asleep. Suddenly, Alice was comfortable and warm 

and when she opened her eyes she saw another fox, a male with a darker 

and softer fur than anyone she had ever met and his eyes were the colour of 

the sapphire. The moment Alice saw his eyes she knew he was her soul-

mate. Suddenly, as if burned she ran as fast as she could, not believing it 

was happening. She wanted to be with somebody she knew and not with a 

stranger and not let the moon choose for her. The fox ran as fast as she 

could but something heavy jumped on her back and she fell. He caught her.  

„-Why are you running away from me? Am I that hideous?” he sadly 

asked..  

„-No! I just don’t believe that it should be like this. That we don’t 

have a choice, only be with somebody we’ve never met and accept that. I 

want to meet my partner first, spend time together and see if we are made 

for each other and then spend our lives together. „But when she said that 

she almost felt regret. A strong impulse to be with him was blossoming in 

her already.  

„ – Alright then. „he said.  

She watched him shocked. Was he already going to leave her? Her 

heart shattered thinking about that.  

„ – I am going to prove I am worth it. " 

Her eyes looked bigger than the moon when she heard that.  

„ – You still want to be with me? " 

„ –Yes, I do. I am going to spend time with you and court you the 

right way and show you that I am the one for you. Just like I care about you. 

"he said smiling, confidence breaming his voice. 

Alice felt her heart warm and  she suddenly felt stupid.  

„ – I don’t know your name. "she said embarrassed.  

„ – I am Nicholas. You can call me Nick. "he said amused.  

„ – I am Alice. ”the girl said prepared for a new journey. 

 



 
 

 
                               

The Moral of the Love Interview 

  

I want to be someone's muse, 

Let's start together the lovely curse. 

I would like to forget the problems of reality, 

Just us in the mountains or on the Black Sea. 

 

All these dreams... shattered. 

To focus on what society says matters. 

But wouldn't that be just the illusion of love? 

Is it that we don't care anymore? 

 

So, we did it... 

 

We realised how small we are in this world; 

And I swear, 

It doesn't matter if you sleep in a huge house or not, 

As long as you're with your Universe. 

 

Gossip? Oh, they didn't stop, 

But now I'm free to do what I want. 

Loss? None. 

The gain? Of course! The truly love and the simplest and 

honest happiness... 
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Al meu, cu sufletul 

 

Era lângă mine cu capul plecat, 

Cu fruntea-ncruntată și lacrimi în ochi l-am întrebat: 

“ De ce? De ce nu te-ai despărțit pur și simplu?” 

Apoi m-am trezit plângând din acel vis sumbru. 

 

Știam că a fost doar un coșmar, 

Dar astfel de gânduri rar apar... 

Cum ai putea, tu, fermecătoare stea, 

Să-mi frângi inima înșelându-mă cu ea? 

 

Ciudat, dar m-a făcut să te ador mai mult, 

Să încep să-ți resimt din nou al tău sărut. 

E totul ca în prima noastră zi, 

Așa cum spuneai tu că ți-ai dori. 

 

 Realitatea îmi amintește că poate nu vom rămâne împreună 

pentru totdeauna, 

Insă știu că mereu îți voi purta în suflet umbra. 

Și de te-ntrebi cum de știu că ești al meu... 

Ai fost capabil sa mă iubești așa cum te iubesc și eu! 

 

 
Eleanor and Arthur 

 

We all know about the myth of Isis and Osiris, the story of Romeo 

and Juliet, Jack and Rose, but today I will tell you the story of Eleanor and 

Arthur. 

Eleanor is the daughter of Dimitry and Anastasia, rulers of the Earth 

Kingdom. She takes care of all the planets and gives shelter to the animals. 

Arthur is the right nephew of Aaron, ruler of the Air Kingdom. He’s an 
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orphan since birth and the stories tell that his parents, Martha and Edward, 

died protecting him from a tornado that got out of their control. Arthur is 

heir to throne and he is going to take the place of his old grandfather, Aa-

ron, to continue the duty of creating storms and punishments where Mother 

Nature orders him to. 

More or less suprising, Eleanor and Arthur are best friends since 

childhood. Their parents were friends too, that would be one of the reasons 

Martha and Edward decided to look after Arthur. The other one is the cold 

manner Aaron treats him, thinking that he’s the reason his son, Edward, was 

not going to rule the kingdom after his death. 

Eleanor always supports Arthur when his grandfather scolds him for 

mistakes in the learning process. Arthur admires her maturity, her calm and 

beauty, yeasterday she was a little girl who created a hole for a mole and 

today she’s a princess ready to rule over her nation. It was weird how they 

got on so good when earth gives life and air can take it. 

-I would’ve preferred that my parents wouldn’t have saved me, I 

don’t want to become the ruler of the kingdom! 

-Your grandfather wants to teach you so much in so less... he’s old... 

Don’t be hard on yourself... 

Eleanor was right every time they argued about this. Arthur needs to 

grow up. 

-I never told you that! says Mother Nature. 

-You told me that fire can cooperate with air! 

-Cooperate, not rule it! 

That’s what Arthur hears when visiting Mother Nature. He sees 

Carter, the young son of the Fire King. It seems that he wants to rule the Air 

since his brother is heir to the Fire. 

-Arthur, I didn’t see you there... Carter, we’re done here, you can go. 

Carter leaves and Mother Nature continues: 

-Arthur, no matter what you hear, you’re the rightful heir, no other 

element can rule over another’s kingdom. Fire brings destruction and death, 

Carter should not have control over two elements. 

The gentleness and wisdom of Mother Nature reminds Arthur of El-

eanor. How is she always is his head? 

-I can’t let things like that! thinks Carter. If I can’t rule the Air and 

Water can kill me, I will get rid of Eleanor and rule the Earth. 

Carter stalks Eleanor in the forest, where she listened the birds and 

grew flowers. He sets fire to the grass and trees around here, leaving her in 

a fire circle. 

Arthur came looking for her and with his arrival he brought a power-

ful wind which intensified the fire. He knows only one thing, the need to 



 
 

save her no matter what. Arthur gathered all the clouds around creating a 

massive rain, and heals Eleanor’s wounds with the earth powers. She smiles 

and pats him on the head. 

Carter wanted to flee, but Arthur catches him between dirt walls. 

-You always ruin my plans! I killed your parents so I could take the 

throne but Mother Nature tells me I can’t rule the Air and now you save 

Eleanor! 

Arthur’s face was emotionless and proceeds to bring Carter up for 

judgement. There, Arthur learns that he is Omnipotens, one in a million 

years, which can control all four of the elements, but he chose to let Mother 

Nature mantain the balance and he will only use this power at her request. 

The love between Arthur and Eleanor surfaces and because of the 

Omnipotens powers, they can marry without creating chaos in nature. Elea-

nor believed in Arthur even on the brink of death and Arthur was ready to 

give all he had to save her. 

 
February’s Dream 

  

It may sound dull, but magic and magic books do exist. I was a high 

school nerd and no one talked to me, but instead I always talked to my mag-

ic diary. It was February again, Valentine’s Day was coming and everyone 

was laughing at me for not having a boyfriend. I just ignored them and 

started, instead, to focus on drawing my chosen one in my diary. On Febru-

ary 12, my diary was stolen. I was upset, nervous and puzzled at the same 

time and I couldn’t figure out why it was the diary, of all the things in the 

backpack, that disappeared. I looked for it everywhere for several hours, but 

I finally gave up and went home, very disappointed.  

The next day at school, I found out that a very strange boy had trans-

ferred to our class. Strangely, he looked like the one I drew in my diary, the 

boy of my dreams. I got butterflies in my stomach and my heart started to 

beat very fast. It was a feeling I have never experienced before. I was falling 

in love. And to make matters worse, he greeted me and I looked at him 
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nodding. I told myself that maybe he thought I was crazy. I don’t remember 

what we talked about, but he walked me home. 

Then, February 14 came. He gave me a bouquet of white roses and 

whispered “The story is just beginning. I think this diary belongs to you, my 

lady”. This is how I found out that he was the character in my diary all 

along. I had bought the diary from a strange lady I had never seen before. 

She cast a spell on it just when I was writing “I want...”. I also found out 

that his mother was my fairy godmother and that she cast a spell on me to 

buy this diary when I would turn eighteen so that her son would become my 

chosen one on February 13 that year. 

It has been four years since we first met and we were in a hurry to get 

ready for the wedding. 

“I don’t have a dress and shoes. I can’t go to the wedding like this. 

Go without me!”, I shouted in a state of panic down the hall.          

“Honey, calm down! We have my mother’s dress and her shoes will 

fit you perfectly.”          

“What if they don’t fit?”           

“Let’s go to her dressing room and check it out.”    

He was right, the dress and shoes fitted perfectly. After I put them on, 

I went down the stairs and the gentle rustle of my dress made everyone lift 

their heads and applaude in a fever of excitement. The wedding took place 

on February 14 in a dreamlike place and I felt like a real princess, surround-

ed by the people I loved. 

It all began with a February’s dream which is going to last forever, 

because all dreams come from eternity. Sometimes, the beginning and the 

end seem to be connected by means of love and appear to be intertwined. 

This is my February’s love story, a love story which is going to be eternal, 

although it is just a moment in our earthly time. 

  



 
 

 
Letter to you, my dear... 

 

I'm not a fan of the ordinary, you know that. I don't like being like the 

rest of the world, I don't like extravagances and I don't run after everything 

in trend.  

The connection between us was so strong the first time we saw each 

other, as if in another life we were the same two people who complement 

each other perfectly and whose hearts have merged into each other. I had 

some doubts that you would be the same as the others, superficially, looking 

for attention to gain a reputation as a cool boy. You weren't like that, contra-

ry to one of my inner voices, you showed me that you are a simple boy with 

a big heart. You're exactly what I wanted you to be so much.  

When I was little, I thought love was red roses and expensive meals... 

The truth is, love gives her half of your french fries when she said she's not 

hungry. Love wakes up at 4 in the morning at her snoring and refrains from 

pushing her off the bed. It’s stupid fights and memorable reconciliations. 

Love is not only cute and romantic. Love stumbles through life with the 

soul mate.  

I didn't know we could fall in love with people the way we fall in 

love with music. At first, the unknown rhythm challenges you, but then it 

turns into a symphony printed on the skin, a harmony sewn with the lining 

of the soul. You showed me that happiness lies in ordinary things, you gave 

me the courage to trust me and to offer you all mine love. 

I fell in love with you because you managed to embrace all my flaws 

and qualities, without trying to change me at will. With you, any storm of 

my soul becomes a simple breeze. I love you, because your good and beau-

tiful soul does not look like anyone else's. 

You... I would like to imprint you on my retina, somehow, fixed as in 

the old Polaroids or more precisely to be a permanent filter for me. To see 

through you practically all my life. Let it turn in front of my eyes, just like 

in a movie from the '60s, with a note of "don't forget me". To know that 
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everything around me is you and that it has your color. Sunrise, sunset and 

night, let me see them through you! And it is easy to understand that I 

would see them all more clearly! 

I would like someday, not necessarily now, to sit and watch the sea. 

You play with your fingers through my hair, and I giggle. Let's feel the sand 

caressing our skin already touched by the sun's rays and get lost in the oth-

er's eyes. Let no one be around us, and I ... I be your whole universe …  

But now ... I took a break to start loving myself just as much. I went 

to Paris, to my friend Lilibet. The sun's rays are quite shy, but I keep myself 

company when I sit down for a coffee on the balcony early in the morning, 

as you know I usually wake up. 

I let you think of us, but above all, of you. I know that last night's 

quarrel was not something serious, but it was an incentive to step back and 

be a spectator for a few days. 

I know you will understand me and I hope that when I get home our 

whole story will begin a new chapter, with two people who love each other 

sincerely and more clearly than ever. 

One day I will be sitting by the window reading my favorite book, 

and you, you will make pancakes with quince jam. That day I will know this 

is exactly what normality looks like. 

I love you, to the moon and back, forever! 

With many hugs, your only love. 

 

 

 
Hi there, stranger, 

 

I don’t know how to start my letter to be honest, but I guess every-

thing has a start. So here it goes:  

I am sorry, I am sorry that it all ended up like this just because some 

stupid things that were said and done. I am writing these lines even if I 
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know that maybe you don’t care, I don’t want to leave things like this, may-

be it’s okay with you but to me it doesn’t feel right.   

I miss you or probably I miss the person that I thought you were, or 

the person that I imagined you were. I miss talking to you every day, 9 

hours, maybe more, I miss watching movies all night long, sleeping on the 

call together, I miss just staying there while we did nothing, just lying in 

bed, I miss giving you advice on life, I miss our inside jokes and songs, I 

miss everything about you actually.   

When we first talked, before I met you in person, I just knew I would 

start liking you, I knew that eventually I would fall for you, I just knew and 

I did nothing about it, even if maybe I should have. Well, when I saw you 

first time in real life, I had a shock, not about what you looked like or any-

thing about you especially, I just had a shock because I had never felt that 

before meeting someone. I remember that you were wearing a mask, and I 

thought: “He can’t be special, he is probably just like all the other guys” and 

then you pulled of the mask, I saw your face and I just knew, I just knew 

that I would fall for you.   

Everyone is asking me: “If you could turn back time and not meet 

him, would you do it?” and I'm always thinking that: "Yes, I would do it, 

with no doubt”, but deep down inside me I know that I would never do that. 

I would never do that because bad or good those three months were magic, I 

started being happy about everything when I started talking to you, I felt 

like I was living again. I want to thank you for the time you spent talking to 

me, the time you spent making my life being better.  

I don’t really know when it all went down, when you met her or when 

you realized I fell for you. Either way, I know that we (me mostly), tried to 

repair something, but as expected, it didn’t work out and eventually it end-

ed.  

I was ruined, I didn’t want to admit, to be honest, I was treating the 

whole situation with indifference, even if I was dying inside. My friends 

had no ideas about how to make me feel at least a little bit better and that 

was making them feel useless so I had to put on a strong face and act like 

nothing happened. I have to admit that I sometimes felt desperate, all I 

wanted was to find out how you were doing, just to talk to you for five 

minutes, or just hear your voice for two seconds.  

I watched two horror movies, even if I hate them so much, just be-

cause you wanted to. I stepped on so much of my principles just for you. I 

documented about stuff you liked just so I could talk to you about them. I 

did everything I could just to make you happy, but apparently it wasn’t 

enough.  



 
 

At the end of the day, I sit and think about the fact that if you are 

happy, I am happy for you.  

So, I guess here it went nothing, I hope you will read this letter and 

maybe, just because it’s Valentine’s day, or because you miss me too...will 

you be my Valentine or maybe will you at least try to make things up?  

  

  

With all the love that I can offer to someone,  

                                                                                  Denisa 

 
Dear Axel, 

 

I watch the freezing wind outside, the naked tree branches with the 

blue whitish winter sky and I remember that we haven’t talked in ages. I’ve 

been thinking about what has happened between us, and my heart longs to 

talk about it, even though I’ll probably never get a response back. 

The thing is that, even after a year, I still find a way to compare eve-

ryone I meet with you, Every single person seems to have a quality or a 

flaw of yours, everyone has your smile or your jokes. It’s tiring to act like I 

forgot about you, and it’s tiring to act like I don’t think about you anymore. 

Every single time I bring your name up in a discussion, I feel like everyone 

hates me for it. It’s not my fault that your ghost still haunts me everywhere I 

go, and I dearly wish that I could erase you some days. 

I go to sleep and I wake up with the same damned feeling of loneli-

ness in my chest. I have friends, I have family, I even have a partner, but I 

wish he were you and things had gone differently.. Wishes don’t bring peo-

ple back, and neither „I’m sorry”s.  

I hate admitting that I miss someone. And I hate admitting I miss you 

in particular. I hate the way you seem to have everything figured out, while 

I sit here and worry about every single one of my decisions up until now. I 

hate your friends and how they had to spoil everything we had, and I abso-

lutely hate the way you act around them. I hate the wind, I hate the snow, I 
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hate the sun, I hate the sea, I find reasons to hate everything since your 

departure.  

On the other hand, I love the way you made me feel. I love how in a 

room full of people I always captured your attention, and I love every single 

touch of your hand. I even love your ghost, and I even love the version I 

made up in my head while waiting for something to change. 

Even if the moments we had were short, I feel like I commited myself 

to a long-term broken heartedness and sadness. Cursed be the day we met, 

and cursed be the day we became strangers!  

Things do get better though. Time always finds a way to heal what’s 

broken and put everything into perspective. I look back and think how care-

less I was, happy, smiling and without a doubt, full of energy and love. 

Now, I try to gain my energy back day by day. I read to make time pass, I 

say your name out loud less and less and I hope that I’ll get by faster. And 

that, for now, is enough. My soul needs resting, and also do my mind and 

heart. 

I know you were an important person for the coming pages of my 

life, and losing you was a punishment I had to face. Love is a bittersweet 

thing for a hopeless romantic like me, I love the idea of love, and I love the 

highs and the lows, but heartbreaks ruin me and bring every single one of 

my perfect covers down.  

Every day feel the same now. Every day is similar to the previous one 

now, but it’s not a carbon copy of the past one. This letter, message, or 

whatever you want to call it, is not to tell you that I want a second chance. 

Second chances don’t exist, and if they do, they just make everything way 

more unbearable than before. This here is just to tell you that I’m letting 

you go. I let you go. Run in the wind, be one with the sky and roam freely 

as you wish. I thank you for everything you taught me, but it is time for 

your shadow to leave my side.  

I wish you a safe journey in your life, and I hope you will let me go 

too. Don’t carry the pain in your heart anymore, because neither do I. 

Forever and always, Iuliana. 

 



 
 

 
Infinite Love 

 

When the rain hits our cold skins, 

Hatred and love become twins, 

But I look into your eyes 

So everything, but love dies. 

 

As you approach, time stops forever 

And I pull you to my chest clever. 

The rain can’t see us anymore, 

I love you ‘till the death knocks on the door. 

 

Don’t say anything, let your heart speak, 

In my infinite love for you, take a peek, 

Put your hand on my heart, feel the love, 

When I say your name, feel all of the above. 

 

 

Imaginație 

 

Te-am găsit pe timp de vară, 

La marginea lumii mele devastate. 

Ne-am rătăcit în miez de noapte 

Vrând să ne rupem de realitate. 

 

Ţi-ai plimbat mâna în părul meu 

Spunând că nu mai vrei să pleci, 

M-ai mângâiat când mi-era greu 

Cu ale tale mâini atât de reci.  

 

Ne-am contopit iubirea în inimă 

Vârvea Stelian-Marian 
cls a IX-a, Liceul Teoretic „Lascăr 

Rosetti” Răducăneni 
 



 
 

Și ne-am jurat o veșnicie. 

Soarele și luna ne dau lumină, 

Să ne iubim în poezie. 

 

Noi doi și-o noapte întunecată, 

Să-mi simți iubirea în inima ta, 

Să-mi spui că mă iubeșți ca niciodată 

Și că vei fi  o viață...doar a mea! 

 

 
My dear Iustina, 

 

On such a day I want to confess that for me love is the strongest feel-

ing you ever experience, you feel love and ready, regardless of age, the 

opinion of others, it only matters how you feel. And when you love, you 

love everything, absolutely everything and you don't ask anything in return. 

Love is an infinity of feelings and emotions that you feel in one feeling. 

Love is the purest and most sincere feeling in the world. Where love is the 

strongest, no one and nothing can destroy it. I want to tell you that I love 

your brown eyes, kind and shining like starry nights. I love your innocent 

smile, especially when you laugh because you have a laughter that I would 

listen to endlessly like a song repeated continuously. I love to  tease you, 

talk to you all the possible and impossible things, be able to help you with 

something and you to be able to help me in your turn. I love to sit next to 

you, to smell your skin like the scent of spring, to see you look at the world 

as if you were an ant in a world too big and to feel your hands that are cold 

even though your soul is warm and gentle so that they are in an antithesis. 

You are the mirror of the night but also the light of the sun, you are like 

pure poetry, in a world that is still learning the alphabet. I like to read our 

minds and know what the other person wants without asking.I have to admit 

that every time my cell phone vibrates, I quickly look to see if it's a message 
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from you. I can't help smiling when I see the name in the notifications.  You 

are a wonderful person, beautiful, intelligent, mature but also immature at 

times, funny, sensitive and I hope you will never change. I hope that every 

thought to me will bring you that smile that I adore very much and I know 

that you now smile when you read this letter because I also smile when I 

write these words, you are special, very, very for me.  You influence me for 

the better, and next to you, everyone looks so tiny and your love saved me. 

You know that I don't know how to better express and describe my feelings, 

but when I think of you it's just one word, without using rhyming metaphors 

or lyrics, love is that word. To me that means love, your person. I know you 

don't like this day, the LOvers’day, because in your opinion you don’t need 

a special day to demonstarte your love, you can do it every day, but on this 

occasion I caught courage, a strong courage that gave voice to my soul so 

that I can lay you on this paper all my feelings, everything I feel for you. 

Have a nice day, just like our feelings, so I'm waiting at 2 pm in the park, at 

the town hall to see you and give me an answer. 

With much love, Ovidiu 

 

 
For my dear mother, Alina 

 

I am writing this letter because I want to tell you something I've 

wanted to tell you for a long time. 

I want to start by telling you that I love you enormously. You are an 

amazing person, you are the one who has always been there for me to sup-

port me, to help me, to make me laugh, and to teach me new things. More 

briefly you made me become the best version of myself. And I want to 

thank you! Even if a ”thank you” is too little for all that. 

You are truly a wonderful woman! Without you, I wouldn't be the 

person that I am now. 

You taught me so many things... 
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You taught me how to walk, how to talk, how to write, how to be 

right, how to read, and even how to make good bread. You taught me whats 

respect and so on. I am grateful that I am lucky to have such a good, gentle, 

wise, and skillful mother like you. 

Being here in London made me realize how hard things can be with-

out you. I want you to know that I've started to miss you more and more 

lately. I began sleeping in your pink T-shirt every night. It still has your 

sweet scent on it. I imagine that you are with me, that you hug me, that you 

caress me, calm me down and tell me that everything will be fine ... as you 

used to do before my moving to college in London.  

I feel so lonely in this big, empty apartment. I miss hearing you sing-

ing in the kitchen while baking me something delicious or hearing you tell-

ing me the hottest gossip from your friends. They always made me laugh, 

they made my day better but now things have changed. Every time I miss 

you I recite your favorite lines from the poem ”I miss you, mother” written 

by Grigore Vieru:  

,,Under the stars, the water passes 

With an obvious tear 

I miss your look 

I miss you, mother.” 

I want you to know that I am sorry for every bad thing I did to you 

that made you feel sad. I love you very much and I do not intend to make 

you have bad days. 

I wish I could go back in time to fix every mistake from the past, to 

make the most of every moment spent with you. But unfortunately, I can't. 

I count the days until we can see each other again. When I return to 

Romania on holiday, I will be able to hug you from the bottom of my heart 

and I will have the most beautiful days of my life together with you. Maybe 

we will make pizza with mozzarella or strawberry pudding or maybe pump-

kin pies according to your secret recipe. I've been dreaming about all this 

since I left home. I can’t wait to see you! 

Stay safe!  

                                                    Your daughter, Evelina   

 



 
 

 
My dear lover, 

 

It’s not easy for me to write this letter, it’s not easy to write about you 

and about us, because I'm not used to expressing my feelings in such a way. 

I’m used to trapping myself in a glass box, away from everybody. But I 

decided it was time for me to get out of my comfort zone… 

 

   Why I love you? You once asked … 

I love you because you love me unconditionally, because you are a 

star, a cloud, a flower field, you are everything to me. I love you because 

you remind me of all the happy memories, you make me forget about every-

thing that is sad. I love you because we can spend all weekend doing noth-

ing and it will still be fun. I love you not only for who you are, but for who I 

am when I am with you. I love you because you are unique and bring out 

the best in me. Not too many people know what it is like to love someone 

from the bottom of your heart, unremitting, timeless and total.  

What are you to me? It's another question you asked … 

A bottomless sea, a roofless sky, an endless blue? You are my blue 

pencil, the one I never had enough because I used all of it to color my sky 

and my ocean. You are the first one that I see when I think about the word 

”love”. Who knows where my barefoot soul walks when it meets yours? 

Why do I think of you as my partner, the other half of me? There are too 

many questions to which I do not have a clear answer. 

I wanted to tell you that I feel your joys, but especially the sorrows, 

because I feel you in all people and I see you in all forms of life on earth, in 

birds, in leaves, in flowers, in the sun, but most importantly in the moon. 

When I look up to the sky, I see a piece of you and when I look at the moon, 

I find you there. I always think of you and imagine how you smile and how 

your soul sings and how I know how to listen to it. You are a perfect soul in 

an imperfect body, just like me.  
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Have you ever thought that we could walk past each other on the 

street without paying any attention, just like acquaintances who only met 

once? Because we are too common and too familiar to each other? I like to 

believe that people who are connected by soul don’t recognize themselves 

by their faces but by their touch and the love they have to give to each oth-

er. 

Time passes and I can't stop loving you … 

Be firmly convinced that we will meet again in another reality, 

somewhere, someday, because our souls are connected. Maybe on an un-

known planet, where I will be a flower, and you a lord who will take care of 

me and put me in a glass globe so that the wind wouldn't blow me away. Or 

maybe on the moon … I couldn't tell you exactly. 

 

And to you, my lover, I want you to smile when you read this letter, 

the way I smile now as I am writing these lines to you. 

 

I love you endlessly. 
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