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I could never write when I was happy. In moments of joy, words seem to float in the air like dreams. I have always poured my pain onto paper, and perhaps fate prepared our short-lived story for exactly this reason. When you want to survive, when you want to somehow fill an aching void, you cling to memories.

✍️
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I was afraid of the dawn, for I did not know where life would carry me—tossing me about like an autumn leaf. What test would it lay before me? I was weary of the loneliness and of being just another soul in a directionless crowd. A biting autumn wind blew, swirling my thoughts like fallen leaves. In times like these, you long for a person to whom you can reveal every corner of your heart—someone to knock on the door, end your solitude, and warm your frozen soul...
He appeared just then... when I thought the stormy days of my life had passed and only monotonous years remained to be lived. The gray days were dragging on, but suddenly, he brought color to my life, as if the sun had broken through after the rain.

It was an ordinary November morning. The streets were carpeted with colorful leaves. It was rush hour in the city, filled with a deafening noise. People walked by with faces already weary from the start of the day. I had returned early from the village that morning and was almost running down a familiar street toward work. Little did I know that a new chapter of my life was beginning. I quickly bypassed a car parked on the road. The car soon caught up with me, and I heard his voice:

— Do you want a ride? I’m heading the same way.

He turned out to be one of my Facebook friends. I was confused for a moment, but the serenity on his face and the warmth in his voice and eyes felt as if he had read through my years of silence. It was then that I first realized tranquility could be brought by a person's gaze alone. I got in. I never could have imagined that this morning and this car would be the start of a new path—one that would turn my life from a final period into a page full of questions.

A few days later, the car stopped again. Now I knew it wasn't just a coincidence. The man, in whose eyes a strange blend of stillness and curiosity lingered, was stopping for me intentionally.

— Do you want a ride? — he asked, in that same voice, now slightly warmer, like 

that of someone close.
I agreed.
He seemed very calm and remained silent, but this silence didn't create discomfort; on the contrary, I liked it. He didn't ask much, nor did he try to impress me; it was as if he was simply happy just being by my side. A few days later, he messaged me on Facebook:

— I like you very much. If your heart is free, I’d like to get to know you better... from the very beginning, slowly...

I paused. My heart raced, just like it does when the very first surprise takes shape in your mind. He wrote with sincere words that held no force, no games—only a chance... to start something beautiful. So, I took a leap. I accepted life's offer, shed the thoughts of the past like a heavy burden, and set off on the path with lightness and hope. I accepted the reality that life presented to me. I didn't try to explain anything. I thought that I, was bringing springtime to him too...
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✨

We began meeting within the rhythm of ordinary daily life and routine conversations, yet something was always hidden within them—an anticipation. His messages were always cautious, as if he were counting his steps. He was in no hurry. It was as if he held a sacred reverence for love—a blend of expectation, feeling, fear, and hope. He didn't speak much; his words had to be read in his eyes. He acted as though his hand were constantly resting upon my wrist.

Time passed. Slowly, without second-guessing, I grew accustomed to his presence. Where I once felt flustered, I now reached out to touch him, as if seeking the serenity reflected on his face within his very soul. One evening, we were sitting in the car, talking normally. I was turned toward him, sitting very close. Suddenly, he found my lips, as if yielding to a silent challenge. He was so calm and sincere. We said nothing. It felt as if that kiss spoke everything he couldn't find the words for. It was a vow, a confession, a fire... the air around us seemed to vanish. I realized—he had become a part of me.

I no longer needed to overthink how to start a conversation with him; the words came naturally. He even nicknamed me "Chatterbox" because of it. I would look at him and feel that I was home—with myself, with my man. Being by his side was no longer just a meeting; it was a homecoming. He treated me as if I were the continuation of his soul's song... as if my feelings interested him more than his own. I was in no rush for anything. I wasn't afraid of his gaze, his touch, or his silence... He was there for me—with his entire being—and I felt that in his hands, my body turned not into an object, but into trust.

He became my sanctuary from all pain, disappointment, and weariness...

Love has its own time—an eternity built of minutes. It begins as gently as a breeze touching a leaf, returning us to a place where we lose ourselves in someone else's eyes. I often thought love was the destination, but it turned out to be the path. A path where every joy and every pain teaches us what books never could. Love is a story about a light that can blind you, yet leaves you longing to look toward the sun once more. It is remembering and forgetting, silence and noise all at once—finding yourself within the love of another.

What I felt was not just, banally, 'love.' It was a feeling—a storm that rose unexpectedly, leaving me staring in bewilderment. I felt as if I were standing at the edge of the world, jumping into the abyss with him, but instead of falling, we were flying. Everything turned into music—breath, laughter, silence. It was as if the world's greatest orchestra was playing for us, and we were the leading notes. I knew that from here, only two paths remained... and I left the choice to fate.

One winter evening, he told me it was time to meet his mother. I was afraid; it meant entering his world on a completely different level.

— Are you planning to back down? — he asked.

— No, it’s just... maybe we should choose a more suitable time.

— I’ll wait for you outside your house for ten minutes. If you don’t come out by then, I’m leaving, and it’s all over.

I followed him, literally carrying my heart in my hands. He opened the door, and we were greeted by the kind of warmth that only mothers can create.

— Look, I’ve brought her!

His mother was sitting on the sofa, watching TV and knitting. She stood up when she saw us, looking a bit confused at first, but then she hugged me so warmly that all my fear and coldness vanished. My relationship with his mother continued with that same warmth and respect, and she left me with far more love than seemed possible in such a short time.

His past always occupied my thoughts. I knew entering his life wouldn't be easy due to objective circumstances, yet I accepted and embraced him along with his past. I thought we would handle it together. When I shared my fears with him, he told me it didn't matter—that I would be by his side, wherever he was. Little did I know that a blow can come from where you least expect it, leaving you completely vulnerable. For now, however, everything still felt like a beautiful dream...

✨

That winter night still lives in my memory like a fairy tale—untouched, white, and magical. We were coming from his mother’s anniversary; he was walking me home. It was already late; the city was asleep, and a rare tranquility had taken hold, with only the streetlights standing guard. Neither the roar of cars nor the footsteps of passersby disturbed this idyll.
It was snowing heavily. The snowflakes dancing in the air shimmered like gold under the glow of the night lights, making me feel as though reality had been left far behind and we had stepped into the pages of a storybook. Throughout the city, there was such a beautiful, pure silence of snow that even the sound of our breathing felt like music.

Neither of us was dressed warmly, but we didn't feel the cold at all. We were warmed by our closeness, by that unspoken feeling that protected us from the frost better than any clothing ever could. We walked slowly, as if sparing every step, desperate for those moments not to end. In my heart, I prayed for this path to be infinite, for that night never to turn into dawn...

... But time flies like a second when you are happy. And in life, everything is subject to change.

I will never forget the village fairytale either... The morning was bright, and the fresh air was laced with the scent of Easter egg dye and the aroma of cottage cheese mixed with parsley. He opened the car door with a faint, quiet smile—the kind of smile in which I still found peace back then. We were heading to the village to visit his uncle. Along the way, we silently watched the fields stretching out from the window, seemingly endless. He told me about his past, with such warmth and nostalgia. The visit was heartwarming—filled with a spread of food, laughter, and village talk. What I remember most is walking to the village spring in the dead of night... He cherished his memories, telling me about every house, every spring, every street, and every person, and I felt warmed by his
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