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for the one who doesn’t know

how many poems he planted

just by being light




After grief,

hurt,

loss,

screaming,

break ups

and

crying.

It is nice to finally

write only about love.

I started looking up.

And the whole world was a love poem

I was finally ready to read.

And there you were,

laughing,

smiling at me

like the world had never been cruel.

And something inside me

lingered,

not quite a thought,

not quite a feeling,

just a quiet ache

wrapped in wonder.

Like maybe this moment

was meant to mean more.

Like maybe

a part of me

had been waiting

for that smile

all along.

Never thought someone

could be this close

without being right beside me.

Just by heart.

Just by this tiny feeling

in my stomach,

the flutter,

the ache,

the quiet warmth

that says:

they see me.

No touch,

no words,

just presence,

just a soft knowing.

And somehow,

that was closer

than anyone had ever been.

I didn’t know it could be like this,

so gentle,

so slow,

and yet so close

all at once.

Like time took a breath.

Like the world stopped spinning

just long enough

for me to notice

how soft love can feel

when it’s not rushing to be anything.

Like fall finally came to stop,

leaves no longer falling,

just resting,

just being,

just golden.

And for the first time,

so was I.

There is this feeling in my stomach,

soft, unexpected,

like a whisper I forgot how to hear.

I never thought it would come back,

this quiet flutter,

this warmth rising like light

through a window I thought was shut for good.

It’s not loud.

It doesn’t scream.

It simply lives,

gentle and real,

reminding me

that maybe hope

was just waiting

to feel safe again.

And I catch myself,

humming little love songs

I used to skip,

smiling at strangers

lost in each other’s eyes,

and thinking about you

in the quietest corners of my day.

In the steam of my morning coffee,

in the sound of shoes on rainy streets,

in the pause between sentences,

you linger.

Not loudly,

not painfully,

just there.

Like a soft echo,

a gentle breeze,

a maybe.

The rain was pouring,

loud and endless,

like all the sadness I used to carry.

But somehow,

everything I ever hated

washed away in that moment.

Because here,

with you

and your eyes

soft as moss after the storm,

there was only warmth.

Only the steady rhythm

of your breath beside mine,

only the stillness

of a heart finally at peace.

And even the ocean,

wild and restless like me,

seemed quiet

for once.

You bring out the lover girl in me,

the one who writes names in the margins,

who dreams in soft pastels,

who waits for messages

just to smile at the screen.

The one who always hoped

to be chosen first,

to be held like something precious,

not convenient.

You brought her back,

not with grand gestures,

but with consistency,

with showing up,

with seeing me.

You made her a priority,

not a placeholder.

And for the first time,

she feels safe enough

to stay.

The ocean feels so soft

a hush against my skin,

yet wild

like it knows every storm I’ve swallowed.

And in the rhythm of its waves,

my heart begins to write

all these love letters

I never knew I had in me.

Salt-stained confessions,

tides of tenderness,

each one crashing gently

into the shores of someone

I’m finally ready to love.

Feelings are scary

because you make them feel safe.

You feel like warmth

on skin that’s known only cold,

like a laugh I didn’t know

was still hiding in my chest.

And maybe that’s why I’m scared,

because things this good

sometimes don’t stay.

Because people like you

feel like dreams

that mornings forget.

But still,

I keep waking up

hoping you’ll still be here.

Your hand on my thigh when we drive,

and the world fades into the blur of passing trees.

Music you love plays,

but every lyric feels like a line you wrote

just to touch my heart.

And maybe you didn’t write the song,

but you wrote yourself into me,

into every verse I’ve penned

since the day your eyes found mine.

It’s in the quiet hum between us,

the way my body leans into yours without thinking,

the way I find you in everything,

as if loving you was always meant

to be the rhythm behind my words.

You said my name,

softly,

like it belonged beside the word home.

And suddenly,

the frost that lived in my chest for years

began to melt,

dripping into warmth I had forgotten existed.

Me.

Your home.

Not a stopover,

not a maybe.

A place.

A heart.

A name you chose

to return to.

And in that moment,

the winters I survived made sense,

they were only preparing me

for the spring in your voice.

My inner child looked at you

with wide eyes and trembling hands

and for the first time,

she didn’t hide.

You spoke,

and she listened.

You stayed,

and she believed.

You laughed at the things she loved,

not to mock her,

but because you meant it.

Because you saw her

in the way no one ever did.

And all I could think was:

where were you

when I needed someone

to hold her hand

when the world felt too loud?

Where were you

when she built walls

because no one stayed long enough

to see her softness?

But maybe,

just maybe,

you were always on your way.

And now that you’re here,

she finally knows

what it feels like

to be safe

You said you liked my heart,

not just the beat of it,

but the way it bends

toward sunlit things,

the way it grows

wildflowers in every crack

life ever left behind.

And for the first time,

I didn’t flinch.

I believed you.

Believed you saw the bloom

not just the breaks,

the softness

not just the scars.

And maybe that’s the rarest kind of love,

the kind that doesn’t ask you

to close your chest like a door,

but opens it gently

and plants something

beautiful.

I look at you,

you say I got you,

and every single time

I can’t help but smile.

Because you don’t just say it,

you mean it.

You got me,

really got me.

Every scar, every laugh,

every hidden part of me

I thought no one would ever hold.

And somehow,

falling in love was never easier.

Like breathing.

Like sunlight.

Like I was always meant

to end up right here,

with you.

Life with you doesn’t feel like a storm,

doesn’t feel like a heavy cloud.

It feels like light,

gentle, steady, golden.

A warmth that doesn’t burn,

but softens every corner of me,

teaching me that love

can be safe.

And I feel myself changing,

unfolding,

becoming more than I ever was.

A sunflower,

turning without fear,

tilting toward the glow

that feels like home.

Because you are light.

Not fleeting,

not harsh,

but constant.

And with you,

I finally know

how it feels to bloom.

Waking up next to you

feels safe,

feels warm,

feels real in a way

I never thought love could be.

Your arms around me,

steady, unshaken,

and for the first time

I don’t feel like I’m waiting

for the ground to give way.

Finally fine.

Finally home.

Finally me,

right here with you.

I just want to build a home

with someone who doesn’t flinch

when the sunflowers don’t turn to the sun.

Someone who stays

even when the light feels far away,

who doesn’t love me only

for my blooming,

but for my roots,

my soil,

my quiet seasons too.

A home where love doesn’t waver,

where even in the shadows

I am still enough.

Everything life put me through

was shaping me quietly,

every crack, every fall, every start again,

so I could be ready for you.

Ready to be loved by you,

to stand steady in your arms,

to build a life not from fear

but from all the strength I found

on my way to you.

The kettle whistled and I didn't move.

I let it sing the way

I let myself sing in the shower now,

the way I let the morning take its time.

I didn’t know what love really was,

not the kind from stories,

not the kind I tried to hold before.

But then there was you.

With everything you are,

with everything I’ve learned about you,

with every small and quiet moment

that feels like home,

I think it’s you.

You are love.

Not the idea of it,

but the living, breathing proof.

The little sunflower on my desk,

you placed it there,

quietly,

like a secret only we shared.

It knows me so well,

knows how I feel

without a word,

knows all my yellows,

the soft ones,

the bright ones,

even the ones I hide

on cloudy days.

It stands there,

a small piece of you

still looking at me,

still turning toward the light.

You are my sunflower,

bright without trying,

steady without asking,

always turning toward the light

and somehow becoming it.

Even on my darkest days,

you stand tall,

softly reminding me

how to bloom again.

You are my sunflower,

my warmth,

my color,

my quiet proof

that love can grow anywhere.

The roots, the stem, the leaves, the petals,

our love felt like a sunflower blooming.

Deep roots anchoring us,

a strong stem holding us upright,

leaves reaching out,

petals opening to the sun.

It was steady, golden, alive,

a love that grew taller each day,

turning always toward the light,

never afraid to bloom.

Life led me to you,

the sweetest symphony to ever exist.

Every note, every pause,

felt like it was written just for us.

You are light,

soft, golden, steady.

The proof that love can grow

in the quietest places,

where once there was only silence.

You are the gentle song

my heart was always humming toward,

even before it knew your name.

Sometimes you just know

when it’s your person,

when everything feels easier,

softer,

lighter.

When life suddenly feels fun,

like laughter comes quicker

and worries fade faster.

When forever doesn’t sound scary anymore,

just natural.

Just right.

Just you and them,

exactly where you’re meant to be.

A stranger held the door.

A barista remembered my drink.

A man on the train gave up his seat

to no one in particular, just because.

The world has been soft with me lately.

I hope you find someone

who feels fun to be with,

someone who makes time disappear,

who makes the air lighter,

who makes you laugh

until your chest hurts.

Someone who turns ordinary days

into little adventures,

who makes peace feel easy

and love feel simple.

I hope you find someone

who reminds you

that joy can be home, too.

With you,

the poems are different,

softer at the edges,

brighter in the middle,

written not from ache

but from the gentle warmth

of being understood.

With you,

my words don’t bleed,

they bloom

I was waiting so patiently

for the sunflowers to bloom again,

counting the days,

checking the fields,

hoping for yellow

in all that grey.

The field was dead,

quiet,

sad,

a reminder that seasons end,

that beauty sometimes sleeps.

But then there was this glow,

soft and steady,

warm in a way the sun could never pretend to be.

My own sunflower.

The one that blooms every day,

even when the world doesn’t.

And suddenly,

I wasn’t waiting anymore.

I was blooming too.

My hands smell like rosemary.

My back aches.

I have flour on my forehead

and a song stuck between my ribs.

This is a Tuesday.

This is just a Tuesday.

And then
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