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The Preface

The First Flame

First love isn’t just a chapter; it’s the ink that writes the rest of the book. It is that raw, unpolished ache—the way a name feels heavy on the tongue and the way a glance feels like a revolution. This collection is a walk down those narrow lanes where we left our innocence behind.
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Dedication
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“To the whispers of the wind that carried your name, and to the heart that learned to ache before it learned to speak.”
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The Echo of First Love
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That day, something shifted—I knew not what,

The vibrant world took on colours I’d never sought.

Just the sound of your name, whispered or clear,

Would stir a desert wind in my chest, drawing near.

I knew not the meaning of love, nor its tongue,

You were the first hope to which my sky clung.

Your soft, gentle voice and eyes dark as kohl,

I wished you were the world that anchored my soul.

Perhaps it was stubbornness, or a shadow of grace,

But my heart followed yours at a quiet, steady pace.

Midst all that is lost, that first pull remains strong,

Like the haunting refrain of a lonely road’s song.

The Unfinished Verse

The letters I wrote but never sent,

The many ways my silence went.

You are the ghost in my morning tea,

The piece of soul that fled from me.

If we meet where the horizons bend,

I’ll tell you how a beginning... never found an end.
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That First Infatuation
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I knew not then what love truly meant,

Only that the sky turned blue whenever you were near.

In the gaps between lessons or the school-gate’s rush,

Finding your eyes in the crowd was the only thing clear.

That dried rose hidden within the folds of a book,

And the anonymous letters written with a trembling hand;

The words I could never find the courage to say,

Remain a priceless treasure in my heart's quiet land.

Time may have changed, and the days drifted apart,

Yet that first spark remains untainted and bright.

That sweet, golden sunlight of my very first love,

I cherish it still—like a debt held close through the night.
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You of My Golden Years
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Everything was new back then, every longing so fresh,

The spring breeze played gently with the strands of your hair.

The trill of a bicycle bell would make my heart skip a beat,

As I measured the path to your lane with a restless care.

I didn't quite know then what it meant to be in love,

Only that the world felt empty whenever you were gone.

To fall in love for the first time was to watch the lonely sky,

And carve your name upon my memories, from dusk until dawn.
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An Unknown Shiver
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A flicker of fear, a world of shyness, a thousand questions in mind,

The earth grew warm when for the first time, our hands entwined.

Our words were few, but our eyes spoke a thousand lines,

The colours of my day were painted by your smile's designs.

There is no parallel to first love, no boundary or end,

In the pages of my old album, your vibrant hues still blend. Perhaps I have forgotten the threads of words we used to weave,

But I haven't forgotten the sweet ache you made my heart receive.
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You, Beyond the Window

[image: ]


In the fading light of afternoon,

I’d gaze through the window pane,

Sending my restless heart to your rooftop, again and again.

A single glimpse of you was all I needed to pass the day,

In that first love, sun and clouds played their own hidden way.

"I’ll tell her today," I’d whisper, yet the words remained unsaid,

Now those silent echoes remain a debt, haunting my soul instead.

Do you too, sometimes, remember that familiar corner of the street?

Where the dawn of my first love would rise, bittersweet and neat.
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The Watercolour of First Love
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Does every love find its home?

Some are meant to be memories alone,

My first love still paints its strokes on a heart that is on its own.

That day you walked away, that first taste of salt and tears,

A banquet of melancholy has filled my heart through all these years.

I haven’t forgotten your blue shirt, nor your glasses’ frame,

I haven’t forgotten you—my first love, my heart’s eternal flame.

You’ve vanished into the distance, in a house that isn't mine,

Yet the colours of my first devotion still drip with a glow divine.
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