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"Love is the ink

that writes everlasting stories”




Whispers of an Unfinished Love
Ea <
1 Part

. The trees whispered ancient secrets, and the wind carried the scent of rain soaked earth. A ‘ g
~ these rolling hills, two young souls unknowingly began writing a love story that would remain
~ unfinished, yet eternal.

He was a boy who kept to himself, his world wrapped in silence and solitude. He was not shy, |

" could stop time. His heart, however, was unguarded, beating fiercely for one person. She
. everything he wasn’t. She moved through life like a song, her laughter rippling through the
" like a melody. Bright-eyed and warm-hearted, she was adored by everyone, the sun around w
their small world seemed to orbit.

exfpct, there was a connection that simmered beneath the surface — something unspoken
palpable. He admired her from afar, quietly enchanted by the way she carried herself, by the
she could fill a room with joy. She noticed him too, though in a different way — perh
intrigued by his mystery, the quietude in his demeanor, the way he seemed content in
solitude.

. ring school days, there were stolen glances across classrooms and subtle exchanges of
““In-the hallways. They would share brief conversations, but never too many words, always stopping
T" short of anything too revealing. They both knew something was there, but they were young, a
'/! neither of them dared to confront it directly. Instead, they let the unspoken tension betwee
- them grow into something tender yet unacknowledged. :

_ Time passed like a river, carrying them towards the inevitable end of their school ye"'
k _Graduation came and with it, the finality of something unfulfilled. He was leaving, off to chase -

his dreams, to wander and explore the world with his camera, to capture fleeting momen ]
build a life out of his passion for photography. She, on the other hand, stayed behind, tied to her =
roots, walking a different path — one shaped by familial expectations and tradition. They par
without so much as a declaration of what might have been.
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f { The years rolled by. He became a traveler, his life a journey across landscapes and cultures.
_camera was his companion, and through its lens, he saw beauty everywhere — yet something v
always missing. He traveled far and wide, yet no matter where he went, memories of her sta
close, like an ache that would never fully fade. Every face he photographed, every sun ,*
' captured, reminded him of her — the girl who had never really left his heart. -
Meanwhile, she had built a life of her own. She married, as was expected, and though her hh \
~ outwardly happy and filled with the comforts of family and stability, there was a quiet cor
her heart where his memory lived. Sometimes, she would find herself thinking of him —
quiet moments, when the world was still. She would recall the way he looked at her, the weight
- all the things they never said. She never spoke of it, not even to herself, but it was there, ling
- just beneath the surface of her life.
g

Then one day, as if the universe had conspired to bring them together once more, an invita
amed — a reunion of their school batch. It had been over two decades since they had last

other, and she was unsure about attending. Memories of the past tugged at her heart,
curiosity won out in the end. What had become of him, she wondered. Did he still remembe * _
the way she remembered him? '

. -_'H.,

" He, too, received the invitation. When he read the words, his heart stirred in a way it had L
years. He was filled with both excitement and trepidation. What would he say to her after al
time? Would she even care to see him? Would she be the same person he had carried in h

these years? o~
-

1" The day of the reunion arrived, and the town seemed much smaller to them both. He wa

J through the familiar streets, memories flooding him at every turn. The school looked the s

- though time had worn it down in subtle ways. As he stood in the entrance, waiting, he felt

weight of the years pressing down on him. Then, suddenly, there she was — standing across th

a courtyard, just as he had always remembered her, and yet so different. The same smile, the

| —warmth in her eyes, but now with a maturity that only time can bring.

Their eyes met, and in that moment, it was as if time folded in on itself. Two decades of sileng
— and separation vanished. She walked towards him, her heart pounding in her chest. They gree

ach other with a smile, both unsure of what to say. The awkwardness of the moment was soften

the familiarity they had shared in their youth.

- Maara S -
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She Says...
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She says she knows no poetry,

Oh dear Lord!

She says she knows no art in words.
She says she knows no of,
Entangling of all the magical words.
But Lord! She says my eyes are cinnamon,
And says eyes have something else,
And says that | only noticed,

The coffee brown inside which lays.
She stares at those cinnamon eyes,
And says they make her drunk.

She says I'm a piece of art,

When | smile at her, oh wow!

She says she knows no poetry,

But oh Lord! look what she speaks,
Not a man could ever describe,

The cinnamon in my eyes nor they seeked.
She says she speaks no poetry,

But oh Lord! Look what she speaks,
She carries a soul of poetic wonder,
And my drunken heart is addicted,
To write about her with no control.

.
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It's the love that melts the heart @
A treasure trove of memories to last a lifetime,
wouldn’t you agree?

Unlock the gates and let the rivers of love flow freely.

Share your romantic moments with us e
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