
CHAPTER 1 
amore 

I see him die. 
Right here in front of  my eyes. 

Five minutes later, he gets up and walks up to the bed. His presence makes the air heavy, making 

each pigment in my body swell. He doesn’t say a word. He doesn’t need to say a word. Just seeing 

him is pure ecstasy. Loud noises from outside enter my ears the way the gold of  sunlight tears 

through the white clouds. But it doesn’t matter. He is my stillness in this world of  chaos. I see 

him sleep all through the night, his face mature yet innocent, his features sharp enough to cut 

me in half  yet beautiful enough to take my breath away. He is untouchable as the stars but that 

doesn’t stop me from wishing.  

He reminds me of  him. He, who drew memories in my mind I could never erase. He, who 

painted colours in my heart I could never replace. He, who is long gone now. The next morning, 

he wakes up, and heads downstairs. He soon comes back with some fruits and berries, which he 

devours, staring blankly outside at the pastel sky. The juice trickles down his lips, which are dry 

like the earth.  He moves away and settles on the bed, revealing a small vial from his pocket. He 

stares at it intently for an hour after putting it inside his pocket again. He gets up and shuffles up 

and down the room, his excitement readable. And then it happens. His eyes lock into mine and my 

reality crumbles under the weight of  sadness in his eyes, which are the deepest shade of  the 

richest earth. Even then, his eyes shine with the love from within, the same love that spreads 

throughout the black expanse of  this lonely universe. They say that souls don’t speak. Yet today, 

ours spoke fluently. 

The moon changed its faces and the trees wore a million dresses. The earth rejoiced with the 

warmth of  the Sun and the Snow kissed the peaks of  the mountains. But the universe remained 

alone. Eternally alone. I cannot fathom why that is. Even the shimmering stars fail to give light to 

this gray universe. I have spent the past twenty-nine years thinking about him. He never makes 

sense. But neither does love. I ache to tell him this but my heart doesn’t let me. It beats, it breaks, it 

loves, it aches. For him. Only him.I see him work tirelessly each day, I see hopelessness, and 

sometimes I see hope. But one thing I always see. Love. For me or for the greater good, I don’t 

know. I will never know. 

 


