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Chapter I – Falling In Love
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Poems 1-50

#1 – First Glance

We met between the aisle of everyday,

An ordinary errand, softened light.

Then suddenly the noise fell far away,

And time leaned in to witness something bright.

Your eyes, a question wrapped in midnight blue,

Unlocked a door I never knew I kept.

That single look rewrote my point of view,

And every caution folded in and slept.

I carried on, but secretly I knew—

A first glance can become a living flame.

Its echo hums in everything I do,

A quiet vow that whispers out your name.

#2 – The Spark

It wasn’t thunder, only steady rain,

The kind that taps on windows, soft and kind.

Yet in that hush a flicker cut the plain,

A sudden pulse igniting heart and mind.

You spoke, and all the lanterns woke inside;

A smile of yours made shadows recombine.

No grand design, just feeling magnified—

A spark that chose my restless soul as shrine.

It glows in every glance, in every breath,

A secret ember tucked beneath my skin.

Whatever storms arrive, whatever death,

That first small light keeps radiant within.

#3 – Butterflies in the Chest

The body has its own electric song,

A fluttering that rattles bone and lace.

You laugh, and every octave pulls along

A swarm of wings that cannot find their place.

They gather when you enter any room,

They riot when your fingers brush the air.

A thousand secrets blossom into bloom,

And suddenly the night forgets despair.

I try to breathe, to speak, to play it cool,

But butterflies keep writing other plans.

They prove the heart is rarely ever fool—

It knows who stirs the flight inside our hands.

#4 – A Stranger’s Smile

We did not know each other, not a word,

Just strangers framed by subway glass and rain.

Yet when you smiled, the city lights all stirred,

And something gentle loosened from my chain.

It felt like finding home mid-crowded street,

Like hearing childhood lullabies anew.

A stranger’s smile made every spine feel sweet,

And taught me that the world still shimmers true.

Perhaps it meant nothing past that short embrace,

A moment’s warmth, a kindness, passing through.

But all day long I carried that small grace—

Proof love can strike before we know with who.

#5 – The Sound of Their Laughter

Your laughter starts in ripples, quiet, low,

Then lifts like birds released from winter trees.

It arcs through rooms until the rafters glow,

And even grief remembers how to breathe.

I chase it like a child through summer yards,

Collect it like a treasure in my hands.

Each time it rings, it mends a dozen shards,

And leaves contentment blooming where it lands.

I didn’t know a sound could feel like light,

Could steady me the way a harbor does.

But when you laugh, the world is tuned just right—

A chorus telling me what love now was.

#6 – Accidentally Brushing Hands

We reached for sugar packets, touch and go,

A slip of fingers grazing in the line.

No lightning struck, yet still the air said “Oh,”

As if the sky had paused to realign.

That simple contact lingered, soft and brave,

A current braided under skin and sleeve.

It traced a map that I kept trying to save,

A blueprint of a future I believe.

We both pretended nothing had occurred,

Yet neither found the words to shake it loose.

One brush of hands, and everything inferred—

A tender hint that love had slipped its noose.

#7 – Midnight Texts

When midnight leans against the weary walls,

Most voices fade, but yours grows bright and near.

Our screens become cathedral-hearing halls,

Where whispered lines outrun the need for fear.

We send each other comets, jokes, and sighs,

Confessions wrapped in emojis and stars.

The world asleep, but we keep open skies,

Two insomniac hearts aligned like cars.

By dawn, I know the routes your dreams pursue,

The hopes you leave beneath the pillow’s seams.

Midnight texts have taught me something true:

Love blooms with backlit thumbs and shared extremes.

#8 – Learning Their Favorite Song

I play it on repeat, a pilgrim hymn,

Trace chord by chord the map that shaped your youth.

Each lyric is a window, never dim,

That lets me see the marrow of your truth.

I hum it when we’re driving, when we cook,

I learn the bridge, the harmony, the breaks.

In every note I find another look

At why your laughter ripples when it shakes.

One day I’ll play it back with steady hands,

Surprise you with the melody reborn.

To know your song is loving where you stand—

A soundtrack stitched in gold for hearts unworn.

#9 – Heart Racing at Their Name

Someone says “you,” and suddenly the room

Becomes a drum that cannot keep its beat.

Your name turns oxygen to wild perfume,

And every thought is running on bare feet.

It’s just two syllables, a modest sound,

Yet even whispered, it rethreads my spine.

I hear it, and the cosmos spins around,

As if the stars received a secret sign.

I practice calm, but pulse betrays the plan—

An anthem thrumming loud behind my ribs.

Your name reminds my heart of all it can,

And leaves me living wholly in its dribs.

#10 – Falling Without Realizing

It wasn’t planned; no timeline, no decree.

One day I woke and everything was new.

The coffee tasted brighter, streets were free,

And every song was quietly of you.

I tried to trace the moment it began—

Perhaps a Tuesday, rain along the curb.

But love had settled softly, hand in hand,

Content to stay unnamed, yet undisturbed.

So here I am, mid-fall, no parachute,

No need for one when landing feels like flight.

To fall without realizing is the root

Of every love that blossoms overnight.

#11 – The First Date

We rehearsed questions, outfits, perfect lines,

Then let the evening take its own design.

The candles wavered, laughter twined with wines,

And timid hopes learned how to realign.

Your stories spilled like lanterns down a hill,

Mine followed, soft, delighted to be heard.

By dessert, the world had settled still—

Two strangers stitching futures word by word.

The first date ends, but something else begins:

A compass swinging always back to you.

We parted ways with secretly wide grins,

Aware a simple night had split in two.

#12 – When Eyes Meet Across a Room

The crowd performs its symphony of noise,

Yet all I hear is how your gaze returns.

Across the room, away from clatter’s poise,

A silent story sparks and quickly burns.

We speak in glances, paragraphs of light,

Our conversation faster than a breath.

No need for words; the moment feels too bright,

A private current humming underneath.

When eyes can cross a distance, unafraid,

The room becomes a map of only two.

Whatever else the evening had displayed,

I’ll always cherish catching sight of you.

#13 – A Shared Umbrella

Rain declared its sovereignty at noon,

The streets became a watercolor sea.

You tilted half your sky toward me soon,

And suddenly the storm turned rosary.

We pressed together, laughing at the wind,

Our shoulders brushing under borrowed roof.

The thunder tried to interrupt, chagrined,

But warmth and raindrops kept us under proof.

By time the clouds surrendered, we had learned

How weather bonds can fasten hearts with thread.

A shared umbrella left the corners turned—

A simple shelter where our feelings spread.

#14 – The Scent That Lingers

You left before the morning fully woke,

Yet traces clung to pillows, books, and air.

A trail of cedar, citrus, whispered smoke—

A clue that love had quietly been there.

I breathed it in like letters from your skin,

A lingering that held the day in place.

The scent became a secret violin

Accompanying the memory of your face.

By dusk it faded, but my heart still knew

The signature of closeness, soft and true.

Each time you go, the room composes new

Reminders that I carry home of you.

#15 – The First “Good Morning” Message

Before the sun could muster up its rays,

My screen lit up with gentle typing glow.

Three simple words began the waking phase:

“Good morning, you”—a kindness soft and low.

It wasn’t love, not yet, but how it warmed

The fragile bridge between the night and day.

A quiet note, yet everything transformed;

The ordinary dawn learned how to sway.

Since then, each sunrise feels like second part

Of that first greeting, tender, unadorned.

A morning text can steady every heart—

Proof someone thinks of you before the world.

#16 – Stolen Glances

We orbit conversations, patient, calm,

Yet somewhere in the chatter sparks still fly.

A stolen glance slips past the social balm

And plants a secret orchard in the eye.

We both pretend those moments never bloomed,

Return to jokes, to sipping tea and light.

But later, in the quiet of my room,

I replay every flash of borrowed sight.

Stolen glances may be brief and thin,

But they can anchor whole new galaxies.

I’ll treasure every glimpse that let me in—

A silent admission in a crowded breeze.

#17 – Nervous Excitement

My heartbeat ties its laces in a knot,

My palms rehearse a thousand clumsy tales.

The future feels both everything and not,

A roller coaster built of whispered scales.

You’re near, and suddenly the air is fresh,

The world grows bright around the edges’ seam.

Anticipation shimmers through my flesh,

A pulse that makes the ordinary gleam.

I love the chaos of this sweet unrest—

A dizzy spell that proves desire is true.

Nervous excitement thrums within my chest,

A joyful tremor born of finding you.

#18 – A Spark That Feels Eternal

Some sparks just flare then vanish into ash,

But ours kept glowing even after dark.

It stayed within, surviving every clash,

A steady ember claiming it’s the mark.

We talked for hours, never losing steam,

Discovered echoes ringing in our cores.

That spark refused to be an evening dream—

It asked for years, for cities, open doors.

So here we are, still following its light,

A flame unbothered by the wind of doubt.

A spark that feels eternal in its might

Is love announcing it will not burn out.

#19 – When Friendship Turns Into More

It wasn’t sudden; seasons took their time.

We shared the jokes, the late-night coffee runs.

But somewhere laughter learned a different rhyme,

And comfort found a rhythm all its own.

Your hand lingered a moment longer there,

A silence deepened when our stories crossed.

We tried to label it as unaware,

Yet every day the line got softly lost.

When friendship turns to more, it keeps its roots—

The trust, the ease, the knowing of the past.

It blossoms into something bearing fruits,

A love that’s built to weather, built to last.

#20 – Feeling Seen

You watched me without judgment, calm and real,

Noting every quirk as if it were the sky.

No performance, no requirement to heal—

Just presence, warm as tea and lullaby.

For years I’d hidden mirrors, dimmed my shine,

Afraid my truths would scatter light too far.

But in your gaze, the shadows all resigned,

And self-discovery became our star.

Feeling seen is being held by light,

Allowed to grow without apology.

In you I found reflection firm and bright—

A witness to the best of what I’ll be.

#21 – Love at First Sight

It wasn’t thunder shaking sky or street,

No prophecy unfurled across the dome.

Just one brief look that made my pulse repeat,

And right away, my heart announced, “We’re home.”

I didn’t know your history or name,

Only the way your presence bent the light.

Yet every doubt surrendered to the flame

That rose the second we first met that night.

If love can strike before a word is said,

Then let the skeptics argue what they please.

I stood there, rooted, dazzled, fearless, led—

A living witness to love’s swiftest breeze.

#22 – The Rhythm of Their Voice

Some voices soothe like rivers in the spring,

Some spark like brass, some settle like a drum.

Yours weaves between them all, a lilting ring

That tells my restless spirit to succumb.

You talk, and windows open in my chest;

Each syllable keeps perfect colored time.

Your cadence makes the complicated rest,

Turns heavy news to manageable rhyme.

I crave the rhythm even in your hush,

The way you pause before a tender thought.

Within your voice, I find a gentle rush—

A metronome of comfort finely wrought.

#23 – First Inside Joke

It started with a mispronounced café,

A shared eye roll at signage gone astray.

We smirked, we mimed, we filed it all away—

A spark no one but us could quite portray.

Now one small word can send us into flight,

A reference hidden mid polite exchange.

We bite our lips to keep the laughter light,

While knowing we’ve discovered something strange.

That first inside joke became a secret key,

Unlocking rooms for just our two-person crew.

A silly note, yet deep as any sea—

Proof love begins with language meant for two.

#24 – The First Compliment That Mattered

I’d heard kind words before—polite, routine,

But nothing lingered longer than a day.

Then you remarked on something deep between,

A strength I’d hidden, fearing it would fray.

You named the quiet courage in my stance,

The way I listen even when I ache.

It felt like moonlight caught inside a glance,

A validation no applause could fake.

Since then, when doubts assemble in a ring,

I call to mind the truth you chose to see.

The first real compliment can change a spring—

It waters what the heart was meant to be.

#25 – Touching Their Hand for the First Time

We reached across the table for the pen,

Our fingers grazed, and everything stood still.

No fireworks, yet somehow even then

A tether formed, invisible yet real.
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