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  Preface






A Tale from “The Lost Verses of Love”




“Love does not fade - it simply waits to be remembered”




Love—pure and untainted—exists not merely in the moment of its birth but in every breath and whisper that follows through eternity. It lingers in places touched by fleeting glances, in moments where two hearts beat as one beneath the amber hues of a setting sun. These places become sacred, their stories immortal, resonating softly for those who dare to listen.

In a quiet village, there lies such a place by the riverbank. On nights when the moon shines full, its silvery glow dances upon the gentle ripples, illuminating the rocks and trees as though the heavens themselves have blessed the land. The villagers speak of a pair of lovers whose spirits visit this riverside. Eryx and Kiran, bound by fate and parted by tragedy, find each other here in the afterlife. Those who walk near the river on such nights swear they have seen the two figures—a young man and woman, hands intertwined, their faces lit with serene joy as if no pain had ever marred their existence.

But their story, like all tales of true love, was not without sorrow. It began with innocence—the quiet smile of a shy boy and the curious gaze of a girl new to his world. Their love blossomed under the watchful stars, secret and sacred, shielded from the harshness of reality. Yet destiny, ever merciless, had other plans.

This is their story. It speaks of sunsets that carried unspoken promises, of a river that bore witness to stolen moments, and of a bond so profound that not even death could sever it. It is a tale of courage, sacrifice, and a love that transcends the boundaries of life and death—a reminder that sometimes, even in the deepest grief, there is beauty.

Listen now to their tale. Perhaps, one day, you too may walk by the riverside and hear their laughter echoing in the wind.
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“She’s the most beautiful girl in the universe… and she’s here with me.”




Some stories aren’t told—they’re remembered by the soul.

Long ago, in a place untouched by the chaos of the world, a love bloomed quietly—so delicately that time itself dared not disturb it. It did not erupt in grand gestures or proclamations; it began with a glance, a shy smile, a brush of fingers near a riverbank that knew more secrets than any living soul.

The village was small, nestled between the arms of gentle hills and cradled by a river that gleamed silver beneath the moonlight. Life was simple here. The days passed with the sound of water flowing, wind rustling through ancient trees, and laughter echoing from stone-paved paths. Yet, beneath this simplicity, something profound once stirred—something that would be forgotten by time but never by love.

His name was Eryx—a boy with quiet eyes, who spoke more with silence than with words. A soul too tender for the world, often lost in thoughts no one could reach. And then came Kiran—a spark in the dark, with laughter that softened even the harshest hearts. She arrived like spring after a long winter, unexpected and full of life. They found each other not by force or fate’s command, but through gentle moments strung together like the verses of an old forgotten song.

But this isn’t just a love story.

This is a chronicle of stolen moments, of emotions too large to be contained by time, of choices that weighed heavier than they should. It is about love that dared to exist in a world too fragile for its intensity. They loved in the quiet places—beneath trees that bloomed only for them, by waters that mirrored their longing, in shadows where no one could find them. And they loved deeply, with all the desperation of knowing that the world may never understand.

And then, as all tales written in stars often do, tragedy came—not as a thunderclap, but as a slow eclipse. Life, cruel in its timing, tore them apart before they could become whole. What was meant to last beyond the tides of fate was suddenly swallowed by sorrow. One was lost to time, and the other… left to wait beneath the sky they once shared.

But some loves do not die. They simply fall silent.

They become the chill in the night breeze, the warmth in the morning sun, the echo in the rustling leaves. They become stories whispered from one generation to the next—not in words, but in dreams. And in this village, still, when the moon is high and the river calm, there are those who claim to have seen them—two silhouettes hand in hand, walking where time stands still. Smiling, not with joy, but with peace.

You hold in your hands a love that transcended life, endured death, and defied time itself.

This is not just their story.

This is a verse that time tried to forget.

But love… love remembers everything.
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Long ago, in the heart of a peaceful, nameless village nestled between rolling hills and a meandering river, there lived a community untouched by the chaos of the outside world. The village seemed suspended in time, its cobblestone paths winding past small cottages with thatched roofs and blooming gardens. It was a place where dawn brought the melodies of chirping birds and evenings whispered with the lullaby of the river’s gentle flow. Life moved slowly here, marked by festivals, harvests, and the occasional travelers who spoke of far-off lands that seemed like mere myths to the villagers.

In this tranquil corner of the world, stories flourished. Some were passed down through generations, while others faded like morning mist. Yet, one tale endured—the story of a love so innocent and enduring that even the stars seemed to have borne witness to its tragedy. It was the tale of Eryx and Kiran, whose fates were bound like the intertwining roots of ancient trees.
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