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“I see the stars in your eyes”


you said, it was me that


put them there”
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Part One


It was in my better days (it’s my memories of the later 19th century)


I walked along my way. road was empty no one dare to be outside the weather was different then yesterday’s rain. but it was changeable weather so, only one was me walking this road. The luck of my heart was this beautiful white horse I had so I always could ride to my beautiful girl of my heart.


I take a ride away with all my love in my chest to get to my precious sweet heart.


That’s why I say the better happier days of the 19th century, it was love back then timeless love between a woman and a man but so young at heart I didn’t always know to take care of her. My mouth sometimes said things I did not know she listen so well to my words so young at heart I wounded her heart oh! What a fool I was some of these days.


Always when I reached her big old house, I looked at the window at the right side of the house just to see if she was home, she used to have a little light for me her message I was welcome into her house. I used to park the horse a bit away from the house so her father not should see me or hear the horse. The horse was quiet and I was so happy for that. I picked up one little stone I always did this way so, if she was in her room, she knows it was me when she heard the noise of me.


So, beautiful she always was her loving voice when she talked to me. Welcomed me into her romantic room. I climbed up in this garden tree it was my only way to get inside, her father would not never let me in especial night-time like this. So, as I tell you I climbed up in the tree always so happy that it grows up there, I was like a gorgeous bird that used the tree she was always so light scared I would fall down or the tree would break. But I was a good climber like a bird I reach her window and she helped me inside again as so many times before, our secret love in this 19th century.


When I stood there in her room it always takes my breath away to see her. She was always worried of me if her father finds out I’m there he would get his big hands on me and I do not dare to know what he would do to me so, we always talking low even whispering about our love.


It was always my pleasure to see her so, romantic to kiss her cheek, her nose, and tell her my words only she knows, she knows me as the young hearted man I was these days I didn’t know I hurted her when I left her because I foolish told her I would never ever take the big step to marriage. I was so young at heart I said I wanted to be free like a bird to her, so I hurted her. Her love was so sweet. When time to go home I reach my old horse, I was a happy young man of this 19th century. With a loving girl in his mind. So, I started the ride and left this house of love the horse I ride was always so nice and quietly. To take a ride especial to places of young hearted girls like mine. That’s why I love this horse otherwise I had never got a chance to reach my sweet hearted girl of mine. What a night, when I reach my house I whistling along happy as I were with my thoughts of her, when I reach my house and the door, I notice the key was gone it was not in my pocket as it always use to be. I must have dropped it so; get into my house I just couldn’t do.


Oh! what a bad luck I lose my key so probably it was in the romantic room with her so I went back to the street I loved saw the light was not on so I carefully throw a little stone on the window, no answer no light maybe she gets to sleep. I try to throw another stone, and one more stone then at last the light was on but it wasn’t her it was the man with the big hands father of her he takes a look outside. He opens the window with a angry face and yell to me to go to another place I could hear from the background a worried voice begging please. He was so angry it would be dangerous if he had a grip on me. I was worried of her so scared she must be will he hurt her when I leave punish her. I try to talk explain I only a friend but he yells he’s no fool and that I should leave and never return to this house and he told me if I do, he would shoot me down and put a bullet into my brain. So, I went away scared of his treat. I will try to connect with her again but it wouldn’t be easy I understand.


Time went on I tried to not cause her any problems with her father so I walked quietly one night down her window the lamp was on the moon was full and there in the night it was a young man that missing his girl of heart. Wanted to tell her he missed her a lot but I was scared of the father of this house would shoot me down if he understood I stood there again. So is the life in the 19th century.


Some days later when I went back, last time I was at her house twice she didn’t have any light for me maybe she slept so here I am stood here again wondering how to reach her again I wanted to tell her I wanted to hold her one more time. But who was I now? what had her father said to her, so I stood there thinking in the dark night under her window what should I do. Wondering if I should dare to make some noise throw a little stone on her window to catch her intention. I did not want to cause her any more problems to her. Her father was a problem. I pick up a little stone held it in my right hand a little while, while I thinking about it must talk to her see if she is fine my little heart of mine, at last, I’m carefully as I could I throw the little stone that hopefully wake the connection between me and her. Maybe she didn’t want to see me I must get some answers. Does she still love me?


So, I throw the stone the sound of it on the glass make my noise. Will she hear and let me in.


Nothing happened I wait pick another stone throw it on the glass I saw her now her face, her lovely soft hair reflection of her behind the glass, she quietly opens the window she looked scared and warned me if her father knows you here, he will become a monster hurt you bad please leave before it’s too late but me a young hearted man said I only leave if you know I love you sweetheart.


She said to me all her love is for me but that I can’t stay it to dangerous my father is cold man when you come around. He says I’m too young for that kind of love. He warned me to send me away if he sees you around this old house again.


I said that I will be back and throw her an air kiss she smiled and catch the kiss with her pale white sweet hand. And then she sent an air kiss back and said she loved me.


I catch her kiss smiled and said I try to find out a way for us to be together for some talking time. I pick up one flower in the green grass climb fast up in the tree like a bird I fly when I reach her I put the flower behind her left ear kissed her true said I must be this bird I don’t know if I can live not see you again my love. She gets one tear in her eye told me to be careful, she smiled and said she will remember me that she had a memory, she kissed me and I leave thankfully she still loved me.


“One month later.”


She moved away, fare away from me I do not know where. Her father’s hand didn’t allow this relationship between us two young hearted people. What she thinks? What she feels? I do not know. My heart break I’m in love pain my little sweet heart left without a talk.


Without a note I did not know, nothing where did you go, are you alright if I just knew. Did her heart break like mine her father a good man she said once to me but he no good for me. Because I’m just a young hearted man to young for this love, this two years love story of sweet love is over?


She disappears like into the night I couldn’t see black like the night I lived so in one year.


My breaking aching heart healed at last. It took some time to stand up again. Oh! Love is not a game to survive it’s a tricky way sometimes. But here I am strong like before. On morning when I woke up, I felt so good I thought something was wrong I did not feel any aching in my dear heart, instead I saw the sun rise stronger than before behind my curtains never forget this august when I healed at last. But I know my love for her is carved in my heart this is the end? Of my first love story?


Her name I still remain in my memory every day of my life and I miss her. I used to write poems words of love on the lonely night’s to my missed love with only one wish, to find you, again in the crowds. will my wish come through with time maybe I will know.


(My love)


My love


you are on your own


fare away from me, the love inside of me to you


hold me though all these days


without you


my love


until the day I find you again


it’s people everywhere


but no one there like you


my love


someday you will be found


in the crowds of people


I find you, again.


love will live one more time


I know you and me


is meant to be


‘someday’



Early morning


Wednesday morning coming up today. These early days of todays. My old wristwatch 06:00 o’ clock. I’m laying twisted tired in the light blue sheets in my big bed there I always sleep and find my rest and peace. But I must up, eat food to strengthen my soul. So, I get myself up to this young morning get myself ready for the day.


While I’m eating all my thoughts in my mind wandering to the memories of you my love


Memories of our sweet talk and when I kissed you on your cheek and nose.


That now rather a long time ago but it still closes to my heart the dearest part of me I miss our lovely talk we had these memories from back in time every breakfast day in my young life.


Now it’s long time ago as I said I know. But in my mind, they always remain the same.


Year today is in the later 19th century. I lived my days in different ways, as this year went by ... All the people I met in my young life, everything inside of me like the love to you held me from this life pain inside of me oh! These days will I ever find them again. In someone else I do not know. How could I replace you, but a man must live needs more than a memory sometimes?


Nothing was like in the later 19th century that’s there the memories was made with timeless dates. We all made timeless memories in my mind. me with you, my love.


Love is so hard to find someone say that special someone that get into your mind and heart and stay there. My lifetime filled with love as long as the memories stay in my mind it’s a good morning to the day when the sun wait to rise into the sky once again.


This time I start to eat breakfast with you in my thoughts my love one more day one more time. Once again you remain to my mind as always it always stands the same, happy memories of these lovely lost days.


back from my memories I think she was the one, that name is carved in my heart and now carved in a stone? and I had one year’s grief when I lost this love.


all I have left now is this memories of you, my love. they heal me so I keep them safe pick them up every breakfast day, with this felling I’m happy with what I got, myself and the memory of you. my love. These memories are in my heart they always remain in my heart our love always stay the same.


all my question inside, will I ever find someone like you again. I keep looking into the crowds after you. will I find something like this once again.


… the year went by these days without you I learned to survive it was no other options. but I still miss you. I miss our talk, I missed to hold you close, now you are gone and I still do not know where your father hides his girl of mine. I still have a hope we meet again to talk. will my wish come true time will tell If I find you again. maybe someday. I am longing for that day.


Every early morning, I wake up see the sun rise behind my curtains. I still hope we meet someday. That’s my wish every day your name is carved in my heart always. I eat breakfast and hope you where here right by my side, wish to hear your beautiful voice, see your nice smile that smile you always giving me. Your father is a cruel man to me when he sent you away from me to keep the distance keep you away from me. It hurted my heart but I think someday will come and that someday we meet again. I hope our love finds the way we are a little bit elder now. maybe your feelings have change over time, that thought scares me. How about you are you still thinking about me, if we meet I see it in your eyes, your act. Is your love still there for me or is it lost, gone forever. do you remember me, maybe you miss me too exactly like I miss you. Oh! these days they come and days go but my love for you is there its whisper in my heart say I still love you, and that little whisper makes me to be patient with the thought to soon someday find you. You will see my face again. that’s my hope. That day will make me understand if it be us together again, this little whisper is my hope I follow, make me look after you day by day until I find you, hope for this day it will give me peace then I will know if you still loving me. I have my hope that my name is carved in your heart too. And you still looking out for me too


In this crowds of people, you find me just like me finding you.


When our hearts still whisper ‘l love you’


Soon, Some day?


I hope it is true that every day lead me closer to you.


All these days in my life, day by day they all passing by, and I lived my days as good as I could oh! these days so slow they went by. I missed the love we use to have, all these talk, all these words between a woman and a man


I miss these sunny days with blue sky above, these days. and to walk with you together hand in hand, again.


Everyone need someone I think its true and I’m sure I do not want to step into an early grave, to sleep. I’m to young for that the hope I have inside is this hope to see you again it saves me from the cold hole I’m sometimes almost fall into.


It’s a hard life sometimes but I’m still looking out for you my love, looking out for your footsteps if I find them, I will follow them. Find you that is my hope Oh! Someday.


This hopes it keeps me alive these lonesome days.


All these questions inside my mind, my questions about you, us. are you still mine in your heart? where did you go? do you miss me? will I find you will our love be once again? and with an always thought where your father hid you?


I must find out.


So, hard life can be, I know now life without you. A woman and a man you could be my closest friend that stand beside me every day.


these thoughts and feelings are my blues in my life, it crosses my mind every day.


me, a lonely man this summertime I walk my way, try to find my way through. Hope the sky be blue with the sun shining above will I find what I’m looking for my love, you.


When autumn begins and summer passed away will you be there? Standing by my side every day? Even in the winter land. When the years passes by you stay by my side. Still holding my hand? Oh! What a summer if I find you this summer.


My love flower.


I’m all alone a lonely man now. Since your father didn’t allow our relationship between two young hearted people. So, you left and move away. He sent you fare away from me oh! What a cruel man. I need our talk, your smile. Some of the last time we met I told you I don’t want a marriage between us oh! Such young hearted man I was those days it hurted your heart so foolish I didn’t understand.


A heart can break it not made of steel, I was so young and green. I wish I could ask of forgiveness to you, say sorry to you, my foolish words forgive please. I wounded your heart it was just a young hearted talk of me. because ‘you are’ the love of my heart.


I made some friends I met along the way. Some of them just for some days. That’s my life for me I travel around looking for you, my love. I worked as an author of writing poems I wrote at nights. I didn’t get so much money but I made it through the days I get money for food and room for the night.


The sunset comes, again. It’s one more eve to live through. It is soon time to rest and dream for me, when it is a sunset there when the sun slowly sinking in the sky, my eyes see this beauty. so I let this beautiful night come, I let it fill me with recovery and dreams into my mind, this diving sun is the silent power of this night so, I hope it be some rest for me, so, let this sunset and night rule and give me good dreams and the rest I need for this night.


always every day when the sun sinking in the sky, I use to take a smoke and think about you, my love.


Nature is so beautiful so I have only one wish, to have company with you, my love.


There I stood and looked at the sunset, dreaming of better days I know they will come, one day I see you pretty face once more, so is my thoughts my love.


…after this deep sleep time for these early hours, it’s time for the morning sun to rise again behind my curtain as so many times before, a new day arrives. I lay in my bed with the head on my pillow. I try to sleep a little bit more just a few minutes more, get some rest but I must up. I know to get some inspiration to write at night a little bit more I need some dollars. I will get it I’m sure because my days was rich because


I met some people that was interesting to know


We talked and laugh a lot together, some of the names I will remember a lifetime oh! Those beautiful days with my friends. I took some pieces with me when I leave.


As short I lived in the town.by town. They made some marks in my heart like love always do. I keep them close there in my chest. These little pieces of day and nights with some friends I met in my traveling days. When I look out after you, my love.



“One more night”


Tonight, it is a starlight’s shine and a waxing moon is up in the sky. yesterday it was a new moon. Today it grows bigger and moon different light night by night so night by night it slowly will grow so, soon it’s a full moon again. In this village they talk of the moon use to tell stories for the people, and children .said when it’s a full moon they should pray a pray about some wish and with the white magic of the full moon it let the wish come true. Oh! All these stories, some people are very good storytellers in this village.
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