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  Now to all lovers, make loving each other your goal; being perfect is a lie. Embrace one another’s flaws, hold tight, and cherish the journey together- Ranjot Chahal
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I remember the first time I saw her. It was one of those ordinary days which you wouldn’t think you would remember, but somehow it was. She had a presence that drew people—a quiet confidence that came not from seeking attention but simply from being herself. It was in her gait, in soft-spoken words that seemed to move with a lot of purpose, and in her smile, effortless yet lighting up the room. Right at that moment, I knew she was different.




We started talking, and soon enough, I knew how I was falling in love with her. Not an infatuation where these over-the-top gestures or dramatic confessions happened, though—just a bit deeper, growing up in quietness and turning out to be special day after day.




She was perfect for me, not in any way the world defines perfection. She didn’t have to be faultless or extraordinary in people’s eyes. She was just so much more real, so much more relatable, so much more human with imperfections to me. And that is what I loved about her—the fact she was as she was, not some ideal version of her.




As our relationship deepened, I could see from time to time how she would stare at me with an enquiring expression, yearning for something—perhaps waiting for the words that she had hoped to hear from me. I knew what she wanted from me. She looked for praise, affirmation, and those sweet nothings that one tells people one loves. But every time I wanted to speak those words, I held myself back, falling silent again.




Not because I didn’t feel she deserved them. To the contrary, I did. She did—in every capacity with which my mind could come up with these words of admiration and more. But something inside of me bristled at it. It wasn’t because I didn’t love her, or that her beauty and worth were lost on me. No, it was because I did love her—so much that I wanted to be sure to honor the essence of who she truly was.




See, I never wanted her to doubt herself. I didn’t want her to start measuring her worth by my words or anyone else’s. She deserved so much more than just the sum of compliments I could offer. I didn’t want her to think it was all tied to things like her looks or achievements, or how well she fit into some mold, societal or otherwise.




I loved her in a way that reached beyond words, in a way not needing constant reassurance through flattery. She was enough just the way she was, and I wanted her to feel that deep down. I didn’t want her to think that she needed to change, be someone different, or try harder just so maybe she could earn my praise.




There were times in my life when I wondered if I was doing the right thing. Maybe she needed to hear those words, and maybe I was failing her by not saying them. Then I’d look at her—really look at her—and see the lineaments of strength, resilience, and quiet grace that defined her. I knew she did not need my praise but one thing: unshakable belief in her, silently supporting her whatever she was about to do.




Deep inside, I hoped she knew that it wasn’t about what I said or didn’t say. It was in the way of standing beside her through thick and thin, in the kind of seeing her where no one ever does—there, loving her for everything she was, and everything she isn’t.




Maybe I never phrased her the way she wanted, but it wasn’t from neglect or lack of love. It was because I loved her just the way she was, perfectly imperfect, and I wanted her to know she didn’t have to be anything more than herself. 




And in that, I hope she found the strength to see herself the way that I saw her—worthy, beautiful, and enough.
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