1/01/2014
8.03 am

My breath is coming out in puffs and it looks like smoke.

Silence. Complete, utter silence. The tops of massive pines seem to touch the cloudy sky. It’s all white. Everything covered with light snow as if it was a blanket keeping the nature warm. Well how ironic. But it’s all perfect. Even the cold that makes my teeth chatter and my fingers slightly shake as I’m writing is perfect. This is where I feel pure love. I love this forest.
03.22 pm

I came back after awhile. And for the first time in my life, I saw another person in the forest. It was a boy. Or a man actually. I hid myself behind a huge tree so that he wouldn’t see me. Slowly I looked to the side and studied him carefully. I’m not social. Never been so I didn’t want him to notice me, I’m an awkward human being without any other help. 
He was tall. Dressed in all black from head to toe, except from grey hoodie underneath a scruffy coat. He had curly brown hair, a bit too long for a guy. His hands were in his pockets and he leaned himself against my favourite pine. The one with a poem of mine engraved on it. I was mesmerised. 

He looked a bit concerned yet he seemed so relaxed and calm. I took a step forward and slowly crouched to take the pen I accidentally dropped. But when I looked up, he was staring right at me and, oh God. My mouth fell agape when I saw his green iris. 

He was absolutely beautiful. How girly of me, almost dropping to my knees after seeing a handsome man. But you know what, that’s not the point. I did almost fall but because...

Because the sadness in his eyes was the same as the one I always see in mine.

16/04/2014

06.53 pm

He was here again. I’ve never been so nervous in my 18 years of life. My heart started beating faster and faster when I saw him approaching me. Good thing I was sitting or else...

See that small poem above? I was in the middle of writing it when I heard someone walking behind me. I had to close you, my dear journal, you’re too precious to be seen by any pair of eyes other than my own. 

He looked at me a bit too long and sat right next to me on the massive stone. I felt chills running down my spine. It became a bit harder for me to breath. 

He started observing the forest fully waking up after long days of winter. Aesthetic, I’d say. Just like him. And maybe because of all the beauty around me and complete silence I started feeling more relaxed by each minute. There were lots of minutes. For me almost countless. 
And we sat there. Looking from tree to tree, up at the blue sky and down at our legs. I admit I stared at him a few times, admiring the sharp edges of his jaw, little beauty spots, and full, pink lips. And he did the same. 

After an hour or so we just stood up and went our separate ways. 

I will never forget his smile.

2/05/2014

10 pm

I’m sitting at a party in a bathroom. I had to have some time alone. Everyone’s a bit drunk, having the time of their lives. 

I can’t stop thinking about the boy.

His eyes, deep green and crystal clear, captivating. Looking higher than everyday life’s problems, higher than birds, above the clouds. 
What’s happening to me? 

3/05/2014

7 am

I came here straight from the party, around 6 am. I needed to clear out my thoughts. And he was here. Sitting on the exact same stone. 

His name is Matty. I told him I’m Lua.

We talked about everything and nothing. I told him I love this forest more than anything in the world. He didn’t say a word back.

He gave me a small, white flower. 

He’s just left. 

Now I love this flower, even more than the forest...

7/05/2014

I don’t know the time

He’s looking at me right now, as I’m writing this. When I came he was here, reading the engraved poem. I stood right next to him and quietly said I’d done it. He asked if I was a poet. I just laughed a little. It’s nothing serious, really. My writing is nothing special and definitely not what you’d expect. 

He said he loved it. I blushed furiously. 
He challenged me to write something right now. He thinks that’s what I’m doing. I’m about to read him something else, something written before him.

Because otherwise, I’d have to read something about him. It’s all about him now.
8/05/2014
9 am

“Meet me here at 9 pm.  –M.”

I’m usually very patient but not this time.

I want to see him already. I want to talk to him, get to know him more and more. I’ve never been so intrigued by someone, so interested in what they had to say. Matty makes everything more prominent and more beautiful. He tells me stories while being one himself.
I don’t know much about where he lives exactly nor where he works. But I know a lot about his love for black, coffee and cigarettes addiction, favourite music or how much he adores my engraved poem and all the others. And I want to know more. 
I think I’m late for my classes.

8.43 pm

I’m about to pretend I’m sleeping so that I can sneak out...
sometime at night

We’re sleeping in the forest tonight. Yes, WE are. 

Matty’s gone to bring another blanket for me. 

When I saw him he was carrying lots of blankets and a basket. Though he still looked like a model for me. He asked me if I wanted to spend the night with him. In the forest. 

I couldn’t say no, could I? Besides, I was at a loss for words anyway.

He wrapped me up in two blankets and put some on the huge stone we usually sit on. And we laid down. Talked and laughed. Slowly the sadness in his eyes was replaced by something brighter. He seemed happy. Truly happy. 

How did I get so lucky? 

He’s coming back... 

you look beautiful when you sleep, you always look beautiful

9/05/2014
I don’t care

My school’s probably started. And we’re here. Wrapped up in the blankets. Matty’s currently laughing at me writing down everything that’s happened. 

He left a sign of him in this journal meaning he’ll last forever. In this journal, my memory, my heart and my body.

We watched all the stars above us at night, shivering from cold air. But it didn’t matter really, he hugged me tight and I swear to God it felt too good. I felt safe and content. In his arms it felt like home. 

We kissed. Until that moment I’d never thought he’d liked me, not in that way. 

And now our legs are tangled together and I can hear his slow heartbeat through a few layers of clothes as I’m laying on his chest. It seems like everything has been leading me to that moment. 
I love this man. Period.

13/05/2014

I still don’t care

I’m at home. Catching up on some work. 

Earlier today Matty came just when I was taking a picture with my Polaroid camera. We walked around. Didn’t talk much but it wasn’t necessary whatsoever after he intertwined our hands. 

It was blissful and warm. The weather was incredible, sunny, no clouds. 

Could it be like that forever, maybe? 

He took some pictures with my camera himself. One of them was of me laughing at his terrible joke. He didn’t even give me a chance to see it because he put it in his pocket and patted carefully. Then he left with the camera. I don’t mind, though.

14/05/2014

morning

I’m about to go to the forest. It looks like it’s cold, really cold outside. The clouds seem heavy and people look miserable. Except from me.

morning, midnight, who cares

I’m holding back my tears. I can’t cry anymore. 

I don’t know why I’m writing this.
I don’t know what to think anymore.

I’ll just write down what’s happened.

I came to the forest. It was getting darker. But it was a morning. Everything was telling me ‘no’. And I was thinking ‘yes’.

On the stone there was my camera. But no sign of Matty. 

I looked around and saw something bright. On the huge pine, next to the one with my poem.

A Polaroid picture stuck to it. I came closer. And somehow I knew. 

I just knew it was over. 

There was a short poem engraved on the pine. 

“there’s a girl
she has flowers in her mind

and passion in her heart
she loves the forest

and I love her”
Under the words there was a picture of both of us. He was holding me close to his body but looking at something above my head. I was smiling widely when his lips gently touched my forehead. 

It was a goodbye. 

We haven’t known each other long. 
But he was my soulmate. 

This forest will never be the same again. It was once mine. Then it became ours. 

It will always be ours. 

nine months later
Lua came to halt reaching the crosswalk. It was dark already and she was coming back from her work. 

There was a man standing on the other side of the street. He was holding a polaroid picture in his hand. She couldn’t see him properly in the shadows. He was dressed completely in black.

A familiar melody could be heard and she started walking towards him. However, he didn’t move at all.

Suddenly, the realisation hit her.
Matty came back.

The man slowly smiled the most beautiful smile possible. Although Lua was already crying, she mirrored his action. She wrapped her arms around his neck tightly and breathed in his smell, warm and bittersweet.

For the first time in months she felt alive.

She could finally breathe again.

