
Memories 

A place that I went to a long time ago. I can't remember all of 
it clearly, but I have it held in my heart for as long as I can 
remember. What has happened to the old me? Nobody 
really knows. A place that I went to talk to my love is now 
being destroyed by the youngsters to make roads and paths. 
The heart which I carved for him has now gone. I can't tell you 
how I feel right now because I'm speechless. Even though I 
still have the scarf that he gave me, and I know that he's still 
alive, I question if my life will ever go back to how it was. It never came to 
me how much I can miss him. Now my surroundings are just walls of 
disbelief. I can't be as free as I want to be.  
 

When I was carving the heart from the tree, I felt so happy knowing that no 
one will find him with me. Even though I am forbidden to talk and love him 
for his race, I can't help that I need him to be here next to me so I can be 
happy for the rest of my life. That heart made me become aware of my 
surroundings. Now that I'm lonely and have no one to talk to I realise how 
harsh life can be. The rules my country has set for the people to follow is 
abuse to me- I can’t help loving him for the kind person he is. I never listen 
and I never did. When it comes to love I never listen to what people want to 
do. I know that if anyone found out I would have been punished. I couldn’t 
tell you how happy I was when I saw him, I may be old, and I may be slow 
but when it comes to love I can’t help myself. 
 

By Amelia 


