
 

My first love 

by Diana Ionita 

 

I don't remember much of my childhood. The events, the people and the feelings are all hazy 

when I try to recall them, not knowing whether they ever were or if I dreamt them. The places, 

however, have stayed cemented in my ever-changing memory. The 2 bedroom apartment my 

parents rented when I was a baby. The upgraded one a few streets away where I could sleep in 

my own room for most of my childhood. The house we eventually built in time for me to start 

high school. The memories attached may have faded, but seeing the places temporarily 

reawakens a sense of nostalgia for the warmth and laughter shared inside.  

I can explain my feelings towards the places I've called home, but for some inexplicable reason, 

this fondness extends to hotels and classmates' houses and gas stations on long trips, seemingly 

unimportant locations that hold weight in my heart. 

But even so, no other place holds as many feelings as my grandmother's house. On the other 

side of the country from my parents, across mountains and valleys and rivers and forests, there 

is a village only as big as the hill it is on. In that village, halfway up, there is a house that's been 

perfectly still for 30 years. That is the place I first fell in love with. 

Since the age of two, my parents left me there each summer break, in this picturesque cottage 

forgotten by time. In a time before the internet or any other distraction, I would just read, play 

card games alone and stare at the walls around me. I would create stories for the tapestries and 

bird taxidermies around. An eagle caught mid-flight spawned his majestic wings over the 

entrance hall and I would measure how much I've grown every year by seeing which part I can 

reach. Underneath there was a carpet with dozens of hairs on each end that I would brush and 

braid and imagine it was a magical treasure that one day will come to life to thank me for taking 

care of it and take me up to the eagle. After that, we'd all fly together in the entrance hall, 

much to my grandmother's shock and disapproval. 

Every summer would be spent surrounded by the same decades old familiar objects. And as the 

leaves begin to turn yellow, when my dad would come to pick me up to return to the city, I 

would walk up to the door of the cottage and kiss it. "Don't change until I return." Over and 

over again. 

Since then, many years have passed. Things have changed and it pains me to admit that one 

day I will not return there. Maybe that moment has already happened and I just haven't 

realized yet. Even so, I do not leave my first love with regrets; I have kissed it goodbye last time 

I visited as well, just in case it starts missing me, for it to know that after all this time, it is still 

loved. 


