What is love to me
This is my story. I should begin from 10 years ago, that pure, bright childhood. If you want, you can call it a fairy tale, however, believe it or not, it is true. “I love you.” I said to her. It was a year ago. Her name is Grace. We met each other when we were 9 years old. I was a transfer student from another school. It seems like God has done everything for me, the choice of school, the meet of her, even, the whole life and every coincidence.
The time passed quickly in primary school without any communication between Grace and me, we went to the same middle school. I began to notice a beautiful girl and I realized that we were classmates when studying in primary school. She had a kind of magic to me, I couldn’t stop staring at her. I still remember, when having classes, I always turned to the right corner searching for her and staring at her for one or two seconds. Every time she talked to me, my heart would beat fast. “I love her, she is pretty.” I said to myself. We became good friends in weeks. We have so many things to talk about, whenever we were together. That’s the first time I felt love. For me, if a girl has a good looking face and some special feeling rose from my heart, I thought it was love, at that time.
I really wanted to tell her how much I loved her, but I couldn’t. I was afraid that would scare her away from me. It was the third year in middle school, and one day we were on the way home. She said to me she fell in love with a boy in another class. I felt sad and painful. I didn’t know what to say. I hesitated for a while, and, with a smile, I said, “Follow your feelings.” She told me a lot about that boy. I know how much sorrow was hidden behind my smile. As soon as I got home, I locked myself in the room and let tears dropping freely without control. My eyes were blurred and the world around me became dimmed. “What is love?” I was wondering. “Is it just a feeling? Is it just a simple chemical affection?” I didn’t know and I couldn’t find the answer.
I didn’t give up. Everyday we walked to the bus station together as usual, though I lived in another side of the city. Every time I took the same bus with her and then after she got off the bus I got off at the next stop and took the bus opposite the street. One day she said to me, the boy was not honest and he lied to every girl. I didn’t know what kind of person that boy was and I didn’t care about that. She sobbed beside me. I could feel the sadness climbing up, from the bottom to the top of my body. That was the first time I saw her cry. 
“Tomorrow is the graduation day. After that we will study in different schools. I have never imagined one day we will be separated for long time.” Grace said. “If you want, we can chat on phone or send messages to each other in our high school, please keep in touch with me.” I replied. In fact, I felt sad. It was hard to imagine one day we couldn’t see each other and talk to each other face to face for several months or even more. Why I didn’t cherish every second with her? Why time passed so quickly?
Then, the graduation day came. We didn’t stop chatting until the graduation day ended. On the way to the bus stop, we walked slowly, in order to make the time longer. No matter how slow we walked, the time to say goodbye came anyway.
After that, we didn’t see each other for 2 years. Finally, we even didn’t send messages for several months. I thought maybe she forgot me already. When I planed to come to America, I began to study IELTS. I called her and she encouraged me everyday. Then, I passed the test and got my visa. “I love you, Grace. I am afraid I don’t have chance to say that when I go to America. I am serious. I fell in love with you when we were pre-junior.” I told her on phone. The silence lasted for almost a minute. Both of us didn’t say anything. Then I heard her voice, “Ping, take care of yourself, please, take care.” I can feel her voice was shaking and tears were dropping. She is a brave girl. “Grace, You know, I will never forget you. Take care.” We talked all night, as if the next day we would be separated forever. What is love? I thought about that again, lying on the bed and staring at the ceiling. I looked back my experience in these years and found, love in my mind is a feeling to connect two people together with the same dream, and it makes them want to share the whole life with each other, for which no matter how far away the reality is from that dream, they are going to work hard together to reach the dream.
I went back to Shanghai last semester. I went to her school to meet her and we chatted for hours. Before I went home, we walked to the front gate. “We will see tomorrow, Grace.” I said. Suddenly, she took my hand, and, with magic eyes, she was looking into my heart. My heart was beating fast again like years ago. “Grace, I promise I will come tomorrow.” I smiled. In the following days I went to her school everyday until I came back to America. The first day after coming back, I lied on bed, asking myself once again. What is love? Share life and trust each other forever. Love is not to force two people to be together. Whether they are going to marry each other or they are not able to live together forever, for people in love, one is the most special to the other. “Nothing's going to change my love to you, and you ought to know by now how much I love you.” I said to myself deeply inside the heart. 
Everything is changing, and we are not the people years ago. We changed, and the world changed, but we still keep the same feeling that we are the most special one to each other. Though sometimes we may get separated or we may feel lost in our own world, we still believe in each other. That feeling is stronger than religion belief, and it controls my mind to keep on thinking only about her.
Whatever love might be to us, keep it inside our hearts and it will last forever. Trust me.
