
She is...

By ___________

  Have you ever met your first love again? Everyone has a 

throb  in  their  heart  when  they  heard  a  word  ‘first  love.’ 

Besides, it recalls a pain in the breast to their mind. “The 

first love is always the best,” said someone. That’s why the 

first love remains a beautiful memory for everyone. How would 

you feel if you meet your first love again?

I learned English when I was a middle school student. I was 

not interested in English, but I loved English class. It seems 

weird. Actually I was interested in her. She was my English 

teacher who always taught me with a smile on her face. I liked 

her smile. Perhaps I liked everything about her. She was so 

kind to every student, but I thought it was only to me. I 

wanted to be special to her, so I thought I should get a good 

grade  at  English  class.  However,  there  was  nothing  more 

difficult than an English book. I was confused. I didn’t like 

English, but I did like her.



  One day I joined a pop-song club. It’s not easy for me to 

sing in English. Besides, I didn’t know any pop-song and what 

it meant. Why did I join that club? There’s no reason without 

her. She taught pop-songs. I didn’t understand why she likes 

pop-songs.  Anyway  I  learned  pop-songs  hard  because  of  her. 

Although I didn’t do my math homework, I did analyze words of 

pop-songs. As a result, our relations had grown in intimacy, 

but my math teacher thought ill of me. However, I didn’t care. 

I became to love English and her more.

  

My love was over by graduating. I saved all pop-song words in 

the back of a drawer. After 2 years, I received a letter from 

her, so I met again. I really missed her, but meanwhile I was 

afraid  to  meet.  When  I  saw  her  again,  she  looked  more 

beautiful. Then, is it a right thing to meet her again? My 

heart throbbed again because of her. However, it’s something 

different. I really wanted to change her suggestion that I 

accepted to meet the wrong timing. The place that I was in was 

her wedding.



Now I’ve become the same age as her age in the past. She’s 

already 33 years old.  Jokingly I think it is good thing that 

I wasn’t married to her. However, I’m still wondering why I 

love  English.  I  remind  her  whenever  I  write  in  English. 

Perhaps,  I’d  be  influenced  by  the  first  love  all  my  life. 

Someone said, “The first love is always best.”


