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Bio: Ishita aspires to become a psychologist. Apart from writing, she can be found 
playing basketball, swimming and whipping up treats in the kitchen. Oh, and she takes 
her camera everywhere. 

 

Let it snow 
 

It was a casual day for christmas - shopping and all - but to bump into somebody I 
didn't want to see, wasn't part of my plan. 
 
I was too busy listing off the people I had to buy gifts for in my head that I wasn't 
paying attention to where I was walking.  
 
Suddenly, a pair of sneakers blocked my path on the ground. I tilted my head up to 
look at the culprit and I swallowed hard at the figure that made me stop.  
 
Standing in front of me with his towering height was my ex-boyfriend. My weight of 
shopping bags in my arms felt heavier than before as I stared at him, scanning his 
appearance.  
 
Along with this thick sweater, he was wearing a knitted beanie. His eyes were still as 
inexpressive as ever, but the more I stared at them, the more I got lost. 
 
Judging from the lack of shopping bags, I assumed that he would have just arrived. I, 
on the other hand, would have made Santa Claus proud with the amount of 
purchases I had done.  
 
I wanted to run away from him as fast as my black boots could take me, but I 
couldn't. My feet seemed to be glued to the sidewalk as I tried to formulate words 
inside my head. 
 
From the way I was acting, you would guess that we had a nasty break-up scenario.  
 
If only that was the case. 
 
We started going out a couple of months ago, because I finally told him how I felt. My 
friends urged me that I would regret it for the rest of my life if I didn't say it to him. To 
everyone's disbelief, he said yes to going out with me. 
 
I thought it was mutual but, boy, I was wrong.  
 
After the initial spark that only lasted a couple of weeks, it seemed like I was the one 
who pushed through the relationship and almost everything felt one sided. It was me 
who remembered the important dates, the one who initiated things, and the more 
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time I spent with him, the more I felt as a burden.  
 
Of course, I couldn't stand it after four months and called it quits. And when I told him 
this, he had the same reaction he had when we got together - he grunted and 
nodded his head.  
 
Part of me was completely embarrassed and the other part agreed with him.  
 
"Ivan." I finally gained the courage to greet him, forcing a polite smile on my face.  
 
He nodded curtly, as his eyes zoomed in on my shopping bags.  
 
"Just a busy day of shopping,." I said, awkwardly. After a few seconds passed and 
he hadn't said anything, I decided it was best to leave.  
 
I turned around and started walking but, to my surprise, I felt his hand on my arm, 
stopping me. My heart started to beat a little faster as I turned to face him. I gave him 
a questioning look as he ran a hand through his hair. 
 
"I need your help in choosing a gift." 
 
He must have noticed the confused look on my face, so he elaborated a tiny bit. 
 
"I don't know what present to buy for a girl." He said. “Would you mind helping me?” 
 
A girl.  
 
Something in my chest dropped when he explained. Who was he shopping for?  
 
A friend? 
 
His sister? 
 
A girl he likes? 
 
"Is that okay?" he asked, nervously.  
 
My mind told me to yell 'NO' and walk away, but hearing his voice, I agreed 
subconsciously.  
 
He let a small smile form on his lips and then glanced around the shops. "Where 
should we start?" 
 
 
I followed his gaze and looked at the wide variety of shops that lined the nearby 
streets; antique and art stores, accessory shops, and souvenir kiosks, all 
showcasing an array of fine San Francisco goods. People flocked to them like 
fireflies to a lamp, their enthusiasm accentuating their features. 
 
"How about that store?" I asked, pointing at the store a little further down the street. 
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Bell’s Gifts Shop 
 
He shrugged as he walked forward, and I followed him. When we reached there, he 
turned to look at me once before pushing the glass door of the store, making a little 
bell chime, before entering inside. 
 
"Welcome," a girl greeted us. "Would you like to leave your bags here?" 
 
I took up her offer, left all my bags by the counter and followed Ivan who was already 
gliding through the shelves.  
 
My plan was to just agree with the first appropriate thing he picks out in the store and 
leave. I knew that the more time I'd spend with him, the more I'd lose my sanity.  
 
"What kind of a girl are we shopping for, anyway?" I asked, trying to make 
conversation. 
 
"She's really annoying," he deadpanned, walking over to the cards section.  
 
Should I worry with that answer or not? 
 
"But she's also always cheerful and smiling," hHe started to say. "And she's fierce 
and headstrong. Wouldn't take no for anything. I like that part about her." 
 
My head lowered at the way he spoke about the mystery girl. His voice was laced 
with this kind of adoration that it took all I had to not let tears form in my eyes. 
 
Clenching my fists, I swallowed the sadness and forced a smile on my face. "She 
must be really lucky to be with you then." 
 
"She probably hates me right now, though," hHe said, mindlessly, as he . "And 
because of me, she probably hasn't been smiling too often." 
 
"I'm going to look over there,." I blurted out and walked away.  
 
If I had to hear another word of affection, I would have seriously started sniffling. 
 
I gripped on the shelf before me. Memories of the time we spent together came 
rushing into my head. We used to drive to the beach every weekend; he would 
always sing a maroon five song, being adorably off key, and I would be laughing my 
head off. I had spent a few weeks convincing myself to move on and as soon as I'm 
almost done, he comes back and makes me fall in love with him again.  
 
Lifting my gaze, I paused when I saw a figurine panda. It looked ridiculous with the 
way it was grinning and whoever painted it had put too much blush on its cheek.  
 
"Well, at least one of us is smiling,." I mumbled. Blinking at it, I mentally facepalmed. 
As if being dramatic about this situation wasn't enough, I was now talking to a toy 
panda.  
 
"There you are." Ivan rounded on the corner, making me jump back. His gaze went 
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to the panda and then at me. 
 
It was time to put a stop to this thing. 
 
"Look, I have to go. My mom texted me,." I lied. 
 
"Oh." He breathed out. 
 
"I'm sorry, but good luck with your shopping,." I told him and quickly turned around.  
 
I picked up my shopping bags from the girl at the counter before walking towards my 
car. 
 
Stuffing everything into the backseat, I just sat there on the driver's seat, my hands 
resting on the steering wheel. 
 
I shouldn't have come here today. 
 
I rested my head and my hands on the steering wheel and let out a sigh. Why did I 
fall for him, anyway? 
 
Maybe it was because he was always kind. Even with his troublesome nature, he 
never got mad at me and tolerated me with the kind of patience no one else had.  
 
And suddenly the memory of him running onto the field, towards me when I had just 
won a football game came into my mind. The referee was blowing his whistle an 
insane amount of times, asking him to leave, but he continued to run towards me, 
gave me a hug and lifted me off the ground. 
 
The memory finally made the tears spill out, rolling on my cheeks. I didn't wipe them 
away. 
 
At least I was alone. 
 
Or so I thought. 
 
Hearing someone tap on the window, I muttered a curse. Lifting my head up, I 
almost jumped in my seat to see it was Ivan. 
 
When he saw me crying, he didn't think for a second more before reaching for my 
door handle and opening my car door. 
 
"Yes?" I said, trying to sound confident but it came out all squeaky. 
 
He bent down, pulled me into is arms and rested his chin on my head.  
 
"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry." 
 
I breathed out and hugged him back. 
 
He sighed before beginning again. "I know you probably hate me right now, but just 
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please accept this. I promise you won't see me again." 
 
He slowly handed me a small brown bag. 
 
Reaching out, I took the bag but before I could open it, he began again. 
 
"You were my first girlfriend. You can imagine my shock when a girl asked me if I 
wanted to go out with her." 
 
My eyes widened a bit and my eyebrows furrowed.  
 
"But slowly, I fell in love with you. You were the only one who looked at me as if I 
wasn't a weird kid who avoided everyone." 
 
I froze in my spot. 
 
"And I didn't know what to do and I know you deserve the damn best, but I was 
afraid of doing something that made me seem clingy.” 
 
I opened my mouth to say something, but then decided against it. 
 
“I shouldn't have let you walk away.” 
 
While I was too in shock to reply, he took this as a sign that I didn't want to talk to 
him. He got out of my car and walked away, his hands in his pockets. 
 
Looking down at the paper bag, I slowly opened it. Pulling out the single thing inside, 
my heart almost stopped. 
 
It was a panda. 
 
A ridiculously grinning panda.  
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Of trickery and love 
 

Birdie, oh birdie, come listen to my plight, 
look at me sitting here, and sulking all night. 
You see I’ve met, the girl of my dreams, 
but she looks over my existence, or so it seems. 
She’s with another man, a sailor strong and bold, 
and he’s going for six months at sea, or so I’m told. 
He’s a rich lad, with jewels and gems, 
he buys her dresses with fancy hems. 
But anyway for six months, I had a chance to make her mine, 
So I slicked my hair back, and tried a pick-up line. 
But she turned me down, and that’s all there is to say, 
she rolled her eyes, and said ‘not today’. 
But bird before you judge, I have more to share, 
listen to my words, understand my despair! 
Once I got a rose, for my maiden fair, 
a rose so red, to contrast her black hair. 
With leaves dark green, to match her eyes, 
but you know what she did?” The boy sighs. 
“what?” asked the nightingale, trying hard to follow, 
it wasn’t easy to hear, the boy’s endless wallow. 
“Oh I’ll tell you what!” He said with balled fists. 
“she flung the rose away, nor cared for a triste. 

Oh she’ll never be mine!” The boy hung his head low. 
but still this was not, the end of his show. 
he said, “Oh birdie, so will you help me tonight? 
You charm all the people, and charm with your voice, 
but what skill do I have, I’m left with what choice?” 
Said the boy in love, said the boy to the bird. 
Then the bird who sleeps, on the willow branch, 
regarded the boy, then pouted and said; 
“okay silly boy, I shall help you fine, 
But it will surely take some time. 
But don’t you worry, I’ll get your symbol of love, 
but I plead you know, I’m a nightingale not a dove. 
I have some terms, and conditions to say, 
I’ll do all your work, for a fixed amount of pay. 

The boy struggled to comprehend, but finally understood, 
he realized the nightingale was like hit man under hood. 
“What I shall require are a collection of summer berries, 
with fruits as red and ripe as cherries.” 
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The boy thought and said, “Hmm. No problem in this, 
They both signed a contract, the envelope with a seal, 
they nodded at each other, shook hands to close the deal. 
Now dear reader, it is time that you must understand, 
this was a very serious situation at hand. 

This was an official deal, to conquer someone’s love, 
conducted by a bird, who’s a nightingale not a dove. 
Thus that very night, as the nightingale lay in it’s bed, 
his imagination ran greedy, and to himself he said, 
“It seems that I have landed myself a deal, 
with a boy too dim, to notice I’ll steal. 
And to be honest, I’m not as young as I used to be, 
My days and nights are poor, so I have come to see, 
I must plot a plan, and trick that little fool, 
for opportunities don’t knock twice, and I have the right tool.” 
And with that he closed his eyes, for there was nothing left to say, 
and he slept through the night, anticipating the next day. 

And so the sun rose, and it was the day of truth, 
all of the night’s planning, it was time to reap the fruit. 
First the clever bird, flew over vast seas, 
to find that strong sailor, to get him on his knees. 
And finally he, landed at the right ship, 
(and honestly his old body, was exhausted by the trip.) 
He found the handsome sailor, working his best, 
the bird waited till the sailor, sat down to take a rest. 

And when the sailor did that, the bird perched on the mast, 
to sing a song that, would have enchanted the ocean vast. 
The sailor listened to it’s song, with all his heart and ears, 
and the bird didn’t stop singing, until the sailor was all tears. 
And with a tiny bit of voodoo and a tiny trace of luck, 
the bird had the sailor hypnotized and starstruck. 
The  sailor said, “Oh birdie tell me, what can I do? 
“The riches that you have,” the bid said, “the jewels and the money, 
You must give them all to me, I know it sounds funny. 
Yes, name all the silver to me, let me inherit all the gold, 
And take care of all the paperwork, and do as you’re told.” 

The sailor hypnotised as he was, bowed his head, 
and simply began working on what had been said. 
He fetched a piece of paper, then got a pen with ink, 
and on that he stated,  
“I hereby declare, that all my jewels and gems, 
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including all the dresses, with fancy hems, 
along with the silver, and all the gold to say, 
is now of the Nightingale, in the witness of this day.” 
He handed it to the bird, 
the bird took it from him, then shared a bit of laughter. 
The bird turned to leave, for his job here was done, 
Why dear reader, isn’t this fun? 

Then the nightingale took flight, with the paper in his beak, 
while the sailor climbed the mast, simply to speak: 
“Goodbye birdie! I had a time so swell! 
Stay safe now, and I hope you’ll fare well!” 
Ah. Poor sailor, his entire fortune was gone, 
But no good in mourning, so perhaps we’ll move on. 

And now was time, for the plan’s final step, 
the bird was vigilant as he flew and he crept. 
So now the nightingale, went back to the boy in love, 
and once again I should remind you, this was bird was no dove. 
And the next part of this poem, is quite a twist to the plot, 
you might want to stop here, for it is a gruesome lot. 
The nightingale then, quietly woke the boy, 
and then he said, in a voice ever so coy, 
“Okay dear boy, Your work is all done. 
I have robbed the sailor entirely, and it was quiet fun. 
But you see as I flew, over the vast sea, 
clutching the paper that signed the deal, 
I began to think, how all the money should be mine, 
for it was me who has worked, for these riches so fine. 
And then I realized, that I can have it all, 
except you silly boy, you will have to take the fall. 
Ah, yes, you see, I can be out of my disdain, 
and so let me, repeat my sweet refrain, 
I say you are already blinded by love, 
and my name is Nightingale, and I’m no dove. 
Goodbye lover boy, it is time you are dead!” 
And with that the bird, perched on his face, 
then pecked out his eyes, and left no trace. 
And while the poor boy, screamed in utter pain, 
the bird threw out his eyeballs, ah so insane. 
“Sorry, not sorry” The bird said and took flight, 
And after that there wasn’t, much to insight. 
Well what now? We are near to the end, 
What happens now? what’s there to mend? 
The Nightingale now, needless to say, 
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was the richest bird of the world, under the day. 
And I must add, before I leave, 
that though it is quite, hard to believe, 
but the Nightingale married the Girl, who was in need, 
of a suitor too good, so she happily agreed. 
Thus after tricking two boys too dim, 
the bird was able to fulfil his whim. 
And so the bird, with fine riches and fine wife, 
Happily lived away, the rest of his life. 
And so goes the tale, of trickery and of love, 
And moral of the story? that all birds are no dove. 

 

 
 

  


