
First Love  
Story



This legend comes from Italy. There was a girl who lived in a small 
town. Her beauty was truly angelic: delicate features, blonde hair, 
heavenly eyes. All the young men of the city were fascinated by 
her. According to a long-standing Italian tradition, a young man 
had to perform a feat to earn the first kiss of his beloved one. 
And everyone was trying to win the favor of this particular 
beauty. All but one.

While others gave her gifts, they demonstrated their strength
and skills, this guy, from the very morning until night, has been 
to the wasteland through which path of beauty lay home. Seeing 
him again at the same place, she asked him: "Don't you like me? 
You're not even trying to earn my first kiss like everyone else." 
To which the young man replied, "I don't want to try. I'll get it."

The girl just laughed at his self-confidence. Days and weeks 
passed. No one was able to get her to kiss. But one day, while 
walking, she saw something incredible. Thousands of tulips have 
bloomed in the former wasteland. They were multicolored and 
planted in such a way that they folded in a picturesque portrait 
of a girl. Her face was "painted" with snow-white tulips, blue tulips 
were her eyes, scarlet ones - her lips, and yellow ones were her 
golden hair. The portrait was detailed, accurate and as if alive. 
The tulips swayed in the wind, making hair in the portrait seem 
to be fluttering. It was an amazing, spectacular scene. The girl was 
looking at the tulips, without looking up, and did not even notice 
how the young man approached her. He took her hand, bowed 
his head, and she gave him her first kiss. Or, as Italians say, 
Primo Bacio.

 

 

 

 

 
 



OLFACTORY PYRAMID
 
TOP NOTES: DESSERT PEAR, QUINCE, AMBRETTE, VIOLET

HEART NOTES: APPLE, MARIGOLDS, OSMANTHUS, PLUM

TRAIL: AMBER, SANDALWOOD, MUSK

Delicate, like the first kiss, violet. Sweet, like shivering
of the first love, a dessert pear. Soft like a girl's embrace,
overflows of osmanthus, plum and quince. Musk-amber trail, 
like bright memories of feelings.

 
 

Keep it,
my first kiss
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The kiss
you remember


