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    Love Shines Eternal is dedicated to the love of my life, to the fire that burns eternal between us, and to the warmth our fire, our love, has brought into my life. 

Thank you so much for supporting me. 

And to everyone reading? I hope you cherish the fire of love that burns eternal in your life.
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Cosmic Orbits
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Through endless void we trace our ancient dance, 

Two bodies bound by force no eye can see. 

Between the stars, we share a knowing glance, 

As time itself bends round our destiny. 

Your distant glow illuminates my night, 

A silver promise through the cosmic dust. 

When galaxies collapse beyond our sight, 

Our orbits hold with gravitational trust. 

The universe expands with quickened breath, 

Yet somehow we grow closer through the years. 

We've witnessed suns embrace their fiery death, 

While our magnetic hearts quell ancient fears. 

Across the dark expanse where light grows thin, 

Your pull remains as constant as the dawn. 

Through nebulae where new worlds begin, 

Our love persists when constellations are gone. 

Though cosmic winters freeze the farthest shore, 

And stellar winds erode what once stood fast, 

Our paths remain entwined forevermore, 

Two souls whose gravity outlasts the past. 

We spiral through the void's eternal night, 

Two bodies dancing to creation's song. 

While planets fade and stars extinguish light, 

Our orbital embrace grows ever strong. 
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Yellowed Pages
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In dusty trunks beneath the attic beams, 

They find the letters, bound in faded string— 

The paper thin as whispers, thin as dreams, 

Yet bold with words that make their old hearts sing. 

Her fingers, veined and trembling, trace the page 

Where ink has browned and paper brittled crisp. 

These sentiments remain despite time's rage, 

As youthful vows emerge from time's eclipse. 

"My dearest heart," she reads, her voice grown low, 

His weathered hand now covering her own. 

The afternoon light casts a golden glow 

On promises they'd carved in ink and bone. 

He takes a letter dated summer's height— 

The year their firstborn filled their modest home. 

The corners crumble gently in the light, 

As memories unravel, start to roam. 

"I count the stars but find they number less 

Than reasons why I cherish all your ways." 

She laughs through tears at youth's sweet tenderness, 

The passion undimmed by the passing days. 

Their bodies bent by time's relentless march, 

Yet hearts unchanged beneath the mortal shell. 

These yellowed pages form a fragile arch 

Between what was and is—both loved so well. 

The evening settles on their silver hair 

As side by side they read till candles burn. 

The clock ticks on without their notice there— 

For in these words, their youth makes its return. 

Two souls entwined through decades, storms, and light, 

Their love transcending paper's slow decay. 

What once was written in the distant night 

Still echoes true in fading light today. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Inherited Gold
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A golden watch within my palm now rests, 

Its face worn smooth by generations past. 

Each scratch and dent its metal case suggests 

A love that time intended to outlast. 

Great grandfather held it near his heart 

As trenches filled with mud and desperate men. 

The ticking gears kept him and home not far apart— 

His bride would touch its twin face now and then. 

My grandmother received it, wartime bride, 

Her husband sailing seas on distant shores. 

The second hand marked moments they'd confide 

In letters crossed on waves between two wars. 

My father wound it daily at his desk, 

A ritual of devotion, quiet, sure. 

My mother's smile would form, almost burlesque, 

To see such faithful habits still endure. 

Now cool against my skin, this circled brass 

Has witnessed vows through feast and famine years. 

The crystal, though now clouded as frosted glass, 

Still gleams when angled toward remembered tears. 

What hands have held this time keeper of love? 

What pulses quickened near its steady beat? 

What whispered promises, soft as a dove, 

Were sealed as winding stems met fingers sweet? 

The mechanism fails, then starts anew, 

Much as the hearts that carried it before. 

No perfect timepiece this—its value grew 

From imperfections loved ones chose ignore. 

I pass it now to hands still young and strong, 

My daughter's eyes alight with history's weight. 

The heirloom's chain, symbolic and long, 

Connects what was to what shall germinate. 

For though the metal tarnishes with age, 

And modern clocks keep time with greater skill, 

This watch has learned what textbooks cannot page— 

That true love bends through time but stronger still. 
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Ageless Witness
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I walk among you, though you know me not, 

My form unchanged since time's uncertain dawn. 

My presence felt in every lover's thought, 

In every promise whispered at the morn. 

I stood beside the pools of Babylon 

Where hanging gardens bloomed for royal pride. 

A king built beauty that the sun shone on, 

His heart ablaze for one he'd made his bride. 

In Egypt's courts, I watched a queen's dark eyes 

Meet Caesar's gaze across the marble hall. 

Two empires nearly joined beneath my skies— 

Power and passion intertwined in thrall. 

Beneath the cherry blossoms, long ago, 

A samurai renounced his lord's command. 

He chose dishonor so that she might know 

The depth contained within his outstretched hand. 
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