
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Allure Of Roses


The Sea has its Brilliant Pearls...

The Heavens has its Colorful Rainbows...

The Earth has its rare Sparkling Diamonds...

But the Rose will forever have its Subtle Allure...
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In the annals of deep-sea treasure hunting and ocean lore, there are but a few treasures worth risking one’s life for. In this romantic adventure novel, a national treasure has been lost at sea for decades. Though numerous attempts have been made to locate the shipwreck and recover this treasure, it remains as elusive as the fabled lost city of Atlantis. What is known is this, somewhere in the expansive blue Caribbean Sea lies a prized and famous artwork and the shipwreck it went down on, along with the alluring backstory of the famous painter and his lovely model who brought this saga to life. For the young and beautiful great great niece of the artist, who is the granddaughter of the model in the painting, finding this artifact would tie up loose ends long ago tangled. For one ambitious and experienced ocean archaeologist and fabled treasure hunter, this treasure hunt is worth the intrigue, risks, and dangers involved. Within the following pages lies a fabulous tale of romance and adventure of the highest order. It is a deep blue sea expedition, and one you will not want to see end as the search for the Adriano painting continues on the turbulent high seas and in the dark, murky waters, many fathoms deep below it... 
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Chapter One
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My crew and I, sat sprawled back in our recliners like spineless invertebrates as we waited for our sponsor and benefactor, Mr. Reginald Ralston, to summon us from the sterile conference room where we had been placed into an adjoining atrium on the first floor of his thirty-story office building. Mr. Ralston was a billionaire several times over. A self-made man, he earned his first few billions in the hi-tech world of cyber-security, then went on to invest heavily in the burgeoning field of molecular nanotechnology. Possessing a scientific interest in this field, he found manipulating atoms and molecules for the fabrication of macro-scale nanotechnology more exciting and just as profitable as any of his previous forays into the exotic fringes of science and the business world. He also indulged in the expensive hobby of collecting lost treasures, and this is where my crew and I came into the picture. As he had shared with me, having researched my crew’s history of accomplishments and having hired us before on one other successful project, he had come to understand that we were the best in the business at what we did, and our accomplished record attested to that. Having a record of hiring the best in whatever his endeavor is something he made no bones about to me in private conversation. Because we are the best, our services did not come cheap. This was our third successful business collaboration with Mr. Ralston, and noteworthy enough to mention that he was one of the few minority businessmen or women, we had the pleasure of working with in recent years. Our niche was recovering lost or stolen antiquity. When not at sea, we shared our adventures with local community groups and schools in hopes of rekindling interest in the field of treasure hunting. For me, sharing my exploits was a stress reliever, and it was good for the soul as well. 

“Okay guys, it’s showtime,” an aide of Mr. Ralston bellowed, barging into the room. “Hurry, hurry, they are all waiting for you!” he added, clapping his hands rapidly. It felt as though we were chorus girls being hustled onstage. To a person, this was not our favorite part of the job, not-at-all, but since it was on our sponsor’s dime, and he paid handsomely, we kept to the script. We just wanted to collect our commissions, go home, and return to some semblance of ordinary life. For some of us, it had been a long eight months away from family and friends, and in some cases, our own sanity. 

Rising, we followed the aide out of the room and into the vast atrium where we were greeted by no less than forty members of the press, some with video cameras, others with digital cameras, gathered in a made for television circus. Those with microphones in hand unleashed on us before we even had a chance to sit down on chairs positioned for us on a make shift stage. Though they came across like a school of near-frenzied sharks, none of us responded to the mob-like scene as we settled onto padded barstools. Only when Mr. Ralston stepped up to the mic did the atmosphere become more orderly. When he spoke, everyone listened. The man had it all, presence, money, and power.

“First of all, I want to thank everyone for attending today’s celebration. As many of you may know, I assembled this talented crew seated behind me a year ago for the sole purpose of finding the famed lost diamond known as the ‘Star of Luxor’ which was lost at sea during a transit from Alexandria, Egypt, to Mexico City, Mexico, by way of the Mexican port city Jalapa, in 1943. It was believed to have gone down on the cargo ship named Lucky Swan, which was likely sunk by a German submarine. For those my age, German subs were better known as U-boats during WWII. At the time the diamond was lost, it was beginning its world tour and was to debut in Mexico City. 

“We now know that the Lucky Swan never made it out of the Mediterranean Sea. For over seven decades, the fate of this diamond and its whereabouts were the stuff of lore and homespun conspiracies. That is, until these fine explorers and treasure hunters located the shipwreck five months ago, along with the treasured diamond some thought was lost for all time. 

“This diamond is known in jewelry parlance as a type IIa diamond. These are diamonds that have no nitrogen impurities and differing fluorescent properties, making them the rarest and most valuable diamonds one can possess because of their brilliant sparkle and rarity. The one we recovered happens to be flawless in every sense of the term. I must say, relevant to what these fine people seated behind do, they were worth the time, energy, and money I put into this project.” 

Averting his eyes momentarily, Mr. Ralston paused to take a sip of ice-cold bottled water positioned on the podium before continuing. Striking a commanding presence, he was handsomely dressed in a black tuxedo and polished black shoes. Continuing, he said, “Before we unveil my latest prized possession, you will have ten minutes to engage the men and women behind me who made this rare find. But please, I insist, keep your questions professional and orderly. So, let’s begin. ”

For ten minutes, members of my crew, and I, were bombarded with all sorts of grueling questions. 

One reporter wanted to know what it was like being out at sea for ten months straight. In fact, we were never out to sea for more than seven to eight days before we pulled into a nearby port for a few days of rest and to restock our supplies. 

Another wanted to know if we ever saw sea life, like whales and dolphins. One even wanted to know if we saw evidence of UFOs and USOs out there. We saw plenty of sea life we answered to the first question and a “no comment” on the second because of the classified work we had done for the government

Everyone wanted to know what dangers we encountered along the way and that we answered. Outside of mechanical failures and parts replacements, the dangers we faced were few and manageable. Our greatest challenge was always the weather and strong underwater currents, especially for our divers, I told them, both of which could be unpredictable, uncooperative, and life-threatening. 

They wanted to know how we fared at sea for lengthy periods of time, our crew mix being a blend of youthful-looking males and highly attractive females. We knew what they were getting at and immediately cut them off at the pass. We were professionals and close friends and this was not the “Love Boat”. That was all they needed to know. Any questions that went beyond accepted boundaries that we deemed inappropriate, we told them so.

The final inquiry came from a young Asian reporter, who asked me personally if this was my last adventure searching for lost treasure, to which I replied, “I really don’t know. I mean, I have been at my craft for  decades and have been very successful at what I do. But you never know. I might consider calling it a career next week and spend my retirement traveling and fishing. Again, you just never know.”

“Then, one can assume you have gone after all that you wished to go after,” the diminutive reporter said as a follow-up.

“I imagine so. As of this moment, I can’t think of anything else that would pique my interest enough to stay in the game beyond another year or two.”

“Which I take to mean that there’s nothing left out there you want to go after.” Her eyes searched mine for a response.

“Well, I wouldn’t go that far,” I quipped. “There are a few things I would not mind searching for. And finding.”

“Like what?” she said.

“Well, I am not going to get into that, or any other specifics, ma’am. Not at this time,” I countered sheepishly. “Believe me, I’ll know it when it comes my way.”

“And what might that be, may I ask?” The woman was persistent, no doubt. 

“Whatever opportunity that comes my way, along with a good source who has credible knowledge of a particular lost treasure, its value and its potential whereabouts. That’s what I am saying,” I answered. “Now, I believe that’s it for the questions.”  

To my relief, Mr. Ralston nodded in agreement.

With the Q&A session now ended, we migrated over to a roped off area, where an enclose glass case was completely draped by a black velveteen-like material. Not far in the distance stood an armed security detail numbering around twenty. Numerous plainclothes were positioned around the parameters of the vast atrium, I had been told, who blended in with the crowd. Outside, the police presence and other security apparatus was ever more pronounced. 

With great fanfare, and led on by a jovial Mr. Ralston, the veil was lifted. Inside of the bulletproof glass enclosure rested the highly anticipated sparkling rare diamond my crew had recovered. It was one of those wow moments for those gazing upon the diamond for the first time. This rock was a definite showstopper. 

To enhance everyone’s chance to gaze upon the rare treasure with their own two eyes, wall-mounted monitors showed off an enlarged and enhanced image of the diamond showing off every facet of its brilliance. 

Afterwards, we walked a short distance to a line of covered tables full of refreshments drinks, and ice sculptures in various colors. There were several bottles of ice-cold sparkling champagne for all to indulge in. 

When the two-hour long event was over, I bid goodbye to our gracious host, Mr. Ralston, and my crew and I left. I found my way home an hour away from the busy streets of Miami. There, I peeled myself out of my three-piece suit and collapsed on my recliner wearing only my t-shirt, boxer shorts and black socks. I turned the news on, and there, right before my eyes, was a report on the event I had just left. 

I watched it in silence, all the while thinking about the barrage of questions that reporter had asked me. Sure, I had considered retiring before, but something always came up putting that idea on the back burner. I had been successful at what I do, and it was very profitable. I had traveled the world and dived in the deep blue waters of all seven seas. I had been to exotic places most people could only dream about. But lately, I had been entertaining a life of relaxation and chilling out on the beach like I used to in my youth. I found the idea of retirement seductive. Very seductive. 

In my heart, I knew that I wasn't kidding anyone, especially myself. It would not be long before someone would eventually come to me with another tale of lost treasure that I would find hard to resist. Adventure was that prominent a trait in my DNA. Once bitten by the treasure hunting bug, there was no stopping me from marshaling all my energy, skills and knowledge towards embarking on a new adventure. The chances of that happening was slim and I doubted if anything of that nature would come my way anytime soon. Still, I was looking forward to some well-deserved down time.

Yes, that beach retirement scenario was looking good but it was far down the road for me. When that time came, I would immerse myself into it with the same energy and drive I had put into treasure hunting. I loved the beach life. I loved being near the ocean. There was something haunting yet alluring about the sea. Since a little boy, I had been drawn to sunbaked beaches and waves rushing the the wet sand. It was music to my ears. I also enjoyed watching pelicans fly overhead in formation and looking on in amazement as dolphins raced through the water. Rarely would I pass up on an opportunity to collect seashells by the dozen. Oh, the memories.

My phone rang, breaking up my trip down memory lane. It was my cousin Vance.

“What’s up, cous?” I asked, leaning back in my recliner.

“Just called to say that I got a front seat view of you and your famous crew on the news a few minutes ago.”

“You saw that way up in South Carolina?” I asked bemused.

“Sure did. Hey, this is big news!”

“I imagine so. Well, what did you think of it?”

“It was nice seeing you on the tube. Really righteous.”

“Anything else, beside your nice and righteous take on it?” I chuckled.

“Hey, I enjoyed it, right up to the point you began talking about possibly retiring.”

“Well, one day I just might,” I said. “I’ve had a long run in this business and a lot of success. I think this might be the time to hang up my hat,” I said.

“Who do you think you’re fooling? This is me you’re talking to. I know you better than that.”

Breaking into a toothy smile, I said, “Oh, you do, huh?”

“You see, I know, and you know, there is still one lost treasure you would love to retrieve more than anything and it resides in the deepest and darkest corner of the sea, meaning it’s not only out of your reach, but others who set out to find it and failed to. Personally, I don’t think you are going to retire or rest until you find it.”

“Well, you just might be right,” I replied as if giving it a second thought.

“Hell, I know I’m right. You have been talking about that portrait for as long as I’ve known you, and might I remind you, that’s been nearly all my life. Why you failed to mention any of this to the reporter is anyone’s guess.”

“Listen, I am not denying anything you said, but when it comes to future plans I might have, I must be cautious. There are certain things I have to keep close to the vest,” I explained. “You know that people in my business know that secrecy is survival. You come to the match with loose lips in this business and you are not going to last long in it.” 

At least Vance knew not to mention what it was that I was interested in finding while we were on the phone. Competitors in my business sometimes cross the line of legality to find out what their rival might be focused on, just to get a leg up on that person. Some methods are legal, others illegal, like phone taps. And right now, I was on the phone.

“Now, I get it,” Vance said. If I am right, all that talk of retiring was a mere diversion on your part to make your competitors think you were hanging up the gloves and getting out of the game. That way, you plant the seed in others that you have given up on finding this treasure, a treasure your competitors know you wanted so badly to find and reclaim. After all, you are the most knowledgeable authority on this treasure. Am I right?”

“Let’s just say that I want to leave all of my options opened.”

“Then, it’s still on,” Vance blared. “Dammit! I knew it! I knew it. Anyway, cous, I just wanted to shout out at you and let you know that I caught your interview.”

“Okay, you take care.”

“I will. Love you, man.”

“Love you, too, cous.”

Vance was right. Going after the one treasure that had alluded me over the years was something I could not shake off. The very thought of throwing in the towel without finding it was agonizing. Though I never brought it up during my interview with the media, I was already planning my next big deep sea adventure slash treasure hunt. And I knew exactly the lost treasure I was planning to go after and was more than familiar with the lore attached to it. I have known about it for decades like my cousin noted. I just needed a little more time to put the plan in place and raise the funds for this expedition.  

Fortunately, despite the long months away at sea and the dangers we faced, my team’s efforts were rewarded financially and in a big way, which allowed me time to do other things like getting in more research time and organizing other treasure hunts. Our recent expedition was a major windfall for all hands involved. The Star of Luxor, once it had been verified and certified as genuine, was reported to be valued at 210 million dollars, right up there with the Centenary Diamond and the famed Hope Diamond. My cut was a cool twenty-eight million. From that, I took 5.5 million for myself, and divided the remainder between my six-member crew, based on what role their expertise played in the expedition. The boat captain was on the bottom rung of the money chain. He was paid four hundred thousand dollars for leashing his boat and commanding it. It was an expensive proposition with no guaranteed of success, but treasure hunting could also be a lucrative business, should you be successful at it. 

On whole, I liked the idea of retiring one day soon. But, until that day arrived, so much for the beach life. For me, it was about spearheading that one final expedition.

***
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The beach I frequented often as a child was Vilano Beach. Located just north of St. Augustine, Florida, it was less than fifteen minutes from where my parents and I lived. When there, I collected seashells and went swimming in the Atlantic Ocean, mainly in the late summer afternoons. In earlier parts of the day, as low tide set in, my father and I, would hunt for coins and lost jewelry on the beach with his metal detector. Proud of every find, I would show them off to my parents, my friends and classmates.

An only child, I was often left to my own whims and imagination. I was a pure adventurer at heart and my interest in lost treasure was fed by the stories told to me as a young boy growing up. Both my father and uncle were lifelong seafarers with never-ending adventures to share with me. Davy Jones’ locker and pirates, I heard all about them and other fabled sea tales. Before retiring, my dad, much like movie legend Indiana Jones, was a world-renowned archeologist who taught at the University of Florida. When he wasn’t teaching, he was off to some exotic place searching for artifacts considered long lost. As a merchant marine, my uncle traveled the world on the high seas. Neither shied away from sharing their unique travel adventures with me when we traveled or went fishing. Colorful adventures to boot, I would sit for hours listening to them talk and never once did I grow bored with what was being said.

At age fifteen, and known as a scholastic achiever, I went off to college with plans of following in my father’s footsteps. I adopted the same field of study and I approached the subject with the same enthusiasm, curiosity, and intensity. Few were surprised by my decision, since my father was my mentor from the day I could talk. I was deemed a child prodigy at the age of four according to an advanced IQ test shoved before me, along with a litany of questions from a child psychologist. By the time I was six, I had an eighth grade level proficiency in math and the natural sciences, and by age ten, I knew all that my father had taught me about archeology, including my own research, much of it evolving around the eight distinct periods of our field, specifically the Stone Age: before 2000 BC, Chalcolithic: 4000 to 3150 BC, Bronze Age: 3150 to 1200 BC, Iron Age: 1200 to 300 BC, Hellenistic: 330 to 37 BC, Roman: 37 BC to AD 324, Byzantine: AD 324 to 636, and the Islamic Age: AD 636 through today. 

I was an immensely curious soul and wanted to know everything about every great civilizations of our past. I wanted to learn what happened to the people, their culture, their advanced technology, and most of all, their fabled lost treasures. By age seventeen, I graduated college with honors (Summa Cum Laude), and before age twenty, I walked down the aisle with a doctorate degree in underwater archeology. 

As a young apprentice, it wasn’t long before I was diving and exploring shipwrecks in shallow waters and others in the deep blue oceans under the tutelage of several accomplished scholars in the field. Although underwater archeology was my bread and butter, treasure hunting was my first love, and in many ways, my greater passion. After a few successful expeditions, I started up my own business. My ongoing research led me to additional lost ancient cities and hordes of treasures thought buried and lost underwater for centuries. Calm seas and good weather permitting, I’d conduct underwater excavations on average, twice yearly, usually five to six weeks in duration for each foray I made. My research into Egyptology and Biblical archeology came in handy on numerous occasions, thankfully.  

I had not much of a social life. I was too fascinated, even consumed, with lost and stolen artwork to do anything else but explore. That some precious diamond or painting could go down to the bottom of the ocean on account of a severe storm while being transported, and lost for all time, to me was unfathomable and almost unforgivable. That such treasures could be in a museum one day, or someone’s private collection, and then be stolen and lost the next day and perhaps for all time, bothered me to no end for some reason. It was almost sacrilegious. 

In any event, I was proud to have recovered several important artifacts and artwork over the years, but I knew there were more treasures out there in Neptune’s playground to be found and recovered. As my cousin Vance made quite clear, there was that one lost treasure that had eluded me. That I had fared no better than others who searched for it perplexed and frustrated me to no end.

This was as personal a quest for me as it was for Captain Ahab, the emotionally torn fictitious protagonist in Herman Meville’s Moby-Dick. His search was for the great white whale who bit off his leg, leaving him a tormented and bitter man. To his crew, he was mad with revenge and the monomaniacal captain of their ill-fated whaling ship Pequod. My search was more pure and noble in nature. For me, It was a search for a lost portrait painted by a fairly new and upcoming Portuguese artist named Adriano Da Silva, who was tragically killed in 1952 at the young age of forty-six when the car he was a passenger in was involved in a horrific car crash. At the time, seven of his major oil paintings were already world renowned. Four of his acclaimed oil paintings were still-life paintings of fruits on cloth-covered tables with wine bottles and colorful flowers in vases. Three were portraits of known women, one the wife of a prominent and wealthy businessman, another the wife of a famous Italian symphony conductor, and the third of his lovely thirty-year-old niece, Rose Marie Da Silva, who sat in for another model who had to back out. It was reported that the Rose Marie Da Silva portrait, titled the Rose of Enchantment, was lost at sea somewhere in the Caribbean when the ship it was being transported on sank in the Bermuda Triangle in 1972. The portrait was en route to the Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York, on loan for six months from the world famous Musée du Louvre in Paris, France. The ship reportedly made a brief port visit in the Bahamas to offload crates of cargo there before setting sail for New York. During the ship’s transit north it encountered high winds, rough seas, and torrential rains before it sank with its crewmen, precious cargo, and the now famous Rose of Enchantment. 

Even before Adriano Da Silva’s tragic and untimely demise, as an artist extraordinaire, he was a rising star and well on the way to becoming a sought after artist who was highly respected by his contemporaries and looked upon as a giant in the making inside the art world. Fortunately for the world, he left behind thirty-five minor works of art and fourteen certified sketches. It was only when his most famous portrait was claimed by the sea that his art was made known to the world outside of the art community. The tragic loss of the painting was covered by all the major news outlets, at the time. It was then that his artwork was acknowledged throughout the rest of the world. Suddenly, his surviving works were in high demand. High society could not get enough of this man’s art portfolio. 

Those in the treasure hunting field knew that Adriano’s Rose of Enchantment had been sealed in an airtight, waterproof, and rustproof container, and other alloy materials which was top of the line for its time. With this insider knowledge, treasure hunters the world around set sail in what turned out to be futile attempts at locating the fifty-year-old shipwreck known as the Siberian Sea, which sailed under the old Soviet Union flag. Each expedition came up empty-handed. Each failure, and loss of life in an attempt to fond it, only added to the lore and great mystery of the Rose of Enchantment painting. For some, this elusive treasure was destined to remain lost. Perhaps forever.

Few life adventures rose to the level of interest this famed portrait claimed on me. The portrait was of a young and beautiful debutante who, in a time when the term “debutante” meant being of age to marry, sat for her uncle, first, as a subject of two of his earlier sketches when she was just twenty years of age and a decade later as a more mature model when she posed for what would become his most famous portrait. 

Tragedy aside, most Americans loved a good mystery. They loved to peel back the layers of romance, mystery and intrigue to find out the inner workings of those who lived extraordinary lives and loved deeply and with abandonment. And I was no different. 

Know that the extraordinary story I am about to share with you is centered on my own personal foray into this fifty-year-old plus mystery. You can regard it as my personal diary extraordinaire. It covers my search for the elusive Adriano masterpiece and the seductive power this painting had come to have over myself and the world. It was a power I ventured to explore and understand more fully. What I found myself immersed in was an endless round of twists and turns, peaks and valleys, and a mystery that had been as mystifying and as deep as the Pacific Ocean’s Mariana Trench. This was a story about man’s struggles, including my own, and life’s ups and downs, but one never lacking for excitement and intrigue. 

True to the life of a treasure hunter, I had faced many turbulent and dangerous moments in my quest for lost treasures. There were moments when I felt King Neptune himself, the god of all the seas, was trying to wrestle control of my mind, body and soul in an effort to dissuade me from continuing my search. In the end, I always held out hope of prevailing. 

To increase my odds of success on this expedition, I had in my stable a fine collection of the most experienced team of accomplished scientists, like myself, who dared to challenge the sea. Their role was vital to my own success. This saga was about adventure on the high seas and one’s ability to triumph against the forces of nature. It was also a heartwarming story about love. It was here, at this nautical junction in time, that my search for this lost painting began. It was in this story that I reflect on a masterpiece that took on a life if its own and in the process, tried to take mine. 

There was a paranormal component to this mission, as well, I had not expected. Some question whether it is possible for those who have gone before us to reach out from beyond, and I had my own doubts. It was on this search that I hoped to find out whether this was true, or if it was simply another sea tale. For the moment, and for me, the jury was still out.
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Chapter Two
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I first learned about Adriano Da Silva and his fabled painting in the early 2000s, when I was at the young age of ten. It was a national news article I had read that gave insight to his life, his works and his untimely death, as well as the ill-fated voyage that doomed one of his greatest paintings. Four years later, I caught an hour-long documentary about him and his missing oil painting on the fiftieth anniversary of his death. After reviewing the article, I became even more intrigued with him and with the subject, Rose Marie Da Silva. She was a stunning and beautiful young woman at the time. She was an only child. Like myself, she was the product of interracial parents; a Portuguese mother and a Jamaican father. My mother was African-American and my father Puerto Rican. What made this lost treasure even more intriguing to me was how this gifted artist captured the essence of this remarkable woman’s mystic gaze. It went beyond captivating.

After undertaking a more rigorous and in-dept inquiry into Rose Marie Da Silva’s life some years later, I came to learn that she had died in 1982 from ovarian cancer at age sixty-two. That was a major setback to me because I’d had hopes of interviewing her one day. I had visions of meeting her on a ship while out to sea searching for the lost painting she was at the center of, much like the elderly woman in James Cameron’s Titanic, an ocean liner known to many in its time as the ship of dreams. I wanted to talk to her about her famous uncle and his paintings, what he was like as a person, and what it was like to pose for him as his most famous model. But it was not to be.

Picking up a picture of Adriano’s acclaimed painting, with a youthful Rose gracing the canvas, I leaned back in my home office chair and studied it. I was mesmerized beyond words. Rose Marie Da Silva’s portrait was as much a study in beauty and mystique than could be said of any painting, its closest rivals being Leonardo de Vinci’s famous Mona Lisa and Johannes Vermeer’s enigmatic Girl With A Pearl Earring, at least, in my mind. Rose’s features were soft and subtle, yet powerful enough to draw you in. You wanted to get to know her. And there she sat confidently poised as if floating on air, the sole bright image on a dark midnight blue canvas. A vibrant red rose she was indeed, and easy on the eyes. Her image certainly stirred one’s imagination. Accomplished artists the world over were quick to acknowledge this young model as the modern day essence of beauty, poise, charm, sublime grace and everything else one could imagine a woman of enchantment would encompass.

An ardent music lover, I kept a constant flow of music playing in the background whenever I was engrossed in serious research. Piano jazz was good at putting me in the perfect mood for collecting my thoughts. As I listened to a romantic tune entitled “Curtain Call” by a songstress named Aya, I found myself, lost in the portrait of a model I would never meet in this life but could only fantasize about and wonder what it would have been like to meet.

Again, I gazed at this woman’s portrait, this time in more detail. It was as if I was compelled to memorize her very essence, even at the molecular level. There she sat in all her splendid glory wearing a classic Mediterranean-style summer dress that, in her draped seating position, put her shapely legs on full display. The color was Spartan red. It was a bold and beautiful color that complimented her complexion like no other color. Her red stilettos complimented her red dress and her luscious ruby red lips, as well. Her cinnamon brown hair was a silken waterfall that cascaded below her exposed shoulders as if styled by Venus, the Goddess of Love and Beauty, herself. I had to admit, I was in complete awe. Perhaps even infatuated. All in all, she was a study in modern renaissance art.
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