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Tulip Flower

Love, Rebirth and New Beginning

​TULIP VALLEY
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Safiyyah Ar-Raheem
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Cherry Blossom 

Nature, Life, Beauty, Renewal

The cyclical nature of existence.
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​Love at First Glance Defined
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The myth behind love at first glance is that our souls were once combined, then split apart, and we must find our way back together to become one again.

The Mirror and the Light Bringer are two types of love at first glance.

Mirror love recognizes the parts of yourself in the other person that you need to work on within yourself. However, mirror love has an expiration date. 

You and your mate must learn lessons to move forward in life.

This type of love shapes, molds, and bends you until you become whole. 

It provides you with the tools to discover who you are and who you want to become.

Light Bringer love illuminates everything that helps you grow into the best version of yourself. 

The relationship teaches you how honest and deep love can grow when you gain insight into yourself and each other as you grow together. 

Your partner will be your best friend and your biggest cheerleader. 

They will give you courage and help build your self-esteem by challenging your beliefs and making you question your outlook on life.

There's nothing you can't accomplish together.

This type of relationship is everlasting; it defies gravity and the passage of time. -Safiyyah Ar-Raheem
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Zinnia Flower

Endurance, Lasting Affection, Strong Friendships
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Black Hawthorne Tree

Protection, Love, and the cycles of nature
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Freesia Flower

Friendship, Trust, Innocence and Thoughtfulness
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​Prologue
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Welcome to Tulip Valley. My name is Skye Thorne. I'm thrilled to live in Tulip Valley, where the sun shines every day, even on rainy days. 

After moving here from Ruby Canal four months ago, I have found my forever home.

Our temperature rests at eighty-five degrees during the day and never drops below seventy-five degrees at night.

Here, the food, flowers, and trees are plentiful. 

Everyone lives in peace, joy, and harmony.

The Red Cardinals, Hummingbirds, and Citron-Crested Cockatoo sing sweet melodies as they glide through the air, mimicking the sound of a soft flute.

It is the most magical and exotic place that has ever existed.

It's tucked away at the base of Passion Flower Mountain. 

Fields of Zoysia grass are spread across the land's terrain.

My Oak and Cedar log cabin is adjacent to Marigold Lake. I fish twice weekly for Tuna, Mackerel, Grouper, and Tilapia.

The interior of my cabin has stained white pine walls, with large Anthurium flowers carved into the wood in the common areas. 

I have a comfy chaise lounge sofa, a reclining chair, and a futon in the living room. Two floor lamps, one bookshelf, and a sixty-five-inch wall-mounted television. 

My bedroom is majestically furnished with a white bedroom suite and deep green and white bedding.

I have several Spider plants, Pothos, Ferns, and Lucky Bamboo sprinkled throughout the cabin. 

Just beyond my front door, orange, yellow, and deep-red Marigold flowers dance along the mouth of Marigold Lake, creating a magically colored landscape.

Opposite Marigold Lake is a majestic field of pink, purple, white, and yellow Tulips. 

During the week, I spend time in my garden tending to the asparagus, avocados, broccoli, carrots, and herbs for the spring harvest. 

I live an abundant and fruitful life. I can't imagine life getting much better than this.

At least, that's what I thought until I learned about love at first glance. 

Most of you are rolling your eyes and thinking, "There's no such thing as love at first glance." I must admit, despite hearing about it my entire life, I was initially skeptical.

However, like me, you are about to be proven wrong.
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Bay Laurel Flower

Victory, Protection, Wisdom, and Purification
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​Chapter 1: First Glance
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On this beautiful Spring morning, a figure casts a shadow over me as I tend to my garden in my front yard.

When I look up, I notice a man bending down. He appears to be tying his shoe. From this angle, I can see the side of his face. 

His jet-black hair grazes the side of his ear, showing off his strong jawline. 

My eyes are fixed on the stranger. I can't stop staring at him. 

He smiles from ear to ear, showing off the cutest dimples I've ever seen.

At first glance, he appears to be about six feet tall, with a slender but muscular build, and deep-set, almond-shaped, coffee-brown eyes that match my steady gaze. 

His eyes appear quizzical and mysterious in the morning haze as the sunlight grazes his dark hair and left cheekbone. 

Smiling, he says, "Hello, how are you?"

I reply, "I'm fine, thank you, and you?" Never breaking eye contact with the stranger.

"I'm doing great, just enjoying my morning run. I'd best get back to it before I run out of steam. Gotta keep my feet moving to keep my pace."

At a loss for words, I say, "Enjoy your run." 

In my head, I say, “I would love to run along with you just to admire your beautiful face and body!”

He takes off running and is a blur, wearing a black shirt, blue jeans, and lime-green running shoes. 

Wiping the sweat from my brow, I think, “I don't know who he is, but he has my mind and soul shaken and my heart beating like I'm in love.”

The first person that comes to mind is my sister, Frost. She's familiar with this unfathomable connection that I speak of. 

Unfortunately, she got saddled with the Mirror love at first glance.

I can recall the first time she mentioned her experience with her Mirror love, Dialo Abner. 

The only thing running through my mind as she spoke was, "Wherever my love at first glance is, may he remain there forevermore, especially if he's a Mirror."

She described the heartache, torment, and pain that can arise from a Mirror love at first glance relationship. I knew I would not willingly go through that to unveil my true self. 

She also told me about her friend Iris, who had a similar experience that ended abruptly and painfully.  

Fear strikes my heart, and my soul shudders at the thought of being caught in a deep, tangled web of emotional turmoil. 

With shaking hands, I pull my cell phone from my gardening apron and call Frost.

After a few rings, she answers.

"Hey, what's up?"

With a shaky voice, I begin explaining, "Remember when you told me how you felt the first time you saw Dialo?"

Sighing, "Yeah, how could I forget? I was drowning in Mirror love when I explained it to you. And as you know, I'm still trying to shake him. But I won't walk away until it's done."

"Well, today, this guy passed by my garden, and I noticed him because his figure cast a shadow. My brief conversation with him has me swooning and my head spinning, as if I'm in love with him, but he's a total stranger. The worst part is I don't know if I will ever see him again."

She is silent momentarily, then says, "If he truly is your Mirror or Light Bringer, you will likely see him again soon. You'll better understand what's happening if you see him again."

I sigh, "If this is the road that leads to love at first glance, I hope not to see him again. This type of love isn't something I ever wanted." 

"We both know whatever is meant to be will always come to pass, whether we want it or not. So be prepared for whatever may come next."

My heart is heavy as I reply, "Yeah, I know. Thank you. Love you."

"I love you, too. It's going to be okay. I'll be here for you, always."

As soon as the call ends, I feel a small tear stream down my left cheek. 

This won't be the last tear I'll shed if I'm experiencing Mirror love.

Pulling my apron to my cheek, I wipe away the tiny teardrop.

The best I can hope for is not to see the handsome stranger again.

Tucking my phone back into my apron, I return to tending my garden.

The crop will be ready for market next weekend.

I thoroughly enjoy the weekend market. There are always new faces in the crowd from nearby towns. 

Living off the land brings me great joy. One of my childhood dreams was to grow my own vegetables.

I'm also thankful I can work part-time as a Social Worker at the hospital and pay my monthly expenses. 

I've had some financial help on and off throughout the years, from the men in my life; however, the last one left a bad taste in my mouth.

I may be sour and jaded from my past, but it wasn't all bad. Along the way, I had the privilege of caring for two incredible children, Lena and Daxton, who fill my heart with love and adventure.

Lena’s dad was always off in his own world, doing whatever he wanted to do without regard for my thoughts or feelings. He has, however, always been there for Lena when she needed him, and that’s all that matters. 

Daxton’s dad has always been a fantastic father to him; he was just a terrible husband. He stayed in the streets, doing whatever he wanted to do. 

However, since the divorce from Zander,  I've become fond of this time alone. I enjoy coming and going as I please and having no one to answer to. 

Zander, left a bracelet of thorns that had to be removed one by one to lessen the bitter taste left behind. 

Shockingly, he was a good stepfather to both of my children.

I decided not to let another man into my life after him. 

I can enjoy the pleasures that life has to offer without having to consider anyone's thoughts, feelings, needs, or emotions. 

It’s the first time in my life I have been free since I had Lena at eighteen. 

While raising Lena and Daxton, the time just flew by. It felt like they were going to be around forever.

When Daxton finally left home, it was a little odd at first. It took me a little while to find peace and solace. 

The greatest gift was learning who I had become over the years.

When I was younger, I remember the spirit whispering, "You will have two different lives." 

Until now, I had never given that whisper much thought. I was busy raising my children and enjoying family life. 

However, as I begin this journey of independence, I believe I might have been meant to remain alone for the rest of my days. I can dedicate my free time to my children and enjoy traveling. 

That reality suits me fine. 

Now, the possibility of sharing my life with another man is beginning to unravel my mind. 

How can a man have such a profound impact on my emotional state, considering we've only met briefly? 

What would happen if I had the opportunity to spend quality time with him?

Will I give up my hopes and dreams of a life without worry for another? 

Will I stop doing everything I enjoy to fill the empty spaces in his life?

Look at me. I'm spinning out of control and don't even know if I will ever see him again.

The sun is beginning to set, which signals that my time in the garden has come to an end. 

Dusting off my apron, I collect my gardening tools and bucket and head inside to retire for the evening.

Drawing a warm bath allows my mind to find peace and solace in the present moment and does wonders for my mind, heart, and spirit. 

Adding a few juniper berries and mint leaves to the tub brings much-needed relaxation to my bath. 

As I step into the tub, my body relaxes.

Once I'm fully immersed in the tub, a rush of calm energy covers me from head to toe like a soft blanket, allowing me to sink deeper and deeper into a relaxed state of being.

After soaking for about thirty minutes, I emerge from the tub and make my lemon balm tea before bed: part of my evening ritual.

I've always been a fan of early sleep and rise. 

My internal clock doesn't calculate well past nine-thirty at night. 

I remember my childhood friends teasing me about my early bedtime during sleepovers. The funny thing is, it never phased me. I was always the first one to go to sleep. 

Sitting in my reclining chair, I watch the stars outside my window and let my mind drift peacefully.

I go to the bedroom, kick off my slippers, pull back the soft bedding, curl up with my body pillow, and drift off to sleep.
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​Chapter 2: Frost & Dialo
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As I sit here sipping my mint iced tea at Yoshino's Hibachi Grill across from my best friend and lover, I can no longer pretend I'm okay with the direction of our relationship. 

I think to myself, “How have I let things get this crazy and allow myself to feel this lost for so long?”

I'm in this beautiful restaurant, surrounded by happy people enjoying delicious meals, smiling, and taking pleasure in each other's company.

When the waitress arrives at our table, I know I’m ordering the chicken Caesar salad. 

Based on the conversation brewing in my stomach and deep down in my soul, I don't anticipate having much of an appetite.

He orders his usual steak with a loaded baked potato and a side of broccoli.

I almost feel guilty letting him think everything is okay. He has no idea what's coming.

As soon as the waitress walks away, I inhale deeply and let loose on him, "I'm exhausted from this constant battle, Dialo. I've tried to twist myself into knots to meet your needs. In the process, I feel like I'm losing myself."

With each word I speak, I know I am shattering the foundation of the last four years of my life, but still I press on.

He puts down his coffee cup mid-sip, stares at me with wide, confused eyes, and says, "Where is this coming from? I thought you were happy, Frost."

"When we started dating, I felt like the world was finally coming into focus. But now I feel like my world and heart have been shattered into pieces! We don't share the same values. We don't share the same outlook on life," I say, desperate for him to hear my plea to simply let go of me, to let go of us.

Every bite of the grilled chicken Caesar salad tastes like I'm chewing nails because of the words that follow each bite. 

"Frost, from the beginning, I told you about the beliefs of my culture. I was never deceitful about my intentions. I told you, even though I will have other women in my life, you will always be number one. I would do anything for you." He pleads, with his arms open, bearing his soul.

"I want a man who is committed to me and loves me to the ends of the earth. You've proven yourself incapable of such feats. I want you and you alone, while you insist upon having more than one woman in your life. And beyond even that, now you want a child as well." I grip the side of my chair, holding my resolve. I refuse to let him break me.

"Initially, you said you might be open to having children. When did that change?" 

"I tried to force myself to accept your point of view and values to keep the deep connection with you as my best friend. In reality, I'm sacrificing myself and my values, and I'm no longer willing to do that," I say firmly.

"You are crushing my hopes and dreams of our life together. What about all the promises for the future?" Tears pool in his eyes, threatening to escape at any moment. 

My ears are ringing with every plea he makes to salvage our relationship. 

I feel an ache in my heart for the pain I am causing him.

However, I simply can’t let things continue as they have been.

"I have grown tremendously during our time together. I have learned through our relationship everything I want and don't want. You are unwilling to pay the price I require for happiness. You are only willing to look at what you want." I hold his gaze.

"I'm begging you, please reconsider your position. We have come too far to throw everything away, " he reaches out for my hand, which I choose to keep tucked under the table, and gripping the chair.

"We have also come too far for you to refuse to give me the one thing I have asked of you. If you would commit to being faithful and honorable, that would solve the problem. However, as you have told me repeatedly, that's not how you live." I roll my eyes and shake my head as I hear the words leaving my mouth. 

"Most men lie about their intentions. I was honest from the beginning. It's as if you're punishing me for being honest. I could have lied just like the average man does all the time. But I didn't; I chose to be honorable and a man of my word." He says, while puffing out his chest to prove his point.

"While you may indeed be a man of your word, the point you are missing is I don't and will no longer agree to be part of the way you choose to live," I say with newfound confidence. 

My feet tap feverishly under the table, and I know this conversation and our relationship will never be the same. 

In the nick of time, the waitress arrives with the check to break the tension between us. It's so thick you can cut it with a knife!

"Thank you for choosing to dine with us today. Is there anything else I can get for you all? A to-go drink or anything?" 

Noting Dialo's distressed look, I quickly reply, "No, thank you. We're all set." I hand her my credit card to pay for the check. 

She swipes, I sign, and she is on her way.

Ready to end this unpleasant conversation, I say, "Well, I can see you are struggling to accept the reality of our situation. We should get out of here and give each other some space. We can talk again later when you're ready."

He doesn't reply; he just sits here with the same expression of dismay and disbelief. 

I slide out of the booth and make my way to the door. I don't bother looking back; there’s nothing left for me to say. I made my intentions clear. 

I had vowed not to end things with him until I was ready to move on. 

The words came effortlessly, confirming we reached the end of our journey. 

Don't get me wrong—we’ve had a fantastic time every time we’ve been together. We’ve talked and laughed more than I ever have with anyone. He, indeed, had become my best friend. 

Over the next few weeks, he continued to make several more attempts to get me to reconsider ending our relationship.

Neither of us has ever held back our feelings; I tried to adapt to his belief system to keep my best friend. 

After realizing his attempts to win me back and change my mind are futile, he finally accepts our new reality.

He realizes I mean every word after I continue to reiterate them every time he calls, and pleads for another chance. 

Finally, he comes by my place to drop off my personal effects from his apartment. 

I’ve packed his items neatly in a box and have them ready at the door for his arrival. 

When we began our journey, I had no idea this was how it would end. 

It's safe to assume he's feeling the same way. 

When I open the door, he refuses to make eye contact. 

He simply places my box on the floor near the front entrance, retrieves his box, turns, and walks away without looking back.

I watch him walk down the steps, load the car, and take off down the road. 

I know deep down in my heart this will be the last time I will ever lay eyes on him, and my heart aches one more time for the loss of my lover and best friend. 
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​Chapter 3: Waiting Skye & Andrez
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I awake with the stranger in my mind and my heart. 

Will I see him again, or is he lost to me forever?

The latter causes a sense of panic in me.

I get up and go about my day, doing my usual things: tending to the garden and preparing for the Farmers' Market this coming weekend.

But there is something different in the air. My attention is not entirely on the tasks at hand; my mind keeps returning to the beautiful stranger who crossed my path yesterday afternoon.

My heart aches for a few more minutes in his presence. I wish I had at least gotten his name.

The day creeps on, and before long, night has fallen.

The entire day, he was nowhere to be found; he was my perfect stranger.

Tucked in for the night, I drift off with him in my mind and heart.

Again, I awake with visions of him and the brief conversation in my garden.

Something familiar about his energy made me look up as he paused to tie his shoe.

Up and starting my morning routine, the perfect stranger dances in my mind.

I wish I could see him again or free my mind of his image.

I'm thinking about how I might respond if I see him again.

Will I walk up to him and officially introduce myself? 

Do I pretend he hasn't left me dazed and confused?

How will I explain to him this extreme need to connect with him?

All of these thoughts are spinning in my head.

I want to return to my simple life, enjoying my time at the Farmers Market on weekends, taking walks on the beach at sunrise, going for bike rides around town, and sightseeing. 

Instead, I have become what some would describe as fixated on this stranger I have never seen until two days ago.

As the sun descends, I gather my gardening tools into my trusty bucket. I head back inside the house for the evening.

I draw a lavender bubble bath and soak for a while to relax.

Aromatherapy is one of the best things I've discovered recently. 

I light the candelabra and place it on the countertop. 

I select my meditation playlist on my phone, settle into the tub, and sigh with relief as the warm water envelopes my body and relaxes my mind.

After my customary thirty minutes, I emerge from the bathtub feeling brand-new.

My shoulders are relaxed, and my body flows effortlessly as I make my way to the bedroom.

Climbing into bed, I pull the sheets over me and smile. I close my eyes and drift off to sleep, the image of the beautiful stranger dancing in my thoughts.

I'm awakened by a stream of sunlight peeking through my window.

Rubbing the sleep from my eyes, I allow my body to fully stretch each limb before rolling away from the sunlight stream.

Today is the Farmers' Market, and I'm ready to head to the garden to gather the vegetables in their respective baskets in preparation for my faithful patrons.

It's always a pleasure to see everyone at the market. 

The townspeople come from near and far to get goods from the vendors.

There's something for everyone.

A handful of us grow only vegetables; several butchers and fishermen supply the townspeople with plenty of food for their families. 

Some seamstresses make clothing for sale that everyone can afford. 

Shoe and sandal makers ensure no one ever goes without proper footwear. 

Our township cares for all in need; even if you don't live in our town, you are welcome.

Once I am out of bed and on my feet, I begin my morning routine, which includes making my bed, showering, and getting dressed for the day.

I scoop up my handmade baskets and head to the garden to fill them with ripe vegetables. 

Once I have everything in the baskets, I begin loading them into the wooden boxes on the back of my 2025 powder-blue Hyundai Santa Cruz SE.

Now, I'm ready to head to the market and have a great time with the townspeople. If I'm lucky, I might find my beautiful stranger lurking about at the market.

An eerie feeling washes over me as I pull out of my driveway. It's not a bad feeling; it's just an unfamiliar one.

I would like to know if it has anything to do with my mystery man.

Traffic is a breeze; it’s still early in the morning. 

Pulling to my designated spot, I hop out of the truck and unload my baskets.

I always bring my blue and white checkered tablecloth with me to dress up the appearance of my table. 

Arranging my table is a fine art for me. The vegetables are arranged by size, from largest to smallest. 

I found the cutest rope of fairy lights to add elegance to the table. Customers enjoy them, and they serve as a great conversation starter. 

In no time, my vendor table is set up. Now, I just have to move my truck across the street.

Hopping inside the truck, the beautiful stranger crosses my mind again. Will he be out here at the market today? 

I must admit, as much as I'm tripping over the extra emotional baggage, I'm intrigued by the mystery man.

I snag a great parking spot directly across the street from my vendor booth. 

Now I can relax and enjoy selling and interacting with customers.

There's nothing quite like the first customer of the day; they arrived shortly after I got settled in. 

"Hi, I'm Skye. How can I help you?" I ask eagerly.

The kind stranger replies, "Well, hello, Skye. It's nice to meet you. I'll take a bunch of carrots, a bag of tomatoes, and a bouquet of basil."

"Coming right up," I reply and begin gathering his requested items. 

I wrap the basket in a net bag, which allows the air to flow while keeping the vegetables neat. 

When I hand him the basket, he smiles and gives me his credit card to finalize the sale.

There's nothing quite like the rush of the first sale of the day!

Before I can settle myself back into my chair, my breath catches in my throat, and my chest constricts!

I see him, only two booths away! He's in the process of setting up his booth. 

My hands are shaking, and my heart is beating feverishly.

I feel excited and sick to my stomach at the same time.

Fighting to control my breathing, I settle down in my chair until I can figure out what to do.

I never thought I would see him again.

Now, to see him only two booths away, within reach, is too much for my heart and mind to handle. 

Pulling my cell phone from my pocket, I immediately dial Frost's number for guidance and support.

As soon as she picks up the phone, I skip the niceties and get to the point of my call.

"He's here at the market!" I say, with a tremble in my voice.

––––––––
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"JUST TAKE A BREATH. I told you he would likely cross your path sooner or later. It was inevitable."

Trying to sound calmer than I feel, I say, "I was hoping for later. How am I supposed to enjoy the market and greet my customers like everything is okay when I feel like I'm about to explode if I don't talk to him?"

She replies calmly, "Then you might want to find a way to talk to him before the market gets too busy."

A little irritated, I reply, "So, what should I do? Just walk up to him and say, Hello. I know you don't know me, but I'm totally in love with you and feel like I'm losing my mind."

She flatly replies, "Well, for starters, you might want to introduce yourself before you completely freak him out and run him off. Just a thought."

I sigh, "I know you're trying to help me. It's just more difficult than I thought seeing him again would be. A big part of me was hoping I wouldn't see him again. I hoped this feeling would eventually fade away, and I would return to feeling like myself."
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