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            Eternal Embrace

 

In depths of passion, my soul takes flight,

Lost in the wonder of your tender light.

A fervent love, a burning, endless fire,

Fueled by devotion, my heart's desire.

 

Your presence, grace, a melody so sweet,

Where every pulse of my being finds its beat.

With every breath, my adoration grows,

A boundless river, where true feeling flows.

 

And loyalty, a promise deeply sworn,

Through every dawn and every coming morn.

Unwavering, steadfast, forever true,

My heart, my life, devoted all to you.

 

No shadow falls that can obscure this bond,

A sacred trust, beyond the world and fond.

For in your love, my universe is cast,

A passionate devotion, built to last.

                                                A.J Burjus

      

    


To my best friend Jack....

May this story, "The Heart’s Glow," bring you as much joy and wonder as your friendship brings to my life. 

You are a true inspiration

By 

AJ. Burjus
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PROLOGUE
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Where Destinies Bloom

In the quiet embrace of Blackwood, a city whispered into existence by the gentle rustle of leaves and the soft glow of gaslight, time often seemed to slow. 

Here, amidst the serene beauty of Victorian architecture and the wild, untamed grace of its many gardens, destinies were woven not by grand pronouncements, but by the subtle threads of everyday life.

Before the first glance, before the shared smiles and whispered words, two souls moved through this tranquil world, each a universe unto themselves. One, a guardian of stories, found solace in the silent wisdom of ancient texts, her heart a canvas awaiting its true colours. 

The other, a master of hues, painted worlds unseen, his spirit a symphony yearning for a missing melody. They were strangers, yet their paths were already etched, converging towards a singular, fated point.

And that point was Finch Garden. 

More than just a sanctuary of ancient trees and vibrant blooms, it was a crucible of possibility, a place where the ordinary transformed into the extraordinary. It was here, amidst the whisper of the wind and the dance of sunlight, that the universe conspired to bring them together. 

For in Blackwood, some connections were simply meant to be, waiting only for the perfect moment, the perfect setting, for the colours of destiny to finally bloom.
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Chapter One
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Colours of Destiny in Finch Garden

In the heart of the tranquil city of "Blackwood," where Victorian-style houses stood alongside lush gardens, Eliana, an artist of the soul and a poet of words, lived a quiet life, like the pages of a classic book. She worked in an old library, delving among shelves of knowledge, finding solace in reading stories and writing poetry. She sought not the clamour of life, but its depth, the spirit that manifested in small details.

As for Liam, the enigmatic painter whose reputation had spread throughout the city, he lived in his spacious studio, surrounded by the masterpieces of his art. He was a man of few words, yet every brushstroke on his canvas told a thousand tales, and every colour he chose translated a part of his complex soul. His art touched hearts, but his person remained beyond the reach of many, like an artist living in his own world.

Eliana and Liam had never met, though their lives subtly intertwined in "Blackwood." Liam occasionally frequented the library, searching for books on art history, and Eliana would notice his quiet presence among the shelves, feeling a mysterious attraction towards him, but never daring to speak. Liam, in turn, saw in her a familiar face among the book pages, a woman whose eyes held a depth that piqued his curiosity as an artist.

Finch Garden, the jewel of "Blackwood," was the destined meeting point—a vast garden with ancient trees and diverse flowers, offering a peaceful sanctuary for those escaping the bustle of life. Eliana spent long hours there, reading and writing beneath the shade of the trees, while Liam frequented it to paint landscapes, drawing inspiration from its serene beauty.

One spring day, as the sun painted a golden tableau on the tree leaves, Eliana sat on her favourite bench, engrossed in a novel. She heard faint footsteps approaching but did not raise her head. Liam sat on a nearby bench and began setting up his painting tools. He didn't notice her presence at first. The wind blew gently, scattering some of Eliana's book pages, and she bent down to gather them. In that moment, she looked up, and her eyes met his.

That first glance was like an electric spark that coursed through their bodies. For long moments, neither spoke a word. Liam's eyes, accustomed to seeing the world in muted colours, widened as they gazed upon the beauty of Eliana's brown eyes, which held the depth of an ocean. As for Eliana, she was lost in the blue of his eyes, which seemed like a mysterious sea holding endless secrets. In that moment, nothing else existed but that gaze, which told stories yet unwritten.

Liam finally broke the silence, his voice husky yet carrying a hidden tenderness, "Excuse me, I didn't notice you were here."

Eliana offered a shy, yet captivating, smile, "It's alright. It seems we share the same taste in choosing quiet places."

Liam responded with a slight smile, not merely a courtesy, but a genuine welcome to the destiny that had brought them together, "Do you mind if I sit here to paint?"

"Not at all," Eliana replied, feeling her heart flutter, "The garden is big enough for all of us."

Liam began to paint, while Eliana returned to her book, but each felt the other's presence. Eliana would look up occasionally to watch him immerse himself in his artistic world, amazed by the precision and passion in his movements. Liam, in turn, would steal glances at her, sketching the details of her face in his mind, seeing in her an inspiration he hadn't found in any other landscape. And in that moment, beneath the shade of the ancient oak tree, the first colours of their love story were drawn—colours that would glow to illuminate their lives forever.
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Chapter Two
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Whispers of Colours, Glow of the Soul

Since that first encounter in Finch Garden, Eliana and Liam's days were no longer the same. The garden had become their meeting point, a sanctuary uniting two souls who had been searching for each other unknowingly. Every day, they found themselves in the same spot, at the same time, as if an unseen destiny brought them together. Eliana would bring a new book each time, while Liam carried his art supplies, but their conversations weren't just about books or art. They delved deeper, revealing layers of their souls they hadn't shared with anyone before.

"What inspires your painting, Liam?" Eliana asked one day, as Liam painted a rare flower in the garden. She sat beside him, listening intently.

Liam paused his brush for a moment and looked at her, his eyes gleaming. "Inspiration comes from everything, Eliana. From the sunlight filtering through the leaves, from the silence of the garden, from a fleeting child's laughter. But the most beautiful inspiration comes from souls carrying deep stories, from eyes that reflect a beauty many don't see." His words touched Eliana's heart, for she saw in his eyes a depth beyond any painting.

In turn, Liam would ask about her world. "And you, Eliana, what drives you to write? What stories do you wish to tell?"

Eliana offered a shy smile. "I believe every person holds a story worth telling. Words are my way of embodying these stories, to give voice to unspoken feelings. I dream of writing a novel that touches people's souls, a novel that makes them see the beauty in their everyday lives." Her words overflowed with her unique passion.

Together, they discovered a shared, profound passion for beauty and creativity, though their mediums differed. Liam translated colours into emotions, and Eliana transformed words into vivid images. They exchanged conversations for long hours about art, life, and dreams. Eliana told him about the literary characters that captivated her and the philosophies that changed her view of the world. Liam explained colour theories to her, and how light and shadow could completely alter the meaning of a painting.

One day, as Liam was sketching a light portrait of a little girl playing in the garden, Eliana looked up from her book to observe him. She noticed minute details in his drawing style and how his eyes focused on every line. She felt an irresistible attraction to this quiet man, whose art spoke for him. In that moment, an idea struck her.

"Liam," Eliana said with a slight hesitation in her voice, "have you ever thought about holding your own art exhibition? I believe your work deserves to be seen by the world, to touch people's hearts as it has touched mine."

Liam stopped painting and looked at her in astonishment. He hadn't seriously considered it before. "An exhibition? Me?" The concept of an exhibition seemed far removed from his quiet world. "I haven't really thought about it. I paint for myself, for what I feel."

"But your art deserves to be shared, Liam," Eliana insisted, her eyes sparkling with enthusiasm. "Every one of your paintings carries a story, a soul. I think I can help you organize a small exhibition here in Blackwood. I have some contacts, and we can start with simple steps." Her words were full of encouragement, and her enthusiastic spirit began to touch Liam's quiet soul.

Liam looked at her and saw in her eyes not just encouragement, but a deep belief in his art. No one had believed in him this way before. He felt a strange warmth envelop him, a warmth that began to melt the ice of his solitude. "Perhaps... perhaps you are right, Eliana. I wouldn't do it alone, but with you... maybe we can try." His words carried a glimmer of hope, a new hope that began to grow in his heart.

And in that moment, beneath the golden sunrays piercing through the oak leaves, Liam and Eliana were not just talking about an art exhibition; they were planning a shared future, a future where art and love intertwined. This was a new beginning, the start of the glowing colours of their souls igniting, foreshadowing an eternal love story.
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Chapter Three
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The Glow of Colours Ignites

The idea of holding an exhibition wasn't just a fleeting conversation between Liam and Eliana in Finch Garden; it transformed into a joint project, merging their passions and ambitions. Eliana, with her organized nature and artistic fervour, took on the task of planning and coordination, while Liam immersed himself in his studio, transforming his dreams and ideas into vibrant paintings. This period served as a true test of their burgeoning relationship, and their ability to work together and overcome potential challenges.

Eliana visited Liam in his studio regularly. She wasn't just an assistant in organization; she was his true muse. She would sit for long hours, watching him paint, amazed by the precision of his touches and the passion in his eyes. Sometimes she would offer guidance, sharing her thoughts on how to display the paintings or which colours might enhance their beauty. Liam, who usually worked in silence, found a new impetus in Eliana's presence, as if her spirit illuminated his world.
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