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Writer’s Declaration

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or are used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

The author asserts that this story is a creative piece and is not intended to represent or depict any real individuals or situations. All rights to the content, including narrative structure, dialogue, and character development, belong to the author.
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A sailor was singing , 

Journey of life...

it's unknown and blind.

faith may flatter & you be scared,

not so easy to hold heart.

Journey of life...

it's unknown and blind.

Ever you thought,

where is the destination.

in such a big world,

where is the dream place,

why you have broken the bonds.

Journey of life...

it's unknown and blind.

learn to rise,

if you fall in life,

overcome the obstacles.

hurt and pain are signs of

nearing goals in life.

Journey of life...

it's unknown and blind.

An orange haze stretched across the restless sea, casting molten light that shimmered on every cresting wave. Half of a radiant sun hovered at the edge of the water, its fading glow painting the sky in hues of gold and fire. Elara stood still, her eyes fixed on the line where heaven kissed the earth—a place that felt achingly far and impossibly close all at once.

She watched as the light danced across the horizon, but heavy clouds began to gather, swallowing the colors and softening the sky with their brooding presence. The fog crept in slowly, veiling the distance until sea and sky became one indistinguishable blur.

Elara crossed her arms tightly over her chest and let out a long, quiet sigh. She glanced at her watch, then found a small dune nearby and sat down in the cool, shifting sand. From her bag, she pulled out an envelope—weathered at the edges, creased from countless readings. With a deep breath, she broke the seal once more, unfolding the letter as though it might somehow feel different this time.

The paper trembled slightly in her hands as she read:

Dearest, deeply loved Elara,

I need not tell you that since I left, my every thought has been of you. Your image fills every corner of my soul. That moment when your hand was in mine—it shines in my memory brighter than all the stars.

Those days flew by too quickly, but our time apart will pass just the same. You are the love of my life. There has never been anyone who has touched me as deeply as you. I want to hold you, worship you, and bring you joy every single day.

I love you more than I did the day we first met, and I remember vividly how you made me feel—safe, whole, alive. I am yours completely. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. You’ve given me joy, comfort, and the kind of love that most people only dream of.

All I ask is that you keep loving me. And I promise you—I will spend every moment of my life cherishing you, protecting you, and loving you until the very end.

Yours forever,

Louis

Elara’s breath hitched as she finished reading. Her fingers tightened around the letter, and tears slipped silently down her cheeks.

“Oh Louis... my love,” she whispered. “Why did you leave me all alone? How do I go on without you? What future will our child have now?”

Her voice broke as she lowered her head, sobbing into the fading light of dusk. The sea continued its endless rhythm beside her, indifferent and eternal.

Noticing a few passersby glancing her way, Elara quickly wiped her tears. She inhaled deeply, folded the letter, and placed it gently back into her bag.

With slow, measured steps, she rose from the sand and made her way back toward the cottage—carrying with her the weight of memory, the ache of absence, and the flicker of love that refused to fade.

On reaching the cottage Elara called Rosy and asked her to make some coffee for her.  She tried to get composure and mental strength for the delivery. She had a companion Rosy to stay along with her.

"Madam supper is ready", said Rosy as she arranged dinning table.

"Rosy, please bring my medicines," said Elara. After dinner Elara retired to her bed room. Rosy played instumental music for her. 

At midnight Elara got labour pain. Rosy drawed her to maternity home where she delivered the most beautiful baby girl. On seeing her, tears rolled down  Elara's eyes. She missed Louis to share this moment with. 

" Oh, dear Louis, destiny did not permit you to see your own child, our daughter. She looks like you. You will always be with me in her. God has 
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blessed our love. My life now has meaning and purpose to live." said Elara.

Three months passed....

Elara sung lullabay while putting her baby to sleep.

O wind blow slow...slow..

cradle swings...slow.. slow..

There sleeps mother's delight

moon's silvery beams

bring  sweet dreams

sleep through the night,

sleep through the night

O wind blow slow...slow..

cradle swings...slow.. slow..

Lovely little my sweet-heart,

looks like an angel from the sky

stars shine bright

sleep through the night,

sleep through the night

close your eye,
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baby close your eyes

Blissful morning to rise

O wind blow slow...slow..

cradle swings...slow.. slow..

The phone rang in the quiet of the next room, a sudden sound that broke the hush of early morning. Rosy shuffled over, still groggy, and picked up the receiver.

“Hello?” she said with a yawn, rubbing her eyes.

A warm voice came through the line. “Mr. Philip from London speaking.”

Rosy’s eyebrows lifted in mild surprise. She carried the message to Elara, who was gently rocking her baby in the cradle.

Elara took the phone, her voice soft and calm. “Hello, Uncle Philip. How are you? Is everything alright?”

“Oh yes, darling, I’m just fine,” came the familiar voice, filled with quiet affection. “And how are you and the little one? I’ll be arriving in Sochi tomorrow.”

“That’s wonderful to hear, Uncle,” Elara said, a smile spreading across her face.

Mr. Philip had always been a figure of warmth and quiet strength. Even in his seventies, he moved with the grace of his past—a life spent on tightropes and under spotlights. Once an acrobat and clown in his own circus, Global Circus, he had captivated audiences across continents. Elara had first met him during an athletic event in her college years. Louis had introduced them, calling Mr. Philip “a legend in disguise.”

Now retired, Mr. Philip had entrusted his life’s work to his trusted manager, Mr. Thomson, and chose instead to travel, visit old friends, and occasionally scout for new talent.

The next day, the soft hum of a car outside signaled his arrival. Elara opened the door to find Mr. Philip standing there, dressed in his usual beige blazer and blue scarf, his silver hair combed back, eyes still twinkling with youthful mischief.

“Welcome, Uncle,” she greeted him warmly.

Rosy appeared with a chilled glass of white grape spritzer, its surface glittering with condensation.

“My dear Elara,” Mr. Philip said as he lowered himself into the armchair near the window, “you’ve grown into such a strong woman. I can see the weight you carry—raising a child on your own is no easy path.”

Elara sat opposite him, hands resting in her lap.

“I wanted to talk to you about something important,” he continued. “Louis once told me how incredibly talented you are as a gymnast. It’s a gift, Elara. Not everyone can command the air like that.”

She looked down, fingers brushing the fabric of her skirt.

“I would like to offer you a place in Global Circus,” he said, his voice gentle but firm. “You’d receive six months of training, and you’d be in good hands. Would you consider it?”

Elara looked up, emotion stirring behind her eyes. The thought of stepping into that world—her world—again brought a strange mix of excitement and ache. It had been years since she’d dared to dream that big.

“Yes,” she said at last, her voice clear and steady. “Of course, Uncle. I’ll do it.”

“Wonderful,” he beamed, handing her an envelope. “This letter is for Mr. Thomson in Moscow. He’ll guide you from here. God bless you, my child.”

He hugged her warmly before heading toward the door, his steps slow but filled with quiet pride.

Saturday arrived with a golden blush across the sky. Elara woke early, the hush of dawn wrapping the house in stillness. She walked over to her baby’s cradle, where the little one slept soundly, her tiny fists curled like flower buds.

Elara leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to her forehead.

“Good morning, my darling,” she whispered, brushing a lock of hair from the baby’s face.

She padded to the bathroom, splashed water on her face, and called out through the door, “Rosy, could you please make some black coffee?”

The floor was cool beneath her feet as she stepped outside to retrieve the newspaper and a stack of glossy magazines. Back at the table, she sipped her coffee in thoughtful silence, her mind already in motion. Today was the beginning of something new.

She showered quickly, wrapped herself in a robe, and stood before the mirror, smoothing moisturizer into her arms and legs with care. She slipped into a sky-blue blouse and faded denim shorts, her feet finding their way into comfortable walking shoes. She glanced at the cradle—the baby still asleep, chest rising and falling with peaceful rhythm.

“Bye, my sweetheart. Love you,” she whispered. “I’ll see you this evening.”

She paused, memorizing the moment, then gently closed the door behind her.

In the kitchen, she found Rosy.

“I’ve written everything down—feeding times, bath schedule, and the medicine list. It’s here,” she said, sticking the note on the refrigerator. “If you take her to the garden, make sure she’s secured in the baby chair. And when you put her to sleep... play that lullaby she likes.”

“I will, madam. Don’t worry,” Rosy said with a smile.

Elara nodded, slung her bag over her shoulder, and put on her sunhat. She gave the house one last look and stepped outside, catching a cab to the airport. The city slowly disappeared behind her.

The flight from Sochi to Moscow was short—just an hour—but to Elara, it felt like the crossing of a lifetime. Ahead of her lay the unknown, the sky, and a tightrope between who she had been... and who she might become.

2

Mr. Thomson stepped into his office, the smell of sawdust and canvas faintly drifting through the slightly ajar window. With practiced hands, he grabbed a duster and ran it across the polished wooden desk, brushing away a thin layer of dust. He then moved toward the small suggestion box hanging by the cabin entrance, unhooked it, and emptied its contents onto his desk—crumpled notes and scribbled thoughts from performers and crew alike.

As he sank into his chair and began unfolding the first note, a gentle knock echoed on the door.

"Come in, please," Thomson called out, his eyes lifting from the paper.
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