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Love Shines Eternal: 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. 
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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. 

I drifted through the plague filled streets of Rome, 

Where lovers clasped their hands despite the death. 

Their bodies failed, their souls found newer home, 

Together still beyond their final breath. 

In Renaissance courts where plots were spun as silk, 

I watched two souls exchange forbidden glance. 

Their letters, written white on pages ilk, 

Revealed in fire—a dangerous romance. 

Aboard a merchant vessel, salt spray kissed, 

A captain's daughter loved a common man. 

They fled to shores where freedom would persist, 

Abandoning their place in social plan. 

Through trenches carved in France's muddied ground, 

Young soldiers kept small photographs and locks 

Of sweethearts' hair—in these talismans found 

The strength to face the bullets and the shocks. 

I've haunted speakeasies where flappers danced, 

Their bobbed hair swinging free from past constraint. 

New freedom in their eyes as partners pranced, 

A generation's rules they dared to taint. 

In cells of revolution, whispered names 

Between the tortured and their distant loves. 

No ideology could quench the flames 

That burned despite what history disapproves. 

At Woodstock's muddy fields where music soared, 

I flowed through flower crowns and joined hands. 

Where youthful hearts believed in something more— 

A universal bond no one commands. 

I've lingered in the hospice rooms where age 

Has bent the frame but left the heart intact. 

Five decades shared, yet still they turn the page, 

Each chapter treasured in their life compact. 

In digital connections spanning seas, 

Where lovers meet through screens that glow at night, 

I pulse through cables, bringing hearts to ease, 

Though bodies separate, souls take flight. 

I am not cupid with his childish bow, 

No winged cherub playing thoughtless games. 

I bear the depth that only time can show— 

Endurance through both glory and through shames. 

I've worn the face of passion's fevered need, 

Of comfort's steady hand in darkest night, 

Of sacrifice that makes the strong heart bleed, 

Of quiet understanding free from spite. 

You cannot know me fully, though you try 

To capture me in sonnets and in song. 

My paradox: though deathless, I can die 

Within a heart where grudges linger long. 

Yet when you feel that stirring in your chest, 

That recognition of another soul, 

It is my whisper saying, "Be at rest— 

I've known this story since the world was whole.” 

Some seek me desperately in stranger's eyes, 

In bottles, pills, in wealth's deceptive gleam. 

They chase me through their short and frantic lives, 

Yet miss me standing quiet in their dream. 

Others fear my touch as weakness shown, 

A vulnerability they cannot bear. 

They build their walls of logic, brick and stone, 

Not sensing how I've already entered there. 

The young believe they've discovered me anew, 

As if their hearts invented my domain. 

I smile at their conviction, strong and true, 

Knowing each generation claims the same. 

The old remember me with mixed regard— 

Some bitter at my leaving, some still warm 

With gratitude for journeys shared and hard, 

For shelter offered through life's every storm. 

I am not bound by gender, race, or creed, 

No legislation limits where I grow. 

I've flourished where religions banned the deed, 

I've bloomed where customs mandated “no.” 

My strength lies not in conquest's brief display, 

Not in possession's suffocating hold, 

But in the quiet choice made day by day 

To see another's worth as pure as gold. 

I've witnessed empires rise and nations fall, 

Seen monuments erected, turned to dust. 

Yet nothing stands as powerful or tall 

As two souls joined in commitment's trust. 

So recognize me when I pass you by— 

Not in the grand gestures history records, 

But in the gentle glance, the muffled sigh, 

The hand that holds when there are no more words. 

For I am Love, the ageless one who stays 

When passion cools and beauty's bloom has fled. 

I am the constant through your mortal days, 

The thread that weaves through all that's done and said. 

Immortal witness to your human plight, 

Forever young, yet ancient as the stars. 

I walk beside you through both dark and light, 

The healing presence for your deepest scars. 
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Pixels and Pulses
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Through fiber optics, pulses of our hearts 

Transmit across the endless digital sea. 

Though distance keeps our physical forms apart, 

Our souls connect in virtual unity. 

The glow of screens illuminates our face, 

A modern moonlight for these love struck eyes. 

Three thousand miles collapse in cyber space, 

As satellites relay our soft goodbyes. 

Your pixelated smile, though sometimes blurred, 

Reveals the truth no bandwidth can constrain. 

My speakers catch each precious whispered word 

That travels networks faster than a train. 

We schedule meetings across time zones vast, 

One dawn, one dusk, connected by device. 

The hourglass of longing slowly passed, 

Until our waiting arms can soon suffice. 

I trace your frozen image with my thumb, 

When servers lag and connections grow weak. 

The tactile sense my fingers have become 

Imagines how your skin feels on my cheek. 

Our love, not trapped in circuits or in code, 

Transcends the limitations of the screen. 

Though signals travel down a virtual road, 

The heart's response is genuine, not routine. 

We send our digital tokens through the air, 

Heart emojis trivial yet profound. 

Your voice, compressed and sometimes worse for wear, 

Remains the sweetest, most essential sound. 

Remember when our message histories 

Became a novel neither planned to write? 

Our narrative defied the boundaries 

Of what could bloom beneath electric light. 

The waiting for your name to appear bright, 

The three small dots that promise you're still there. 

Our conversations spanning through the night, 

When sleep surrenders to our need to share. 

These modern courtships, strange to times before, 

When letters sailed on ships across the foam. 

Yet still we yearn, still hope, still we implore 

The one whose heart we've claimed as our true home. 

So let them mock our love through cable sent, 

The cynics who believe touch must be near. 

They've never known how souls can circumvent 

The physical to make emotions clear. 

When finally we meet in flesh and bone, 

Our bodies recognize what hearts long knew. 

The love cultivated while we were alone, 

In digital gardens, blossomed and grew. 

For love endures through every human age, 

Through smoke signals, through letters, and through wire. 

It finds new methods to express its rage, 

Its tenderness, its passionate desire. 

In ones and zeros now our love takes flight, 

But underneath the data courses true 

The ancient current, powerful and bright, 

That's always flowed from me, beloved, to you. 
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The Distance Between Stars
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I. The Parting

The train whistle pierced the station's haze, 

Where lovers stood in time's suspended grasp. 

Her hand in his—their final, desperate phase— 

As history tore apart what love had clasped. 

"Return," she whispered, fog wreathing her face, 

A photograph pressed firmly to his chest. 

As though such talismans could hold in place 

The world now crumbling east and burning west. 

He boarded as the siren's wail began, 

Her scarf still warm with perfume, blue as night. 

The machinery of conflict, plan by plan, 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
10N

Trust,

Joy Collect

1€t ;

ql

The lLoye,

J





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





