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I spent my time painting various beautiful scenes of our place.
This is one of the divine gifts I've found since my youth. My
parents adored and loved me since I was the only result of their
undying affection.


 



 As the days passed, I made my grand entrance in a highly
noteworthy location someplace in San Francisco, California, with
the one woman in my life named Mystica.
  
Neither in my crazy fantasy dream nor my unstable imagination
did I anticipate the time she would arrive in my life. When my
heart fell in love with her, everything in this world appeared
fine. I enjoyed her company as my sister, friend, comrade, and,
most importantly, lover. She is wonderful, which is why she advised
that I paint many intriguing vistas that she believes I could
do.
  
 

 Until then, she urged me to paint the most beautiful lady
she had ever encountered in her life. My darling, simply hang it in
your bedroom when you finish painting it, she said. That was
something that pushed me to stretch my abilities further. 

Even though painting the portrait was often laborious, I gave it my
all to delight her. If I do it flawlessly, I believe it will be my
greatest achievement in my whole life. But what is mine if I can
have it? Is this because I like Mystica even though, aside from her
beauty, she is flawed?
  
 

  This question was on my mind at the time. It didn't matter,
thankfully. I've completed the portrait beautifully till another
occasion arises. Some of my customers wanted to buy it, but I told
them that the portrait had enormous meaning and importance in my
life and that no one could afford to pay for it. How incredible is
it?

  

 


  

  
Mystica honestly congratulated me while kissing my lips in
front of my parents. I truly don't know how to express how happy I
am.  After finishing the portrait, it appears that I felt
effervescent and had something odd than usual. 
  

Is this because I performed the thing to satisfy my dear's desires?
Mystica is a strange woman that I've met. She is aware of both my
talents and faults. And it is no excuse for me not to love and
care, even when the sky is overcast.



  


    


  

  
The love I know dares to confront numerous problems inside a
relationship, so no matter what happens, she will be the lady who
will live on in my mind, even if a cruel time will enable the
nightmare to leave us. 

This is what I'd take away from her. After I framed the photo,
Mystica and I assisted in hanging it on the wall in front of my
bedroom. After that, we ate our meal, which was full of excitement
thanks to my joke to keep her from feeling glum.


  


    


  

  
That was our final unforgettable day together. The happiness
that we imagined would last forever has ended unexpectedly.
  
At exactly six thirty o'clock in the evening, on my first night
with the gorgeous image hanging on the wall, one question sprang to
me as I glanced at it. Could you experience genuine love? Knowing
the truth, this inquisition is nonsense, and my mother immediately
summoned me for supper. "Yes, mom", I said. My cellular phone rang
when I abruptly gripped the doorknob, and it was Mystica's
voice.
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"Goodnight, my dear, and be the good lover to the portrait
forever as you strengthen our relationship," she added, before
adding, "Without knowing it, my tears fell from my unconscious and
innocent eyes, and I took a deep breath." I inquired as to her
whereabouts. She then replied, "I'm now on God's side."

 


  
I couldn't move; my feet were paralysed, and my mind was racing.
The sweet voice then faded, and I let out a very loud scream,
shouting out the name of the woman I intended to spend the rest of
my life with. 

Finally, my mother approached, embraced, and reassured me as she
revealed the reality that only Mystica's parents and she were aware
of.  Mystica had an incurable ailment when she was a child, which
caused her to die young. My world softened when I discovered the
unexpected buried sorrow. I sobbed on my mother's shoulder while I
apologized to my idealized woman. So, I dashed inside my bedroom
and embraced the photo, which may be a memento of my lost
sweetheart.


  


    


  

  
My eyes welled up with tears as an indication of the anguish
inside my heart. Mystica's face appeared as I stared at the
painting, and she encouraged me not to grieve any longer because
she would be with me forever. Inside my bedroom, I became aware of
a new perfume. Thus, the heartaches gradually healed and treated
me, and a dying hope came back to life. The world that I thought
had melted and become hazy has been recreated. At this age, I've
learnt that there are impossible things that may be conceivable,
and vice versa, due to unforeseeable situations.

 


  
I had a long time to move my life on. Until I decided to keep
Mystica and the portrait as memories in my heart and mind that have
never vanished nor been stolen by any circumstance, as a result,
I'll preserve them both as mystical treasures in my new hopeful
world.
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