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      To my dearest, my late mum Bojourka and my only love Marieta, whom I admire the most altogether
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      There is a certain line of destiny for each one of us, which seems as if no one and nothing could ever change. Is that really so, however? Perhaps, some people would disagree.

      These are the people that will always believe that it may be changed because it is like a strip of sand, which remains after the tide at the seashore and is different every time.

      Part of those people is this couple – two young companions, who can still love and have their dreams. They are gazing at the profound essence of the world’s earthly, human time as well as the one of eternity within them, the heart one.

      A criss-cross of interweaving roads leads them far away but only a single one brings them back home.

      Quite often it turns out that it is in fact the longest, really arduous and sometimes the loneliest one. When taking a look at signs in life, we can see the recollections of anguish or short-lived happiness and bliss.

      Nevertheless, they will always be seeking their home or perhaps the family warmth the way they remember it, that is, their hearth.

      In the course of time, they will realise that it is no longer there, but has turned into an unfamiliar place of lost feelings.
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      ‘We’ve arrived. Is anyone going to welcome us here?’ she asked.

      ‘I don’t know. The more important thing is that we don’t have anywhere to stay,’ he replied pensively.

      Now they were increasingly starting to realize the rueful truth that they had already had no home of their own.

      He seemed reluctant to go back. There, the bright smile of his mother had been left behind; the smile which he would always be missing desperately. But there also remained the shadows of his father and sister, who had long forgotten him – as though he had meant nothing to them. They were so busy with ‘important stuff’ like caring about themselves and their property. What use would they make of some love of their relatives, of kindness – such vain things according to them? Why should they be bothered with his loneliness? That did not concern them at all. The only good thing was that he was far away.

      Even when they, the young couple, met each other and got engaged, their 'parents' remained adamant in their natural selfishness and egotism. What did it matter that they wanted to settle down and have their own family?

      Now they had and possessed fortunes, whereas he did not have anything at all. Now they rejoiced, and he had but to suffer. Since long ago they envied him for the fact that he was educated, sophisticated and indulged in science and research.

      His sister could not complete any higher degree and did not speak any foreign language, but at the expense of that, she knew how to ridicule others, especially her brother. Her wickedness was her science, which needs mastering as well. Maybe that was the thing which her father liked indeed – after all, she was his beloved daughter.

      The word ‘daughter’ had a great meaning and significance for his fiancée. She was such for her dearest people that were still on this planet; that is, her granny Anastasia and grandpa Marko. They were her true parents – caring and supportive. Where were the others? Where were the mother and father? As per their wont, they were in their own world of endless greed and avarice, which she failed to comprehend. She did not assume yet that they would show her that the highest achievement in life for them was money alone and the fact that they were sole owners of all. However, were they masters of themselves though? Had they not turned into slaves of mere possession? One thing was for sure, she did not have any place either on their estates or in their thoughts.

      Unlike the previous generation of her relatives, they were unable to create anything and give to others. They could only ask from other people.

      They did not even bat an eyelid when they took everything from their child in order to deprive her of any dreams.

      ‘Is there anything more ruthless than that?’ he kept asking himself.

      In his thoughts like fairy lights other questions were also glimmering. Probably the most important one was whether he had to leave and go abroad to study and further his academic skills. However, that was a rhetorical question.

      In time, he got to understand more and more clearly that education and intellect were the only things that belonged solely to him. The single way forward for him. Yes, forward and… together with her. It was his love alone that he could ever give her as a present, while he desired much more than that – he was longing to make her happy. Was he going to succeed? Maybe…

      He witnessed how with years sometimes sorrow would silently appear in her eyes, but he would not stop hoping. For him, she was the entire gentleness of light, which changes you and which you may never forget.
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      The reminiscence of their first date compelled him to sense a special kind of warmth again. No matter that it was rather cold and the snow was slowly and relentlessly falling onto the ground…

      They were both invited to a restaurant in Sofia by some mutual friends, but they were both also unsure if they would go there after all.

      But yet, a deep and inexplicable feeling led them towards that locus… and for them there was nothing else to do but subdue themselves to it.

      That night, when he felt his heart for the first time as if it was one of those nights on the British Isles, with which he was acquainted so well. Then, when the clear starry sky was so close to the earth that they were merging together into a silent beauty…

      And here the moment came, when her face shone out like a little moon before his eyes. An unfamiliar moon…

      Everyone there was chatting lively with someone else. He and she kept casting furtive glances at each other until he dared to talk to her. First of all, of course, he introduced himself and before long they began conversing like old friends.

      ‘It’s wonderful; you are doing a degree in the UK. I speak English too and dream about going there. I’d like to get in touch with another realm, which I feel so close to me. I dream about taking long strolls down the streets of London, Oxford, Cambridge, and catching a glimpse of the green mosaic of hedges and ceaseless fields, strewn with cottages in the idyllic countryside. I hope as soon as this summer my dream will come true and I will leave for this long cherished place!’ she said, her face lit up with a smile.

      Faster than the very thought, his response reverberated:

      ‘I’d be glad to welcome you and tell you more about life there.’

      ‘That would be nice. It’s interesting how various directions intersect. You are already there, and I am heading towards that place.’

      ‘That’s so indeed.’

      At that very moment, her friend jumped into their conversation:

      ‘I want to tell you that she is extremely modest and at the same time very intelligent and refined.’

      ‘Why don’t you tell him you speak French fluently and you’ve been to Paris?’

      ‘I was just thinking of sharing that, but you were quicker than me’ she replied.

      ‘In that case, I might need to introduce myself again, as since recently I’ve started learning French,’ he declared proudly.

      ‘Enchanté, Mademoiselle. Comment ça va?’

      ‘Ça va bien, merci!’ she replied with her marvellous pronunciation.

      He pondered whether that was not just dreaming of his soul. No, she was real – in her lovely appearance, tickling words, lucid sparkling eyes.

      Her long reddish hair was falling down in waves to her golden jacket; the colour of her eyes was similar to the one of the bluish-green sea… She resembled the images in Sandro Botticelli’s paintings so much…

      He could not believe that she is standing next to him because he had been waiting for her for so long while… this was his Spring…

      It was getting late. All visitors left together. Everybody had to head in their own direction.

      All of a sudden, like something mystical, a gust of wind started to blow fiercely.

      He sidled up to her and in his deep low voice simply told her:

      ‘I hope I shall see you again, for I don’t want us to separate ever again…never…’

      She glanced at him quietly as if she responded:

      ‘Neither do I…’

      Her silhouette quickly melted into the numerous dancing snowflakes.
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