
 



Chapter 01 

In the heart of Leeuwarden City, in the year 1750, lived a mysterious and enigmatic 
vampire couple known as Eamon and Seraphina. By day, they concealed themselves in 
a hidden apartment, engaging in activities that brought them joy and solace - reading 
ancient tomes, passionately making love, painting ethereal masterpieces, and playing 
haunting melodies on their violins. 

However, when the sun dipped below the horizon and the moon ascended to its rightful 
throne in the night sky, Eamon and Seraphina would roam the darkened streets, 
seeking sustenance from the fear-stricken populace. Tales of their existence spread like 
wildfire, and the people of Leeuwarden lived in a constant state of trepidation, fearful of 
the creatures that lurked in the shadows. 

In a quaint café, where whispers and rumors flowed like dark wine, an old hermit named 
Cornelius overheard a group of men discussing their fears. Cornelius had lived for 
centuries, blessed with ancient knowledge, and in the depths of his possession rested 
an old book of spells and two mystical rings. One ring bore a black stone for the male 
vampire, while the other displayed a white stone for the female. 

With hope glimmering in their hearts, the fearful locals approached Cornelius, seeking 
his help in bringing an end to the vampires' reign. Together, they devised a plan to 
confront Eamon and Seraphina, using the magic rings to trap their souls, thereby 
rendering them powerless. 

As night descended upon Leeuwarden, Cornelius and the group of brave men set forth 
on their quest to find the elusive vampires. Guided by ancient scrolls and folklore, they 
traced the couple's nocturnal haunts, studying the patterns of their movements, and 
waiting for the opportune moment to strike. 

Finally, on a moonless night, they succeeded in cornering the unsuspecting vampires. 
The confrontation was intense, as Eamon and Seraphina fought fiercely to preserve 
their immortal lives. But the combination of determination, ancient knowledge, and the 
power of the magic rings proved too much for the vampire couple to withstand. 

As the rings were activated, the souls of Eamon and Seraphina were wrenched from 
their bodies and trapped within the rings' gleaming stones. Their physical forms 
disintegrated into the night air, leaving the people of Leeuwarden to rejoice in their 
newfound freedom from fear.Cornelius, in solemn recognition of the rings' power, 
decided to vanish from the city, taking the ancient book and the rings with him to a place 
where they would never be found. 

 

 



Chapter 02 

Time passed, and generations came and went, as the tale of the vampire couple faded 
into history. It wasn't until the year 2025 that the story would resurface in the most 
unexpected way.In a dusty antique shop, a young goth named Damian stumbled upon 
an intriguing box containing the two mystical rings. Drawn to the mysterious aura 
surrounding them, he purchased the rings without a second thought. 

That night, as Damian slept, an ancient voice called out to him from within the black 
stone. The voice belonged to Eamon, who had waited centuries for a chance to reclaim 
a physical form.Compelled by the irresistible pull of the voice, Damian slipped the ring 
onto his finger, unwittingly allowing Eamon's soul to possess his body. When he awoke 
the next morning, Damian found himself transformed into the ancient vampire. 

Eamon's first instinct was to seek out his long-lost love, Seraphina. And when Damian's 
girlfriend, Elara, arrived at his door, Eamon realized this was his chance to reunite with 
his beloved. 

Though acting differently, Eamon, in Damian's body, decided to give Elara the second 
ring, hoping that Seraphina would find a new vessel to inhabit, just as he had. To his 
surprise, Elara willingly put on the ring, and Seraphina's soul took over her body. 

The ancient vampire couple was reunited, albeit in new human forms. They gazed into 
each other's eyes, recognizing the depths of their shared history. 

Deciding to start afresh, Eamon and Seraphina embarked on a journey to the place their 
vampiric existence had come to an end - the park that now stood where their apartment 
once thrived. 

But time had changed the city beyond recognition, and their old sanctuary was nowhere 
to be found. Undeterred, the vampire couple set their sights on a new beginning in 
Paris. 

Before leaving Leeuwarden, they knew they had to sever their connection to the cursed 
rings. Embracing the flames of a bonfire, they threw the rings into the inferno, watching 
as the ancient enchantments were consumed and destroyed forever. 

In the City of Lights, Eamon delved into his passion for music, mesmerizing audiences 
with haunting violin melodies in hidden clubs. Seraphina, on the other hand, immersed 
herself in the world of art, painting masterpieces that captured the essence of their 
immortal love. 

 

 



Chapter 03 

As the centuries rolled on, Eamon and Seraphina became revered figures in the arts 
scene, their true identities hidden behind the veil of time. Together, they lived a human 
existence, cherishing each moment of their shared journey as they wove their way 
through the tapestry of history, forever bound by an eternal nocturne. 

The destruction of the rings had unintended consequences. As Eamon and Seraphina's 
souls settled into their new bodies, a strange sensation washed over them. They felt a 
surge of power, unlike anything they had experienced before. The magic from the rings 
had merged with their essence, infusing them with immortality. 

At first, they were bewildered by this newfound gift, unsure of its implications. As days 
turned into weeks and months into years, they realized that the hands of time no longer 
held sway over them. They did not age like ordinary mortals; their bodies remained in 
perpetual youth, frozen in the prime of life. 

As immortals, they observed the world around them change and evolve. Fashions, 
technologies, and ideologies shifted, but Eamon and Seraphina stayed constants 
amidst the ever-shifting tides of time. 

However, with immortality came a burden. The passing of loved ones became a 
poignant ache in their hearts. They saw generations of friends and acquaintances come 
and go, leaving them as eternal witnesses to the fleeting nature of human life. Their 
bond grew stronger, providing solace during moments of melancholy. 

Embracing their endless existence, they continued to live in Paris, evolving with the 
changing times. They adapted to modern music and art, immersing themselves in 
various art movements while remaining hidden from the prying eyes of the world. 

Over the decades, their love for each other deepened, transcending the boundaries of 
mortality. They grew closer, their souls intertwining as they shared their immortal 
journey. The memories of their vampiric past still haunted them, but they embraced the 
beauty of the present, cherishing each moment they spent together. 

As the world advanced into the digital age, Eamon and Seraphina maintained an air of 
mystery, portraying themselves as reclusive artists with a flair for the dramatic. Rumors 
surrounded them, whispers of immortality woven into the fabric of legends and folklore. 

Their love for music and art never waned. Eamon continued to mesmerize audiences 
with his violin, playing haunting melodies that touched the souls of those who heard 
him. Seraphina's paintings depicted their immortal love, capturing the essence of their 
intertwined souls on canvas. 

 



Chapter 04 

In the age of technology and social media, their artistic prowess drew the attention of art 
enthusiasts and critics worldwide. But they remained elusive, carefully concealing their 
true identities from the prying eyes of the public. 

Throughout the years, they encountered others who sought the secret to their 
agelessness. However, Eamon and Seraphina remained discreet, revealing little of their 
true nature, and vanishing into the shadows when necessary. 

Despite their immortality, they were not without vulnerabilities. The thirst for blood, once 
sated by their vampiric existence, was now replaced by a craving for creativity and 
human connection. Eamon and Seraphina found solace in their artistic endeavors, 
channeling their passions into immortalizing the world's fleeting beauty. 

In the ever-changing landscape of humanity, they remained constant, eternally 
entwined, forever an enigma, and forever in love. Their journey through the centuries 
continued, taking them through the annals of history as immortal artists, a pair bound by 
an unbreakable bond, forever dancing through the shadows and lights of time. 

With their immortality came a lifetime of opportunities, and Eamon and Seraphina 
embraced their eternal existence by building a magnificent mansion nestled deep within 
the forests outside of Paris. The mansion was an enchanting blend of Gothic and 
Renaissance architecture, a testament to their love for the romantic and the timeless. 

As the years passed, their artistic talents flourished, and they amassed considerable 
wealth through their acclaimed performances and artworks. This financial abundance 
afforded them the ability to buy whatever they desired, and they spared no expense in 
crafting their dream sanctuary. 

The mansion was a place of ethereal beauty, adorned with grand chandeliers, towering 
bookshelves filled with ancient tomes, and walls that showcased their vast collection of 
paintings and artifacts from various eras. The echoes of Eamon's haunting violin music 
reverberated through the halls, while Seraphina's artistry adorned the walls with 
canvases that seemed to come alive. 

Surrounded by the serene beauty of the forest, the couple relished their seclusion, 
embracing the tranquility and solitude. They reveled in the simple joys of each other's 
company, their love growing stronger with each passing century. 

 

 

 



Chapter 05 

In the mansion's expansive gardens, they cultivated a variety of flora, each bloom 
representing a moment in time. Roses, tulips, and lilies mingled with exotic flowers from 
distant lands, all tended with care by the couple who had all the time in the world to 
nurture nature's beauty. 

In their vast library, they cherished the wisdom of the ages. The shelves were adorned 
with ancient scrolls, rare manuscripts, and forgotten knowledge. They spent endless 
nights engrossed in literature, soaking in the wisdom of the past and contemplating the 
wonders of the present. 

Despite their agelessness, Eamon and Seraphina never lost their fascination with 
humanity. They ventured into Paris, donning elaborate disguises to blend seamlessly 
with the crowd. They indulged in the changing art scene, attending underground art 
shows and music festivals, always seeking inspiration to infuse into their own creations. 

As the mansion became a sanctuary of art, music, and love, they welcomed like-minded 
souls into their realm. Emerging artists, musicians, and intellectuals found refuge within 
its walls, drawn by the captivating aura of the immortal couple. Eamon and Seraphina 
nurtured their talents, guiding them with wisdom and experience, sowing seeds of 
creativity that would ripple through the ages. 

In the depths of the forest, they also formed a sanctuary for wildlife, where they could 
observe the balance of nature, untouched by human hands. The creatures of the forest 
recognized the couple as ancient protectors, and an unspoken bond formed between 
them. 

The mansion and its surroundings became a haven for kindred spirits, a sanctuary 
where time seemed to stand still. As decades turned into centuries, the mansion grew 
into a living legacy of the immortal couple, a testament to their love and their passion for 
art and life. 

And so, Eamon and Seraphina's journey continued through the ages, each day a blank 
canvas, ready to be painted with new adventures, discoveries, and expressions of love. 
In the heart of the forest, they reveled in the eternal dance of life, their souls intertwined 
for all time, forever bound by an unbreakable bond, and forever living in harmony with 
the world they cherished. 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 06 

As the centuries unfurled like the pages of a never-ending story, Eamon and Seraphina 
found themselves caught in the currents of time, drifting apart. The once vibrant and 
passionate couple began to lose the spark that had ignited their love through the ages. 
The mansion, once a grand testament to their eternal bond, now fell victim to neglect 
and decay, mirroring the erosion of their connection. 

The once lush and enchanting gardens now withered, overrun with untamed weeds and 
forgotten blooms. The echoes of Eamon's violin, once hauntingly beautiful, now filled 
with an air of melancholy, resounded through the halls of the mansion that had become 
a haunting shadow of its former self. 

Eamon and Seraphina grew distant, both physically and emotionally, as if veiled in 
separate realms of existence within their once shared sanctuary. The conversations that 
once flowed like a mesmerizing symphony now faltered, their words tinged with 
awkwardness and a haunting sense of unfamiliarity. 

They found themselves yearning for the passion and intensity they had once shared, 
but time had taken its toll on their once unbreakable bond. They tried to rekindle the 
flames that had once burned so brightly, but their efforts felt futile, like trying to grasp 
smoke slipping through their fingers. 

The once vivacious and exuberant couple became like two strangers trapped within 
their immortal bodies, burdened by the weight of an endless existence. Seraphina's 
paintings lost their vibrant hues, and Eamon's violin melodies lost their enchantment, 
reflecting the gray pallor that had cast itself upon their lives. 

One evening, as the sun set, and the twilight shadows crept through the mansion's 
empty halls, they found themselves sitting across from each other in silence, their gazes 
distant and longing for the connection they once had. 

In the fading light of dusk, Seraphina finally spoke, her voice tinged with sorrow and 
resignation. "Eamon, do you remember the love we once had? The passion that fueled 
our immortal souls? I fear that time has eroded it beyond repair." 

Eamon nodded, a hint of sadness in his eyes. "I remember, Seraphina, but it feels like a 
distant dream, slipping through our grasp as the years go by. We have shared so much, 
seen the world evolve, and yet, we have lost sight of what we meant to each other." 

As the words hung in the air like unspoken regrets, they realized that they had become 
trapped within the confines of their own immortality. The prospect of an unending 
existence without the spark of love that once bound them seemed like a never-ending 
abyss. 

 



Chapter 07 

With heavy hearts, they acknowledged that their journey together had taken a new turn, 
one that led them down divergent paths. They understood that they needed to find their 
own meaning and purpose in their immortal lives. 

Together, they made a poignant decision - to venture beyond the mansion and the 
familiar forest, to explore the world anew, and perhaps, in doing so, to rediscover 
themselves. 

Leaving the mansion behind, they embarked on separate journeys of self-discovery, 
leaving their once-shared life behind. Eamon immersed himself in the bustling cities, 
seeking solace in the ever-changing rhythms of humanity. Seraphina, on the other 
hand, found solace in the quietude of nature, dwelling in distant mountains and ancient 
forests, searching for inspiration to ignite her artistic spirit once again. 

Time passed, and they carved out individual lives, discovering new passions, and 
forging connections with kindred souls they encountered along the way. Each grew in 
ways they could have never imagined, embracing the beauty of their immortal existence 
in their own unique manner. 

Yet, through the years, a lingering wisp of the past kept their memories intertwined, a 
thread that bound them despite their physical separation. 

As they journeyed through the world, they found purpose and fulfillment in their 
newfound lives. The mansion and its gardens, once forgotten, found their own way to 
heal and thrive, cared for by those who stumbled upon its abandoned beauty. 

And while the spark of their romantic love had dimmed, the love they had once shared 
transformed into a timeless connection, a bond that would never truly fade away, 
connecting them across the expanses of eternity. 

In the twilight of a cool evening, fate wove its threads to reunite Eamon and Seraphina 
once more. After countless years of self-discovery and growth, their paths converged, 
bringing them back to the place where their immortal journey had begun - the mansion 
they had once filled with love and art. 

As they stood face to face, their eyes met, and a myriad of emotions surged within 
them. They saw the reflection of the ages they had lived, etched in the lines of their 
immortal faces. But beyond the outward changes, they recognized the essence of the 
souls they had known for centuries. 

In that moment, the passing years seemed to vanish, and the weight of time lifted from 
their hearts. They realized that, despite their individual journeys, their souls remained 
forever entwined, two halves of a single existence. 



Chapter 08 

With hesitant yet hopeful voices, they spoke, pouring out their hearts and sharing the 
profound experiences of their separate paths. The walls they had built around their 
hearts began to crumble, and the essence of what they once had ignited once more. 

"You were always in my thoughts, Seraphina," Eamon confessed, "even in the moments 
we spent apart. Our love might have transformed, but it never truly left us." 

Seraphina's eyes glistened with tears as she responded, "And you, Eamon, were 
always my eternal muse. Our connection, though hidden behind veils of time, has never 
ceased to exist in the depths of my soul." 

In each other's presence, they rediscovered the joy of togetherness, knowing that their 
bond could withstand the test of eternity. The walls of the mansion, once filled with 
neglect, echoed with the music of their immortal love as Eamon's violin and Seraphina's 
heartful laughter resounded within its walls. 

Their reunion breathed new life into the mansion and its gardens, as if the very essence 
of their love had the power to rejuvenate the world around them. The mansion 
flourished once again, adorned with vibrant colors and resonating with the harmonious 
melodies that had been silent for far too long. 

Through their shared experiences and renewed connection, they discovered that in this 
life, they only had each other. It was a realization that surpassed the fleeting moments 
of human existence, a love that transcended the boundaries of time. 

They embraced their immortality with renewed passion, cherishing each day like a 
treasure, knowing that together, they could brave the endless expanse of eternity. The 
spark that had once faded was reignited, glowing with an intensity that was born from 
the wisdom of ages past. 

Eamon and Seraphina's love story continued, an eternal nocturne of two souls destined 
to share an everlasting bond. They wandered through the ages, side by side, painting 
the canvas of life with the colors of love, art, and companionship. 

Their mansion in the forest stood as a symbol of their love's endurance, its walls filled 
with echoes of laughter, music, and whispered promises of forever. In the depths of the 
woods, where they had once found solitude, they now found solace in each other's 
embrace. 

And as the world evolved around them, they remained constants, the embodiment of a 
love that would never wane. Together, they faced the eternity that lay ahead, two 
immortal souls intertwined, dancing through the shadows and lights of time, bound by 
an unbreakable bond that even the ages could not tear asunder. 



Chapter 09 

Years later on a night that was shrouded in sorrow and despair as Eamon stumbled 
upon Seraphina standing naked in the moonlit garden, her heart heavy with a pain he 
could not comprehend. The glint of the dagger in her hand was like a beacon of despair, 
signaling her internal turmoil. 

"Eamon," she whispered, her voice choked with emotion. "I'm tired. Tired of an endless 
existence, of witnessing life bloom and wither, of the eternal solitude despite your 
presence. I crave an end to this unending journey." 

His heart pounded in his chest as he rushed to her side, his voice trembling with 
anguish. "No, Seraphina, please! We are immortal, bound together by an unbreakable 
bond. I cannot bear to lose you." 

Tears streamed down her cheeks as she looked into his eyes, her soul bared before 
him. "Our love may be eternal, but my spirit aches for a release. I want to find peace, 
even if it means leaving this world behind." 

Desperation gripped his heart as he tried to reason with her. "We have endured through 
ages, finding strength in our love for each other. Together, we can find new meaning, 
discover the wonders this infinite existence has to offer." 

Her grip on the dagger tightened, and she shook her head with a heavy sigh. "I fear we 
have grown apart, Eamon. Our love has transformed, and I can no longer find solace in 
this never-ending existence. You are my soulmate, but the pain of living forever 
outweighs the joy of being with you." 

Eamon's mind raced, searching for a way to convince her otherwise, to rekindle the 
spark they once had. But deep down, he understood the immense burden they both 
carried, the weight of living eternally without an end in sight. 

"I will never forget you, Seraphina," he whispered, his heart breaking with every word. 
"Your love will forever be etched in my soul, a part of me that will endure as long as I 
do." 

With tears in his eyes, he reached out to touch her, to hold her close and beg her to 
reconsider. But before he could react, Seraphina plunged the dagger into her heart, a 
desperate act to find the release she sought. 

Eamon's world shattered as he caught her falling body in his arms. Her once vibrant 
eyes grew dim as life slipped away, leaving him with an emptiness that echoed through 
the eternity of his existence. Grief-stricken, he cradled her lifeless form, feeling the 
weight of centuries crashing down upon him. He wept for the love they had lost, for the 
memories they had shared, and for the pain that had consumed her heart. 



Chapter 10 

In the moonlit garden, Eamon mourned his beloved, haunted by the choices they had 
both made and the infinite consequences of their immortality. He realized that despite 
their boundless existence, life could still be cruel and unforgiving. 

As the sun rose over the horizon, he carried Seraphina's lifeless body back to their once 
grand mansion, now a testament to the ephemeral nature of life and love. He laid her to 
rest in the garden they had once tended together, a place where her spirit could find 
peace. 

In the aftermath of her death, Eamon found himself grappling with an unbearable 
loneliness, a void that could never be filled. He walked through the halls of the mansion, 
where their memories lingered like ghosts, a reminder of the love that once flourished 
there. 

With a heavy heart, he chose to leave the mansion behind, embarking on a solitary 
journey to rediscover himself and find meaning in the unending passage of time. He 
wandered through the ages, searching for purpose and redemption, carrying 
Seraphina's memory with him like an eternal flame. 

Eamon became an immortal wanderer, touching the lives of countless souls, leaving 
fragments of his love and art scattered throughout the world. And in his heart, he carried 
the bittersweet memory of a love that had transcended the boundaries of time, a love 
that would never truly fade away. 

In the dim light of the morning, Eamon's weary soul wandered through the desolate 
streets of London, carrying the burden of his long and immortal life. The echoes of his 
footsteps mingled with the weight of his memories, a haunting symphony of a life lived 
through the ages. 

He found himself in an old, rundown building, its walls echoing with the laughter and 
tears of generations long gone. The air was heavy with the scent of decay and forgotten 
dreams, a reflection of the weariness that had consumed his own heart. 

In a corner of the dilapidated room, a lone bottle of wine stood, a fleeting reminder of 
the pleasures he had once sought to drown his sorrows. As he picked it up, the glass 
slipped from his grip, shattering into pieces on the floor. It was as if the broken glass 
mirrored the fragments of his own shattered soul. 

The weight of immortality had grown too heavy for Eamon to bear. The memories of 
Seraphina and the life they had shared flashed before his eyes, and in that moment, he 
knew that his journey had come to an end. With a resolve that mirrored the desperation 
of a soul seeking peace, he clutched the dagger Seraphina had once used. 

 



Chapter 11 

As he opened the door and stepped out into the morning light, he felt a strange mix of 
relief and sorrow, knowing that his immortality was finally coming to an end. With each 
step he took, he felt the weight of the centuries lift from his shoulders, replaced by a 
sense of serenity he had not felt in a long time. 

Eamon found himself in a secluded spot, away from prying eyes, where he could be 
alone with his thoughts. He looked at the dagger in his hand, a silent witness to the 
struggles of his immortal existence. With a sense of finality, he raised the blade to his 
heart, echoing the act that had claimed Seraphina's life so long ago. 

As the dagger pierced his heart, his thoughts turned to the memories they had shared, 
the love they had lost, and the journey that had led them to this moment. In the final 
moments of his existence, he felt a strange sense of peace, knowing that he would be 
reunited with Seraphina once more, in a realm where time held no sway. 

As Eamon's immortal body crumpled to the ground, the weight of eternity finally lifted 
from his soul. In that moment of departure, he felt a connection with Seraphina that 
transcended the boundaries of life and death. Together, they would find the peace they 
had both sought, and their love would endure beyond the confines of the mortal world. 

In the end, their journey had come full circle, from undying love and immortal passion to 
the quiet embrace of eternity. And as the world continued to turn, Eamon and Seraphina 
would forever live on, their story etched in the annals of time, an everlasting ode to a 
love that had conquered the ages. 

And so, the tale of Eamon and Seraphina, the immortal vampire couple, came to an 
end. Their love had endured through the ages, filled with passion, joy, sorrow, and 
longing. From the mysterious streets of Leeuwarden to the vibrant city of Paris, they had 
journeyed through time together, leaving their mark on history. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 12 

In the realm beyond mortal comprehension, their souls found solace and eternal peace, 
finally reunited in a love that knew no bounds. They roamed together through the infinite 
expanse of eternity, hand in hand, their love a beacon of light amidst the endless 
darkness. 

The mansion in the forest, once a sanctuary of art and love, remained a symbol of their 
legacy, a testament to a love that had transcended the passage of time. The echoes of 
their immortal melodies and laughter lingered in the wind, whispering a tale of a love 
that had conquered both life and death. 

And though they had taken their own lives to find peace, the memories of Eamon and 
Seraphina lived on in the hearts of those they had touched throughout the ages. Their 
art, their music, and their love continued to inspire generations, like ripples in a pond 
that stretched far beyond their immortal existence. 

In the hearts of those who encountered their story, the immortal couple would forever 
live, a reminder that even in the darkest of times, love could endure, and the bonds of 
the soul were stronger than the shackles of time. 

The tale of Eamon and Seraphina became a legend, whispered by storytellers and 
cherished by those who believed in the power of love's unyielding spirit. It was a story of 
love, loss, and redemption, woven into the fabric of history and eternity. 

And as the world continued to spin, the memory of their immortal love remained, a 
flickering flame of hope, guiding souls through the enigmatic journey of life. Their story 
served as a reminder that in the realm of love, even in the face of darkness and the 
passage of time, the human spirit could find light and eternity. The end marked a new 
beginning, as their love became an eternal nocturne, forever resonating in the hearts of 
those who listened to its melody. 

 

 



Once We Found Love 

 

Once We Found Love, Together You And Me 

We Promised That, It Would Last For All Eternity 

 

But Just Like Everything On This Earth, It Slowly Began To Wither Away 

Leaving Behind And Emptiness, Our Hearts Have Decayed 

Nothing But A Dark Void, That Is All What Is Left 

How Did We Lose Such A Precious Thing, It Was All We Had 

So Hard To Understand, Even After All These Years 

Trying To Survive This Cruel World, While Slowly We Both Drown In Our Own Tears 

We Became Shadows, Of The People We Once Were 

So Much Has Changed, Since We Became Estranged 

 

Once We Found Love, Together You And Me 

We Promised That, It Would Last For All Eternity 

 

Will We Meet Again, When This Lifetime Has Ended 

I Just Want To Let You Know, When I Said I Love You I Meant It 

I Hope You Meant It To, Only For That Little Moment In Our Existence 

We Shared Something Special, I Want To Thank You And Will Never Forget Us 

As Time And Age Drag Us Both To Our Demise, I Shall Remember You On The Day I Die 

Your Voice And Your Warm Embrace, When I Close My Eyes 

So Far Apart From Each-other, When We Lay In Our Graves 

May Our Souls Re-connect, In The Afterlife 

 

Once We Found Love, Together You And Me 

We Promised That, It Would Last For All Eternity 


