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Thank you Yellow… for helping me fly and  
discover my true Stripe, and to see a deeper  
magic in everything around me.

Breathe, trust and believe.
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The moment I heard my first love story I started  
looking for you, not knowing how blind that was.

Lovers don’t finally meet somewhere. They’re in each 
other all along.

—Rumi



Once upon a time, there 
was a beautiful little  

 girl, and a beautiful  
little boy. They were  
six  years   old and best  
  friends.  Living right 
around the corner from  
  each other, theywere  
inseparable. 

They loved exploring and  
 experiencing. Everything. 
Opening their 6-year-old 
eyes bright and wide.  
 They chased butterflies 
and had secret places 
in the woods. 



they held hands 
as they ran and jumped and 
giggled. Theylaid in the tall 
grass for hours smiling, 
talking, gazing at the clouds 
as birds soared high above. 
They alsoloved hugs. 

The beautifullittle  
girl especiallyloved  
to twirl. Nothing 
brought thelittle  
boy more joy than  
watching thelittle  
girl twirl (especially  
if  there were leaves  
involved). She was life. 
She was light. She was 
the world. 



  The twinkle in her eyes  
   and the beauty in her   
 soul  illuminated the world

with  such  brilliance. She was  
  truly unique and    
special.  Thelittle 
girl knew that this boy 
was different. When they     
 were  together,  his  presence   
warmed her heart and  
 sparked her twirls on  
days where she needed   
 them most. 

His warm eyes  grew 
smiles upon her face and 
unlike the other boys, she    
could see his caring heart 
and naked soul.  He was 
truly unique and special. 

           They were 
      connected 
in  a wild and  
      unexplainable      
  way. 



Then  came the day.  
A sad day.  The  beautiful  
little  girl’s  family moved 
West.  The little  boy’s  family 
moved  East.  They were  both 
very sad.  “For there would 
be nobody to  gazelovingly 
upon my  twirls,”  said 
the little  girl.  The little 
boy replied, “There would  be 
nobody to  open my heart and 
soul  to.”  They were sad some more. 



 But. . .as two  beautiful 
little  6 -year- old  hearts 
were aching . . .  a magic  
came  upon  them as    
 a   butterfly  fluttered  
over their heads as they  
 embraced.. .  This was not the 

end.  This was not even close to   

  being  goodbye.  This was  
opportunity!



A   fresh, and bright,  
and scary opportunity to  share  

twirls  and  hearts with  the  rest  of  

the world.  They knew that it would  be   

  far too selFish to  keep  such  beauty 

 and  brilliance and magic  to  themselves.  

And they knew that they would    

 always  be  connected.  A warmth  of  

their hearts  even  in  the  darkest   

of  times.  They  were  always  inside   

  each  other.   Providing  nourishment   
and  encouragement,  strength,  
support  and  passion  to their   
 souls.  They were happy.

After several, several  

years,  the 6-year-old little  

girl and little  boy  grew.  

They had  struggles and joys, 

loves  and loves lost.   Smiles   

and  tears.   But do you 
know something?   
  They  always  had  each  other.   

A warmth  in  their  hearts.  A  hug    

 of  their souls.  They were 

connected.   They were together.   

  They were  happy.



Then,  by random, or by not  

so  random,  that  beautiful  
little  girl and that 
beautiful little  boy  
  found  each  other.  
Through  a  cloud.  
Through a  gentle  breeze.  

Such joy!  This wild  

moment, where their hearts    

    grew  and  radiated as   

brilliant as the northern 

lights.  Such  energy!  But 
with  such  energy,  there  were 

also  questions  and  pains. 

What now?  Why now?  What 
next?  What does this mean?  
  The  beautiful little  girl   
was scared.  Her heart shifted,  
or in  actuality, just simply  
 adjusted  a  touch.  What 
about  the  beautiful 
lives we now live? 

The little boy c omforted  her.   
 What now?  More beauty.  More  
strength.  More magic.  For   
 we are messengers  of love,    
 he told  her. 



Now,  in  f inding and  getting 
back to  6-year-old  smiles  
 and  giggles,  twirls,  hugs  
and  hand-holding, they can  
 illuminate  this  world 
brighter  than  ever before.  
Through  words  and  work,  

 through  smiles  and  open eyes,  
through magic.  The world  
   is better that  
 they have  found  
    each  other. 



 But, when those  questions  
arise,  the now  grown up   
children must lie  down  in  
the tall  grass together  
as  they did so long ago,  
through  the clouds that 
brought  them together. 

 There  will   be  
questions  from 
time  to  time. 



They  must  squeeze  each   
  other’s  hands and  give  
smiles and hugs and a little  
 extra  warmth  to  their 
souls. The clouds are their  
  secret place.  Cushions  for 

jumping  as  they  fly.

  And  also,  in their secret  
place,  there was a  train   
 station.   A  sacred  one.  
For every night, 
 in their dreams, 
the beautiful little  girl  
and the  beautiful little  
  boy would meet.  Thelittle 
boy with  gifts of love   
  for the little  girl.   
An  orange  flower,   
   a  rock and 
 a leaf. 



   Through the stars to the  
moon. “If  my  eyes  are 
closed, will you  
  hold me?” asked  the  
little  girl. “Then  I  will 
know it is you, and  I won’t    
 wake.”  The stars  are  bright 
and  her  hand  was  soft and  
warm in  his.  She did close  
her eyes  and  he  held  her  
 tight.  A smile  on  her 
beautiful  face while he 
watched  the stars shine  
down  upon  them. 

The little  girl,  holding  

  tightly  a  green,  glass  
heart  in  her  hand,  for the 
little  boy. They  board  the  
train  and sit hand-in-hand,  
next  to  each other.   
   Their magic  train  
that takes them to   
 the moon. 



For  this  sacred  train  
fuels their  deep  connection   
 and undying  eternal love.  
Time and  space mean nothing.   
 Their hearts and souls are 
truly one.  Love  in  its  
 purest  form. 

 And  upon  the  return  each 
morning.  The  earthlylives  
  theylive  are  even more 
beautiful.  Theirlove  
glow spreads magic,  
 comfort and  happiness  
in  all they touch. 



  And  through  this 

love  glow,  the world   
  is  better.  

They are happy. 



  A story of soul 
connections taking     
   a nightly train to  
  the moon.
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