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Situated in the heart of the Southern 
Highlands, Endless Candles combines a passion 
for fragrance with quality craftsmanship to 
provide you with an enticing elixir of natural, 
handmade products that are guaranteed to 

look fabulous in any location. 

E N D L E S S  C A N D L E S
Naturally Brilliant
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Bonjour Amoureux! (That’s french for hello lovers!)

It’s been a while since we’ve released a lookbook, though we’ve been holding 
off for one very special reason - There’s Always Paris features content 
from our very first and utterly exciting international campagin! Most of 
the images you’re seeing here were shot in the city of love, the epitome of 
Wanderlust. 

Charli shot over to Europe for a few weeks and created magic for us, as per 
usual and the only thing I have to say is- I’m completely jealous that she 
couldn’t pack me in her suitcase and drag me along with her! 

Paris has always had such beautiful charm, it’s a town that I’ve always gazed 
longingly upon from a distance. My google image searches and pinterest 
boards don’t hold a candle to the beautiful location #pun intended. To have 
our latest Campaign shot there was just something that I could only dream 
about, until it finally happened.

Now if only we could all jump onto a little magic carpet and fly over there to 
sip tea and watch the sun’s gentle golden light illuminate a city of love and 
magic as it sets into the night. It’s definitely on my Wanderlust Bucket List!

I hope you enjoy the images as much as we have. x

A Letter From the Editor

All My Love, Mary.



La Vie En Rose

Paris it the kind of place that will make you feel 
totally lost + incredibly found all at once. To 
walk the streets of Paris is to wander the past. I 
feel at home here in this cream coloured kind 
of wonderland that seems to perpetually bleed 
golden light.

As I write this, I’m sitting under some lamplight, 
watching a little boy in a beret scoot past crying 
‘papa, papa’ as cocker spaniels waltz around my 
neighbours table, their chords tugging and to-
fro-ing with the chair legs in an intricate dance of 
doggy delicacy the never seems to tangle. A garden 
blooms before me; bursting from a shop front and 
out onto the cobbled stoned streets.

I want to pack up my life and move here 
immediately. For a day, a week, a month. For 
as long as my dime will allow. I want to stay in 
this pristine powdered blue apartment perched 
in an old french attic 
overlooking all of 
Montemartre. 

My home here is a 
tower two blocks 
over from the Moulin 
Rouge + a short taxi 
ride to the Champs-Élysées. I can see it all before 
me; a dashing red/white/orange array of rooftops 
that seem to shimmer at sunset.

I want to forever wander home + up a set of navy 
blue spiral steps, run my fingers over the folded 
gold gated doors of an antique elevator that creaks 
when you crack the shutters open. I want to sketch 
the accordion players perpetually twinkling out ‘la 
vie en rose.’ I want to eat chocolate croissants + 
drink coffee + smoke long, elegant cigarettes as I 
paint in my knickers by the moonlight at 4am. My 
heart is breaking just being here.

How I love being lost + alone in a city that never 
sleeps, always smokes + fills my soul with fire.
Paris, I feel as if I’ve known you always.

“I know more than anything, 
there is a beauty in this 

moment so very real and so 
very fleeting”

I know more than anything, there is a beauty in 
this moment so very real and so very fleeting.
And I’m doing my best to embrace it with all my 
life.

I know if I make it to an older age- I’ll wear 
white and go parachuting and get tattoo’s just 
the same. But will I wander the streets with the 
carefree canter of a girl who’s smile could conjure 
a cigarette light from a stranger?
A cab?
A coffee?

I will. I always will. I’ll wear that smile always. I’ll 
pull it out when I need it now I know where it 
comes from. That smile with a side of twinkle; one 
that bleeds mischief and curiosity.

If Paris has taught me anything, it is that who you 
are isn’t defined by an age or a hairstyle, a job or 

another person. It’s that 
smile, that twinkle, that 
walk; it’s a confidence 
you can not fake.
You want to wear 
sequins? Wear the 
damn things.

You want to smoke? And paint in your underwear? 
Do it.

Paris is a place forcing you to face your own 
identity. Particularly if you’re female.

I came across a book in an old library of my Parisian 
chateau, which proudly proclaimed that in France, 
it’s not about what you wear or who you know- if 
you are a woman, you’re sexy. You’re automatically 
cool. You’re in. That’s the beginning and the 
end of everything. As I sit here, I see women in 
berets and big boots scuttle about drinking coffee 
+ smoking, women skateboarding and cycling, 
pierced and tattooed women and pregnant and 
beaming women. I see an incandescent stream of 
confidence flowing out onto the pavement.

By Charli Burrowes
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The story goes on

Charli Burrowes

Yes, women here are sexy- in every kind of way. 
And they know that. They walk with it.

Sometimes I feel we can forget our own stories; 
our triumphs + the inner strength that comes 
from being a full blown giver of life.

That to me is pretty damn marvellous in itself. 
Never mind the shoes you wear or whether you 
like video games or ballet (or both, you can love 
both). 

In Paris, if you are female, you are fine.
As it should be.
Paris, j’adore.

x
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Wanderlust by Endless Candles.

Featuring the Musk & Vanilla Jar Candle.
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Je T’aime
I love you...

“Quand il me prend dans ses bras,Il me parle tout bas,Je vois la vie en rose.”

When he takes me in his arms, and speaks to me softly, I see the world through 

rose-colored glasses - Edith Piaf



Heal The World
By Charli Burrowes

My favourite memory of 
Paris will always be my 
second last day in the city. 

 
I passed by a massive square; a crossroad 
of chaos. Tall, ancient buildings glistened 
in the sunlight + stretched up to the sky 
while bustling French bars bloomed 
on every corner. In front of the gilded 
golden opera house steps, a man was 
singing. He had the most beautiful voice. 
I sat on the steps to stop and listen. 
 
At first there were ten people. Then twenty. 
It jumped to a hundred. I swear towards the 
end, there must have be a crowd of several 
hundred people gathered to stop and listen 
and share. I think two things have the power 
to unite all cultures- music, and children. 

If you ever feel truly lost and alone, listen 
out for the laugh of a child or a seek 
out a song. Sit outside a cafe and listen 
to kids laughing as they toddle around 
the streets. You will feel connected, 
no matter where you are in the world; 
these are the universal languages of life.  
 
At one point the man’s guitar string 
snapped, and he had to pause playing. An 
awkward silence settled over the crowd. 
 
He called out to three Syrian girls who had 
been singing the loudest. He said to them, 
‘Syrian girls, tell us your story, sing us a song!’ 
 
And they said ‘We have come to Paris for 
a better life.’ And then they sang Heal The 
World. And the entire audience joined in.  

 
People danced. Clapped. It felt like a 
concert on the streets of Paris. The sun 
began to set over the city, casting the most 
beautiful golden glow over the square.  
 
And when the musician was able to play 
again, he started a cover of ‘With or 
Without You’ by U2. And in my head I went, 
‘don’t you dare to start to cry here, in the 
middle of all these people. Don’t you do it.’  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
And when he changed the lyrics from 
‘and you give yourself away’ to ‘and she 
gives herself away.’ I thought, ‘why not.’  
 
And I cried on those steps. I cried with the 
most wonderful crowd of strangers from 
all over the world. It was probably one of 
the most beautiful moments of my life. 
 

Paris, I will love you always.
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“There’s Always Paris”
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Products Featured

Left Page:

1. Elegance Jar Candle
2. Wanderlust Jar Candle
3. Elegance Hand Cream
4. Wanderlust Body Lotion

Right Page:

1. Elegance Hand Cream
2. Wanderlust Jar Candle

“J’adore Paris”
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