o

It happened to be a medical report. il

Cecilia cast a skeptical glance at him and cautlously opene_
the document. ‘ '

As she scanned just one page, her expression shifted from
surprise to shock, her face draining of color. The pathology
report indicated that Mark's estimated life expectancy was less

than six months.

Less than six months?

Mark... How could this be possible?

Cecilia's voice trembled as she asked, "Waylen. Is it true?"

Waylen nodded and replied, "Yes, it's true. Mark has been in the .
hospital for four months now. Dad brought in experts from both
home and abroad to examine him, but his body had been :
severely depleted before that.”

Upon hearing this, Cecilia lifted her head slightly.
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than six months.

Less than six months?

Mark... How could this be possible?

Cecilia’s voice trembled as she asked, "Waylen. Is it true?"
Waylen nodded and replied, "Yes, it's true. Mark has been in the
hospital for four months now, Dad brought in experts from both

home and abroad to examine him, but his body had been
severely depleted before that.'

Upon hearing this, Cecilia lifted her head slightly.

Her eyes welled up with tears that threatened to fall.

She did her best to hold them back.




: d‘-softly, "Cecilia hasbee, by my s

‘we have two children. | can't leave wuthout leaving
behind." i '

Peter felt a deep sadness hearing this.
At the door, Cecilia was even more heartbroken.

She knew that Mark was conVeylng his final wishes, with
hope for the future.

Peter noticed Cecilia's presence.

After a brief pause, he quickly composed himself and said,
"Cecilia, what brings you here? Come inside and take a seat.
Mr. Evans was just talking about you."

Cecilia's gaze remained fixed on Mark.
He knew that he could no longer hide the truth.

Waylen, standing at the door, said, "Mark, | told her. She
deserves to know."

Mark's gaze was profound.

After a while, he said, 'Peter, why don't you go have a cup of
coffee with Waylen?" :

Peter smiled faintly and agreed, "Okay."
He left the room and gently closed the door.

The ward fell into silence. The autumn sun strear
the window, |Ilum|nat|ng everyth"




she softly inquired, "Why didn't you tell me?"
This took Mark by surprise.
He gave her a faint smile. He made a motion as if he \
reaching for a cigarette box out of habit, but he realized
couldn't have one in his hospital gown.
He lowered his hand, gazed at Cecilia, and replied, ‘I let you’i:f
down back then, and I'm suffering from this illness. How could
| have told you? | would never have done that to you." ‘
Tears rolled down Cecilia's cheeks.
In a hushed tone, she whispered, "You concealed it from me
for four months, and you're planning to die secretly, leaving
behind a struggling company for Edwin?"
Mark corrected her, "I'm not planning to leave secretly."

Cecilia's gaze shifted to the documents on the bedside table.

For some reason, she suddenly lost her temper.

She walked over and angrily pushed the documents to th

The papers scattered with a splash.

- Mark allowed her to vent her anger.




hat ['ll forgive you just

. of dollars? No, | won J
remember is that you left me behlndi‘ ,
Mark couldn't control his emotions.

He stepped forward to embrace her, even though he knet
had no right to.

‘Cecilia, stop crying. | haven't given up. I'm in therapy. | sti’ll
want to see our daughter born, Edwin growing up, getting
married, and having children of his own."

Cecilia wasn't having it.

She pushed him away and sneered. "Mark, do you think I'm
foolish?"

Everything he said was meant to console her.

But deep down, he had already given up.

The two of them remained emotionally distant, despite being
just a step away. 0

‘Mark, there's too much going on bgtwee‘ .‘u“s
won't just be me who's saddened. T




.’ Peter smiled awkwardly and went inside, while Waylen
and said, "You were quite assertive. | didn't see that coming.

Cecilia blushed.
She mumbled, "l was just speaking out of turn."

Feeling fragile, she leaned on her brother's shoulder,".::‘
overwhelmed by a profound sadness.

Waylen comforted her by patting her head and said, "It's good
that you spoke up. You need to express your feelings once in a
while. Rena also says things to put me in my place from time to
time."

Cecilia was about to respond when Rena approached and
overheard their conversation. She had brought soup to Mark.

Rena glanced at Waylen.

Then she looked at Cecilia's red eyes, assuming that Cecilia
had learned the truth. Rena suggested to Waylen, "You should
take Cecilia home first. You can arrange for the driver to pick |

‘me up Iater




She placed the soup on the table and filled a bo‘WL v

She brought it to Mark and asked, "Did Cecilia cry?"

Mark asked, "Was it your idea to tell Cecilia about this? or
it Waylen's?"

Rena hugged Mark gently and replied, “It's our idea."

Mark struggled to contain his emotions.

He took a few sips from the bowl| of soup, but his appetite had
vanished. He said, "I don't want her to worry about me. | know
her temperament the best."

Rena replied gently, "Then you should be strong for her."

Mark remained in a daze, taking some time to grasp the
meaning behind Waylen's actions.

Waylen had been concerned that Mark might lose hope and
gave up on himself, so he decided to confide in Cecilia abou

Mark's condition.

Mark found himself on the verge of tears.
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Waylen raised his eyebrow, puzzlledi, i

Rena gently stroked Wayle‘nsI Ur‘uf‘ face and
You've been takmg care of the ‘Fowler Grohp and the
Group. Now you're handlmg my uncle s company. I'm conc

that you'll work yourself too hard, Waylen | worry about you
Waylen held her hand gently,

Rena continued, 'Leonel and Alexis go to school during the day. i
Marcus is quite well-behaved. | can spend half a day at the
company and return to feed Elva.’

Waylen played with her hand while eating the noodles and said,
"Mrs. Fowler, you're quite considerate."

Rena looked at him and said firmly, "I'm serious."

Once he had finished the noodles, Waylen dabbed his lips and
explained, 'lI've informed my father that he'll oversee the
Fowler Group temporarily. | have the capacity to manage your
uncle's company. Besides, it's already guite challengmg f \
to look after these children. And... Rena 1 don't want M
and Elva to lose their mother's company Addm

|
attend to your uncle when you have some free

il ||i Il nl lHlH‘




before breaking into a smile.

ylen's eyes held depth as he scrutinized her for

He walked to the window, opened it, and lit a cigarett
stood by the window, smoking. After finishing half of t
cigarette, he asked slowly, "Are you afraid that your uncle wo
be able to get it up again?"

Rena blushed.

Although the servants and children were all present at home,
Waylen voiced his thoughts loudly.

Noticing her embarrassment, he looked around the hall.
He chuckled. "They can't hear us."

Rena approached, intending to discuss something serious with
him. Waylen gently caressed her face and asked, “If | were to
become ill and couldn't do it again, would you leave me

because of it?"
Rena replied firmly, 'l wouldn't!"

Waylen chuckled again.

L N




Nevertheless, this was more than enough for Mark.

One day, Cecilia brought Edwin to visit Mark.

While she went for her prenatal check-up, Edwin was brough |
the ward by the nanny. The little boy gently pushed open the
door and peeked inside. }
Mark looked up and noticed Edwin's presence.

In a gentle, hushed tone, he asked, "Why don't you come in?"
Edwin softly closed the door behind him and made his way to
the bedside. He crawled onto the bed and nestled against Mark,
resting his head on Mark's shoulder.

Mark felt a pang of sadness

Perhaps Edwin had sensed something was wrong.

Mark gently stroked his son's head and asked, "You don't call
me 'great-uncle’' anymore?’ :

Edwin was on the brink of tears and sniffled.

In a hoarse voice, he exclaimed, "Dad!"

Mark mustered a faint smile and scolded,

win we




Holding back his tears, Mark hugged his son and assi
“I promise you." '

Edwin nestled closer to Mark, possibly exhausted, and
fell asleep.

Mark gazed at his son's face for a while.
A voice emanated from the door, presumably Cecilia's.

Mark got out of bed and walked to the door. He was taken
aback.

In the corridor, not only Cecilia but also Albert stood there.
Helen had asked Albert to accompany Cecilia to the hospital.

Albert and Cecilia often quarreled, and she obviously got him
riled up again this time.

He cornered her in the corridor as though he intended to settle
scores with her. :

However, he meant no harm.

he only wore a T-shirt, which displayi
~ muscular arms. i




stepped back into his ward.

. ]
He leaned against the door and chuckled at his oW
predicament.

He signed in resignation. He knew that he had no right 10
| 9

expect Cecilia to choose him. Now, any young man could easily
overshadow his ill and weak self.

What right did he have to love her?
Suddenly, there was a knock at the door.

After regaining his composure, Mark opened it and saw Cecilia
and Albert waiting outside.

Mark asked politely, "Are you here to pick up Edwin? Hes
sleeping.

Cecilia observed Mark

She wasn't naive. She could discern his shifting emotions. He
had been happier during her previous visits. She attributed this
shift to Albert.




it my brother's place later. Would y 3
'He hurriedly replied, "Yes!"
Of course he wouldn't pass on that offer.

He also picked up Edwin affectionately. "Let me carry y

Edwin." t

i
Albert even kissed Edwin's forehead, seemingly intending ’t'd;?“
see if he could provoke Mark even more. l
l

Sure enough, there was a disapproving expression on Mark's
face.

He glanced at Cecilia and asked, "Is this your new boyfriend?*




