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My parents gave their lives to protect Felix and me. That year, I lost my father, who 
planted sunflowers for me, and my mother, who loved me dearly. 

Of course, his mother died too, but he wasn’t upset in the slightest and couldn’t 
understand my grief. After that, I never painted Felix’s portrait again, 

At first, I blamed him. I blamed him for taking away the home I had and trapping me in 
my own world, unwilling to step out. I resented him for taking me from my grandmother, 
locking me away in his house, and later even using my grandmother to force me into 
marriage with him. 

In those years, Felix loved me deeply. I tried to convince myself to keep going, to 
forgive him, because, at that time, he was just an innocent child. Every time I felt like 
giving up, I would go to the garden and look at the sunflowers, drawing flowers on the 
wall that would never wither. 

But later, as I tried to hold on, Darcy’s arrival destroyed everything. Or maybe it was 
Felix who destroyed it all. He destroyed the sunshine that had grown up with him, and I 
couldn’t hold on any longer. 

One day, Felix’s father, Hugo Palmer, came to see me. I knew he’d always hated me. 
Unfortunately, Felix had kept a tight leash on him all these years, and his attempts to 
reach out had never succeeded. 

“Felix is all I have left,” Hugo said. “For years, I’ve let him do whatever he wanted, but 
this time, he nearly ruined himself because of you. Let this farce between you two end. 
He’s done enough to make it up to you over the years. From now on, I’ll make sure your 
future is taken care of.” 

I sneered. If Hugo hadn’t been too busy with his lover and delayed picking Felix up, 
none of this would’ve happened. What gave him the right to brush it all aside with a few 
words, pretending to be doing me a favor? 

Hugo had turned me into an orphan, but he thought he was doing me a favor by letting 
me be with Felix. 

I left and returned to the house where I once lived with my parents. It had now become 
a derelict building. abandoned and decaying. 

Now, ten years later, I painted Felix as an adult before lying in the same bed we’d 
shared as children and closing my eyes. On the headboard, the drawing of our family of 
four had gathered dust. The naive strokes I’d made back then were filled with a 
happiness that my adult self could no longer reach, a happiness Felix had never been 
able to offer. 



Maybe little Felicity had died that summer, back then, without me realizing it. 

When Felix found me after a frantic search, my body had already begun to decompose. 

He buried me next to my parents, and beside us, there was an empty grave. 

That day, he set fire to the Palmers‘ residence, killing Hugo, the famous business 
mogul, and himself. 

Felix never loved Hugo. If it weren’t for the kidnapping and brutal death of Hugo’s 
legitimate child, Felix would’ve never stepped foot in that house. 

Later, my final portrait of Felix was framed on the headstone next to my grave. He lay 
beside me, just like in that family photo, finally whole. 

The cemetery was filled with sunflowers, always following the sun, their golden faces 
shining. 

My parents had used to laugh and joke, ‘It’s like we’ve got a son now.” Even when they 
about to be murdered, they had still shouted, “Felix, take Felicity with you!” 

This time, for my parents sake, I would allow him to stay here. 

The sunflowers bloomed year after year, chasing after the sun they could never leave, 
even in death. 

 


