But.. &echose not to.

Instead, she stared at him, and her eyes welled up with
tears and turned red.

solace.

After a prolonged silence, Cecilia spoke softly, her voice tinge
with hurt. "I'm not as good as you, Mr. Evans, having so many
confidants.”

Those were the words of a wounded heart.
In the presence of an outsider, Mark chose not to respond.

Albert was sensible. "I'll wait you in the car. You two should
sort out this misunderstanding.”

He smiled reassuringly and added, "Mr. Evans, it seems there's |
a significant misunderstanding here " . 4

Then, with Edwin cradled in his arms, Albert made his exi

Cecilia headed toward the door, too.

Mark reached out and clasped her hand
tone, "Cecilia!" :




But now, he was ill.

Cecilia refrained from agitating him further. She reasor

if she expressed her anger, it might worsen hls
subsequently affecting his health. She was inherently
hearted. Even she hadn't really contemplated a future wit!

him at the moment, she wanted him to stay healthy. So, des te
her pain, she suppressed her grievances and replied, “The baby
is fine."

Then, she met his gaze

Mark's face appeared pale and gaunt.

He looked back at her, a soft smile playing on his lips, tinged
with a hint of melancholy.

She sensed the weight of his thoughts.
At that moment, an indescribable ache gripped Cecilia's heart.

It was as if the confident and composed Uncle Mark she had
admired had disappeared. !

He was just an ordinary man now.

- He couldn't even admit to feeling jealous.

' Cecilia's voice caught in her throat. "I' m gc
~ care of yourself."




‘She didn't assure him she would remain by his side on
recovered.

And he didn't bring up the topic of remarriage.
Their two children became their sole link.

Cecilia exited the ward. A wave of sadness washed over her w|
and she wandered to the end of the corridor, standing there l'
alone. 1{,!

I
!

For a long time, she let her tears flow freely. |

Due to Mark'sillness and the transformations this affliction had |
wrought upon him..

(Il
She pondered, even despite their separation, she wished for the ‘;
robust Mr. Evans she once knew I

One thing she didn't know was that the whole time she |ingered"' I
at the aisle's end, mirrored the duration Mark spent standlng atj i
I
‘ il

the ward's door and watching her.

He hadn't divulged it just now.

Since local treatment wasn't enough anymore,,m!

medical help abroad.

I:'l'h’s.was why he wanted to accompan A
-up before he had to leave‘
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ert fastened his seat belt and glanc d‘r D
willingly involve myself in your affanrs’ It was yourvl r=Ir
who asked me to keep an eye on you 'She was worrie y!
upset and might experience abdommal pain. Frankly, I do |
you. Dont you both care for each other? And now you're
pregnant. It would be a pity if he doesn't make it." it

Cecilia had no desire to talk to Albert.
He pressed on the accelerator and continued, "In my opinion,
you should have him by your side; make sure to torture him and
make him feel the pain... Truth be told, he's quite handsome,
not any less than your arrogant brother."

Cecilia wiped her tears away, trying to compose herself.

"Albert, are you still up for dinner?’ she asked.

Of course, Albert wanted to. Even though he knew Rena
wouldn't accept him, he felt it would still be nice for him to
check on her every once in a while.

As a result, they headed to the villa.

But all Albert observed that evemng Was Cecﬂlas te
sorrow palpable in every moment‘ |




Everything appeared spotless and orderly, devoid of an
1“ Mark. i

Cecilia stood there, bewildered.

Where could Mark be?

A nurse on her rounds approached Cecilia, noticing her
confusion. She pulled out a letter from her pocket and handed .
it to her.

It was a letter left for Cecilia by Mark.

There were several words scrawled on the white envelope.

To Cecilia.

Cecilia promptly tore open the envelope, finding only a single
sheet of paper inside. The words inscribed on it were brief.

"Cecilia, don't wait for me.
If you meet a good man, seize your happiness.”

The letter slipped from her trembling fingers.




‘She had simply hoped her presence would provide him wit
courage he needed to keep going.

But in the end, he left her behind once more.
Life offered a plethora of choices, but he never chose to stand
by her, regardless of the circumstances—good or bad. Cecilia
couldn't help but think that if she had been 18 years old again,
she might have just rushed to him without hesitation.

However, she was over 30 years old now.

She had more to take into consideration, especially since she
was mother now

But he just left.

No one seemed more heartless than Mark.

Ross sensed somethmg amiss and was taken aback upon
entering the ward. "Miss Fowler, why are you crying?" 4

Cecilia gently wiped her tears away.

"I'm not crying," she said, her voice unst'
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il
s choice seemed designed to préveﬁ
well.

In Cecilia's eyes, Mark's actions felt unbearably cru * i it
M l‘t Ui
Y

Cecilia’s voice quivered as she said, "Ross, please accom

me to my prenatal check-up.” 1"1 !l ‘

Ross's heart trembled, and he wordlessly escorted her out o', '
the room.

Afterward, no one mentioned the incident again.

Later, Waylen did some digging and discovered that Mark's
condition had worsened that night. Peter had contacted the
hospital in Rouemn and arranged for Mark to be transferred |
overnight. j|‘i

Mark left behind only a letter for Cecilia.
He had departed without a trace of hope.

He chose not to allow Cecilia to see him for the last time.

family and Duefron.

Almost everyone forgot there had been suc ‘q'l o
midst. i it

it
' Yet, Edwin whispered "dad’ in 1h{is s‘l‘I lu L
Mark as if he were still present !p




2d a pang of sadness within her.

| 0
Feeling Rena's turmoil, Waylen tenderly placed his arm arour
her shoulders and comforted her silently. 1 l

Korbyn gathered the group of children and distributed gifts. I! !

it
It was evident that Leonel had received the most presents.
Korbyn affectionately tousled Leonel's hair and praised him. |
“You performed exceptionally well. You set a great example for
your younger siblings.’

Alexis, her lower lip protruding in a playful pout, chimed in, 'l did
a good job too! | helped change Marcus' diapers.’

Marcus nodded vigorously, his eyes gleaming with excitement.

Korbyn handed Alexis another gift. "l was planning to give it to/ I
you in secret. |

Alexis took it happily.

| »l |) AJ
Meanwhile, Edwin sat by the door, gazing qunetly out‘ fé
window, lost in his thoughts, T /

, ,,)

It was snowing on New Year's Eve. | " i l‘n ’Hl

 In the midst of the falling snowﬂakes.“E‘
for someone special.




thers claimed he had heartlessly abandoned Edw
and his sister.

Edwin's eyelashes were dusted with snow,

He sat still

His body was rigid, but in his heart, Mark's warm presence
lingered. He could almost feel Mark beside him, sitting next to
the fireplace with him, their laughter filling the room as they
played with blocks and shared tales

Yet, despite the illusion of Mark's company, a palpable
emptiness pervaded the hall

Cecilia observed her son from a distance and was well aware
of the weight of his thoughts

The urge to join him tugged at her heartstrings

But Waylen gently touched the back of her hand and whispered,
“Let me handle it."

Cecilia nodded, her eyes tinged with redness.

A

Waylen said gently, ‘It's New Year's Eve, and you're about to
give birth. Don't cry; it's ominous, okay?"

Waylen asked Rena to keep Cecilia company.

he walked to the door and
e, stiffly holding his sm
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After a long pause, Edwin finally spok p ikt

‘I heard that he took Laura with him |

Waylen gently ran his fingers through the boy's hair, his touch-,
soft and reassuring.

He chose not to reveal the painful truth: that Laura had been ™
mistreated by the servants in the villa, prompting Mark to take
her away to ensure her safety.

Edwin stared at the snow, his eyes clouded with sadness.

“Is he still alive?" he asked softly.

Waylen's voice caught in his throat as he replied, “Yes, he is
still alive."

Edwin murmured, "Why didn't he come back to see me and my
mom? Sometimes, mom cries at night.”

Waylen pressed a gentle kissto Edwin's head.

He then said, "Grow up quuckly, Edwm Be there f - yol

S l
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aint smile curved Edwin's lips, carrying a s
armination within it. :

Edwin followed Waylen back to the hall. Despite the livel

around them, an unspoken agreement hung heavy in the air, an

nobody dared to mention that certain man... &

Outside, the snow continued to drift down softly. Waylen and
Rena decided to stay overnight.

Rena tossed and turned, her mind restless and sleep eluding
her.

Over the past four months, she had made six trips to Rouemn.
Mark's condition was deteriorating rapidly.

Rena had never disclosed the full extent of it to the Fowler
family, and even in front of Waylen, she rarely discussed Mark's
condition. It was too painful to put into words.

In the dim light, Waylen gently brushed his fingers against her
cheek.

"Having trouble sleeping?" he asked softly.

Rena met her husband's gaze in the darkness and noddex
| silently. -

{

A heavy silence hung in the air.




head on his shoulder an
‘what Cecilia thinks when the

aylen smoothed Rena's hair.

‘He murmured, "If things don't work out between them, w
just let Cecilia be on her own. we're family and we'll alway:
there for her."

Rena closed her eyes.

After a brief pause, she opened her eyes and expressed her
unease. "Waylen... | can't shake this feeling that something
might happen tonight. Stay awake with me, just in case.”

Waylen paid heed to her warning.

They lay on the bed and talked intimately, sharing the private
moments of a loving couple.

Meanwhile, on the other side of the house, Cecilia cradled
Edwin in her arms.

Throughout the night, Cecilia remained wide awake, her
anticipation of the impending childbirth keeping sleep at bay.

i
Her hand tenderly cradled her swelling belly, feeling the '
movements within.

In just two weeks, their little one would com§<-
yet she hadn't picked a name for her baby.




She was sweating profusely. Clutching onto Rena’

called out Rena's name, her voice strained, as if
speaking in her sleep.

i
1
Rena tenderly rubbed Cecilia's belly, offering soothmg wolrds

*You'll be fine as soon as you arrive at the hospital." i ?]l

[
Upfront, Waylen's grip on the steering wheel was flrm hmsw
attention solely on the road. I ;_‘!

The snowy night made the journey treacherous; every turn had | il
to be navigated with extreme caution. Hence, he didn't allow '(
his attention to wander elsewhere. ‘ "‘n
He drove himself, deeply concered for both his sister's and the /!
baby's safety, unwilling to leave anything to chance. ‘

Half an hour later, the black Bentley came to a halt at the ‘.'
hospital, and a team of medical staff swiftly approached, rolling Iif
a stretcher toward them. Cecilia was gently transferred onto it
and rushed straight to the delivery room. ‘

captive.

l; Mark.
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