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            ABOUT THIS BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      Vincent’s Sunflowers: A Tale of Love, Light and Legacy

      An extraordinary masterpiece. A world torn by darkness. And the lives forever changed by a field of gold.

      From the golden hues of Vincent van Gogh’s Sunflowers in a small studio in Arles to the hushed attic of a Jewish family during World War II, to a modern gallery in Tokyo, this sweeping historical fiction explores the enduring power of art to connect, inspire, and heal.

      In 1888, Vincent van Gogh pours his fragile hope and fiery passion into Sunflowers, a hymn to life and light, even as his personal struggles threaten to consume him.

      In 1942, Jakob Rosenfeld, a Jewish art dealer in Nazi-occupied Amsterdam, risks everything to hide the painting, turning his family’s attic into a sanctuary for beauty in a time of terror.

      In present-day Tokyo, curator Hana Mori uncovers the painting’s incredible journey, revealing the sacrifices of those who protected it and the secrets it holds for future generations.

      Interwoven with historical and personal stories, Vincent’s Sunflowers: A Tale of Love, Light and Legacy is a heart-stirring novel about resilience, hope, and the unbreakable bonds that art forges across time and humanity.

      Perfect for fans of Susan Vreeland and Kristin Hannah, this unforgettable tale will leave you inspired to find light, even in the darkest moments.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        An artist’s duty is to reflect the times in which we live

      

        

      
        ~ Nina Simone

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Paris, 2003

      

      

      The piano sat untouched in a corner of the dimly lit room, its black lacquer dull under a thin layer of dust. Through the open window, the sounds of Paris drifted in—the low hum of distant traffic, the faint trill of an accordion, and the murmur of voices carried on a breeze that smelled of rain and freshly baked bread. It was a room that held secrets, stories woven into the walls like a melody left unfinished.

      Maeve Carrington stood in the doorway, her breath catching as her eyes settled on the instrument. She had been told this was where it ended—where she ended—but she hadn’t believed it until now. The piano, once alive with music, seemed to mourn its silence.

      Carefully, as if afraid to disturb the stillness, Maeve stepped inside. She had traveled halfway around the world for this moment, leaving behind the safety of her predictable life for a story she couldn’t let go of. Nina Simone. The High Priestess of Soul. The woman whose voice had changed the world—and, unknowingly, Maeve’s life.

      Maeve’s gaze fell to the faded sheet music resting on the stand, the edges curling like the brittle pages of an old book. She approached slowly, her fingers brushing the top of the piano. The cool surface sent a shiver up her arm. She hesitated, then pressed one key.

      A single note rang out, resonant and aching, cutting through the quiet like a whisper of something forgotten.

      The room seemed to hold its breath.

      Maeve turned to the elderly caretaker standing quietly by the door. “This was hers?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

      The man nodded. “Yes. Madame Simone’s.”

      “Why hasn’t it been moved to the museum?”

      The caretaker’s face darkened, his expression unreadable. “She wanted it left here. She said this was where the music stopped.”

      Maeve looked back at the piano, her heart twisting. She could almost see Nina sitting there, her hands coaxing life from the keys, her face a mask of fierce determination. But she could also sense the weight of the silence, the years of exile and solitude that had followed Nina’s final performances.

      “She didn’t belong in one place,” Maeve murmured, more to herself than to the caretaker. “Not a room, not a country. She belonged to the world.”

      The man said nothing, his eyes lingering on the piano.

      Maeve’s fingers brushed against a small stack of letters resting on the bench, tied together with a faded red ribbon. Her pulse quickened as she untied it and unfolded the top sheet. The handwriting was bold and looping, familiar from the journals she had studied.

      "I don’t write these words for myself," it began. "I write them for those who will one day look for me, not in the headlines or the records, but in the spaces between the notes."

      Maeve swallowed hard, the words blurring as her vision misted. She clutched the letter to her chest, her resolve hardening.

      This wasn’t just a story about music. It was a story about survival, about finding light in the darkest places. And Maeve would make sure it was told.

      As she left the room, the faint echo of the single note she had struck seemed to follow her, a quiet reminder that Nina Simone’s music—her spirit—was far from silent.

      The piano remained, its keys untouched, waiting for the next hand to awaken it.
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            LITTLE GIRL BLUE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Tryon, North Carolina, 1939

      

      

      The sun dipped behind the Blue Ridge Mountains, casting the small town of Tryon in hues of orange and purple. Eunice Waymon sat on the worn piano bench in the parlor of Mrs. Mazzanovich’s house, her small legs dangling above the floor. Her fingers hovered over the ivory keys, trembling slightly. This was her third lesson, but today was different. Today, the formidable Mrs. Mazzanovich had placed an open Bach score in front of her, the lines and notes sprawling like an alien language.

      “Begin,” Mrs. Mazzanovich said, her voice clipped, her sharp gray eyes peering over half-moon spectacles.

      Eunice took a deep breath and pressed her fingers into the opening chords. Her mother had told her that music was a form of prayer, that God heard every note she played. But as she moved through the prelude, she wasn’t thinking about God or even the stiff figure sitting beside her. She was thinking about the sound—the purity of it, the way it seemed to rise up and fill the room like sunlight streaming through lace curtains.

      “Slower, Eunice. Every note must be clear. Bach is unforgiving,” Mrs. Mazzanovich said, tapping her metronome to adjust the speed.

      Eunice nodded, her focus narrowing until it was just her and the piano. Outside, she could hear the faint sound of wagon wheels creaking over gravel and the laughter of boys playing stickball in the distance. A part of her longed to join them, to throw off her Sunday shoes and run barefoot through the fields. But she knew this was her calling. Her mother had said so, and her mother was never wrong.

      When she finished the piece, Mrs. Mazzanovich leaned back and folded her hands. “Good. Not perfect, but good. You have something special, Eunice.”

      Eunice looked up at her teacher, her dark eyes wide. “Do you think I can play like the people on the radio someday?”

      Mrs. Mazzanovich’s lips twitched, almost forming a smile. “With discipline, perhaps. But the road to greatness is long, and not everyone is willing to walk it.”

      Eunice straightened her back. “I am.”

      Her teacher studied her for a moment before nodding. “We’ll see.”

      That evening, Eunice returned to the modest Waymon home, where the smell of cornbread and collard greens greeted her at the door. Her siblings were gathered around the table, their laughter filling the small kitchen. But Eunice slipped past them, her mind still on the piano.

      “Eunice,” her mother called from the stove, her voice firm but loving. “Did you thank Mrs. Mazzanovich for the lesson?”

      “Yes, ma’am,” Eunice replied, sitting on the corner of the couch where a stack of sheet music waited for her.

      Her mother wiped her hands on her apron and sat beside her. “You know, God gave you a gift. It’s your job to use it wisely.”

      Eunice nodded, her hands clutching the edge of her dress. She wanted to say something about the weight of it all, about how the music felt like both a blessing and a burden. But instead, she smiled and said, “I will, Mama.”

      Later that night, after everyone had gone to bed, Eunice crept back into the parlor and sat at the family’s upright piano. The wood was scuffed, and some of the keys stuck, but to her, it was a treasure. She placed her hands on the keys and played the Bach prelude again, slower this time, savoring each note.

      As she played, she imagined herself on a grand stage, the audience silent and awestruck. She imagined her fingers moving effortlessly, her heart swelling with pride. In that moment, she wasn’t just a little girl from Tryon. She was something more—a conduit for beauty, a vessel for something greater than herself.

      When she finished, the silence of the house enveloped her. But inside, she could still hear the music, reverberating like a prayer unanswered.
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            IMAGINING THE YOUNG GIRL

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Present Day

      

      

      Maeve Carrington stood in the same parlor, now preserved as a small museum honoring Nina Simone’s legacy. The piano remained, though its wood had been polished and its keys restored. She ran her fingers lightly over the surface, imagining the young girl who had once sat here, dreaming of greatness.

      On the wall hung a black-and-white photograph of Eunice Waymon at the piano, her face a mixture of concentration and wonder. Maeve studied it for a long time, feeling the weight of the photograph’s silence.

      “She was just a little girl,” Maeve murmured. “And yet, she carried so much.”

      A museum curator appeared at her side. “She always said she started playing for her mother. But I think she really played for herself, even back then.”

      Maeve nodded, the corners of her mouth tightening. She understood that kind of drive, the way it could both nourish and consume a person. As she turned to leave, her eyes caught on a small plaque beneath the piano: Little Girl Blue.

      Maeve smiled faintly and whispered, “You were always more than that, Nina.”
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