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      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.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        I feel that there is nothing more truly artistic than to love people… to work for them so that they may have more light in their lives

      

        

      
        ~ Vincent van Gogh

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      "Light in the Darkness"

      The little girl’s face was a mirror of pure wonder. She stood before the painting, her hands clutching the hem of her grandmother’s coat, her gaze fixed on the golden blooms bursting from the canvas. The flowers seemed to stretch beyond their wooden frame, as if they might tumble into the gallery’s hushed air and scatter their bright petals across the polished floor. The museum’s fluorescent lights tried to compete with the yellows—lemon, ochre, flax—but they couldn’t. The colors radiated something more than light: life.

      Her grandmother’s voice was soft but steady, like the opening notes of an old hymn. “Do you see, Hana? How it shines, even after all it’s been through?”

      The girl tilted her head, her dark bangs framing her face. “It’s just flowers, Obaachan. How can they shine?”

      “Ah, but they’re not just flowers,” the grandmother said, kneeling beside her. Her eyes, lined with years of laughter and sorrow, lingered on the painting as though she were looking at an old friend. “These sunflowers have lived many lives, like people do. And each life has left its mark.”

      “Like scars?” Hana asked, her finger tracing the jagged edge of the frame without touching it.

      “Yes,” her grandmother replied. “But also love. And courage. This painting has survived war, darkness, even a little madness. And yet, it shines. Do you know why?”

      Hana shook her head, her small brow furrowed in thought.

      “Because the artist,” her grandmother continued, “believed in the light even when he couldn’t see it himself. He painted these flowers not for what they are, but for what they meant to him. To bring light into the world. To make others see it too.”

      Hana looked up at her grandmother, her wide eyes reflecting the golden hues of the canvas. “Did it work?”

      The grandmother’s smile was faint, almost wistful. “For some, yes. For others, not yet. But maybe one day, it will.”

      The girl turned back to the painting, her small frame dwarfed by the bold strokes and radiant yellows. The silence of the gallery settled over them like a quilt, warm and protective. Hana didn’t notice the other visitors passing by, nor the distant hum of the air conditioning. She was too busy imagining the story behind the paint—who had touched it, who had seen it, and who had been brave enough to keep it safe.

      She didn’t yet know that the story of Sunflowers would become part of her own, that the light spilling from the canvas would find its way into her life, even when shadows threatened to overwhelm her.

      For now, she only saw flowers. But in time, she would come to see so much more.
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        Arles, 1888

      

      

      

      

      The small studio hummed with the frenetic energy of its occupant. Vincent van Gogh leaned close to the canvas, his breath shallow, his hand trembling slightly as it hovered over the surface. The bristles of his brush dipped into a bold yellow mixture, thick as cream, and he swept it across the canvas with deliberate fervor. He paused, tilting his head as though the flowers might whisper to him. He added a touch of white to the yellow—a flash of light—then stepped back, his boots scuffing against the uneven floor.

      “Not perfect,” he muttered, running a hand through his coppery hair, now streaked with specks of dried paint. “But what is?”

      The sunflowers leapt from the canvas, their golden heads bursting with vitality. Some were upright, full of life, while others sagged, their petals curling as if weary from holding the sun. Vincent smiled faintly, his lips barely curving. The flowers weren’t just blooms. They were a hymn, a declaration of hope and beauty, a cry against the relentless shadows creeping at the edges of his mind.

      The room itself was bare except for his easel, a simple chair, and a cot pressed against the far wall. It was his workshop, his sanctuary, and now, he imagined, the site of an artistic revolution. Paul Gauguin, the master from Paris, would arrive any day now. Together, they would turn this studio in Arles into the "Studio of the South," a haven for kindred spirits who painted not just what they saw, but what they felt.

      He closed his eyes and pictured it: Gauguin sitting at this very table, smoking his pipe and discussing color, light, and the untamed passions of art. Vincent would show him the sunflowers—his sunflowers—and they would speak not of technique but of life itself. He needed Gauguin’s approval, more than he cared to admit. If only Gauguin could see his work, Vincent thought, he might understand him in a way no one else ever had.

      But doubt gnawed at the edges of his vision. He opened his eyes abruptly and turned to the wall where a dozen finished paintings leaned in a precarious line. Each one held a piece of him—a slice of his soul made visible. Still, there was always a whisper in his mind, a voice that told him it wasn’t enough. That he wasn’t enough.

      “Bah!” he barked aloud, startling himself. “Enough of this madness!”

      He dipped his brush into a fiery orange, dragging the color boldly across the canvas to deepen the center of a bloom. The light in the room dimmed as the afternoon gave way to evening, but Vincent barely noticed. He painted until the last sliver of daylight disappeared, his strokes feverish, his breathing uneven. Only when his wrist ached did he stop, letting the brush fall into a jar of murky water.

      The room was quiet now, except for the distant chatter of neighbors on the street below. He lit a single candle and placed it near the painting. Its soft glow illuminated the sunflowers, casting their golden yellows in an otherworldly light. Vincent studied them with a mixture of pride and sorrow. They were alive, but he felt drained—like he’d given them all the vitality he had left.

      In the quiet, the doubts crept back in. Would Gauguin see the light he’d tried to capture? Would he see the madness too? Vincent rubbed his hands together and paced the room. His thoughts spiraled as they always did at night, when the silence became too loud.

      But the sunflowers stood firm. Bright. Bold. Resilient. They reminded him of the light he so desperately sought. A flicker of determination stirred in his chest. Gauguin would come. And when he did, Vincent would show him the sunflowers. Whether Gauguin admired them or scoffed, they would stand as a testament to what Vincent believed: art could save even the most fractured soul.

      He extinguished the candle and sank onto his cot, his eyes still lingering on the canvas in the darkness. Tomorrow, he would paint more. Tomorrow, he would fill the room with light.

      Tomorrow, perhaps, Gauguin would see.
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      The laundress arrived early that morning, her arms laden with a basket of clean linens. Rachel’s slight figure moved easily through the narrow doorway, her steps light despite the weight of the load. She had the kind of beauty that went unnoticed until it lingered—a softness to her features, framed by loose tendrils of dark hair, and eyes that carried both kindness and a shadow of weariness.

      Vincent looked up from his easel as she entered, his brush pausing mid-stroke. “Ah, Rachel,” he said, his voice rough from a morning spent muttering to himself. “Come in, come in. Don’t mind the mess.”

      She smiled faintly, accustomed to the chaos of his studio. Paint-smeared rags littered the floor, empty coffee cups lined the windowsill, and unfinished canvases leaned precariously against every available wall. The room smelled of turpentine, oil paint, and the faint, earthy scent of Vincent himself.

      “Always the same,” she said lightly, setting the basket down on a battered chair. “You’d think an artist might be better at keeping his surroundings beautiful.”

      He chuckled, a sound that was more rasp than laughter. “Beauty’s meant for the canvas, not the floor.” He gestured to the painting before him—a study of sunflowers, their golden petals alive with color.

      Rachel stepped closer, wiping her hands on her apron. “They’re beautiful,” she said simply, tilting her head to take in the vibrant blooms.

      “Beautiful,” Vincent echoed, his gaze fixed on the flowers. “That’s what they should be, isn’t it? A light for the weary. A joy for the lost. Even in their decay, there’s something… eternal about them.”

      Rachel glanced at him, her brow furrowing. There was a fragility to him this morning—a restless energy in his movements, as if his thoughts were too loud to contain. “You don’t sleep much, do you?”

      He shrugged, his shoulders tense. “The nights are quiet, but my mind isn’t.” He stepped back from the canvas and turned to her, his eyes sharp and searching. “Do you ever think about what it means to create something that lasts? Something that matters?”

      Rachel hesitated. “I don’t know if I’ve ever had the luxury to think about it.”

      “Ah,” Vincent said, nodding. “Yes, you work with your hands, like me, but in different ways. Washing, mending, stitching lives back together. That matters too, you know. Even if no one sees it.”

      She felt a warmth rise in her cheeks, surprised by his words. “You give me too much credit.”

      He waved her modesty away and began pacing the room. “I want this studio, this Studio of the South, to be a place where creation flourishes. Where people like Gauguin and me—people who see the world differently—can work together, challenge each other. Build something larger than ourselves.”

      Rachel listened, her hands absently smoothing the linens she’d brought. She’d heard about his plans before, but this morning, his voice carried a fervor
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