
FLOWERS CAN BLOOM AGAIN 

          

Between Andrew and Rosemary, there had been love at first sight. 

They had met at the spring festival and over the next few months Andrew had 

courted her until Rose accepted his proposal of marriage. Months went by, and 

it was now time to see what their child looked like. 

It was dawn, the sky was red as the beating heart of Rosemary, who was in 

labour. Everything was ready and well set up: hot water, warm towels, the 

midwife, a nurse, the tools… But the baby seemed not to be ready to be born, 

it was upside down and they couldn’t manage to get it out. Rosemary was 

exhausted. She looked at the midwife and nodded slightly.  

After a short pause in which a silence fell, the woman helping her went back to 

shouting, ordering, and urgently asking for this and that. 

A couple of minutes passed that seemed like hours; a final, heart-breaking 

scream from Rosemary echoed throughout the street. The voices of the nurses 

slowly but inexorably faded away: a baby's cry was heard, but no clap of 

hands, no voice of congratulations, no vision of joy. 

Rosemary was dead. 

Andrew’s soul withered like the flowers of that cold winter and year after year 

the petals began to fall. 

Our dear Ophelia’s story begins here: when her mother decided to sacrifice her 

life to give it to her beloved daughter. 

Ophelia was growing day by day. In her blue eyes you could see the ocean, 

and in this ocean you could mirror. She had a cute little upturned nose, and 

two sweet and soft lips as red as the sunrise of that terrible 7 February 1812. 

Her raven black hair, which fell soft and shiny over her shoulders, was always 

in contrast to her snow-white skin, and the pink clothes she wore. 

She was a child of rare beauty and she looked more and more like her loving 

mother. 

But Andrew didn't like that. The way she looked him in the eye, like Rose, 

made him mad, and only her presence irritated him. He could not accept 



Rosemary's death, so he blamed it all on Ophelia, seeing her as the cause of 

all his problems. Ophelia was suffering for that.  

When Ophelia turned six, he decided to send her to boarding school. 

Andrew commissioned Amelia, the housekeeper, to find a girls' boarding school 

as far away as possible from the manor, where he could send his daughter to 

be educated. 

Ophelia, who was convinced that her father was only doing it for her own good, 

was not worried about it, but rather pleased, happy that her father had even 

thought about her and her future. So, when Mrs. Morrow, the boarding school 

supervisor, arrived, she was already waiting for her on the driveway, sitting on 

one of the suitcases she was going to take with her, with a sweet smile on her 

pretty face at the mere thought of where she was going: she felt like she was 

in paradise. 

 

No one dared say a word during the trip, yet Ophelia had so many questions to 

ask Mrs. Morrow; but every time she tried to open her mouth she froze, and 

nothing came out from her lips. 

After three long hours, the carriage stopped, and the coachman got out to 

open the gate that led to the college square: Ophelia understood that they had 

arrived. 

She stood in the middle of the courtyard, amazed and happy as never before. 

She petrified in the middle of the courtyard a few steps away from the 

flowerbed of geraniums of all colours that stood there, amazed and happy as 

ever. 

What Ophelia thought was a splendid garden was actually a miserable 

courtyard with a lawn entirely covered with concrete, from which thin blades of 

dry grass sprouted here and there, and some small flowers tried to survive. 

Mrs Morrow gave her a glare accompanied by a light but stern tap on her right 

shoulder, and added in a bitter, biting tone: 

"Come, my child, we are not all at your convenience, least of all God. He does 

not wait for your convenience.” 



Ophelia nodded slightly, bringing her head in the direction of the guard's eyes 

and once her eyes met his she felt even more embarrassed at the bad 

impression she had just made. She didn't feel at all surprised by the tone used 

by the lady probationer, she had never been to a boarding school, but she 

found it logical that she was strict. 

She did not immediately grasp the meaning of that sentence, "what did God 

have to do with it all?" she kept asking herself, and when she realised that the 

probationer had led her into the school, she was even more surprised. 

The manor where she had grown up was a sad and cramped place, the 

furniture still packed, the empty family portrait frame hanging over the 

fireplace, the few dim lights that didn't allow you to see much day or night 

gave the whole place a melancholy feel... But that boarding school... It was 

identical and completely different at the same time. 

The walls covered with yellowish wallpaper reeked of mould, it would have 

been nice to know how old they were. The structure was spread over two 

floors joined by two old-fashioned staircases in solid wood; hanging on the 

walls of the long corridors were pictures representing mainly women. 

"Who are they?" whispered the little girl. 

The attendant shook her head slightly, Ophelia realised she had heard her, but 

she had to stay with this doubt forever because not a fly flew by. 

Once they arrived in front of an old and worn door Ophelia stopped, she hadn't 

even realised she was walking, the whole time she had been following Mrs 

Morrow she had only bothered to observe the environment minutely. 

Mrs. Morrow reached out her arm and then her hand, the door swung open and 

a chilling cold penetrated Ophelia and reached her to the bone. 

 

She stopped on the threshold of the door, but this did not upset the maid who 

abruptly closed the door with an immense creak and after a few moments two 

clicks followed: the door had been locked. 

Ophelia looked around. Only a faint ray of light entered the room through the 

window, she wasn't at all surprised: it wasn't a nice day, clouds entirely 

covered the blue sky and she imagined that the sun had set since it was late. 



The four walls were painted white, but the musty smell that she thought was 

coming from the old rotten wallpaper was the same as the rest of the college. 

Attached to the wall to her right was an old rusty metal bed on which lay a 

grey mattress with a few yellow-brown stains here and there, entirely bare, 

with pillow, cover, sheet and blanket folded and resting on the headboard. 

On the other side of the room, to the left of the bed, there was a chipped 

wooden desk on which Ophelia tried to place the small book, which she held 

tightly in her arms, next to a small bedside lamp, thus causing a small wound 

on her finger due to a splinter, that pierced the skin of the index finger of the 

right hand by a few millimetres. Hanging on the same wall was an old clock, 

which read 6 p.m. when the guard arrived.  

"Empty your suitcases, make your bed and be at the canteen for dinner at 

seven o'clock," thundered the lady, closing the door behind her again. And so 

Ophelia did. 

The next morning, she was woken up by the sweet voice of a little girl who she 

thought was just a few years older than her. After she woke up, they met and 

it confirmed her idea: her name was Annie, she had just turned seven years 

old but had been there since when she was six. She had been sent by the 

headmistress to wake her up and give her her uniform. As soon as Ophelia was 

ready, Annie took her by the hand and led her to the canteen, where they had 

breakfast and then went to class. 

When the lessons were over her companion took her by the hand again and 

headed for a room Ophelia had never seen. It was not her bedroom, but still 

very similar: just slightly larger and with two beds instead of two, both 

unmade but with everything needed folded and placed on the headboard. 

Annie was immediately aware of the astonished expression that had just 

appeared on Ophelia's face and before she could even say anything she beat 

her to it:  

"Don't worry, this is new to me too... Mrs Morrow summoned me to her office 

a few minutes ago and told me to take you to room A312 and that this would 

be our new room. Don't worry, changes are daily here, people come and go 

here all the time... But that's not important at the moment" Without Ophelia 



realising it, Annie sat down on one of the two beds, while she looked around 

and realised that all her things had already been taken to her new room. `Tell 

me a bit about yourself, I'm a vEEEEEry cUUUUrious girl, and you'll get to find 

out. ` 

Ophelia didn't quite understand what she meant, she had grown up alone 

surrounded only by adults and had never socialised with children her own age, 

so she blushed and with a voice full of embarrassment began "My name is 

Ophelia, I'm six years old and..." 

"I already know that! I don't know... What's your favourite colour? When were 

you born, when's your birthday,…?” 

"My favourite colour is red, and my birthday is on 7th February" Ophelia felt 

even more embarrassed, but she decided to answer "What about you?” 

"I was born on 24th July and my favourite colour is light blue, because it 

reminds me of the blue sky and the days at the seaside with my family, I love 

them a lOOOt and I miss them a lot... What is your relationship with your 

family?” 

At first Ophelia hesitated, but she took courage and told her new friend 

everything about her story, holding back her tears, and it was there that she 

became more and more aware of Ophelia's sadness and suffering and did 

something the other would never have expected. She embraced her. It was a 

sudden action that Ophelia did not realise, but once she felt herself being held 

in her arms, she let herself go and burst into a heart-breaking cry. 

The two of them stayed awake for a long time, telling each other everything, 

discovering every aspect of each other and strengthening the relationship, 

which had just blossomed but was already so important. 

Ten long years passed since that night but the relationship between the two 

girls grew stronger and more empathetic as they learned to trust each other. 

Although life at the boarding school was boring and Ophelia felt like a prisoner 

and she had always wanted to get out, when she got an unexpected letter 

from her father telling her that she should come home as soon as possible 

because he had an important announcement to make, she froze instantly. 



Memories of her father yelling in her face as he raised his hand, the 

insinuations that she was the wrong child, that he wanted a boy and that it 

would be better if she was never born, the dark afternoons spent in her room 

crying, the meals she ate alone at that long, empty dining room table, the 

summers spent alone in the garden while her father travelled around  the 

world without even writing her a postcard or taking her with him, and the way 

he got rid of her by locking her up in that damn boarding school… 

Shortly afterwards his thoughts turned to Annie. She wondered if she would 

ever see her again, maybe they could, as both their families lived in a small 

village not far from London. But as soon as she would leave the school, 

Ophelia had planned to go away, to travel, to discover the world, to fall in love, 

to get married... to live the happy life she deserved. 

What brought her back to reality was Mrs Morrow, who had been there all 

these years, snatching the piece of paper from her hand. He took her back to 

her room and waited for her on the rotten wooden doorstep: Mr. Andrew 

wanted Ophelia to leave that evening and arrive home the next morning. And 

so it was: having packed her bags and said a goodbye to everyone, including 

her best friend Annie, with tears in her eyes, Ophelia left. 

When the carriage came to a sudden halt the next morning, Ophelia snapped 

her eyes open and was forced to wake up by the intensity of the sunlight 

filtering through the windows of the carriage. 

She took a few seconds to get used to the light, but once she got off and 

walked through the gate of the manor, she realised that something had 

changed in the years she had spent away from that place. 

The grass had been neatly cut, the flowers were finally blooming again and the 

windows were wide open to the world. 

 She was even more astonished when her father opened the door to the house 

and noticed that the furniture had remained the same but there were no longer 

any old white sheets to cover it and protect it from the dust, the lights had 

been changed but it was no use because the soft glow that came in through 

the windows was enough to illuminate everything. 



Stunned by these changes, Ophelia hurried to the front door to see if the 

flourishing garden reflected her father's spirit. 

Andrew had also changed, he looked younger, he had shaved his beard and 

hair, he was wearing a brown suit and had a strange expression on his face... 

he seemed to be smiling. 

He opened his mouth as if trying to start a conversation with his daughter, but 

suddenly a wave of strawberry perfume from the kitchen pervaded Ophelia's 

nostrils, just like the smell of strawberry cake Amelia used to bake for her as a 

child. Overjoyed, she dropped her suitcases on the floor with a big thud and 

ran towards the kitchen. A rush of awareness ran through her body when, 

standing in front of the cooker, she noticed a woman who was not the 

housekeeper she knew. 

Ophelia turned slowly towards the doorway where she saw her father 

approaching from the corner of her eye. 

"I wish you could have found out differently," he announced with a downcast 

gaze. 

"What did you do to her?" she cried and let tears wet her cheeks. 

"It's not what you think, she left us a few months ago and I should have 

warned you but I thought it best to tell you personally. This is Catherine" 

Andrew made a short pause "We met a few years ago, got to know each other, 

fell in love..." Ophelia felt herself sinking "And then we got married" She 

looked down at her chest amazed to not find a bloody blade sticking out of it 

and piercing her heart. 

"I know it's hard to swallow but I can assure you that she and I love each 

other madly and our son is proof of that". “Our what...?” 

Ophelia looked around and realised that all those changes were because of 

her... Catherine. The woman who had stolen her father's heart, who had 

unfairly taken her mother's place, and who had managed to replace Ophelia as 

well. 

"Please say something ..." her father said. 

Ophelia looked at her chest again as if to make sure a second time that she 

wasn't dying, hoping that it was all a bad nightmare. 



 "In all these years you, you filthy cockroach have mistreated me, caring only 

for yourself, regardless of me and my feelings, you abandoned me to myself in 

a squalid boarding school… and in all this time, what have you done? You have 

found a new woman, you have generated the long-awaited and desired male 

child, then what? To force me to return to this cursed hell, to end up with him 

as if it were not enough to make me feel the burden of my birth, and of my 

being female ... "  

Ophelia uttered all in one breath, tears clouded her vision, but that didn't stop 

her from continuing. 

 "And now, what do you want? I’ll turn around and go away forever, or do you 

prefer me to find a husband and stop depending on you? Surprise!!! That's 

what I have always wanted, I was waiting for nothing else but NO! Of course 

not, because you have to command everything and everyone!” 

Suddenly and unexpectedly, Ophelia felt wrapped in a warm hug. 

"His name is Timothy, it is thanks to him that I was reborn, and I opened my 

eyes. You know how much I loved your mother, and her death clouded my 

head letting the wickedness take over. I didn't think I could fall in love with 

someone new, but they are the proof. But no one will ever take your and your 

mother's place in my heart. I didn't realise what I was doing to you until I met 

Catherine, she was the one who made me notice it, and it was Timothy who 

made me aware of it. I deprived you of everything, of the possibility of loving 

and being loved, of the possibility of being happy and of being able to live ... I 

wanted to make you come home and tell you everything first, but, selfishly, I 

couldn't. I'm sorry and I will never tell you enough times. I love you Ophelia, 

and nothing can get this out of my heart. " 

Catherine came into the kitchen from the living room with a small child in her 

arms. She reached out and handed him to her. 

With her heart beating Ophelia took him in her arms and with a kind smile on 

her face she whispered sweetly: "Timothy".  

It was there that she understood ... 

 

 



Epilogue 

It was there that Ophelia understood ... She understood that life often puts 

you in front of challenges, but these should not prevent you from loving, from 

being happy ... from living! Life is one and it must not be wasted, it must be 

lived until the last second, as her mother did, without sadness, anger, malice, 

resentment ...It was there, in that exchange of loving smiles between sister 

and brother that Ophelia learned to forgive. It was there at that precise 

moment that the flower of her life finally blossomed. 

Ophelia travelled and it was on one of these trips, more precisely in Paris that 

she met Marcus, a young man a little older than her. Between them it was 

really love at first sight, they wooed, fell in love, got married, had two adorable 

twins ... and Ophelia could see the dream of a lifetime come true. 

 


