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Three creatives banded together to have fun and write a musical back in the fall of 2000. They desired to have it produced on Broadway. That has not happened yet, but the musical was written, a compact disc of the songs was produced, and now this, the short story version. Relax, smile, and enter Topiary Springs, a place where dreams come true.
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CHAPTER ONE
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“I got a feeling, a mighty good feeling.

A powerful feeling coming over me.

You better hold on, for all you’re worth,

‘cause it feels like a little bit of Heaven right here on earth.

Do you hear that singing, everybody’s singing, 

Mountain top’s ringing, with nature’s song.

You better sing out, for all you’re worth,

‘cause it sounds like a little bit of Heaven right here on earth.

Now, tell me please, do you feel that breeze,

up in the trees, slow dancing with the sky?

We better reach out, for all we’re worth, 

‘cause we’re living in a little bit of Heaven right here on earth!”

*
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Brian, the Landscape Designer for Laughing Moon Gardens, walks to the door. Doc, the Horticulturist, is at his potting bench. In walks Rosa Todd, the wife of the mayor of Topiary 

Springs, and Tricky Anderson, one of her garden club members. 

“And some man I’ve never seen before knocked on our door and offered us 100,000 dollars for our house! He’s a developer. Of course, we’re not ready to sell. The children aren’t grown. What do you think is going on?” Tricky asks.

“I have no idea,” Rosa answers. “Good morning, Brian. Guess what? We’re going to enter the Festival’s Flower Show this year!”

“Whatever for, Rosa?” he asks her. “You don’t garden.”

“I know that. That’s why we’re here. You’ve got to help us.”

“You need a theme,” Brian says.

Rosa responds, “Of course, a theme!”

Karpiah enters and says to Rosa, “Take these Gerbera Daisies; they make for a lovely design. And they’re so happy!”

“No, thank you, that pot is dirty.”

“Here, just hold it like this.” 

“I can’t. I’m protecting my white gloves,” Rosa says, not wanting to handle the pot.

“Would you like to take them off? I will hold them for you,” Karpiah offers.

“No, they’re protecting my hands. My hands are used for modeling. The daisies are nice, but I think we want something huge and showy, like giant mums. Maybe Doc can whip up something with his magic chemicals,” Rosa says, looking over to Doc, who ignores her.

“Doc, have you got any of those radioactive daisies back there?” Brian asks him.

“They’re not radioactive, Brian. I pride myself in using science and the latest techniques in agro-culture and secret potions,” Doc answers.

“Whatever it takes, sir?” Brian says.

“In any amount, I know what works,” Doc boasts.

“Oh, I like that attitude,” Rosa beams, looking over to Doc.
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“Mr. Furrows, the mayor is here,” Karpiah announces over the intercom.

“Good morning, good morning, good morning glory! And how are things in Laughing Moon Gardens?” the mayor bellows.

“My husband, a breath of stale air,” Rosa whispers to Tricky.

“Good morning, Mayor Todd, we’ve been expecting you,” George says as he comes out of his office with Connie.

“Morning, George. Good morning, Miss Connie. It is always a pleasure to see you,” the mayor says as she slides over next to him.

“And here’s my wife,” the mayor says, moving closer to Rosa, “dressed in an expensive fuchsia

suit.”

“It’s Spring. Fuchsia is my color,” Rosa says to him.

“Ah, yes, the Springs. I love coming here and looking at the springs, and this beautiful property, I mean, nursery. Ah, yes, I just love it! It’s my favorite thing to do, looking at this beautiful view,” he says.

“Long-winded fellow,” Rosa comments.

“And this is my favorite time of year. The Laughing Moon Festival is near. Every year, I look forward to the music, the Flower Show, and yes, of course, the dance of the Wee-Vegetables.

Nothing like our young’uns dressed up as celery, carrots, and onions,” the mayor drones on.

“And I’ll be directing the dancing!” Tricky says as she twirls about.

“You are? Oh, wonderful, that’s wonderful. God is smiling down on us folks right now. I can’t wait to see it,” the mayor says to all.

“My triplets are going to perform!” Tricky says.

“Of course. How could I forget April, May, and June? How old are they now?” the Mayor asks.

“10,10, and 10,” Tricky responds.

“Just like good fertilizer,” Doc says.

“Yes, my favorite part of the festival is seeing the Moonbow. The moonbow makes such a beautiful glow in the sky,” the mayor sings as Rosa puts her hand over his mouth.

“It’s so magical. A nighttime rainbow,” Tricky chimes in.

“It shines on the good and the bad below,” the mayor adds, pushing away Rosa’s gloved hand.

“Mr. Mayor,” Connie steps up. “I had this ribbon made especially for you to wear at the festival.”

“Wow,” the mayor exclaims, “It says, The Mayor of Topiary Springs, that’s me. I’ll wear it with pride. It’s a beautiful color, the color of daffodils. The daffodil, it gives my heart such a thrill!”

Connie comes up beside the mayor again and whispers, “I need to talk to you about scheduling.”

“The festi-vall, see you all at the festi-vall!” the mayor sings as he and Connie walk outside.

“How do you think it’s looking, Connie Dahlin’?” the mayor asks.

“It’s looking great. George is so depressed and distressed, I think he’ll go for the deal,” Connie answers.

“The Burr Development Company is getting impatient, and we don’t want to miss out on this opportunity. It means a sweet $80,000.00 for you, my dear.”
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