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Chapter 1 




Lucinda Bell put the second to last baby rose in the tiny vase, before offering the last to the great white cat, Artemis.  He jumped onto the work table and ate it, purring in appreciation.  It was a solution which worked well for both of them. She gave him a sacrificial offering of his favorite blossoms, and he in return didn’t eat the merchandise.

She loaded the vases into a carrying box, and put them in the cooler.  In a few hours she would take them to the Elliott Restaurant, so they could adorn the tables with splashes of yellow. 

Tucking a wisp of dark hair into place, she surveyed her domain with happiness. 

The White Lily Flower Shop had grown over the past ten years, gradually becoming both the perfect home and livelihood.  When she bought it after her recovery, the neighborhood was run down, but slowly new businesses trickled into the area and foot traffic increased. Some restaurants, some interesting specialty shops and a new park joined her and the area became a Historical hot spot. Inch by inch she had fought to renovate and make her business successful, and so created a new life for herself.

Reclaimed wooden floors and modern lighting showcased the flowers she loved so much, and the stairs leading to the second floor apartment had live ivy growing through the spindles, like a secret garden entrance.   

Artemis the cat, having finished his treat and now looking for a nap, ran up the stairs, through the little cat door cut in the human door, and disappeared.  Lucy knew if she went to the street and looked up, he could be seen as a fluffy white ball in the bay window.  

The back door slammed.

“Hey, Aunt Lu, I’m here!” Her nephew Erik stomped in, his heavy boots sounding like a muffled drum beat.  He threw his bicycle helmet in a chair and hugged her.

“How was your class?” Lucy said.

“Great, two more semesters to go, and I’m done!  The test went great, no problem. Is there any food?”  He whirled around towards the little kitchenette in the back, his long blond hair gleaming in the light from the coolers.

Lucy laughed.  This was a wonderful part of all that had happened. After the cancer, she would never be able to have children herself, but family was close by and involved. Neighbors and customers had become friends and she never felt alone.

She heard rummaging, like a giant mouse gone wild, and Erik came out with a sandwich in one hand, jug of milk in the other.  No glass naturally.

“What’s on the agenda for today?” he said during a bite. Somehow she understood him.

“The order for the Elliott are done, but we still have to get the roses for Tawny.  Do you want to help with that one?” Lucy asked slyly, knowing what his answer would be.

“Do I!  Of course.”  His eyes became a little glazed.  Presumably he was thinking of Tawny, the pretty college girl who sold roses during the dinner rush to the three restaurants and two bars in the area, and not about trimming and dethorning roses.

“Great, and you can help carry them over.  And we’ve got a wedding to plan.  Good thing you’re studying horticulture and design for that landscape degree.  You’re mighty handy.”  Lucy rumpled his hair, even though she could barely reach it.

“Comes from being around flowers all the time when you were babysitting me and Karen. And I’ll never tell you had us scraping paint and hauling trash.”  He dodged her swipe and finished his sandwich with a gulp and a gurgle and they got to work, chatting about border flowers.
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