
  
    [image: That One Summer]
  


  
    
      That One Summer

    

    
      
        Linda Jordan

      

    

    
      Metamorphosis Press

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2016 by Linda Jordan

      Published by Metamorphosis Press

    

  


  
    
      
        
          That One Summer

        

      

    

    
      Margery was at the Gale’s Nursery, standing in the hot sun, water wand in hand. Quenching the thirst of all the sun perennials. She was sweating, but the streaming water made her feel a degree or two cooler. Her long dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail, but where it touched the back of her neck, she was roasting. There were still hundreds of six-inch pots to water.

      At least three of the five greenhouses were empty this time of year.

      Karen hadn’t finished watering before she left for the day because there had been a lot of customers. So as Nursery Manager, Margery was stuck with the job. The plants couldn’t last another day without water. Even the sedums looked limp. This late in the summer the plants were all root-bound and needed to be put in the ground. Or potted up.

      Margery gazed out over this section of the acre-sized nursery. There were far too many plants for this time of year. Spring had been really late in coming to the Northwest this year and people didn’t buy as much when all the weekends were nasty rainy and cold. Then summer hit quickly with no transition and instead of a rainy June, it was hot and sunny. People leapt into their summer activities of swimming, hiking etc. And it really was too hot and dry for most people to plant things in Western Washington. So the nursery still had way too much stock. She hoped the boss would have a summer’s end sale. Soon.

      She kept watering. This time pots of gardenias, which were blooming. Their scent was spectacular. Sweet and intoxicating. As she watered, Margery kept bending over and smelling their exotic fragrance.

      At least the afternoon had slowed down. So far only six customers. With only Taylor and her around, they were spread thin. She had Taylor at the far end, watering trees in pots. She had stayed closer to the store. Taylor didn’t know enough about plants to be useful with helping customers. Beyond lifting and hauling things for them. He was the teenage, hired muscle that the nursery required every summer.

      The season was almost over. Most of the staff had already been laid off till next spring. Some might come back if Christmas got busy with selling Christmas trees and wreath-making. If the money could be found.

      Margery moved on to another bench filled with plants. She yanked on the hose and managed to flip the water wand and drench her shorts and running shoes. At least it was cooling.

      The boss, John, had just returned from Chile with a large collection of unusual and rare plants and his mind was on them, not the nursery. She should probably remind him that summer was winding down and they had way too much stock.

      The bell clanged over at the store, which stood on the other side of the greenhouses. Margery turned the water wand’s setting to off and tucked it carefully beneath a plant bench where no one would step on it.

      “I’ll be back my lovelies,” she said to the plants.

      She hiked across the nursery to the garden store. The store was a twenty by forty foot building jammed with tools, chic gardening clothes, and smaller plastic bags of organic fertilizers. There was also some jewelry and skin balms. Cute gardening signs hung on the wall, and there were tubs filled with stakes topped with copper cut in the shape of faeries, dragons, dogs and cats, among other. Soon they’d be getting fall bulbs in. Then Christmas ornaments.

      A tall, slender man stood at the counter.

      “Good afternoon,” she said. “How can I help you?”

      “I’m looking for John Nelson.”

      “He’s out running errands today, I think. Can I help you?” Margery drank a sip from her thermos sitting on the shelf behind the register. The ice cold water tasted refreshing, filled with minerals.

      She had no idea where John was. Probably puttering away in one of the greenhouses, not to be disturbed. He had the day off.

      “I talked to him at a garden show. He told me to stop by if I was ever in the area. That the nursery had many choice plants.”

      The man seemed charming, but Margery felt a formality about him that most of their customers didn’t usually have. Was he selling something? Or was he just looking for plants.

      “I’m Margery, the Nursery Manager. Are you looking for anything in particular?”

      “Shade plants,” he said.

      A customer then.

      “I’ll show you where they are.”

      He followed her out the door to the right and walked down a wide gravel walkway to the section of the nursery that had twenty foot tall posts sunk into the earth. They were topped with black, gauzy shade cloth. It felt a good ten degrees cooler here.

      “On this side are the shrubs and small trees, Rhodies, Hydrangeas, Japanese Maples,” she said, gesturing to her left. “On this side are perennials and ferns. If you go all the way down to the end, there’s an open greenhouse that has shade annuals.”

      “Thank you,” he said. “I’ll poke around.”

      “If you have any questions, or need help, let me know.”

      “Thank you,” he said, moving down the row of brilliantly flowering fuchsias and large Hostas.

      The office bell clanged again and Margery went off to help other customers. It was five in the afternoon when she could look up again. After normal work hours was often busy. Folks picking up things to perk up the garden or supplies to get work done. It got so busy, she had to use the radio to call Taylor up front to help.

      At the end of the day, she was closing out the bankcard machine and the till. Taylor came in and said, “I caught a guy going into the private greenhouse, this afternoon. Told him it was off limits.”

      “Which private greenhouse?” she asked.

      “John’s greenhouse.”

      “Hm. Thanks for telling him. No one’s allowed in there. Not even staff.”

      “I know. Who does that?”

      “What did he look like?”

      “Tall, skinny. Dressed fancy. Tan trousers, brown slip on shoes. And a white shirt.”

      For Taylor, anyone not wearing jeans, a t-shirt and athletic shoes was dressed up.

      “I remember him. He was looking for John. Strange. Make sure all the gates are locked.”

      “Do we have security here?” he asked.

      “Just Dufus and Rex.”

      Dufus was a mastiff who was huge and looked threatening, but would drown a person with drool before harming them. Rex was a border collie who took his security job seriously. He had a loud bark and obviously considered the entire block was his to guard.

      “John should think about getting some.”
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