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preface



Flowers wrote this book. I’m just the vehicle to share their story.


You might wonder how this book came to be. During one of my last visits with my dad, before he passed away, we were sitting on the patio and he said, “You’re going to write a book.” When he told me this prophecy, I thought he’d lost his mind. In fact, I was so triggered by his prediction that I didn’t see him again for a while. You see, I dropped out of college and hated school in general. The thought of sitting down to write an essay, much less a book, was a ridiculous proposition, so much so that it felt like my dad was mocking me.


I finally went back to visit again after receiving a call from a nurse, who let me know he wasn’t doing well. I was still bothered and bewildered by his last comment and was hoping he had forgotten it. Of course, he remembered. He looked at me and said again, “About that book…” I wanted to put my hand up in front of him like a stop sign, but because he was fragile and quickly deteriorating, I resisted. He continued: “The way you’re going to be seen is by writing this book.” I told him that I don’t write, and I reminded him that I dropped out of school because I didn’t like writing papers. He was persistent: “You’re going to write this book by picking up the phone and telling a good story.” I looked at him and smiled, and that’s when I had my light bulb moment. I am really good at telling stories. I can do it, I thought to myself.


This book is filled with stories of my life: running a flower shop, being a mom, and showing up for my son and my clients. In these pages you will read about the flower shop itself, which I have created with purpose and intention, where music is flowing and the staff is energized to jump in to assist. It’s pure joy for me to share with my customers—and now you, the reader—the messages embedded in the flowers. Since I realized my gift and secret powers, which I will tell you more about in the pages to come, I have accessed my ability to stay open to messages that I hear: The flowers tell me a story, and I am present to listen. I’ve shared these messages with thousands of clients. They aren’t shocked or even surprised by what I reveal, because the messages are intuitive and accurate.


I have learned that flowers are the best medicine. I am known as the Flower Doctor because I prescribe flowers to make people feel good and to bring joy, happiness, and laughter to people’s lives. I try to see the positive in every situation. There were times in my life when things really sucked—my boyfriend was unfaithful, or my employee lost a huge order, or I got a ticket for driving too fast—but I always tried and I continue to try to stay focused on the blessing of how I can improve myself and learn from difficult situations.


I want this book to feel like you’ve walked into my store in Redondo Beach, California, two blocks from the ocean, like you’ve been welcomed into my life and my world. The next time you look at a flower, I want you to feel its power and think of all the magical stories each bloom tells.


















[image: A shadow of a person is cast on a wall, with a flower arrangement visible in the foreground. The light creates a soft outline of the figure.]























[image: A floral arrangement in a decorative vase featuring various flowers and greenery. The vase has intricate designs and is placed on a glass table.]
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introduction



A room with flowers is a room with life.


Do you know how magical it is to wake up every day and to be of service, bringing beauty and joy to as many people as possible through fresh flowers? People come from all over to visit my store—regular clients of twenty-five years and first-time visitors in town from Germany, Russia, Ireland, and beyond. I try to explain to people how flowers help benefit a relationship or transform a person’s life. My mission is to bring smiles everywhere I go and to create a flower movement.


Flowers tell a story. They have a life of their own. They are transformative. They can bring cheer to a celebration, joy to a new life, and comfort to grief or pain.


Flowers, in their living and breathing state, have something to say, and I’m their vessel for sharing those messages. Touching a million flowers and spending thousands of hours studying them might seem overwhelming, but not to me. I’m obsessed with flowers. No matter what I’m going through in life—the highs, the lows, the turbulence—the one thing that has helped me get through it all is flowers. If I have flowers next to me, I’m safe and I know that I’m going to be okay. Flowers keep you company and give off a sense of calm. They are so powerful.


When I was going through a divorce, I depended on my team. I’m not talking about therapists or counselors; I’m talking about my team of flowers, which offered a lifeline by offering a support system of nature and beauty. I was heartbroken, but as a single mom, I had to show up for my son and my business. I leaned heavily on the healing effects of flowers and truly began to see how instrumental they are for those in need.
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Marigolds.








Each flower is a unique piece of artwork, whether a rose, marigold, kangaroo paws, lisianthus, smilax, dahlia, or celosia (cockscomb). Mother Nature has created this unique bloom, and she decides its shape, color, and texture—and even the season when it shows up in our lives. You can see the beauty and the uniqueness in each stem. Each flower is alive and represents a beautiful soul. The reason we give flowers to others is to remind them of this beauty. Flowers are like a heartbeat—they hold energy and act as an emotional support system. They are also a pure reflection of Mother Nature’s artistry.


















[image: Close-up of marigolds with round, textured blooms and green foliage.]

Marigold












[image: A close-up of lisianthus with layered petals and green leaves. ]

Lisianthus












[image: Amaranthus with elongated spikes and green leaves, surrounded by other plants. The spikes are densely packed with small flowers.]

Amaranthus.












[image: A cluster of fluffy, textured coxcomb heads on a green stem, surrounded by leafy foliage.]

Coxcomb












[image: A close-up of a kangaroo paw with elongated, curved leaves and small green appendages at the tips, featuring its distinct structure and growth pattern.]

Kangaroo paw


























[image: A person holds a flower while another individual stands nearby in a greenhouse filled with various flowers.]























[image: A close-up of a rose with layered petals, showcasing its intricate structure and natural form.]











[image: Three flowers with layered petals are attached to a stem with leaves.]











[image: Two roses in full bloom with layered petals and green leaves in the background.]







My Grandpa’s Garden


I grew up in Redondo Beach, California, and was raised by a single mom. I have one brother, who is three years older than me. My mother worked full time as a journalist at the local newspaper, and my maternal grandparents took care of me and my brother while she worked. We were always at my grandparents’ house—it was my favorite place in the world. My grandpa was British, and his garden was his pride and joy. It was a traditional English garden filled with beautiful flowers. I spent many hours admiring them. In his proper British accent, he would always ask me, referring to his roses, “Do you like them?” When he would pick me up at school, he would bring roses cut fresh from his garden to give to the librarian. He was not being flirtatious. He was just all about sharing the beauty of his garden with other people, and that instinct rubbed off on me.


I saw the joy that the flowers brought my grandfather, and that inspired me. I loved walking barefoot on the grass. I remember feeling the blades under my feet and thinking how connected I felt to Mother Earth. My grandpa adored tending to the gardens on weekends, and I was mesmerized watching him. His exquisite rosebushes and beautiful bougainvillea, with their phases of growth and hypnotic fragrance, put me under their spell.


I would visit the roses and smell each one. My grandpa would ask me which was my favorite that day. It was usually the purple ones, since they were the most fragrant, but sometimes the ugliest rose called to me. I was always surprised by the powerful floral fragrance that a rose gave off, even when it was not yet fully bloomed. When it opened, I felt a new appreciation and respect for its beauty. Later on in life, I learned that flowers could make me feel good even in the ugliest situations.


I admired the depth and transformation of the roses: They would start as a colorless bud, and then, a few days later, the rose would begin to show its true colors. In the spiritual realm, the rose is associated with the heart chakra and is considered a healer. If you’re trying to open your heart, heal your heart, or speak from your heart, put a rose anywhere on your body, and the flower’s energy will vibrate to the heart. Shamans and healers use this practice to heal and spiritually connect to the heart.






[image: A close-up of a rose with multiple petals and buds, showcasing its intricate structure and details.]











[image: A close-up of a wilted rose with curled petals and evident texture. ]











[image: A cluster of roses with multiple blooms and green leaves. ]











[image: A pink rose bud is surrounded by white petals of other roses. ]























[image: A floral arrangement featuring various types of flowers and greenery in a decorative vase. ]

Tea roses, stock, lilac, pink jasmine, bridal veil broom, burning bush, larkspur.




















It was in my grandpa’s garden that I remember feeling the energy of flowers for the first time—my first tangible step in seeing the world refracted through their energy. I would sit with the flowers like Buddha in silence. I would stare at them and pick up on their emotions and their shape, texture, and scent. I would zone in on the distinct architecture of each flower. I found that if I sat with the flower and stared at it and came to complete silence, it would send me a message.


I thought I wanted to be a decorator when I grew up. When I was little, I played with my Barbie and pretended to sell things and ring people up in my pretend store. I knew I wanted to be a powerful businesswoman who was recognized professionally. I didn’t picture myself married, and I wasn’t thinking about having kids. I wanted to live in a high-rise condo in New York City. I studied details in homes, buildings, and landscaping. I was obsessed with flowers—on every surface. I wanted to drink out of a beautiful floral cup. The plate I used had to have flowers on it, and so must the wallpaper, the pillows, and so on. Flowers made me smile and feel good inside my body. I vibe with flowers.






[image: A child is seated at a desk, writing in a notebook with a pencil. ]











[image: A child stands beside a floral arrangement. ]







At a young age, I would walk into a room and notice something was missing. I knew when a room needed a little bit of life. I would go outside and ask my grandpa to let me cut some flowers, and then I would find a vase in the cupboard and fill it with water. I’d put greenery and flowers in the vase—I noticed that if I mixed flowers with greenery and chose different colors, it would bring more harmony to the space, and I could change the emotional frequency of the room. Brighter, bolder colors were able to increase the serotonin in the brain, while more somber colors created feelings of peace and calm. I would figure out where in the room I wanted to place the energy of the flowers and display them. I would set flowers in each room of the house—an acknowledgment of my presence, a statement that I had been in the room. Leaving flowers behind meant that I was bringing my excitement and energy into those spaces, as well as the range of emotions that flowers can provide. I was able to decorate a room at a young age by only using flowers.
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[image: A floral arrangement in a round pot featuring . lighter tones (white, pinks, and purples), Stock, roses, lisianthus and other blooms, placed on a wooden table.]

FLOWER
 Total support system. Lighter tones (white, pinks, and purples). Stock, roses, lisianthus.
























[image: A person holds a large floral arrangement in a white pot, featuring various flowers and greenery.]




















Finding My Calling



When I was fifteen, I worked in a bakery, and there was a flower shop across the street that would barter with us, exchanging flowers for baked goods. After the florist dropped off the flowers, I would arrange and display them on the tables. I soon realized that I would much rather be working in the flower shop than in the bakery. One Saturday, after working a ten-hour shift, I walked across the street to the flower shop to ask if they were hiring. They weren’t, but instead of taking no for an answer, I kept bugging them. I would come in every week and ask if they needed help. I used my meager paycheck to buy flowers from the shop. I kept showing up every week—I even said I would be willing to take out their trash. They finally hired me, and that’s how I got my start in the flower business.


The flower shop was called The Arrangement, and it was on the Pacific Coast Highway, just one block away from my home and located in a very bright Barbie-pink building. You couldn’t miss it. When I started working there, I quickly discovered that most of our clients would come in the door for one of a few reasons: They were in a rush and needed last-minute flowers for an event; they were looking for a gift for a birthday, anniversary, or some other celebration; or they were seeking forgiveness for something. They would always ask for my input, and I felt pretty cool about being their flower expert. I was very good at problem-solving, but more important, I thrived on trying to make people feel better by channeling the energy of the flowers.






[image: A mirror reflects a flower shop interior with various potted plants and arrangements.]







I loved going to work. I felt independent and proud to be behind the counter taking orders and making beautiful designs. I was purposely creating joy to transform a customer’s mood while at the same time uplifting my own mood.


Being at work felt like a vacation. I loved talking to and helping customers and making my own money, because that meant I could buy my own clothes and food and go to the movies. I could afford life. I loved that I could also be of service and that customers appreciated me. I felt completely present in the flower shop. I was making life better for others. Designing with flowers was a dream for me.


I delighted in coming to work wearing a cute flowing flowered dress and hat. I would tie on an apron and get ready for my shift. On my second day of work in the flower shop, the owner left me in charge while he ran errands. I was alone in the shop when a stretch limousine pulled up and a frazzled-looking man in a tuxedo stepped out and sprinted into the shop. He told me he was getting married that day and the florist didn’t show up, so his wife had no bouquet. I sprang into action and created a simple yet stunning bouquet for his wife-to-be. He was so appreciative and even tipped me $100. From that moment, I was hooked. It was validation that I had an eye and a deep understanding of how flowers should be handled, designed, and enjoyed.


Looking back, I realize that this was when I discovered my life’s purpose. With zero training and by using my interior design skills and intuition, I became the youngest designer in the flower shop. Most designers went to school and worked their way up from cleaning coolers and buckets and only after maybe a year or more of that started to design. I was a floral designer from the beginning. I knew that this was what I was supposed to do. I was not meant to be out in the world, working in an office, away from nature. I’m meant to be of service, bringing beauty and joy everywhere.
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