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My sister-in-law and business associate, Katherine Lamancusa, receives my deepest appreciation for her professionalism and dedication to the details of the project. Her ability to jump in at the last minute with a laser-sharp focus assisted in bringing this book in on deadline, for which I am eternally grateful.

I want to also thank Kelly Rasile for her help with the beginning stages of this book. Her strong editing abilities helped to make this a better book. I’m thrilled that Malinda Oakes has joined our office to handle contributor relations and future book projects.

My friend Terry Paulson, Ph.D., has the ability to see deeply into the human spirit, make sense of what he sees, and share that which is most beautiful with others in ways that can be understood and appreciated. His assistance with one of the stories in this book enhanced its beauty and strengthened its message of hope. I am grateful for his willingness to always be there when needed on the journey.

The largest expression of appreciation must go to God, who has allowed me to be His messenger of flowers to the world. He speaks to us through flowers, and when we listen to the message he shares, we are energized. God wants us to use His gift of flowers to make a difference in the lives of many.










I want to dedicate this book to my husband, Joe,

who allows me the time to follow the unpaved

pathways of life I can’t help but notice, and helps

nurture and grow opportunities that make

a difference in people’s lives.

From a moment of locked eyes during a spinning

dance at a college in Cleveland, through raising two

remarkable sons, and into a life of empty nesting,

we have traveled the road together—“during good

times and bad, in sickness and health,

till death do us part”—with a mutual commitment

to God and each other. Your love is important

to me . . . as are you. . . . I love you!
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Introduction








Bread feed

s the body indeed,


but flowers feed also the soul.

— THE KORAN









Flowers Are for Love is the second book in our inspirational story series. I am so honored that our first book, Flowers Are Forever, has been so widely received. As I traveled the country sharing the stories that it contains, I was continually reminded of the depth and breadth of the emotions that flowers evoke in different people. Words from the introduction of the first book guided me as I presented messages of the beauty of flowers to thousands of people. Let me share them with you:






Flowers help us celebrate; they inspire our passions, send messages of love and romance, and brighten our days during times of sorrow, illness, and depression. A fresh bouquet is a long-distance hug, a spirit lifter, and a stress reliever, providing us with a moment of calm in our hectic lives. Many of life’s passages— from birth to death and all the joyous and bittersweet moments in between—are marked by the giving and receiving of flowers. The sight or scent of a particular bloom often causes a flood of emotion-packed memories of a certain time, place, or person. The flowers themselves may not actually last forever, but the memories they evoke most certainly do.




As I share these words with my audiences, I continue to be surprised by the impact they have. In Kansas City, a woman in tears told me her story. It seems that every week for the last few years of her mother’s life, she bought her mother flowers. Her mother always told her not to waste her money on the flowers, since they would just die soon enough. The young woman told her mother that she wanted her to enjoy the flowers while she was living. She said that when her mother died she would just pick a bucket of dandelions and throw them over the coffin. Since her mother wouldn’t be able to enjoy the flowers, they wouldn’t need to be beautiful. She told me that her mother passed away this year and she kept her promise up to the end. A bucket of dandelions was picked and she threw them over the coffin—knowing that her mother had enjoyed the true beauty of flowers while she lived.

I must admit that I get that comment a lot—“But flowers die.” Yes, my friends, flowers do wilt and fade away. However, like anything in our hectic, material world, if something lasts for a long time, we tend to not appreciate it anymore. That is perhaps the true, fleeting beauty of flowers. They don’t last forever, which forces us to appreciate them now— while they are living and adding spirit and energy to our daily lives.

Over fifty contributors have joined me in Flowers Are for Love, to again share the profound message of flowers. These contributors are prominent floral designers, influential floral industry members, motivational speakers, inspirational leaders, creative consultants, and everyday flower and garden lovers. They are a true inspiration to me and have taught me so much about the deep inner connection of flowers to our souls. Walk along the path again with them, and me, as we all explore together the impact flowers have on our lives, this time in the area of romance.

As with Flowers Are Forever, I’ve included practical floral care and handling secrets, along with gardening tips and techniques. All of this is carefully designed to assist you in seeing the beauty in the world more clearly through the inspiration of flowers while helping you more thoroughly enjoy gardening and floral display. The inspirational material will help you understand the deep impact flowers have on our hearts and souls.

I’m looking forward to sharing the incredible stories from this second volume, as well as preparing a third book for which we are collecting stories. Look in the back of this book for contact information. I’m sure that you have a floral story to share.
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THE TEN -COW WIFE
Rochelle Beach

. . .

I FIRST HEARD THIS TALE OF JOHNNY LINGO several years ago, when I was the director of the teacher improvement classes at the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.

A long time ago, in a small village, the custom of the day was for a father to sell his daughters in marriage. The normal price for a wife was two or three cows. One father, believing that his daughter was less than outstanding, hoped to get at least one cow for her. The girl hung her head in the village, believing herself to be worthless, until the day Johnny Lingo appeared at her family’s door. He told the girl’s father that he wanted the girl to be his wife, and he offered eight cows for her. Everyone in the village was shocked, including the girl. But two years later, when Johnny and his wife came back to the village, the villagers were even more surprised by the dramatic changes in the girl. She was beautiful and held her head high with pride. She became the most revered woman in the village.

Over the years, this story has become important to me and my husband. I suffered from low self-esteem, having come from a home where I received very little support or praise. My husband, John, on the other hand, grew up in a home where support was given freely. In many ways, he has become my Johnny Lingo and has allowed me to grow and flourish in the warmth of his love. We wanted more than anything to spread our love by building a family of our own. We were already the proud parents of a little girl and we desperately wanted another child. But after two pregnancies ended in miscarriages, I sank into a deep and consuming depression. Following the second miscarriage, I became physically ill on top of the emotional strain. I was truly a mess.

One afternoon when I was feeling extremely down and questioning my self-worth, the doorbell rang. I dragged myself to the door and cheerlessly opened it. Standing there with the biggest and most colorful bouquet of flowers I’d ever seen was a deliveryman from the local florist shop. I stood there for a moment, my mouth hanging open wordlessly, when he reluctantly said, “I really hope you won’t be too upset by this.” As he spoke, I noticed that the flowers had been arranged around a stuffed cow. I opened the card and read: “To my ten-cow wife.” Ten cows! John wanted me to know that I was worth more to him than even Johnny Lingo’s wife. Tears of happiness streamed down my cheeks. Those flowers and their message couldn’t have come at a better time!

I later called the flower shop to explain the meaning of the card to the florist, who must have been worrying that it was something offensive. As the florist listened to the story she began to cry, and she told the other people in the shop about Johnny Lingo. Pretty soon we were all in tears!

My husband taught me, as well as the folks at the flower shop, a lot that day. By telling me how much I mean to him, by continually supporting me and helping me move into a more positive frame of mind, he helped me begin to think better of myself again. John truly is my Johnny Lingo. I no longer hang my head or question my self-worth; through his eyes, I was able to lift myself up and become the person I am.
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I am the vine, ye are the branches;


he that abideth in Me, and I in him,


the same bringeth forth much fruit;


for without Me ye can do nothing.

—JOHN 15 : 5









FRIVOLOUS  NECESSITIES
Karen Wingard

. . .

TWENTY-NINE YEARS AGO I DELIVERED OUR first child—a baby boy. Gosh, was his daddy proud! You could see the excitement all over his face. During my five-day hospital stay I realized that all the other new mothers were receiving flowers from their husbands. Not me. I’d gotten flowers from friends and relatives, but nothing from the father of my son.

I tried to understand the reason. My husband is a physically strong man (a former Marine and a Vietnam veteran) with integrity and high morals. He was raised by third-generation Swiss who had been in this country only a short time; they were fine, honest, churchgoing folks, but very frugal. Purchasing flowers that would soon die, eating at a restaurant when there was food at home to prepare, having two or three pairs of shoes when one pair would suffice—he saw these things as unnecessary, and therefore unacceptable. And though I understood that he was just put together that way, there were times when I wanted him to go out on a limb and do something frivolous. But frivolity was not something my husband would come upon alone; it would take some kind of miracle.

My husband and I were taught to attend church regularly,and we continued that practice with our young son. We were good people doing good things and living good lives, but missing the point of “going to church.” In the same way that God opens a flower bud ever so slowly and lovingly, so did He open up our hearts, and hearts that are open to Jesus miraculously begin to soften. That’s what happened to my husband. As time went on, with his now-softened heart, he began to understand that although frivolous necessities are not “ necessary” in life-sustaining terms, they are “necessary” in terms of the heart and soul.

Now my sunroom and dining room are filled with plants that remind us of milestones in our marriage: a twenty-fifth wedding anniversary, a fiftieth birthday, and a thirtieth wedding anniversary. It was a thrill to receive these plants, but it was the sweet way in which they were presented that stays with me. For each turning point in our lives together, I was taken away for the weekend, destination unknown. At the end of our mystery tour, there would be a plant and flowers waiting for me. On our thirtieth anniversary, for example, a plant, fresh flowers, and a bottle of wine were waiting for me in a Jacuzzi suite in New York.

The miracle of softened hearts that we experienced was the work of God. The love we have between us has always been enough, but the things that were once considered “unnecessary” have become fun, a joy to give and an even greater joy to receive.

My husband of thirty-one years is a man after God’s own heart. I am very proud of him.
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You willingly acknowledge some possibility


of angels’ existence because they have the


tact to stay invisible. Or you feign to believe


in them and it is easy to deny them,


whereas a poppy, an oak or a service tree


(sorb) has the effrontery to affirm, with


insupportable evidence, the presence


of an impossible dream.

—ANDRÉ DHÔTEL









GROWING ROOTS
Diane Gunn Hurd

. . .

I FOUND MYSELF SITTING IN AN OFFICE WITH my boss and the director of Personnel while the two of them squirmed, trying to explain why my position of fifteen years was being eliminated. The strange thing is that instead of feeling shocked or upset, I felt a sense of indescribable joy and relief pass through me. I knew that my life carried so much more promise and purpose than I’d been able to cultivate while tied into this huge big-pocket/small-heart corporation.

While playing my role in corporate America, I didn’t make any serious commitments or start a family of my own. I had been more concerned with my job and where it would take me, always hoping and waiting for the next relocation or promotion. Over the past years, I’d lived in New York; Los Angeles; Washington, D.C.; and London. My roots didn’t grow very deep, and I was tired of transplanting myself. But now my life was about to change. And I was ready.

Before plunging back into the workforce, I decided to take a sabbatical. I went to a yoga ashram and retreat site in upstate New York, where I did volunteer work. From there, I planned on going to India for an extended stay to study yoga and Eastern scriptures, to visit sacred temples, and to walk the streets and villages where saints and sages of ancient times had made their pilgrimages. My severance pay would cover a year in upstate New York, as well as a year in India.

One afternoon, six months later, while I was reading a book as I waited for a bus at the shuttle stop in the ashram, a tall and handsome strawberry-blond man politely asked me if the bus he was looking for stopped there. His manners were the first thing that impressed me, and his gentle demeanor seemed familiar and safe. During our brief conversation, I learned that he had come for a week.

Over the course of his one-week stay, we would talk many more times. His name was John, and he was a farmer from Wisconsin who grew flowers and had his own dried flower wholesale business. It sounded so peaceful and beautiful, isolated from the hustle and bustle of the city life I was used to, surrounded by nature. And the better I got to know John, the more I longed to visit his farm someday.

We exchanged addresses and wrote to each other twice before his next one-week visit in July. And when he returned, we spent the week having meals together and meeting for chats and chai. The feelings between us began to stir. This put me in a difficult spot. I was scheduled to leave for India in just three months—it was a trip I had been planning for a long, long time. I couldn’t afford to have feelings for someone right then, especially someone I hardly knew. When the week was over, John traveled back to Wisconsin and I daydreamed about writing exciting, adventure-filled letters to him from India. Then I was struck with fear.Suppose John meets someone else while I am in India, I thought. But I set the fear aside and tried to banish all thoughts about John, the farm, the flowers, and Wisconsin. I needed to concentrate on India.

I couldn’t. I kept remembering John’s gentle voice and imagining him in fields of bountiful, fragrant flowers. I became angry. “Why,” I asked myself, “did I have to meet someone so special just when I am about to leave for India for a year?” I tried to bury myself with other concerns. Instead I became very ill and was forced to stay in bed for almost a week. My body decided to shut down until my mind would deal with the new emotions that were flooding it. While feverishly struggling to put John out of my mind, I suddenly realized that there was a pattern to all of my relationships. Whenever I met someone I really cared for, I moved away. Or perhaps it was because I was moving away that I began to really care about someone. I decided that it was time to change this pattern.

I called John. He was pleasantly surprised to hear from me, and he didn’t waste any time before telling me that he missed me immensely and had been thinking about me since he left. He explained that he had wanted to invite me to Wisconsin but didn’t because I was going to India. I told him that I would come if he invited me. He did, and we began to plan our rendezvous.

We scheduled a week together in September and began the journey of getting to know one another. I arrived full of excitement and anticipation, and as we entered the driveway into the farm, driving past acres of corn and rows of hydrangeas, I could see his beautiful old stone house that looked full of history and character.

The first day on the farm, John had to tend to chores, so I remained in the old house and peered out of the porch windows into a world I did not recognize. I felt lost and disoriented. But when John returned and made us some herbal tea, I slowly began to loosen up and feel more comfortable. We spent hours talking and laughing and learning about one another. On the second day, I thought,I could live here. On the third day, I caught myself noticing that there was room for me and for all of my furniture in John’s house. Before the end of a week, we realized that we were in love and that there was an indescribable bond—a knowing that we should be together. We decided that we didn’t want to live apart—especially on separate continents!

A year and a half has passed since I moved to Wisconsin. John is my best friend, a man I admire and respect, a man with courage, integrity, depth, and character. I run the dried flower wholesale business and help on the farm as often as I can. We were married in the West Indies on the island of St. Kitts on March 11, 2000. It was a small, personal, and beautiful wedding with only sixteen of our closest friends and family. It was the happiest day of my life, one I will always treasure.

In the first month and a half of our marriage we planted, cultivated, and hoed over three thousand young flower bushes, and pruned over two thousand hydrangea bushes. We then began to harvest two acres of peonies. We have worked on advertisements, a web site, an upcoming trade show, and a new price list, as well as making decisions about which new flowers and products we will grow and buy next year. With this new life, I have been able to enjoy things I had never experienced during my years of corporate employment. At no other job have I been able to have my favorite cats lounging on my desk in the office, and I certainly never found wildlife—gophers, ferrets, and groundhogs—in the supply room while looking for staples. I’ve never had a job that paid me to be in the sunshine all day, with the wind in my face and birds and squirrels at my feet. My previous jobs never exposed me to the splendor of nature: a mother killdeer looking after her unhatched babies; the beauty of geese and cranes; deer pausing, eating, and fleeing. I have never before shared space with a workforce of bees and fluttering butterflies. Every day is filled with new and beautiful things, and I am fortunate enough to watch and participate in the dance of nature.

I am very grateful for that day in March ’98, when the love of my life entered my life with the tenderness of a spring day and with the impact of a thunderbolt, opening my heart and my eyes to a world I had only known secondhand. Flowers now occupy my thoughts, my focus, my time, and my imagination. I feel that they are part of my destiny. When I wander through acres of fragrant, colorful blossoms, I can’t help but feel blessed for being alive and in love. And for finally knowing that my roots are firmly planted—for good.
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Consider the lilies how they grow: they toil not,


they spin not; and yet I say unto you,


that Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed


like one of these.

—LUKE 12 : 27
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