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Warming Hearts (Roses for Millie, #4)

Happiness filled a room inside the rest home.

Millie purred in the arms of her best friend, Laura.

“Oh, silly Millie!”

“And silly Laura too,” Laura laughed through her tears.

Only that morning, Millie had arrived in a basket of pink and yellow roses.

Millie had accidentally travelled from Laura’s country cottage to the retirement village.

Laura's father had once lived there.

Now Laura lived there herself.

His photo sat beside her bed. He was grinning as he bounced little Laura on his knee.

Sometimes she remembered sitting with him in the rose gardens. Once, when she stubbed her toe on a paving stone, he hugged her tears away.

Laura kept kissing Millie on the head and scratching under her chin.

Just then, a nurse softly opened the door.

She stopped suddenly. 

Her face lit up.

“Well hello there, lovely,” she whispered to Millie.

“You’ll never guess how she got here,” Laura said, cuddling Millie.

The nurse smiled and glanced towards the wall.

“Goody! I get to meet the cat in the picture.”

A large framed picture showed Millie drinking from the kitchen tap above the shiny sink at the rose cottage.

Laura laughed and told the nurse everything.

About Millie following the rose-scented trail.

Climbing into the florist van.

And being delivered in a basket of roses straight to Laura’s room.

While Laura was talking, Millie climbed off her lap and jumped onto the nurse’s lap, purring.

Stroking Millie, the nurse said, “Why don’t you bring Millie down to the lounge to meet the other residents?”

“Oh yes! We would love that, wouldn’t we, Millie?” 

The nurse added, “Our Activities Coordinator is away. The lounge has been much less lively this week.”

“We have so many extra roses here, let’s take a big bunch to the lounge,” suggested Laura.

Laura remembered Millie’s fluffy lilac ball.

She unhooked it from beside the mirror and tied the pink ribbon to her walker handle.

She twirled it in her fingers. The ball tinkled.

“Off to the lounge we go!”

As Laura wheeled down the corridor, Millie leapt and swatted at the tinkling fluff.

Doors opened and curious faces leaned out as they heard the musical sound. 

Smiles followed Millie’s antics all the way to the lounge.

There was a crowd there watching an old black and white movie.

The nurse paused the movie to let Laura introduce her purring friend.

Millie stepped carefully along a row of parked walker seats. 

Oohs and aahs spread around the lounge as she tiptoed from one seat to the next.

One by one, the residents reached out to pat Millie.

One lady who had been crying began singing when Millie rubbed against her arm.

Another resident wrote a little poem:

“Roses are red,
violets are blue,
Millie likes cuddles,
and we do too.”
The head nurse looked up from her desk. 

Her face didn’t show a lot of emotion. 

Laura wondered what she was thinking.

Did
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