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Roses for Millie: The Scented Trail

Millie was a black-and-white cat with snow-tipped paws, bright green eyes, and a very curious nose.

She lived with Laura in a pretty country cottage surrounded by roses.

There were yellow roses, pink roses, climbing roses, tiny roses, and roses with petals as soft as satin.

There were other flowers too.

As Laura picked roses in bloom, Millie hid beneath the bushes and jumped out to surprise her.

“Silly Millie!” Laura laughed.

“Brrp!” Millie replied.

“And silly Laura, too.”

Laura dangled a special lilac fluffy ball with a bell inside from its pink silk ribbon.

She had a special way of twirling the ribbon.

She threaded it around her thumb and first two fingers and turned and twisted it.

Tinkle. Tinkle.

Pounce! 

Millie chased, wrestled, and rolled with the fluffy ball.

As soon as Laura put her basket of roses on the grass and slipped off her garden gloves, Millie trotted over to sniff the roses.

“You smell like roses!” Laura laughed, scooping Millie into her arms.

The cottage was filled with flowers, books about nature and kindness, soft blankets, special stones, and the gentle sound of a miniature trickling fountain.

One of Millie’s favourite things was drinking from the shiny silver tap above the kitchen sink.

The tap curved like a swan’s neck over the big island bench.

Laura always pretended to disapprove.

“Cats are not supposed to drink from taps,” she would say.

But she secretly loved watching Millie stretch out her pink tongue and sip the sparkling water.

Another favourite game began whenever Laura packed a suitcase.

The moment Laura placed it on the bed—

FLUMP!

Millie jumped straight in.

Then Laura would gently try to lift her out while Millie wriggled and rolled and purred.

“Oh, silly Millie!”

“And silly Laura too,” Laura would laugh.

Outside in the garden shed, Millie loved jumping onto the counter to tap the rose crystals Laura had scattered around the pots and plants.

“Off the counter, silly Millie!” Laura would laugh.

Then she would blow Millie a kiss,

“And silly Laura too.”

“Off to the garden we go,” Laura said.

Laura twirled the pink silk ribbon and Millie followed along.

With Millie playing beside her, Laura picked and pruned roses.

There were always more roses than she could use, so she gave buckets and baskets to the retirement village in the nearby city. 

It held a special place in her heart.

“Dad would love the roses. He used to live there,” she told Millie.

She used to sit with her father in the winding gardens beside the flowing waterfall.

Her friend Fiona arrived at the cottage in her white florist van to collect Laura’s extra roses for delivery.

Everyone at the retirement village knew Fiona.

The flowers brightened their days.

The scent of roses filled the entrance.

One late summer day, Laura became too tired and unwell to stay alone in her rosy cottage.

She thought about the retirement village. 

She decided it was time to follow
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