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There’s a word in the English language known as an “aptronym”. An aptronym is a person's name that appropriately suits their profession often in a comical way, like an author named “Paige Turner” or a mechanic named “Alan Key”, or a guy named “Rod Sparks” who specialises in welding. Unfortunately, a woman named “Rose Bush” missed her opportunity, she could have been a botanist, horticulturist, landscaper, florist ...anything to do with flowers but she turned out to be a lawyer, an exceptional one, nevertheless.

Rose Bush was ridiculed for her name amongst many nasty schoolmates, and it was a tender complex of hers. She hated being announced and called up on stage for academic awards, but it didn’t stop her striving and excelling, she was an extremely ambitious student. She dreamt of the day when she could marry a man and erase her maiden name with his. 

Rose had a string of boyfriends in high school but none of them were proper candidates for a long-term relationship. Her first serious boyfriend was in law school. It’s uncanny that the guy was actually named “Justin Law”. He believed that he was destined to be a lawyer but unfortunately for Rose, he wasn’t destined to be her man, he was actually destined to be another man’s man, but that’s another story. All you need to know is that the two of them were engaged after law school graduation. The wedding invitations went out. The chosen venue was idyllic, the dress was stunning, everything was planned from the caterers to the florist, the photographer and music...and then two weeks before their marriage, on the day they were picking out their rings, Justin backed out, he confessed that he was feeling confused about his identity. Rose was devastated and humiliated, she wished he hadn’t taken things so far with her. She was deeply scarred, and she was so scared of ever being let down again.

Metaphorically speaking, from that day on Rose no longer bloomed. She developed thicker, sharper, protective thorns instead. She shut all suitors completely out. She was a competitive and confident lawyer with incredible tenacity and drive, her life revolved around the success of her career, it was a coping mechanism for her, a distraction that kept her busy well into her mid-sixties. She was only taking on the odd case now and finally at a point where she was considering stopping altogether.  

Ethan Bloom lived up to his first and last name. Ethan meaning strong and resilient and his surname Bloom being a perfect aptronym for his vocation. Ethan was a retired horticulturist, an expert in propagation and cultivation. His garden was an absolute paradise and a magnificent manifestation of his passion and expertise. He specifically chose flowering plants that attracted bees and butterflies and on this bright sunny day his colourful vibrant yard was brimming with them. 

Ethan was busy dead heading a yolk yellow daisy bush, he slipped into a state of involuntary rumination as he was doing so. The memories were not happy ones; they came like snippets of hazy dreams and pulled him into a melancholic place that was the total opposite of the lovely Eden that he was actually grounded in. They were memories of his ex-wife. He relived the day she asked for a divorce and the emotional earthquake that ensued, followed by the volcanic eruption as she confessed the reason for requesting the divorce. She had cheated on him and was subsequently pregnant. Ethan had been away for close to three months on a business trip, they were eradicating an invasive alien plant that was threatening an endangered plant species. He could never have perceived that his marriage had been under threat for close to a year as another man slowly encroached on his territory. These things can sometimes happen when a spouse interacts more closely with a full-time work colleague than their own spouse. It certainly doesn’t condone it.

Ethan felt annoyed that he had slipped into these upsetting memories yet again, they always had a way of resurfacing when he was feeling joyful. He was getting tired of this sabotage, and it wasn’t something he was doing on purpose. What he had done on purpose was never to trust another woman again. To him the self-preservation outweighed any self-sabotage. He gathered up the crispy brown daisy cuttings and tossed them into his hessian bag. He took a deep breath and tried to shut the memories out, “That’s all in the past now.” He told himself; those words were a common mantra of his.        

Ethan took a long drink from his cooling flask, the ice water tasted crystal pure and refreshing. Melancholic memories re-emerged, he took another long sip of water, as the recall reel played. He remembered his pleading and pointless persuading, trying everything he could to convince his wife to stay. Ethan loved her so much that he was willing the raise the child as his own. She didn’t want any scandal or shame; it would be clearly evident that the child wasn’t theirs. Ethan and his wife were both fair and the father of the child was Italian. Dario was excited to be a father. The two of them already had plans to go back to his hometown and start a new life together. Ethan was devastated, he had hoped to be a father himself, and he and his wife were moving in that direction. She was in her mid-thirties, and they had been discussing parenthood on and off for a few years already. They were a couple who were very career focussed and “still waiting for the right time”. Finances were excellent now; they owned their home... (He was still in their original home, the garden had evolved a lot, it was a haven that he could never leave.)  Ethan could still hear the voice of his ex-wife clearly in his mind, he took another sip of water, deliberately concentrating on the ice cold feeling on his palate, he swallowed slowly and closed his eyes as the liquid went down. “That’s all in the past now.” 

He surveyed his other daisy bushes, the pink and the white one needed dead heading too. He knelt down on his kneeling pad and picked up his secateurs, about to get to work. A yellow and black butterfly gracefully flittered around him and then surprisingly alighted on a flower directly in front of him. Ethan was back in the present moment, marvelling at the butterfly as it opened and closed its wings, open to absorb sunlight like little silky solar panels and then closed again to regulate the heat. Then he heard a timid little voice that he recognised coming from next door.

Little Abbey had climbed up her tree again and she was peering down at him with her inquisitive slightly chubby face, “Hi...” she said timidly, “Well hello!” he replied in surprise, “How are you today?” he asked, “Fine...” she replied sweetly and then she quickly added “Okay, byeeee.” Ethan smiled as he heard her climbing back down and running back inside.

Abbey was almost six years old, the daughter of his new neighbours Celeste and Rick who also had a nine-year-old son, his name was coincidentally Ethan as well. It was initially very difficult for old Ethan to switch off his reactions when young Ethan’s mother was calling him or reprimanding him. They had officially been neighbours for three weeks, so it was a lot easier to ignore hearing his name now. Ethan had a brief introduction to the family on the day they moved in, they spoke over the wall to each other. They seemed like a lovely family. She was a homemaker, and he was a woodturner and would you believe their surname was actually Turner! Just kidding! Ethan had forgotten their last name; it was something foreign and not that easy to pronounce. Rick warned him that there would be a lot of noise coming from his workshop and at first Ethan was upset that it might disrupt the birdlife in his garden but thankfully so far, the noises were more droning sounds than screeching. He was so grateful that the biggest most disruptive noise of all was over and that was the constant noise and disruption of Rick’s new house being built.

Ethan had such regrets about not buying the open neighbouring stand years before. He often thought it would be wonderful to extend his garden further, but back then he was too busy with other landscaping and horticultural projects as it was. Someone unfortunately bought the land before he could. It was wild and vacant for many years and then it suddenly seemed like the new house just materialised overnight. Ethan was relieved that it wasn’t a long drawn-out building process. He was also glad that they had kept some of the beautiful trees.

Abbey climbed up the tree again and this time her mother Celeste was with her, she came up to the wall and said, “Hi Ethan, I’m so sorry to disturb you, but Abbey would like to ask you something.” “Sure, no problem,” replied Ethan, “What can I do for you Abbey?” Little Abbey shyly asked, “Can I have some flowers for my ballet teacher?” Celeste added, “Abbey, remember to ask “please” as well.”  Abbey said, “Pleeease.” in the sweetest tone. Ethan looked around his garden, he hardly ever cut his flowers for vases, he much preferred seeing flowers naturally but his daisy bushes were absolutely laden with blooms, he would hardly make a dent in them if he shared a few. “With pleasure!” he said and then without thinking it through properly he invited them over. He could simply have handed a little bunch over the wall instead, but it was too late now. 

Celeste and Abbey were so eager to come across! It seemed like less than a minute later and they were both walking in barefoot through the tall picket gate. Celeste gasped at the glorious garden, “Oh my word! This is heaven!” she exclaimed! She caressed the lavender bushes and smelt her fingers, letting out an intoxicated sigh. “Look at your roses!” she cried, “I didn’t know you had roses!” The way she emphasised roses made him momentarily regret inviting them across in case they wanted roses for this ballet teacher. He wasn’t willing to cut any
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