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“Welcome to the
Village Hall Committee, Angel,” Bertha said. “So, another happy
couple. How is Faith?”

“Very well,”
Angel replied. “She's still staying with me until she finds a
flat.”

“Her portraits
are fantastic.” Bertha beamed. “The card she drew for me at the
fair was excellent. Such a good likeness. There are still places
here for more couples, but I'm running out of ideas for how to
attract younger people.”

“Well, I'm
going to advertise for more staff,” Daisy Cummins said. “That might
bring in one or two younger ones.”

“What about
your cousin Petal?” Angel asked.

“Petal wants to
do the promotion side of the business now, so I could do with at
least one other pair of hands in the shop. Maybe I could advertise
for a man! Perhaps for Petal.” She laughed.

“What about
you?” Bertha asked.

“Oh no, I don't
want another man in my life. Not after the last one.” Daisy shook
her head. “Though I could do with someone to take on some of the
heavier work in the shop.”

“I hope you
will get some help quickly,” Angel said. “I love your
displays.”

“Thank you, so
do I. Petal is going to get on with the promotion now she's seen
what Faith can do. I think they've gone into a sort of partnership.
It's good for our business. We’'ll see what happens after I put the
ad in the window.”

 


* * *

 


Daisy wrote out
the ad, giving details of hours and rate of pay, and put the card
in the window the next day.

Petal read it,
and immediately said, “A man! You after romance?”

“Not for me.”
Daisy pulled a face.

“Oh no, me
neither. I'm too busy with the website and cards from Faith for
love. It's you that needs romance!” Petal poked her tongue at
Daisy.

Daisy blew a
raspberry back at her.

“I'll put the
ad out to the neighbouring villages. See what reaction we get,”
Petal said.

Daisy got on
with the displays in the front, glancing at the pavement outside
from time to time, in case anyone was drawn to the card.

By lunchtime
nobody had shown any interest.

“I'm going to
pop home for lunch,” Daisy said. “You'll be OK while I'm gone,
Petal?”

“Sure. See you
in a while.”

On the way
home, Daisy passed the village sign. It flashed at her. She thought
she saw the letters BU underneath the usual ones. What did it
mean?

After lunch,
she walked back the same way from her flat. The sign flashed again.
This time she definitely saw BU through the bright orange that lit
up the sign.

Walking past
the flower beds, Daisy noticed that the sun was shining on them,
and as it did, their scent wafted tantalisingly to her. She loved
the smell of flowers, especially roses.

By the end of
the week Daisy had three applicants, all women. Never mind, she
thought. They all seemed quite promising.

Petal said,
“I've booked someone to come and take photos of us and the shop for
the website. He'll be here on Monday.”

“OK. Thanks,
Petal. I'll be interviewing then.”

 


* * *

The following
Monday Daisy welcomed each applicant and interviewed them. When the
last had left, she sighed. “Now I have to choose.”

Later that
afternoon Daisy saw a shadow by the window. A man in jeans and a
grey jumper stood outside, seemingly reading her ad. Was he a
customer or was he interested in the job?

The doorbell
rang as he came into the shop.

“Hello,” she
said, “how may I help you?”

“I'm here to
see...” he said.

“... about the
job?” Daisy asked. “I've just finished interviewing, but I can add
you in now if you like.”

In the office
she said, “Have you got a reference?”

“Er, no,” the
man replied.

“If you can get
one to me by tomorrow that will be fine.”

She asked him a
few more questions about his background and he answered them all
satisfactorily.

“OK. I could
really do with some help with the heavy lifting, but mostly I need
somebody in the shop here, putting out displays so that people can
see what we offer. If I gave you some flowers and a vase, could you
show me what you can do?”

“Of
course.”

“I'll get you
an apron.” She handed him one which was resting on the counter and
he put it on. She had to admit it looked quite fetching on him.
Then she gave him a bunch of red roses together with some
waxflowers and a few stems of foliage and a vase.

Daisy went
about her own work, at the same time watching him as,
concentrating, he arranged the flowers. He had nimble fingers,
which was good, and he clearly knew what he was doing. Her mind
drifted a little. She liked a man who kept a neat appearance. Not
that she should be thinking like this, she told herself sharply.
After all, she wanted him as an employee, not anything else. She
wiped down the counter where some water had dripped from a
bouquet.

“I've
finished,” he said.

“Oh, that was
quick. Let's see.”

She inspected
the roses in the vase. All in the right proportion. Stems cut to
the right length, lower leaves removed, thorns cut.

He took one out
and handed it to her, saying, “They smell gorgeous, don’t
they?”

“Oh,” she said.
Slightly embarrassed, she took the rose. “Thank you. That's a
lovely presentation you've done. You do know your way round
flowers.”

“Do I get the
job then?” he asked with a smile.

“Well, I have
to think about the other applicants” Daisy said. She didn’t want to
go jumping straight into a decision. I will phone you later to let
you know, Mr...”

“Harvey. Harvey
Turnbull.”

“Harvey.”

“I'll wait to
hear then. I did enjoy doing that arrangement.”

Petal appeared
then. “Oh, hello, Harvey. I didn't realise you were here. Daisy,
this is Harvey, the man who I said would be here to take photos for
the website.”

“Oh,” Daisy
said, “so sorry, I thought...”

“Don't worry,”
Harvey said. “I did enjoy the flowering arranging. I'll be back
tomorrow as I am on another job here anyway, to photo the
park.”

“He liked you,”
Petal said after he’d left. “ And he's got clever fingers. That's
the best display I've seen in a while. And he gave you a rose!” She
laughed.

“Don't be
daft,” Daisy retorted, blushing.

“You are a nice
person, and can be very pretty, if you’d wear a skirt or dress,
tidy your hair a bit. You'd look really lovely. You would certainly
impress him.”

Daisy shook her
head. Why would she want to impress him? She went into the back
room and collected the flowers she needed for the bouquets to be
sent out later, then made a phone call before returning to the
shop.

“Well?” Petal
said.

“Linda starts
tomorrow at half eight. To be shown what to do.”

“And Harvey
will be here too. I can see some fun for tomorrow,” Petal said,
winking.

 


Daisy’s mind
was all on Harvey as she walked home, so she didn't take much
notice of her surroundings... until she came to the flower beds.
She sniffed. Working with flowers she had become used to the
different scents, but this particular one she couldn't work out. It
was sweet and strong; perfumey. She gazed at the roses there. One
bush near the back stood out. It appeared taller and a brighter red
than the others.

She stepped
towards it, feeling strangely drawn to it. She touched the petals,
then sniffed one of the blooms. Yes, that's where the scent came
from. Just like the red rose in her shop. The one that Harvey had
given her. A coincidence? She didn't know. It was a beautiful
smell. She smiled at the memory.

At her flat,
Daisy looked at herself in a mirror. Her hair did look a bit wild,
with all the curls. She tried to tame it, but it wasn't her. She
tried a couple of clips. A bit neater.

Then she
examined her clothes. She always wore jeans and an old but
presentable top for work, because she often got a bit dirty from
the flowers. Maybe she could wear a prettier top with an apron over
it. That would work, and present a better image to customers, too.
All this for a man, she chided herself. “A gorgeous one at that,”
the treacherous inner voice whispered.

 


* * *

 


So next day
Daisy still put on jeans, but wore a floral patterned jumper she'd
forgotten she had.

She looked out
of the window. Where had all that fog come from? It could be
chilly, so she grabbed her jacket and put it on as she left the
house.

As she stepped
further into the park, she thought she could smell something bad,
like rotten fruit. It got worse as she came nearer to the flowers.
She had to put a hand over her mouth when she reached them; the
stench made her want to gag. So different from yesterday, when she
had first met Harvey.

“Don't you like
Harvey?” she asked aloud. Silence. Well, there would be as she was
alone.

She had to get
away from the stink. She had a job to do and a new employee to
help.

Linda was
outside the shop when she arrived. “Ah, prompt, that's what I
like,” Daisy said.

Inside the
shop, she set Linda up with a mixture of flowers and vases. “As you
did such a good job at the interview, let’s see what else you can
do.”

She left her to
it while she began putting together the orders she had waiting.

A while later
she went to see how Linda was getting on. “Oh, wow! They are
lovely,” she exclaimed.

The doorbell
rang, announcing a customer.

“You're doing a
great job, keep it up,” she told her as she turned to deal with the
person came in.

Seeing Harvey
there, Daisy blushed. “Oh, hello. You here to see Petal?”

“It could be
you. I watched you yesterday and you certainly have a way with
flowers, unlike me.”

“Oh, you didn't
do too badly,” she said.

“Would you mind
if I took photos of you working, then the finished product? I think
it would be good for potential customers to see who is here and
what they do.”

“OK.”

“Just carry on
as if I'm not here.”

That might be
hard, she thought.

Daisy returned
to the desk and tried to concentrate on the bouquet she had
begun.

After a few
minutes she looked up to see Linda standing very close to
Harvey.

Linda said,
“Oh, that's so professional.”

A few minutes
later there was a yelp. “Ow! That rose pricked me.”

Daisy went over
to her. “Did you handle it correctly? Avoid the thorns.”

“Yes, I did.
Urgh, and the smell of the thing. These roses must be days old.
Surely you only use fresh flowers? I didn't smell them when I came
for the interview, otherwise I would have said.”

“They are
fresh, I can assure you.”

“Ow! There,
look, it’s pricked me again, even though I was being very careful.
I'm not staying here. You can keep your job.” Linda flounced out of
the shop.

Daisy stood
there, stunned. What was that about?

Petal came out
of the side room. “What was that bang?”

“Linda left in
a huff. She was doing a test display and got pricked by a
rose.”

“She also said
the roses smelt bad,” Harvey told her.

Daisy shivered.
She said, “Petal, could you hold the fort for me, please? Maybe I
should go after her to check she's OK.”

“Sure. Be
careful.”

In the park she
went through the trees to the other side, wondering where Linda
might have gone. All at once an unpleasant smell hit her nostrils,
making her sneeze. What had the woman said? Smelling like they had
gone off? It sure smelt that way. She followed the smell, keeping
her mouth shut and trying not to breathe too deeply.

Then she heard
a shout of, “Help! Ouch!”

Daisy peered
more closely at the roses in front of her. What was Linda doing in
amongst them? Moving closer still, Daisy saw that she had become
entangled in the rose bushes. She had to get her out of the flower
bed without her being scratched to pieces. She knew how to handle
thorns. But what was the best way to do this?

It was all down
to smell, Daisy thought. She had smelt a lovely scent before. Could
she enable Linda to do the same? She took a deep breath, trying not
to breathe in too much of the bad smell. “Hello,” she called. “This
is Daisy. I've come to help you.”

“Why? Ow!”
Linda cried out again. “How? Ow! These roses are attacking me, I
swear.”

“To start with,
you need to relax. Try to lose the tenseness. I know it’s hard to
do when you're in the middle of all those thorns. Copy what I do,
Linda. Breathe in for three, out on four. Let's do that three
times.”

As Daisy
relaxed herself, rolling her shoulders and letting them drop in the
hope that Linda would do the same, she was sure that the smell was
starting to turn sweeter.

“Breathe in for
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