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A Flower That Will Never Die


Synopsis: A Flower That Will Never Die is
about a woman who works in a florist’s shop, hates busy days like
Valentine’s Day, & reluctantly agrees to go out with her female
boss for a drink after their shop finally closes.

 


 


Lila woke up with a groan. Most days, she
woke up with a smile — or, barring that, excitement over what the
coming day would bring.

However, not today. Never today.

For today was Valentine’s Day. Her most hated
of all days.

Lila cracked one eye open and tried to assess
the weather from her tiny window, located across the room. It
always looked gray because of the taller buildings surrounding her
apartment, but she could discern some sort of precipitation
falling. When Lila cracked her other eye open, she realized it was
snowing.

Great. Crappy winter weather for the
crappiest day of the year.

Lila worked at a small florist, but their
orders quadrupled for today. She knew that she should get going,
show up early to help her boss with the rush that was sure to
start, but another part of her wanted to simply stay in bed. Stay
in bed all day. That seemed to be an effective defense against
Valentine’s Day.

She grabbed her phone and squinted at the
too-bright display as she punched in her the florist’s number.

“Yes!” the person on the other end of the
line barked.

Lila jumped, flinching away from the
phone.

“Um, Jo? This is Lila.”

“Oh, Lila, I’m sorry,” Jo said, sounding
exhausted and harried even though it was only eight in the morning.
“When are you coming?”

“That’s actually why I’m calling,” Lila said,
biting her lip. She hated lying, especially to someone as good as
Jo, but she also couldn’t stand to be out there in the thick of
romance and couples and lovey-dovey New Yorkers. Ugh. “I’ve woken
up pretty sick, Jo.”

“Oh no, oh no, oh no,” Jo chanted, obviously
dismayed. “What is it? A cold? Strep throat? The flu? The poops? I
need you, Lila!”

Lila pressed her face into her pillow,
feeling like a shithead. Of course, Jo needed her. This was the
busiest day of the year by far. It was just that Lila didn’t think
she could face another Valentine’s Day single in the city.

“Lila, I feel like an asshole for begging,
especially since I know something seriously has to be wrong for you
to call in on a day like today,” Jo wheedled, “but fuck it. Please,
please, please, please, please come in today. Please. I will pay
you time and a half. Barring you having Ebola and the possibility
of you starting an epidemic, will you please come in to the shop
today?”

“I’ll be there in half an hour,” Lila said
glumly, coughing a little to pad her story.

“You’re a life saver!” Jo squealed, hanging
up the phone quickly.

Stay in bed all damn Valentine’s Day? That
was a bust. Lila rolled out of bed and didn’t even bother showering
before pulling on a black tunic sweater, black leggings, and black
boots. She wanted nothing to do with this day. There was nothing
that could convince her otherwise.

Lila stared into the mirror in the bathroom,
looking at her wan face in the glass. Perfect. She looked like
hell. Jo would totally be convinced that she was actually sick in
the first place.

Lila did what she could with a stick of
concealer to hide the deep circles beneath her eyes, finally forced
to just go with it using extra thick black eyeliner. A couple of
layers of mascara later and she was ready to go.

 


 


It was just a couple of blocks from her
apartment building to the florist shop, but Lila saw at least a
dozen teddy bears, probably thirty bouquets of red roses, and three
bunches of heart-shaped balloons by the time she darted in the
door. She had to sidle her way through the thick crowd of people
inside the shop. No wonder Jo had been so panicked.

“Thank God!” Jo cheered from behind the
counter as she saw Lila wading through all their customers. “Get on
up here, girl! I’d give you a hug, but I don’t want to catch
whatever it is!”

That made the crowd part immediately for
Lila, and she laughed and shook her head.

“I don’t think it’s contagious,” she assured
a man who’d covered his face with a handkerchief as she passed.

She wished hatred of Valentine’s Day were
contagious. Perhaps there wouldn’t be so many people celebrating
it.

Lila wished that she could just forget about
it and get lost in her work, but it was impossible. If she wasn’t
wrapping red roses up in red tissue paper, she was writing terrible
little platitudes out on cards covered with cheesy hearts.

“I love you more than ever on this
Valentine’s Day.”

“Your love is so special to me on this
special day.”

“Valentine’s Day is a wonderful reminder of
how much I love you.”

It made her want to barf. Lila actually
considered it, wondering if hurling all over these customers would
make Jo let her go home, but she couldn’t do it. Jo was dashing all
around the shop, bringing in more roses from the back, more ribbons
and tissue paper from the storage closet, money bags from the
office to scoop the cash out of the register as it got full time
and time again. Lila couldn’t leave Jo in this mess.

Lila wondered if she’d ever find love. She
wouldn’t find shit on Valentine’s Day, that much was for sure. This
whole holiday was like a kick to the crotch for every single person
on earth. Why did she have to be reminded that she hadn’t found
anyone yet?

Finally, mercifully, the minutes until close
ticked by. Lila had to practically push the straggling customers
out of the store, and had on of her few smiles of the day when she
shook her head at some poor soul banging on the locked door. Too
bad for your little wifey or girlfriend. No flowers for her.

“Oh my God,” Jo said weakly, hanging on the
edge of the countertop, barely able to stand.

“Agreed,” Lila said, slumped against an empty
shelf that usually bristled with sparkling glass vases.

“Oh my God!” Jo repeated, louder. “I can’t
believe I made you come into this when you were sick.”

“It’s really okay,” Lila said, waving her
hands. She hated making Jo feel guilty when the only thing that was
sick was her spirit. “I think being so busy helped me forget how
lousy I was feeling.”

That much was true, at least. It was already
dark. Valentine’s Day was almost over.

“To make it up to you, I’m taking you out for
drinks,” Jo said, pushing herself away from the countertop. “It’s
the least I can do.”

“That’s really all right,” Lila protested,
staggering back up to her feet. “I think it’d be best for me just
to go straight home to bed.”

“Lila.” Jo leveled a look at her. “You look
like you could use a drink.”

Lila certainly could. Lila could use about
twenty drinks. However, going out to a bar on this most awful of
days was suicide. At a bar, Lila would see the bevy of happy
couples that she would never be a part of and have to gag her way
through the drinks, witnessing the hand holding and hugging and
smooching.

She’d be much happier just picking up a
bottle of bourbon on her way home and nursing it for the rest of
the day.

“Just one drink,” Lila relented, knowing that
Jo would continue to pressure until she got what she wanted.

Jo cheered, pumping her fists in the air, and
Lila wondered where her boss got so much energy. Today had been
hell.

 


 


The bar was just as Lila had feared. They’d
had to take a cab to get there, Jo insisting on picking this nicer
establishment and not just one of the dives near the shop. Lila
wouldn’t have minded. A drink was a drink, plus she’d probably run
into more sad souls like her in dimly lit places.

However, no, here they were at a glittering
nightclub, couples dancing out on the dance floor, clusters of pink
and white balloons tied to every surface. When Lila saw a big
bouquet of red roses in an enormous glass vase on the bar, she
wondered how drunk she’d have to pretend to be to send it crashing
down to the floor.

Roses.

She was sick of fucking roses.

“Hey, is it all right if Tim meets us here
for a while?” Jo yelled over the din of the DJ. “I promised him I’d
go home after closing up shop, but I think he’d like to go out
tonight, too.”

“Sure,” Lila said weakly, waving her hand as
Jo darted back outside to make the call. Just perfect. As if going
out in public on Valentine’s Day as a single woman wasn’t torture
enough, now she was going to play third wheel to her boss and her
boss’ husband. Perfect. Lila actually felt like she was going to
puke.

“What’ll it be, sweetheart?”

Lila turned to the bartender. “A shot of
tequila and a beer,” she said. “Please hurry.”

He laughed, a flash of white teeth in the
dark of the club, and got them for her in record time. Lila threw
back the shot and chased it with the smooth bubbly beer. She barely
tasted the alcohol. All she could taste was relief.

“Another,” she said breathlessly, the
bartender nodding at her and seeming to understand her plight.

“Look who got started without us,” Jo
exclaimed, walking back into the bar with Tim. They really made a
handsome couple, all hippy and environmentally conscious and all
that. Lila just didn’t feel like hanging out with them tonight.

“I was in the area, so it was easy for me
just to pop over,” Tim said, giving Lila a little hug. “Happy
Valentine’s Day.”

Lila actually gagged, and Jo clucked with
sympathy.

“Lila’s been such a champ today,” she said.
“She was sick and I forced her to come in anyways because of the
rush. I’m the bitch, and she’s the champ.”

“You slave driver,” Tim teased, ordering them
drinks.

The DJ shifted gears; playing some old
R&B song that Lila had remembered hearing perhaps in junior
high.

“It’s our song, babe!” Jo exclaimed, dragging
Tim and their drinks away. “We’ll be right back, Lila!”

Great. The third wheel is left behind to
drink at the bar. Lila glumly threw her shot back and chased it
with her second beer. How could this night get any worse?

“Hey, sugar.”

She turned to see King Skeeze of Skeezeland
standing in front of her, sunglasses firmly in place despite the
dark club, shirt open far enough to expose one of his nipples, and
so much gel in his hair that he was probably a fire hazard.

“Keep walking,” she said, sucking down her
beer. “Nothing to see here.”

He held his hands up and backed away before
making his exit.

Lila shook her head. It was just like some
skeeze to try to pick up girls on Valentine’s Day, preying upon the
lonely and broken hearted. Of course, it was practically her fault
for drinking alone at a place like this. She was practically
inviting all of the skeezes of Skeezeland to make passes at
her.

“Rough night?” The bartender smiled at her
kindly and pushed her another shot and beer. “These are on the
house.”

“Thank you,” Lila said, throwing the shot on
the wound of her heart.

“You here with friends?” the bartender
asked.

“I was,” she answered, nursing the beer.
“They’re on the dance floor, somewhere.”

“The DJ’s just launching his R&B set,” he
said. “If that’s their thing, they’ll be there for a while.”

Lila sighed and shook her head. Stood up by
the person who’d forced her to go out.

“Why do we torture ourselves with Valentine’s
Day?” she demanded, the alcohol making her feel loose. The
bartender looked at her, his eyebrows raised in surprise, and Lila
kicked herself.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “You probably have a
girlfriend — or boyfriend — waiting for you to get off your shift.
I bet you even bought her — him? — roses.”

“There’s nobody waiting for me,” the
bartender said, grinning good-naturedly. “And it would be a girl,
not a boy.”

“I hate this day, if you haven’t noticed,”
Lila said, rubbing her forehead. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to unload
on you.”

“That’s what I’m here for,” he said, smiling.
“To listen and to help you numb your pain. I’m Caleb, by the
way.”

“Lila,” she said, shaking his hand. He had a
firm grip, which she always appreciated.

“I’ve never liked Valentine’s Day, either,”
he confessed, sliding a bottle of beer down the bar to another
customer.

“No kidding?”

He shook his head. “Too commercial,” he
complained. “Why do florists and chocolatiers and hotels and shit
get to tell me how to tell a girl that I love her? Why does it only
have to be on this one day?”

“I work at a florist shop, actually,” Lila
said, laughing. “Sorry for ruining the holiday for you.”

Caleb laughed. “Trust me. It’s not you who’s
ruining it. Listen — are you going to stick around? My shift ends
in a couple minutes. Can I buy you a drink?”

“I think you already have,” Lila said,
lifting the beer bottle she was still holding.

“Can I buy you another drink, then?” he
asked, so hopeful that it squeezed her rotten heart a little.

“Fine,” she said, relenting. “As long as it’s
not at this place. No offense.”

“None taken,” he said, shrugging. “I like to
spend as little time in this place as possible when they’re not
paying me to be here.”

Lila shook her head and finished her beer as
Caleb cashed and clocked out. Who would’ve thought that she was
going out for drinks with somebody on the tail end of Valentine’s
Day? Certainly not her.

Lila sent Jo a quick text to explain her
sudden departure and left as soon as Caleb came out from
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