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It was one of those days when work gave me soul-ache.

I stepped out of the lift, reminiscing about my last holiday after a long session of brainstorming. 

Or perhaps we should call it brain-snoring?

The lady at the reception stopped me.

'Mail for you; came in today.'

I looked at her hand, and she held out a pink envelope. The kind you could get at Paperchase three for the price of two. Or was it three for four? 

I looked at the pink envelope again. It was a shade slightly darker than the Pink Panther. On it was hurried handwriting with my name only. 

I took the envelope.

'You have a nice weekend then.'

I bid her goodbye, and she did likewise.

If curiosity killed the cat, what would bring about my demise?

Weighing the pink envelope in my hand, I thought. 

A few weeks ago, while daydreaming at a junction near Tottenham Court Road, I saw a lamppost. On it was a small sticker ad, one of its corners hidden under a call girl's contact details. 

One sentence on the ad caught my attention. 'Do you dare to put your name down here?' it challenged.

A finger with a pink nail pointed to a blank line below. 

Without thinking too much, I took out my pen and obliged. 

I looked at the pink envelope again, tore it from the edges, and peeked inside. 

A sheet of gloss paper. 

It was a ticket to a button exhibition. 

How interesting... 

I went to the exhibition, learnt a few things about buttons that I could brag about during happy hours, but found no appropriate occasion to do so. 

That was three months ago. 

A second pink envelope came, then a third, then a fourth one. 

They brought me to Ascot...a secret film screening...and a specific, exotic plant in Kew Gardens.

No quotes or claims for fees ever accompanied those pink envelopes. 

Pink mail... 

Was it a modern, urban version of blackmail? 

Surely, no one would go through all this hassle to conspire against me?

I thought about it often on my way to work on the Bakerloo line.

I once read a story about a man who received mysterious calls at midnight from someone who claimed she had psychic powers and could predict the results of horse races. 

The man had his doubts but soon ditched them after he won a dozen races. He bet high and won large. 

His gains continued for a while, then, one day, he lost everything. 

It turned out that the so-called 'psychic' made tons of calls and told all the receivers different results, and repeated the process...

Was I falling for such a trick as well? 

Two more pink envelopes came.

One day, I woke up, brushed my teeth, had my toast with nothing on it, had a cup of coffee with everything extra, and decided that I had had enough. 

I stopped at the reception and inquired about the person who had delivered the previous pink envelopes.

The lady at the reception told me it was 'someone from Deliveroo'. 

There was no pattern to the dates on which I received the pink envelopes. 

And my meetings always kept me away from the reception area in the lobby. 

One day, when I was in the middle of a presentation, I looked out and caught a glimpse of a Deliveroo rider leaving the opposite building in a drizzle. 

I made up my mind, went to the nearest Ryman's during my lunch break, and bought some envelopes. 

I scribbled a note, put it in an envelope, sealed it, and handed it to the receptionist, who kindly agreed to give it to anyone who tried to deliver a pink envelope to me.

Then I was called away to fix a bug in the app we had just rolled out. 

That was two weeks ago. 

No more pink envelopes came. No more envelopes came. 

One day, I retraced my steps to a particular lamppost near Tottenham Court Road and tried to locate the ad.

Like my faintest hope for some excitement, it had disappeared as well. 

Last night, I prepared another envelope, this time typed out.

My resignation. 

I packed my things and was ready to leave the premises when a Deliveroo rider came in and dropped off a small, pink envelope on the reception counter.

On it, my name. 

I tore it open and found a card, with a meeting place and a time.

A restaurant that I had heard of but never been to before.

Now, I am standing in front of a florist, the latest pink envelope and its contents in my hand. 

'How can I help?' The florist adjusted his apron and asked eagerly. 

I thought for a while. 'What flowers would do for someone you have never met?' 
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The first time I passed that flower shop, I almost bumped into a man holding a bunch of white roses. 

It was one of my bad days. 

I tumbled down the stairs at Euston after an eight-hour bus trip, lost my umbrella on the way, and was somehow angry at seeing those expensive baguettes and paninis flaunted on menus in all those grand cafes that might as well put out a sign reminding people to wear 'appropriate attire' if one wished to dine there.

The man was holding his roses as if he were holding a baby. I offered my apology quickly enough so he didn't say anything. 

The flower shop had a wide selection. Some of them I knew, some I had never seen. 

The white roses were particularly sweet and fresh. I stopped and asked for the price. 

'How many, luv?' the florist asked.

'Well, perhaps...one?'

'That would be two quid.'

Two quid...

I did some fast mental calculations and decided that it was alright to have a little romantic expense on this special day. 

I fished out my purse, found a two-pound coin, and exchanged it for a white rose.

Dami was already waiting at our rendezvous point, a place behind Somerset House where you could regard the Thames and its surrounding scenery. 

He gave me a peck on the lips, and I gave him the white rose so he could put it in his lapel. 

To do so, we had to break the stem, and a thorn stung my finger.

A drop of blood tainted his white shirt collar. 

I could tell he was somewhat annoyed. 

We walked a little way along the South Bank, had something to eat in Borough Market, and ended up back at his dorm room. 

It was a small room but had an en suite toilet and shower.

There were books on his single bed. Old books smelling like yeast that he had borrowed from his university library. 

He took off his jacket and put the white rose in a mug with coffee stains on its rim. 

'You know, I did do my reading in reading week,' he told me.

We shared a kiss and kept our voices low, fearing his roommates might come and pound the door. 

Afterwards, I took a quick shower and left to catch my bus. 

The second time I stopped at the flower shop, I was already running late.

I had to change two trains and three lines to follow the best price recommendations made by my travelling app. 

I would never trust it again. 

I searched the purse in my bag in a frenzy, found a two-pound coin, and handed it to the florist. 

'One white rose, please.' 

He looked into his bucket of white roses, elegantly selected one, and handed it to me together with a shiny coin.

'A quid for you, my luv.' 

I accepted the flower and the change. 

I thought this might be a good omen. 

Nothing pleased me more than saving money, perhaps except for earning money...and spending time with Dami.

This time, when we met, I noticed he had changed. 

Like an apple with a worm at its core that never showed. 

He started to use big words in his sentences. He would no longer say 'think', but always 'contemplated' on Rousseau and the 'social contract'. He also liked the word 'overarching' very much. 

When he took the white rose from me somewhat unwillingly, he muttered something about the 'commodification of emotions' and how love was a 'social construct'. 

When we lay in his bed, I showed him the new earrings my mother gave me for my birthday, and he told me stories about blood diamonds. 

Before I left, he handed me a wrapped gift as a late birthday present. 

I opened it on my train back home. 

It was a book. 

A book that his library no longer needed and he gave it to me for my birthday. 

The third time we met, I was already grumpy because the white rose in my hand had cost me three pounds. 

I could not stop myself but asked the florist, 'The first time I bought a white rose, it was two pounds, the next time, it was a single pound – why is it so expensive now?'

'Well...' he admitted reluctantly. 'I have to eat. Suppose I undercharge you this time. The ends won't meet.' 

I paid my fare and exchanged it for a white rose. 

Dami was late.

I checked my phone frantically, worried he might have run into trouble. 

What if? What if? 

A young guy sitting close by was arguing with someone over the phone. 

'The world could do with one fewer economist or politician, but not without my writing. I write what I am good at and I am good at unrequited love. I have had tons of experiences at this venue.' 

He hung up before the other party could respond. 

Ten or so minutes passed before Dami finally arrived.

He was with another girl.

He introduced us. She was the treasurer of a society that he belonged to. 

They had just attended a lecture on fair trade. 

They talked about trade implications and the events at Chatham House for a while. 

I had had enough of their small talk, and I intentionally broke the white rose and put it in Dami's lapel in a less-than-well-mannered manner. 

The girl said goodbye and left us there. 

'Why are you so fussy lately?' Dami rose and complained. 

'Me being fussy? I was not the one who was late and didn't even bother to explain.' 

'Keeping scores now, are we?' He took out the white rose and threw it on the table. 'I did not intend to take time out of my studies to engage in arguments with you!'

A drop of dew came out of the rose and mingled with the upside-down reflection of Tower Bridge on the glass table surface. 

I was as mad as a boiling kettle. 

'You treat me as if I were a book borrowed from your uni library. You flipped through a few pages only when you had to, and you speak to others as if you knew me by heart. You only complain about people failing, but you never see that they are also trying and struggling!'

He watched me, wide-eyed. 

I left before he could organise any speeches that might hurt like a shard. 

On my way back home, I passed the flower shop one last time. 

The weather was black over Bill's mother's. 

Dami used to say that a lot.

Well, before he began his studies in London. 

The florist was preparing to close. 

He noticed me, reached into the bucket with the white roses, and took out one with a broken stem. 

He took out his specialist scissors and cut off the stem. 

'You can take this one, luv. It's on me. Cheer up.'

I did just as he said. 

I took half a white rose with me and left a piece of my heart there.
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