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I needed to focus. By now, the celebration was only three days away. Orders were coming in 
faster than bouquets could go out, but there was only so much the public could expect of two 
people. Right?  

“Solayle!” 
Aurora pulled me back into reality. “Hmm?” 
“Where’s the maple?” Aurora worked on one of many centrepieces; red and white roses 

with pine and maple leaves. 
I glanced towards the curtain that hid the storage room overflowing with the 

monochromatic colour scheme unique to July first. “We can’t be out,” I assured. I worked on a 
personal order for a regular. I never asked what his weekly bouquets were for, but this one felt 
special. The fiery orange lilies and purple roses were a nice change. I took my time.  

“Found some!” Her sing-song voice was accompanied by wind chimes. 
“Afternoon!” A man called, approaching the counter as Aurora ran around.  
“Hi!” I smiled, regrouping grasses. “If you don’t mind waiting a moment, I’m just 

finishing up.” 
“I’m not in a rush. Not yet anyway.” 
“Busy day ahead?”  
“Oh, nothing compared to yours, I’m sure. I can’t imagine how you manage to keep the 

store nice.” He leaned against the counter beside me, resting his elbows on the marble and 
jotting something down in a book. He smelled like cinnamon.  

“I think it’s plain,” I admitted. “The only thing in the window is the Canada Day sticker 
that says we’re providing decorations.” 

“There’s nothing wrong with minimalism.” His dark eyes followed every adjustment I 
made. I watched him watch me, studying the familiar angle of his jaw and the curve of his nose. 
He bit the corner of his lip. 

“Done.” I breathed a sigh of relief. “Let me grab the other one from the back.” 
“Here,” Aurora said, appearing through the curtain. She balanced a box on one hip and 

held the bouquet against her chest. 
“Thanks.” I turned my gaze back to the man. “Would you like a box? I don’t think 

carrying a vase is safe.” 
“Don’t bother, it would look much better there than anywhere I could put it.” He 

winked, gesturing to the glass case at the window before illegibly signing my list. 
“I couldn’t,” I protested. 
“It’s my way of saying thank you!” he called as the wind chimes signalled his exit. 
“Thank you!” I called after him. 
“Wow,” Aurora said flatly as I placed the flowers in the case. I rolled my eyes. “Oh don’t 

do that, look, he even left his notebook behind.” 
Sure enough, a small, leather-bound book lay on the counter near my pile. 
“Now you have to go after him.” 
“No… No! Stop looking at me like that!” 
“Come on! What do you have to lose?” Aurora pushed her teal hair away from her eyes. 
“My self-respect. How am I even going to find him? I only know his surname.” 
“I’m sure there’s a to-do list, you can follow it and catch him.” 
“I’m not reading it!” I sputtered. 
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“I will.” Aurora snatched it off the table before I could and opened it to a marked page. 
“See! Lists!” She threw it down in triumph.  

Reluctantly, I looked.  
“He’ll need it ba-ack.” 
There wasn’t a name on the front, let alone an address or phone number. I flipped 

through a couple pages to find more lists and pages full of sketches of birds, flowers, and 
buildings. There was an impressive self-portrait done in pencil. 

“Do you think we’re in here?” 
I slammed it shut. “I’ll give it back, but I’m not looking through it.” 
“So you’re going after him?” she asked excitedly. 
“If he isn’t here by lunch,” I conceded. 
He wasn’t. 
 

I walked through the park, the heart of the city, to the second last stop on the list. The 
low hum of cars welcomed me out of the forest, back into civilisation.  

The city had been built in layers. The foundation, a concrete grid of streets, was 
hundreds of years old, but a modern network of overlapping bridges fifteen to thirty meters up 
allowed pedestrians and cyclists get where they needed to safely. A web of train lines lay deep 
underground. 

 I ran up the stairs two at a time, letting my hand run along the railing. The breeze 
carried refreshing mist off the living column the staircase spiralled around, but it was never 
slippery. Out of breath but at the top, I ran down a bridge. It was made of iron, painted gold, 
entwined by vines and dotted with purple flowers. All of the bridges looked similar, but some 
were green, silver or blue. They adorned the stone buildings and dark windows like jewellery. 
Aurora and I had always wanted to move to the upper layer for the view, where you could see 
everything Ottawa had to offer. 

 I pulled open the doors to a shop that looked like it didn’t know what it wanted to be. 
One wall was covered from floor to ceiling in shelves lined with tea and coffee tins, the one 
across from it contained an assortment of bouquets and ferns, and adjacent to the two was the 
counter. Cash registers were placed in between cases of desserts. Technically, it was a cafe, but 
it smelled like a garden. 

“Hey!” the barista gushed. “Been awhile. How’re the flowers?” 
“Flying off the shelves. I’ve got a weird question for you, did this guy come in today?” I 

held the journal up, open to the page with the portrait.  
“Earlier this afternoon. He usually does. Why?” 
“He left this in my store, but never came back for it.” 
“He didn’t mention anything about where he was going…” He trailed off, thinking. “He 

did have something that he kept rolling and unrolling. Looked like some kind of schedule… Or a 
checklist.” 

“Your memory never fails to impress me.” 
He smiled. “Can I get you anything?” 
“No thanks. I still have to catch up to him.” I turned towards the door. 
“I’ll see you downtown, though, right?” 
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“Right!” As soon as I stepped out, my phone started ringing. Aurora called from the 
shop. “Aren’t we closed? Did something happened?” 

“There was a mistake on the Canada Day order. We aren’t done, not even close.” She 
paused. “I’m sorry.” 
“Don’t be, I’m on my way.” I took a deep breath and ran all the way back. 

Aurora and I worked as a single unit, mindlessly arranging bouquets like a machine. 

Neither of us spoke. I would add white roses, she would add red, I’d add pine, she would add 

maple and slide the vase down with the rest while I put white roses in the next vase. The sun 

had long since set and our light was dim. We had music, but the radio was repetitive. Even the 

fire in Aurora’s eyes had vanished. She met my gaze, but it didn’t break her trance. 

We locked up hours after the last bus had gone. The walk to my apartment was a numb 
blur; in no time I found myself collapsing into bed, bathed in a wash of moonlight from the 
window. 

No, sunlight. 
What time was it? When did I fall asleep? 
With a burst of panic-fueled energy, I jumped out of bed, pulled on my sundress, and 

slipped on my heels in one not-so-smooth motion. I did my hair and makeup on the train and 
miraculously managed not to roll an ankle. At the entrance to the park, I immediately spotted 
Aurora’s bright hair and darted towards her, evading the booths and people. 

Almost. 
“I’m sor—” I paused, sprawled out on the ground. “It’s you!” 
“Are you okay?” The man reached to help me up. “I wasn’t watching.” 
I accepted his help and brushed off my skirt before digging into my black hole of a purse. 

“At… The shop... I have the—  You left the—” 
“Slow down!” he cautioned. “Are you sure you’re okay?” 
“Your notebook!” I presented it with a flourish. 
“You had it!” He beamed. “I had no idea!” 
“I tried to find you, but you were ahead of me all day.” I stiffened, suddenly self-

conscious of how I kept it. “I’m Solayle, by the way.”  
“Haylan.” He smiled and flipped through the pages. “Wait, did you read it?” 
“Only the list. The birds are nice.” I blushed and looked away, suddenly aware of how 

close we were. My heart beat so loud I feared that he could hear it. 
He pushed the book towards me again, holding it open with his thumb. The smudged 

pages were filled with sketches of the shop, some of Aurora, but mostly of me. The breath I 
didn’t know I held slowly forced its way out of my lungs. I looked at him again, searching his 
eyes for an emotion to copy but found him doing the same to me.  

“May I?” he whispered, raising his hand up to my cheek. 
“Yes,” I breathed as Haylan slowly closed the distance between us. I closed my eyes. 

 


