
Forget-me-not

There's an old lady down the street. And every morning she will sit on her porch, and read a
book. That sounds pretty boring to me. I could never sit down and just read.

But she also loves her garden. They practically camouflage her house, like a thick blanket of
foliage and flora, enveloping her in rich pollen air. The kids on the street call her the
‘guardian of the jungle’, probably because if someone gets close to breathing a particle on
her property, she goes old-person-mad. My mum always says to be kind to our elders, so I’m
going to say hi.

The cool morning air surrounds me as I approach her house, and the smell of sweet honey
already swarming up my nose. I like this smell. I stand in front of her house, the only thing
separating me and the old lady is a tall white fence, and an ocean of leafage.
“Hi!” I yell,
“What is it?” The lady’s voice is bitter, as if all these years she's been grinding rocks in her
teeth,
“Can I come in?”
“No.” She blandly says. No? I swallow the lump in my throat.
“Why not?” I tried again, but this time she didn't respond. Silence sways in the air as the
wind dances through my hair. Maybe she can’t hear me? My mum always says old people
have sensitive ears. I decide to leave, I wouldn’t want to hurt her poor ears anymore.

------

Another morning, another attempt to befriend the old lady. This is the third time this week
I’ve spoken to her, and each time she sounded more annoyed. Or maybe the words ‘get lost’
are her way of saying hello.
I stand below the familiar fence, it’s closed as always, and locked with a rusty warded lock.
“Hello!” I sing, “I like your flowers.”
“Not you again.” The old lady spits.
“I have a name - Mabel!”
“Look kid, just leave me alone.” Her voice sounds a lot more croaky and hoarse,
Why would someone want to be alone? I hate being alone, that’s why I love playing with my
friends in the street. Being alone reminds me of timeout. Suddenly, I heard a heavy slam of a
door. Did she leave? Maybe she’s tired. That’s OK, when I’m tired I always take a nap. There
will always be tomorrow.

-------



There was no tomorrow because she was missing. I yelled ‘hi!’ so many times my throat
went sore and it ached to even whisper. I know she wasn’t home because when I pressed
my face to the fence, I couldn’t see the silhouette of her through the bushes.
So I wrote a letter.
I drew flowers (for her of course) and in the very middle - in my neatest handwriting - I wrote
the words,
‘Hello Mis old lady. Your not here today. I Made a card for U.’

I’d say it’s quite impressive for a 3rd grader.

--------

“I liked your letter.” Was the first thing I heard back when I called over the fence. I had come
the following day, and sure enough she had returned home.
“Thank you, Miss, but why were you gone yesterday?” Perhaps she was fishing? Or seeing
relatives?
“Don’t you worry about that. Please, come in.” My face lights up, joy surging through my
body like lightning. I race to the gate, and with a little strength, I manage to push it open. It
was squeaky and solid, as if it wasn’t touched in years. I stumble up the steps which snake
around the garden. As I do so I admire the towering bushes over me and how it immerses
me in comfort. I finally reach the porch, which overlooks her entire jungle.

I lay my eyes on the old woman, she has short, silver hair, which sparkles in the weak
sunlight, and skin so pale I could map out the veins tracing her forearms. She had a soft
smile painted on her face, as if even grinning uses all her potential strength.
“Hello Mabel,” She simply says, “I’m Renée.”
“Hi, Renée!” My heart flutters like a bird as my grin grows larger. I’m not sure what made her
suddenly nicer, but whatever it is, thank you.
“Renée is a very nice name. I like it.”
“I like it too.” She looks onto her nursery, her expression softening to a content smile.
My eyes catch a bracelet around her hand. I can tell it’s made of paper because of how thin
and white it is, but it has a bunch of random numbers and letters. And a weird barcode.
Maybe yesterday she went to an art and crafts class and made paper bracelets?
“I like your bracelet,” I say. It is quite nice. She glances over to the paper around her hand
and her face slightly drops. She sighs and shakes her head before returning her gaze to her
garden. Something tells me she doesn’t like the bracelet as much as I do.

I match her gaze and watch over the garden. A heavy silence surrounds us like a cloak of
dense water. If I listen close enough, I can hear the bees buzzing in the distance, and the
subtle russell of leaves as they collide with the wind. The quiet sounds like a symphony to
my ears, each petal of a flower and each whisper of an insect participating to create a song
of silence. Maybe now I understand why people like the quiet so much, because if you listen
closely, you can hear a sweet song that never ends.



“Follow me.” Renée suddenly says, snapping me out of my thoughts. Renée slowly rises
from her chair, her arms wobbling as she pulls herself up. She winces hard in pain.
I slowly follow her to the lower part, the core of her garden. The area is circled in all different
types of flowers. Roses, tulips, cecilias. Every breed of flora ever known.
“I love flowers, but not only because they are pretty.” Renée stands next to a bush of coral
roses, gently brushing her fingers along the petals. “It’s because each flower has a meaning,
a story.” She continues. I tilt my head sideways in confusion, they’re just flowers. Plants that
grow out the ground and make pollen for the happy bees.
“Every grove in a petal is like reading words off a page. A language of its own. Pink roses
represent gentleness and grace.” She lowers her head and inhales the pollen hidden in the
layers of the rose, a gentle smile on her face. She leaves the roses and walks to the bush
next to it.
“While snapdragons represent strength and deception.” Renée points to the tall flowers that
have tiny pink petals lining its structure. She continues to lead me around her garden, telling
me the meanings and origins of all her flowers. How orchids mean luxury and how sweet
peas mean kindheartedness. I enjoy listening to her, she's excited as she speaks. Like she’s
always wanted to explain this to someone. Anyone. She stops as she arrives at the last
flower bush. This one is in the direct centre of everything. Renée looks down at the small
blue flowers, her eyebrows furrowed and her lips in a straight line.

”What’s that one mean? I ask, she doesn't respond, instead, she picks one individual flower
off the bush and tucks it behind my left ear. She watches me for a bit, eyeing the flower as it
tangles with my hair in the wind. She inhales.
“..please keep it, and never lose it.” She sounds desperate. The words are slow and heavy,
and sink deep into the tense air.
“What does it mean?” I try again, Renée hesitates,
“The forget-me-not, the flower that promises remembrance, hence the name.” She simply
says, I wait for her to elaborate more, but her mouth stays thin.
“Is it special?” I ask, trying to dig out more information.
“Very.”
“Why?” she just laughs,
“You have too many questions child, but one day you’ll be able to answer them yourself.” her
frown shifts to a smile, as she walks off through her garden, and into the trees.

--------

I think I know what Renée meant when she said to answer my own questions.

I stand in front of the big white fence. Where it all started. I push through the gate as the rain
from the sky catches up with my tears. I arrive at the centre of the garden and stand there,
allowing the droplets to tickle my back and stroke my face. I pull the forget-me-not out of my
pocket. It’s squashed and missing a leaf. I smile.



Everything has an end. Even grumpy old ladies down the street. I think she was trying to tell
me, hinting that this day would arrive.

But Renée’s time has come.
The final pages in her book.
The epilogue of her story.
The last groves in her petal.

But it’s important to not forget.

Forget-me-not.

THE END


