
SPRING FLOWERS  
 
by Carol Smalley 
 
 
I decided I would shop in Sainsburys for a while after I was propositioned in 
Morrisons.   I was at the fish counter picking out some nice cod when their cleaner 
sidled up to me and told me there was a cleaning job going there.   ''Why don't you 
apply,” he suggested, “so we can cosy up in my cleaning cupboard?”   
 
It wasn't a big surprise. Men tend to find me attractive, and I had passed the time of 
day with him before. The problem was, when I got home, I had forgotten to get milk, 
so I popped into the local shop. They sold everything at a slightly marked up price, 
but were brilliant during Covid, when I wouldn't go into supermarkets. 
 
“Hi there, haven't seen you for a while,” was Suj's greeting. “Anything else for you 
love?” I knew what that meant. Just another man finding me irresistible. On my way 
out he followed me to the door and started chatting about the weather and this and 
that and eventually got round to asking if I was free sometime. It must be my recently 
acquired perm, I thought. He was rather good-looking although thirty years my 
junior.   I looked into his big brown eyes and sighed “Yes”.   
 
He thrust some flowers in my hand that I'd noticed in a big container by the checkout 
and asked, “Could you help out in the shop occasionally? Mum can't manage it at 
the moment. Just a bit of cleaning and filling up the shelves.”  Do I look like I need a 
job? I wondered, It was probably just an excuse to get to know me better, as I say, 
most men find me desirable. 
 
“OK”, I replied, as I trundled off with the small bunch of pretty spring flowers.   
 If he didn't mind the age gap neither would I. When I start helping out tomorrow, I 
decided, I will wear my tank top and my new M & S shorts. 
 
It's been a few weeks now since I started my afternoon stint at the local shop and 
Suj still hasn't made any advances towards me.   I understand that he is, no doubt, 
so enamored with my charms he doesn't know how to go about it. In fact, I have 
noticed that he often has a lot to do in the back room when I arrive. Still there is that 
rather polite, kindly man with a twinkle in his eye who calls in regularly. He asked me 
last week if I could help him out with some cleaning, as things were getting a bit 
much for him since his wife died.  It must be an excuse to get me inside his 
bungalow — he is my age. Things are looking up.        
 
 


