I sneezed as ran the duster over the top of the cabinet that sat in the corner of the living room, scratching the birch of my nose. I blinked away the small specks of dust have lingered in the air. I heard the dog let out a long and deep sigh as I continued to run the silky feathers over the oaky furniture. 
A small gasp escaped my throat as I heard a surprising, yet familiar ring echo through the house. The dog’s lips curled as a low growl escaped past his baring teeth as a series of obnoxiously loud knocks followed only seconds later. 

“Hush!” I lashed at the old mutt, placing the duster down on the table to answer the impatient guest at the door. The canine followed behind me while I walked, snorting loudly as we heard another bang. Clenching my teeth, I grabbed the golden knob of the front entrance and swung the door open. A short stubby middle-aged man leaned against the side of the house, a large cigar perched on the side of his mouth. He wore a faded and stained brown uniform, which was disturbingly both too short and tight on him.

“You Ms. Doe?” he asked, ashes dripping off the lit tip of the cigar.

“I am,” I answered, a trifle hesitant as I edged forward.

“Here,” he grunted, shoving a colorful bouquet of assorted scented greenery in my face. Their pollen escaped into my air and it drifted in my nostrils. 

“Excuse me?” I questioned, trying to see through the rainbow before me.

“These are yours, Miss,” he stated, planting the base of the stems in my hand. “These are from the sir.”

“Walter,” I whispered silently, an image of my husband flashing only for a mere second in my head.

“Excuse me?”

“Oh, I’m sorry!” I apologized, gripping tightly to the stems. About three of the flowers dangled from the colorful collage, drooping from excessive handling. They silently yearned for the sweet clear aqua to quench their unfathomable thirst.   

“Just sign this, lady,” he coughed, I stumbling as he completely released his grip on the plants and shoving a clipboard into my other. A few of the ashes from the damp cigar landed on the worn slippers I wore as the man hacked his germs freely in the air. Hiding a disgust face behind the flowers, I quickly found the pen perched on the clipboard and scribbled a messy signature; I just wanted this mess of a man off my doorstep. “Thanks,” he grunted, swiping the board from my hands before I could manage to let out a peep. I did not stop to see his departure, rather retreated back inside, leaving a trail of rainbow petals.
Slipping into the house, I heaved my back into the door and sighed as it slammed shut. I staggered over to the coffee table and threw the bouquet on its glass top while plopping myself on the couch. I gazed bitterly at the vibrant collage of daisies, pansies, roses, orchids, and the whole bit. 
My eyes dropped downward to the soles of my feet, where a small folded piece of scrap paper lie dormant. Curiously, I picked up the thick piece and read the printed cursive text:

“I am sending my love your way. 
These buds may not be as beautiful as yourself, but may they blossom into something as wonderful as our love. 
I love you, Sarah.”

I clutched the page tightly in my curled fist, taking a deep breath as I squeezed my eyes shut. 

“Oh, Walter,” I moaned, my attention turned to the family’s old dog as he choked on one of the many petals that blanketed the floor. I sprang up in concerned, but the old boy managed to cough it up among the salvia that drooled to the carpet. “Don’t eat that, Mickey,” I scolded, wagging my finger at the family dog. My son named the mixed hound when he had just turned two and thought ‘Mickey’ was an appropriate name for a canine. 
Mickey looked at me with his old droopy eyes and staggered to the corner, where he slumped to the floor and fell asleep. I rolled my eyes and gave a small smile, though it quickly faded as my eyes wandered toward the clock: 2:43 PM. I knew the children would soon be home from another day of school. 

I grimaced bitterly around the house at the mess that surrounded me. I chewed my bottom lip as I fell to my knees on the floor, crawling around to pick up the petals. I hummed a short tune my son had managed to plant in my head over the past two years.  
When I managed to pick up all of the flower’s remains, the door burst open, a cool gust of air invading the warm home. Minnie and in sequence, followed by Mimmie, trekked inside, rambling excitedly as Ninten stepped from behind them, slamming the door shut. He tossed his bag by the door as his twin sisters slipped their bags off and plopped their rear ends on the sofa. The girls spoke quickly as they dug their little arms around in their bags, retrieving pieces of paper more colorful than the flowers that lie on the table. 

“Momma, look at all the valentines I got today!” Minnie cried, her neon red braids bobbing as she ran to my knees as I crouched on the floor. She revealed the contents of her school bag, which was unsurprisingly lacking in actual school supplies. “I got lots!”

“No, no!” Mimmie protested, running over to shove her bag closer to me. “Look at mine instead!”

“Why is the floor wet?” Ninten asked with a disgusted face, slowly removing his foot from the dog’s spit-up. 

“Minnie, I want her to read mine first!”

“No, Mimmie! Mine!” The two twins began to argue with each other, even pulling at the other’s identical braids.

“Mom, why is the floor wet?” Ninten repeated, sprawling himself on the old couch.

“Girls, please settle down,” I instructed, taking another deep breath.

“Come on, Mom! We haven’t even gotten to read them yet!”

“Then why don’t you read them yourselves first?” I suggested, offering a half-defeated smile to the girls. “That way, you can hide the ones from your secret crushes…” I winked at my daughters, who exchanged worried looks. Slowly, they took back their offers and retreated to sit on the arm rests of the couch. I watched as the girl’s lips curled s their eyes scanned over the colorful printed words on the cards. Ninten snorted, pushing his solid black hair from his eyes and readjusting his cap.

“Oh my gosh!” Mimmie wailed, holding a heart-shaped valentine to her eyes in disbelief. 

“What?” I cried, jumping to my feet as I rushed over to her. 

“Mom, look!” She shoved the paper in my face, tears welled in her eyes. “It says Minnie! I’m Mimmie!”

“Mine is wrong too!” Minnie sobbed, holding a completely different card. “So is the one from Robbie!”

“I thought people would be able to tell us apart by now!” I smiled; such a matter was definitely not the problem I had been expecting. The girls had begged me to dye their hair different absurd colors to make their difference of individuals stand out, yet, it seemed their classmates were still dumbstruck when it came to telling the two apart. Ninten laughed as he watched his sister’s fuss.

“Girls, please settle down,” I asked, crouching beside them. “I’m sure they were only confused because you’re both beautiful young ladies.”

“Mom, that’s lame,” Mimmie whined, messing with her pink braid. 

“Yeah, that’s lame,” her twin echoed, now bickering about another matter at hand.

“I give up then,” I sighed, picking up Ninten’s legs and throwing them off the couch so I could sit with him. He gave me a pouty face and reluctantly scooted himself over. “And what are you up to today, Ninten?”

“I’m going to meet up with Ana a little later,” he smiled, his eyes flashing with excitement. “We’re probably go out and grab a bite.”

“No way! You’re gonna kiss, aren’t you?” Mimmie teased, her lips curling into a diabolical grin. 

“Ninten and Ana, sittin’ in a tree! K-i-s-s-i-n-g!” Minnie chanted, joining in her sister’s game. 

“Shut up,” he muttered, hiding his face away to shield the sudden red color in his cheeks. His eyes fell upon the table and trailed along the broken flowers. “So, what’s that, Mom?” he asked, pointing at the vibrant mess.

“Oh,” I paused, looking at the faces of my children, who all looked at me with curiosity. “Those, they’re from your father.” As the last word slipped from my mouth, I lowered my gaze to the floor, sodium filled water welling in my eyes. My children were speechless; the only sound was the slight whistling from our noses as we breathed. I slightly tilted my head up and saw Minnie digging through her bag as the other two watched. She retrieved a heart-shaped card, every inch covered in red and pink glitter. She offered it to me and I took it in my hand. 

“What’s this?”

“Just read it,” Mimmie instructed, smiling as I hesitantly read through the text. The outside of the card spelled “Mom” with silver glitter, or so it appeared to. On the back, black ink handwritten text was scribbled on the back. 

“Mom, we love you very very much,” I read aloud, smiling upon each word I saw. “We love and appreciate everything you do for us. You’re the best. We love you.” I looked back at my kids, who all looked at me with impatient, but kind eyes and warm smiles. 

“We love you, Momma,” Minnie chirped, placing her hand on my lap.

“Yeah, we love you, Momma!” Mimmie echoed.

“Mom, we really do appreciate everything you do for us and we’ll always be here for,” Ninten smiled warmly. “Unlike some people…” He cut himself off and just looked at me endearingly. I looked at them once more and broke into tears, unable to cease the waterworks. 

“Mommy, what’s wrong?”

“Did we say something wrong?”
Though it took me a minute, I managed to catch my breath and attempted to form words, “No, Honey; nothing is wrong,” I choked, giving out a slight chuckle. “I just love you all so much.” I wrapped my arms around my daughters and smacked my lips straight on their foreheads. “Thank you so much…”
I gazed at the flowers and smiled; with my children at my side, I was never alone.
