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Flower Garden

Arreruving in an old Vermont manor house together
for almost eleven years, the two Mrs. Winnings,
mother and daughter-in-law, had grown to look

a good deal alike, as women will who live inti-
mately together, and work in the same kitchen
and get things done around the house in the same
manner. Although young Mrs. Winning had been
a Talbot, and had dark hair which she wore cut
short, she was now officially a Winning, a mem-
ber of the oldest family in town and her hair was
beginning to grey where her mother-in-law’s hair
had greyed first, at the temples; they both had
thin sharp-featured faces and eloquent hands,
and sometimes when they were washing dishes
or shelling peas or polishing silverware together,
their hands, moving so quickly and similarly,
communicated more easily and sympathetically
than their minds ever could. Young Mrs. Winning
thought sometimes, when she sat at the breakfast
table next to her mother-in-law, with her baby girl
in the high-chair close by, that they must resem-
ble some stylized block print for a New England
wallpaper; mother, daughter, and granddaughter,




with perhaps Plymouth Rock or Concord Bridge in
the background.

On this, as on other cold mornings, they
lingered over their coffee, unwilling to leave the
big kitchen with the coal stove and the pleasant
atmosphere of food and cleanliness, and they sat
together silently sometimes until the baby had
long finished her breakfast and was playing qui-
etly in the special baby corner, where uncounted
Winning children had played with almost identi-
cal toys from the same heavy wooden box.

“It seems as though spring would never
come,” young Mrs. Winning said. “I get so tired of
the cold.”

“Got to be cold some of the time,” her mother-
in-law said. She began to move suddenly and
quickly, stacking plates, indicating that the time
for sitting was over and the time for working had
begun. Young Mrs. Winning, rising immediately
to help, thought for the thousandth time that her
mother-in-law would never relinquish the posi-
tion of authority in her own house until she was
too old to move before anyone else.

“And I wish someone would move into the
old cottage,” young Mrs. Winning added. She
stopped halfway to the pantry with the table nap-
kms and sa1d Iongmgly, “If only someone would




move in before spring.” Young Mrs. Winning had
wanted, long ago, to buy the cottage herself, for
her husband to make with his own hands into a
home where they could live with their children,
but now, accustomed as she was to the big old
house at the top of the hill where her husband’s
family had lived for generations, she had only a
great kindness left toward the little cottage, and a
wistful anxiety to see some happy young people
living there. When she heard it was sold, as all the
old houses were being sold in these days when no
one could seem to find a newer place to live, she
had allowed herself to watch daily for a sign that
someone new was coming; every morning she
glanced down from the back porch to see if there
was smoke coming out of the cottage chimney,
and every day going down the hill on her way to
the store she hesitated past the cottage, watching
carefully for the least movement within. The
cottage had been sold in January and now, nearly
two months later, even though it seemed prettier
and less worn with the snow gently covering the
overgrown garden and icicles in front of the blank
windows, it was still forlorn and empty, despised
since the day long ago when Mrs. Winning had
given up all hope of ever living there.

Mrs Wmmng depos1ted the napkms in the




pantry and turned to tear the leaf off the kitchen
calendar before selecting a dish towel and joining
her mother-in-law at the sink. “March already,”
she said despondently. |

“They did tell me down at the store yester-
day,” her mother-in-law said, “that they were
going to start painting the cottage this week.”

“Then that must mean someone’s coming!”

“Can’t take more than a couple of weeks to
paint inside that little house,” old Mrs. Winning
said.

It was almost April, however, before the new
people moved in. The snow had almost melted
and was running down the street in icy, half-
solid rivers. The ground was slushy and miserable
to walk on, the skies grey and dull. In another
month the first amazing green would start in the
trees and on the ground, but for the better part
of April there would be cold rain and perhaps
more snow. The cottage had been painted inside,
and new paper put on the walls. The front steps
had been repaired and new glass put into the
broken windows. In spite of the grey sky and the
patches of dirty snow the cottage looked neater
and firmer, and the painters were coming back




Winning, standing at the foot of the cottage walk,
tried to picture the cottage as it stood now, against
the picture of the cottage she had made years ago,
when she had hoped to live there herself. She had
wanted roses by the porch; that could be done,
and the neat colorful garden she had planned. She
would have painted the outside white, and that
too might still be done. Since the cottage had been
sold she had not gone inside, but she remembered
the little rooms, with the windows over the gar-
den that could be so bright with gay curtains and
window boxes, the small kitchen she would have
painted yellow, the two bedrooms upstairs with
slanting ceilings under the eaves. Mrs. Winning
looked at the cottage for a long time, standing on
the wet walk, and then went slowly on down to
the store.

The first news she had of the new people
came, at last, from the grocer a few days later. As
he was tieing the string around the three pounds
of hamburger the large Winning family would
consume in one meal, he asked cheerfully, “Seen
your new neighbors yet?” '

“Have they moved in?” Mrs. Winning asked.
“The people in the cottage?”

“Lady in here this morning,” the grocer said.
“Lady and a httle boy, seem hke nice people They




say her husband’s dead. Nice-looking lady.”

Mrs. Winning had been born in the town and
the grocer’s father had given her jawbreakers and
licorice in the grocery store while the present
grocer was still in high school. For a while, when
she was twelve and the grocer’s son was twenty,
Mrs. Winning had hoped secretly that he would
want to marry her. He was fleshy now, and mid-
dle-aged, and although he still called her Helen
and she still called him Tom, she belonged now to
the Winning family and had to speak critically to
him, no matter how unwillingly, if the meat were
tough or the butter price too high. She knew that
when he spoke of the new neighbor as a “lady” he
meant something different than if he had spoken
of her as a “woman” or a “person.” Mrs. Winning
knew that he spoke of the two Mrs. Winnings to
his other customers as “ladies.” She hesitated and
then asked, “Have they really moved in to stay?”

“She’ll have to stay for a while,” the grocer said
drily. “Bought a week’s worth of groceries.”

Going back up the hill with her package Mrs.
Winning watched all the way to detect some
sign of the new people in the cottage. When she
reached the cottage walk she slowed down and
tried to watch not too obviously. There was no
smoke coming from the chimney, and no sign




of furniture near the house, as there might have
been if people were still moving in, but there was
amiddle-aged car parked in the street before the
cottage and Mrs. Winning thought she could see
figures moving past the windows. On a sudden
irresistible impulse she turned and went up the
walk to the front porch, and then, after debating
for a moment, on up the steps to the door. She
knocked, holding her bag of groceries in one arm,
and then the door opened and she looked down on
a little boy, about the same age, she thought hap-
pily, as her own son.

“Hello,” Mrs. Winning said.

“Hello,” the boy said. He regarded her soberly.

“Is your mother here?” Mrs. Winning asked. “I
came to see if I could help her move in.”

“We’re all moved in,” the boy said. He was
about to close the door, but a woman’s voice said
from somewhere in the house, “Davey? Are you
talking to someone?”

“That’s my mommy,” the little boy said. The
woman came up behind him and opened the door
a little wider. “Yes?” she said.

Mrs. Winning said, “I'm Helen Winning. I live
about three houses up the street, and I thought
perhaps I might be able to help you.”

“ Thank you ” the woman sa1d doubtfully




She’s younger than I am, Mrs. Winning thought,
she’s about thirty. And pretty. For a clear minute
Mrs. Winning saw why the grocer had called her a
lady.

“It’s so nice to have someone living in this
house,” Mrs. Winning said shyly. Past the other
woman'’s head she could see the small hallway,
with the larger living-room beyond and the door
on the left going into the kitchen, the stairs on the
right, with the delicate stair-rail newly painted;
they had done the hall in light green, and Mrs.
Winning smiled with friendship at the woman in
the doorway, thinking, She has done it right; this
is the way it should look after all, she knows about
pretty houses.

After a minute the other woman smiled back,
and said, “Will you come in?”

As she stepped back to let Mrs. Winning in,
Mrs. Winning wondered with a suddenly stricken
conscience if perhaps she had not been too for-
ward, almost pushing herself in.... “I hope I'm not
making a nuisance of myself,” she said unexpect-
edly, turning to the other woman. “It’s just that
I've been wanting to live here myself for so long.”
Why did I say that, she wondered; it had been a
very long time since young Mrs. Winning had said
the first thmg that came into her head




“Come see my room,” the little boy said ur-
gently, and Mrs. Winning smiled down at him.

“Ihave a little boy just about your age,” she
said. “What’s your name?”

“Davey,” the little boy said, moving closer to
his mother. “Davey William MacLane.”

“My little boy,” Mrs. Winning said soberly, “is
named Howard Talbot Winning.”

The little boy looked up at his mother uncer-
tainly, and Mrs. Winning, who felt ill at ease and
awkward in this little house she so longed for,
said, “How old are you? My little boy is five.”

“I'm five,” the little boy said, as though real-
izing it for the first time. He looked again at his
mother and she said graciously, “Will you come in
and see what we've done to the house?”

Mrs. Winning put her bag of groceries down
on the slim-legged table in the green hall, and fol-
lowed Mrs. MacLane into the living-room, which
was L-shaped and had the windows Mrs. Winning
would have fitted with gay curtains and flower-
boxes. As she stepped into the room Mrs. Winning
realized, with a quick wonderful relief, that it was
really going to be all right, after all. Everything,
from the andirons in the fireplace to the books
on the table, was exactly as Mrs. Winning might
have done if she were eleven years younger; a little




more informal, perhaps, nothing of quite such
good quality as young Mrs. Winning might have
chosen, but still richly, undeniably right. There
was a picture of Davey on the mantel, flanked

by a picture which Mrs. Winning supposed was
Davey’s father; there was a glorious blue bowl on
the low coffee table, and around the corner of the
L stood a row of orange plates on a shelf, and a pol-
ished maple table and chairs.

“It’s lovely,” Mrs. Winning said. This could
have been mine, she was thinking, and she stood
in the doorway and said again, “It’s perfectly
lovely.”

Mrs. MacLane crossed over to the low arm-
chair by the fireplace and picked up the soft blue
material that lay across the arm. “I'm making cur-
tains,” she said, and touched the blue bowl with
the tip of one finger. “Somehow I always make my
blue bowl the center of the room,” she said. “I'm
having the curtains the same blue, and my rug—
when it comes!—will have the same blue in the
design.”

“It matches Davey’s eyes,” Mrs. Winning said,
and when Mrs. MacLane smiled again she saw that
it matched Mrs. MacLane’s eyes too. Helpless be-
fore so much that was magic to her, Mrs. Winning
sa1d “Have you pamted the kltchen yellow”’




“Yes,” Mrs. MacLane said, surprised. “Come
and see.” She led the way through the L, around
past the orange plates to the kitchen, which
caught the late morning sun and shone with
clean paint and bright aluminum; Mrs. Winning
noticed the electric coffeepot, the waffle iron,
the toaster, and thought, she couldn’t have much
trouble cooking, not with just the two of them.

“When I have a garden,” Mrs. MacLane said,
“we'll be able to see it from almost all the win-
dows.” She gestured to the broad kitchen win-
dows, and added, “Ilove gardens. I imagine I'll
spend most of my time working in this one, as
soon as the weather is nice.”

“It’s a good house for a garden,” Mrs. Winning
said. “I've heard that it used to be one of the pretti-
est gardens on the block.”

“I'thought so too,” Mrs. MacLane said. “I'm
going to have flowers on all four sides of the
house. With a cottage like this you can, you
know.”

Oh, I know, I know, Mrs. Winning thought
wistfully, remembering the neat charming gar-
den she could have had, instead of the row of
nasturtiums along the side of the Winning house,
which she tended so carefully; no flowers would
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the heavy old maple trees which shaded all the
yard and which had been tall when the house was
built.

Mrs. MacLane had had the bathroom upstairs
done in yellow, too, and the two small bedrooms
with overhanging eaves were painted green and
rose. “All garden colors,” she told Mrs. Winning
gaily, and Mrs. Winning, thinking of the oddly-
matched, austere bedrooms in the big Winning
house, sighed and admitted that it would be
wonderful to have window seats under the eaved
windows. Davey’s bedroom was the green one,
and his small bed was close to the window. “This
morning,” he told Mrs. Winning solemnly, “I
looked out and there were four icicles hanging by
my bed.”

Mrs. Winning stayed in the cottage longer
than she should have; she felt certain, although
Mrs. MacLane was pleasant and cordial, that her
visit was extended past courtesy and into curios-
ity. Even so, it was only her sudden guilt about
the three pounds of hamburger and dinner for the
Winning men that drove her away. When she left,
waving good-bye to Mrs. MacLane and Davey as
they stood in the cottage doorway, she had invited
Davey up to play with Howard, Mrs. MacLane up




and all without the permission of her mother-in-
law.

Reluctantly she came to the big house and
turned past the bolted front door to go up the
walk to the back door, which all the family used
in the winter. Her mother-in-law looked up as she
came into the kitchen and said irritably, “I called
the store and Tom said you left an hour ago.”

“I stopped off at the old cottage,” Mrs. Win-
ning said. She put the package of groceries down
on the table and began to take things out quickly,
to get the doughnuts on to a plate and the ham-
burger into the pan before too much time was
lost. With her coat still on and her scarf over her
head she moved as fast as she could while her
mother-in-law, slicing bread at the kitchen table,
watched her silently.

“Take your coat off,” her mother-in-law said
finally. “Your husband will be home in a minute.”

By twelve o’clock the house was noisy and full
of mud tracked across the kitchen floor. The oldest
Howard, Mrs. Winning’s father-in-law, came in
from the farm and went silently to hang his hat
and coat in the dark hall before speaking to his
wife and daughter-in-law: the younger Howard,
Mrs. Winning’s husband, came in from the barn




wife and kissed his mother; and the youngest
Howard, Mrs. Winning’s son, crashed into the
kitchen, home from kindergarten, shouting,
“Where’s dinner?”

The baby, anticipating food, banged on her
high-chair with the silver cup which had first
been used by the oldest Howard Winning’s
mother. Mrs. Winning and her mother-in-law put
plates down on the table swiftly, knowing after
many years the exact pause between the latest
arrival and the serving of food, and with a min-
imum of time three generations of the Winning
family were eating silently and efficiently, all
anxious to be back about their work: the farm, the
mill, the electric train; the dishes, the sewing, the
nap. Mrs. Winning, feeding the baby, trying to an-
ticipate her mother-in-law’s gestures of serving,
thought, today more poignantly than ever before,
that she had at least given them another Howard,
with the Winning eyes and mouth, in exchange
for her food and her bed.

After dinner, after the men had gone back to
work and the children were in bed, the baby for
her nap and Howard resting with crayons and
coloring book, Mrs. Winning sat down with her
mother-in-law over their sewing and tried to de-




“It’s just perfect,” she said helplessly. “Every-
thing is so pretty. She invited us to come down
some day and see it when it’s all finished, the cur-
tains and everything.”

“I'was talking to Mrs. Blake,” the elder Mrs.
Winning said, as though in agreement. “She says
the husband was killed in an automobile accident.
She had some money in her own name and I guess
she decided to settle down in the country for the
boy’s health. Mrs. Blake said he looked peakish.”

“She loves gardens,” Mrs. Winning said, her
needle still in her hand for a moment. “She’s going
to have a big garden all around the house.”

“She’ll need help,” the elder woman said hu-
morlessly, “that’s a mighty big garden she’ll have.”

“She has the most beautiful blue bowl, Mother
Winning. You'd love it, it’s almost like silver.”

“Probably,” the elder Mrs. Winning said after
a pause, “probably her people came from around
here a ways back, and that’s why she’s settled in
these parts.”

The next day Mrs. Winning walked slowly
past the cottage, and slowly the next, and the
day after, and the day after that. On the second
day she saw Mrs. MacLane at the window, and




the sidewalk. “When are you coming to visit my
little boy?” she asked him, and he stared at her
solemnly and said, “Tomorrow.”

Mrs. Burton, next-door to the MacLanes, ran
over on the third day they were there with a fresh
apple pie, and then told all the neighbors about
the yellow kitchen and the bright electric utensils.
Another neighbor, whose husband had helped
Mrs. MacLane start her furnace, explained that
Mrs. MacLane was only very recently widowed.
One or another of the townspeople called on the
MacLanes almost daily, and frequently, as young
Mrs. Winning passed, she saw familiar faces at
the windows, measuring the blue curtains with
Mrs. MacLane, or she waved to acquaintances who
stood chatting with Mrs. MacLane on the now
firm front steps. After the MacLanes had been in
the cottage for about a week Mrs. Winning met
them one day in the grocery and they walked up
the hill together, and talked about putting Davey
into the kindergarten. Mrs. MacLane wanted to
keep him home as long as possible, and Mrs. Win-
ning asked her, “Don’t you feel terribly tied down,
having him with you all the time?”

“Ilike it,” Mrs. MacLane said cheerfully, “we
keep each other company,” and Mrs. Winning




MacLane’s widowhood.

As the weather grew warmer and the first
signs of green showed on the trees and on the wet
ground, Mrs. Winning and Mrs. MacLane became
better friends. They met almost daily at the gro-
cery and walked up the hill together, and twice
Davey came up to play with Howard'’s electric
train, and once Mrs. MacLane came up to get him
and stayed for a cup of coffee in the great kitchen
while the boys raced round and round the table
and Mrs. Winning’s mother-in-law was visiting a
neighbor.

“It’s such an old house,” Mrs. MacLane said,
looking up at the dark ceiling. “I love old houses;
they feel so secure and warm, as though lots of
people had been perfectly satisfied with them and
they knew how useful they were. You don’t get
that feeling with a new house.”

“This dreary old place,” Mrs. Winning said.
Mrs. MacLane, with a rose-colored sweater and
her bright soft hair, was a spot of color in the
kitchen that Mrs. Winning knew she could never
duplicate. “I'd give anything in the world to live in
your house,” Mrs. Winning said.

“Iloveit,” Mrs. MacLane said. “I don’t think
I've ever been so happy. Everyone around here is




lot of bulbs yesterday.” She laughed. “I used to sit
in that apartment in New York and dream about
planting bulbs again.”

Mrs. Winning looked at the boys, thinking
how Howard was half-a-head taller, and stronger,
and how Davey was small and weak and loved his
mother adoringly. “It’s been good for Davey al-
ready,” she said. “There’s color in his cheeks.”

“Davey loves it,” Mrs. MacLane agreed. Hear-
ing his name Davey came over and put his head
in her lap and she touched his hair, bright like her
own. “We’d better be getting on home, Davey boy,”
she said.

“Maybe our flowers have grown some since
yesterday,” said Davey:.

Gradually the days became miraculously long
and warm, and Mrs. MacLane’s garden began to
show colors and became an ordered thing, still
very young and unsure, but promising rich bril-
liance for the end of the summer, and the next
summer, and summers ten years from now.

“It’s even better than I hoped,” Mrs. MacLane
said to Mrs. Winning, standing at the garden gate.
“Things grow so much better here than almost
anywhere else.”

 DaveyandHowardplayeddailyafterthe




school was out for the summer, and Howard
was free all day. Sometimes Howard stayed at
Davey’s house for lunch, and they planted a veg-
etable patch together in the MacLane back yard.
Mrs. Winning stopped for Mrs. MacLane on her
way to the store in the mornings and Davey and
Howard frolicked ahead of them down the street.
They picked up their mail together and read it
walking back up the hill, and Mrs. Winning went
more cheerfully back to the big Winning house
after walking most of the way home with Mrs.
MacLane.

One afternoon Mrs. Winning put the baby
in Howard’s wagon and with the two boys they
went for a long walk in the country. Mrs. MacLane
picked Queen Anne’s lace and put it into the
wagon with the baby, and the boys found a garter
snake and tried to bring it home. On the way up
the hill Mrs. MacLane helped pull the wagon with
the baby and the Queen Anne’s lace, and they
stopped halfway to rest and Mrs. MacLane said,
“Look, I believe you can see my garden all the way
from here.”

It was a spot of color almost at the top of the
hill and they stood looking at it while the baby
threw the Queen Anne’s lace out of the wagon.




look at it,” and then, “Who is that beautiful child?”

Mrs. Winning looked, and then laughed. “He
is attractive, isn’t he,” she said. “It’s Billy Jones.”
She looked at him herself, carefully, trying to see
him as Mrs. MacLane would. He was a boy about
twelve, sitting quietly on a wall across the street,
with his chin in his hands, silently watching
Davey and Howard.

“He’s like a young statue,” Mrs. MacLane said.
“So brown, and will you look at that face?” She
started to walk again to see him more clearly, and
Mrs. Winning followed her. “Do I know his mother
and fath—?”

“The Jones children are half-Negro,” Mrs.
Winning said hastily. “But they're all beautiful
children; you should see the girl. They live just
outside town.”

Howard’s voice reached them clearly across
the summer air. “Nigger,” he was saying, “nigger,
nigger boy.”

“Nigger,” Davey repeated, giggling.

Mrs. MacLane gasped, and then said, “Davey,”
in a voice that made Davey turn his head appre-
hensively; Mrs. Winning had never heard her
friend use such a voice, and she too watched Mrs.
MacLane.




approached slowly. “What did I hear you say?”

“Howard,” Mrs. Winning said, “leave Billy
alone.”

“Go tell that boy you're sorry,” Mrs. MacLane
said. “Go at once and tell him you're sorry.”

Davey blinked tearfully at his mother and
then went to the curb and called across the street,
“I'm sorry.”

Howard and Mrs. Winning waited uneasily,
and Billy Jones across the street raised his head
from his hands and looked at Davey and then, for
along time, at Mrs. MacLane. Then he put his chin
on his hands again.

Suddenly Mrs. MacLane called, “Young man—
Will you come here a minute, please?”

Mrs. Winning was surprised, and stared at
Mrs. MacLane, but when the boy across the street
did not move Mrs. Winning said sharply, “Billy!
Billy Jones! Come here at once!”

The boy raised his head and looked at them,
and then slid slowly down from the wall and
started across the street. When he was across the
street and about five feet from them he stopped,
waiting.

“Hello,” Mrs. MacLane said gently, “what’s
your name?”

The boy looked at her for a minute and then at




Mrs. Winning, and Mrs. Winning said, “He’s Billy
Jones. Answer when you're spoken to, Billy.”

“Billy,” Mrs. MacLane said, “I'm sorry my little
boy called you a name, but he’s very little and he
doesn’t always know what he’s saying. But he’s
sorry, too.”

“Okay,” Billy said, still watching Mrs. Win-
ning. He was wearing an old pair of blue jeans and
a torn white shirt, and he was barefoot. His skin
and hair were the same color, the golden shade of
a very heavy tan, and his hair curled lightly; he
had the look of a garden statue.

“Billy,” Mrs. MacLane said, “how would you
like to come and work for me? Earn some money?”

“Sure,” Billy said.

“Do you like gardening?” Mrs. MacLane asked.
Billy nodded soberly. “Because,” Mrs. MacLane
went on enthusiastically, “I've been needing
someone to help me with my garden, and it would
be just the thing for you to do.” She waited a
minute and then said, “Do you know where I live?”

“Sure,” Billy said. He turned his eyes away
from Mrs. Winning and for a minute looked at
Mrs. MacLane, his brown eyes expressionless.
Then he looked back at Mrs. Winning, who was
watching Howard up the street.

“Fme ” Mrs. MacLane said. “Wﬂl you come




tomorrow?”

“Sure,” Billy said. He waited for a minute,
looking from Mrs. MacLane to Mrs. Winning, and
then ran back across the street and vaulted over
the wall where he had been sitting. Mrs. MacLane
watched him admiringly. Then she smiled at Mrs.
Winning and gave the wagon a tug to start it up
the hill again. They were nearly at the MacLane
cottage before Mrs. MacLane finally spoke. “I just
can’t stand that,” she said, “to hear children at-
tacking people for things they can’t help.”

“They’re strange people, the Joneses,” Mrs.
Winning said readily. “The father works around
as a handyman; maybe you've seen him. You see

—" she dropped her voice—“the mother was
white, a girl from around here. A local girl,” she
said again, to make it more clear to a foreigner.
“She left the whole litter of them when Billy was
about two, and went off with a white man.”

“Poor children,” Mrs. MacLane said.

“They’re all right,” Mrs. Winning said. “The
church takes care of them, of course, and people
are always giving them things. The girl’s old
enough to work now, too. She’s sixteen, but....”

“But what?” Mrs. MacLane said, when Mrs.
Winning hesitated.

“Well people talk about her alot, you know,”




Mrs. Winning said. “Think of her mother, after
all. And there’s another boy, couple of years older
than Billy.”

They stopped in front of the MacLane cottage
and Mrs. MacLane touched Davey’s hair. “Poor un-
fortunate child,” she said.

“Children will call names,” Mrs. Winning said.
“There’s not much you can do.”

“Well...” Mrs. MacLane said. “Poor child.”

The next day, after the dinner dishes were
washed, and while Mrs. Winning and her mother-
in-law were putting them away, the elder Mrs.
Winning said casually, “Mrs. Blake tells me your
friend Mrs. MacLane was asking around the
neighbors how to get hold of the Jones boy.”

“She wants someone to help in the garden, I
think,” Mrs. Winning said weakly. “She needs help
in that big garden.”

“Not that kind of help,” the elder Mrs. Win-
ning said. “You tell her about them?”

“She seemed to feel sorry for them,” Mrs. Win-
ning said, from the depths of the pantry. She took
a long time settling the plates in even stacks in
order to neaten her mind. She shouldn’t have done
it, she was thinking, but her mind refused to tell

=4



she thought finally.

The next day Mrs. Winning stopped off at
the cottage with Mrs. MacLane after coming up
the hill from the store. They sat in the yellow
kitchen and drank coffee, while the boys played
in the back yard. While they were discussing the
possibilities of hammocks between the apple trees
there was a knock at the kitchen door and when
Mrs. MacLane opened it she found a man standing
there, so that she said, “Yes?” politely, and waited.

“Good morning,” the man said. He took off his
hat and nodded his head at Mrs. MacLane. “Billy
told me you was looking for someone to work
your garden,” he said.

“Why...” Mrs. MacLane began, glancing side-
ways uneasily at Mrs. Winning.

“I'm Billy’s father,” the man said. He nodded
his head toward the back yard and Mrs. MacLane
saw Billy Jones sitting under one of the apple
trees, his arms folded in front of him, his eyes on
the grass at his feet.

“How do you do,” Mrs. MacLane said inade-
quately.

“Billy told me you said for him to come work
your garden,” the man said. “Well, now, I think
maybe a summer job’s too much for a boy his age,

he ought to be out playing in the good weather.




And that’s the kind of work I do anyway, so’s I
thought I'd just come over and see if you found
anyone yet.”

He was a big man, very much like Billy, except
that where Billy’s hair curled only a little, his
father’s hair curled tightly, with a line around his
head where his hat stayed constantly and where
Billy’s skin was a golden tan, his father’s skin was
darker, almost bronze. When he moved, it was
gracefully, like Billy, and his eyes were the same
fathomless brown. “Like to work this garden,” Mr.
Jones said, looking around. “Could be a mighty
nice place.” |

“You were very nice to come,” Mrs. MacLane
said. “I certainly do need help.”

Mrs. Winning sat silently, not wanting to
speak in front of Mr. Jones. She was thinking, I
wish she'd ask me first, this is impossible...and
Mr. Jones stood silently, listening courteously,
with his dark eyes on Mrs. MacLane while she
spoke. “I guess a lot of the work would be too
much for a boy like Billy,” she said. “There are a lot
of things I can’t even do myself, and I was sort of
hoping I could get someone to give me a hand.”

“That’s fine, then,” Mr. Jones said. “Guess I can
manage most of it,” he said, and smiled.




settled, then. When do you want to start?”

“How about right now?” he said.

“Grand,” Mrs. MacLane said enthusiastically,
and then, “Excuse me for a minute,” to Mrs. Win-
ning over her shoulder. She took down her gar-
dening gloves and wide straw hat from the shelf
by the door. “Isn’t it a lovely day?” she asked Mr.
Jones as she stepped out into the garden while he
stood back to let her pass.

“You go along home now, Bill,” Mr. Jones called
as they went toward the side of the house.

“Oh, why not let him stay?” Mrs. MacLane
said. Mrs. Winning heard her voice goingon as
they went out of sight. “He can play around the
garden, and he’d probably enjoy...”

For a minute Mrs. Winning sat looking at the
garden, at the corner around which Mr. Jones had
followed Mrs. MacLane, and then Howard’s face
appeared around the side of the door and he said,
“Hi, is it nearly time to eat?”

“Howard,” Mrs. Winning said quietly, and he
came in through the door and came over to her.
“It’s time for you to run along home,” Mrs. Win-
ning said. “I'll be along in a minute.”

Howard started to protest, but she added, “I
want you to go right away. Take my bag of gro-




Howard was impressed by her conception
of his strength, and he lifted down the bagof
groceries; his shoulders, already broad out of
proportion, like his father’s and his grandfather’s,
strained under the weight, and then he steadied
on his feet. “Aren’t I strong?” he asked exultantly.

“Very strong,” Mrs. Winning said. “Tell
Grandma I'll be right up. I'll just say good-bye to
Mrs. MacLane.”

Howard disappeared through the house; Mrs.
Winning heard him walking heavily under the
groceries, out through the open front door and
down the steps. Mrs. Winning rose and was stand-
ing by the kitchen door when Mrs. MacLane came
back.

“You're not ready to go?” Mrs. MacLane
exclaimed when she saw Mrs. Winning with her
jacket on. “Without finishing your coffee?”

“I'd better catch Howard,” Mrs. Winning said.
“He ran along ahead.”

“I'm sorry 1 left you like that,” Mrs. MacLane
said. She stood in the doorway beside Mrs. Win-
ning, looking out into the garden. “How wonderful
it allis,” she said, and laughed happily.

They walked together through the house; the
blue curtains were up by now, and the rug with
the touch of blue inthe desxgn was on the ﬂoor




“Good-bye,” Mrs. Winning said on the front
steps.

Mrs. MacLane was smiling, and following her
look Mrs. Winning turned and saw Mr. Jones, his
shirt off and his strong back shining in the sun as
he bent with a scythe over the long grass at the
side of the house. Billy lay nearby, under the shade
of the bushes; he was playing with a grey Kkitten.
“I'm going to have the finest garden in town,” Mrs.
MacLane said proudly.

“You won’t have him working here past today,
will you?” Mrs. Winning asked. “Of course you
won’t have him any longer than just today?”

“But surely—" Mrs. MacLane began, with a
tolerant smile, and Mrs. Winning, after looking
at her for an incredulous minute, turned and
started, indignant and embarrassed, up the hill.

Howard had brought the groceries safely
home and her mother-in-law was already setting
the table.

“Howard says you sent him home from
MacLane’s,” her mother-in-law said, and Mrs.
Winning answered briefly, “I thought it was get-
ting late.”

The next morning when Mrs. Winning
 reachedthe

cottage on her way down tothe store



she saw Mr. Jones swinging the scythe expertly
against the side of the house, and Billy Jones and
Davey sitting on the front steps watching him.
“Good morning, Davey,” Mrs. Winning called, “is
your mother ready to go downstreet?”

“Where’s Howard?” Davey asked, not moving.

“He stayed home with his grandma today,”
Mrs. Winning said brightly. “Is your mother
ready?”

“She’s making lemonade for Billy and me,”
Davey said. “We're going to have it in the garden.”

“Then tell her,” Mrs. Winning said quickly,
“tell her that I said I was in a hurry and that I had
to go on ahead. I'll see her later.” She hurried on
down the hill.

In the store she met Mrs. Harris, a lady whose
mother had worked for the elder Mrs. Winning
nearly forty years before. “Helen,” Mrs. Harris
said, “you get Ereyer every year. You ought to stop
all this running around.”

Mrs. Winning, in the store without Mrs.
MacLane for the first time in weeks, smiled shyly
and said that she guessed she needed a vacation.

“Vacation!” Mrs. Harris said. “Let that hus-
band of yours do the housework for a change. He
doesn’t have nuthin’ else to do.”




“Nuthin’ else to do,” she said. “The Winnings!”

Before Mrs. Winning could step away Mrs.
Harris added, her laughter penetrated by a sud-
den sharp curiosity: “Where’s that dressed-up
friend of yours get to? Usually downstreet to-
gether, ain’t you?”

Mrs. Winning smiled courteously, and Mrs.
Harris said, laughing again, “Just couldn’t believe
those shoes of hers, first time I seen them. Them
shoes!”

While she was laughing again Mrs. Winning
escaped to the meat counter and began to discuss
the potentialities of pork shoulder earnestly with
the grocer. Mrs. Harris only says what everyone
else says, she was thinking, are they talking like
that about Mrs. MacLane? Are they laughing at
her? When she thought of Mrs. MacLane she
thought of the quiet house, the soft colors, the
mother and son in the garden; Mrs. MacLane’s
shoes were green and yellow platform sandals,
odd-looking certainly next to Mrs. Winning’s solid
white oxfords, but so inevitably right for Mrs.
MacLane’s house, and her garden.... Mrs. Harris
came up behind her and said, laughing again,
“What’s she got, that Jones fellow working for her
now?”




hurrying up the hill past the cottage, where she
saw no one, her mother-in-law was waiting for
her in front of the house, watching her come the
last few yards. “Early enough today,” her mother-
in-law said. “MacLane out of town?”

Resentful, Mrs. Winning said only, “Mrs.
Harris nearly drove me out of the store, with her
jokes.”

“Nothing wrong with Lucy Harris getting
away from that man of hers wouldn’t cure,” the
elder Mrs. Winning said. Together, they began to
walk around the house to the back door. Mrs. Win-
ning, as they walked, noticed that the grass under
the trees had greened up nicely, and that the nas-
turtiums beside the house were bright.

“T've got something to say to you, Helen,” the
elder Mrs. Winning said finally.

“Yes?” her daughter-in-law said.

“It's the MacLane girl, about her, I mean. You
know her so well, you ought to talk to her about
that colored man working there.”

“I suppose so,” Mrs. Winning said,

“You sure you told her? You told her about
those people?”

“Itold her,” Mrs. Winning said.

“He’s there every blessed day,” her mother-in-




on. He goes in the house.”

And that evening Mr. Burton, next-door
neighbor to Mrs. MacLane, dropped in to see the
Howard Winnings about getting a new lot of shin-
gles at the mill; he turned, suddenly, to Mrs. Win-
ning, who was sitting sewing next to her mother-
in-law at the table in the front room, and raised
his voice a little when he said, “Helen, I wish youw'd
tell your friend Mrs. MacLane to keep that kid of
hers out of my vegetables.”

“Davey?” Mrs. Winning said involuntarily.

“No,” Mr. Burton said, while all the Winnings
looked at the younger Mrs. Winning, “no, the
other one, the colored boy. He’s been running
loose through our back yard. Makes me sort of
mad, that kid coming in spoiling other people’s
property. You know,” he added, turning to the
Howard Winnings, “you know, that does make a
person mad.” There was a silence, and then Mr.
Burton added, rising heavily, “Guess I'll say good-
night to you people.”

They all attended him to the door and came
back to their work in silence. I've got to do some-
thing, Mrs. Winning was thinking, pretty soon
they’ll stop coming to me first, they’ll tell some-

;.; one else to speak to me. She looked up, found
 her mother-in-law looking at her, and they both




 voicesaying, “Billy, Somcemmn W

looked down quickly.

Consequently Mrs. Winning went to the store
the next morning earlier than usual, and she and
Howard crossed the street just above the MacLane
house, and went down the hill on the other side.

“Aren’t we going to see Davey?” Howard asked
once, and Mrs. Winning said carelessly, “Not
today, Howard. Maybe your father will take you
out to the mill this afternoon.”

She avoided looking across the street at the
MacLane house, and hurried to keep up with
Howard.

Mrs. Winning met Mrs. MacLane occasionally
after that at the store or the post office, and they
spoke pleasantly. When Mrs. Winning passed
the cottage after the first week or so, she was no
longer embarrassed about going by, and even
looked at it frankly once or twice. The garden was
going beautifully; Mr. Jones’s broad back was usu-
ally visible through the bushes, and Billy Jones sat
on the steps or lay on the grass with Davey.

One morning on her way down the hill Mrs.
Winning heard a conversation between Davey
MacLane and Billy Jones; they were in the bushes
together and she heard Davey’s high familiar




with me today?”

“Okay,” Billy said. Mrs. Winning slowed her
steps a little to hear.

“We'll build a big house out of branches,”
Davey said excitedly, “and when it’s finished we'll
ask my mommy if we can have lunch out there”

“You can't build a house just out of branches,”
Billy said. “You ought to have wood, and boards.”

“And chairs and tables and dishes,” Davey
agreed. “And walls.”

“Ask your mommy can we have two chairs out
here,” Billy said. “Then we can pretend the whole
garden is our house.”

“And I'll get us some cookies, too,” Davey said.
“And we’ll ask my mommy and your daddy to
come in our house.” Mrs. Winning heard them
shouting as she went down along the sidewalk.

You have to admit, she told herself as though
she were being strictly just, you have to admit
that he’s doing a lot with that garden; it’s the pret-
tiest garden on the street. And Billy acts as though
he had as much right there as Davey.

As the summer wore on into long hot days
undistinguishable one from another, so that it
was impossible to tell with any real accuracy
whether the light shower had been yesterday or




yard to sit after supper, and in the warm darkness
Mrs. Winning sometimes found an opportu-

nity of sitting next to her husband so that she
could touch his arm; she was never able to teach
Howard to run to her and put his head in her lap,
or inspire him with other than the perfunctory
Winning affection, but she consoled herself with
the thought that at least they were a family, a
solid respectable thing.

The hot weather kept up, and Mrs. Winning
began to spend more time in the store, postponing
the long aching walk up the hill in the sun. She
stopped and chatted with the grocer, with other
young mothers in the town, with older friends of
her mother-in-law’s, talking about the weather,
the reluctance of the town to putin a decent
swimming pool, the work that had to be done
before school started in the fall, chickenpox, the
P.T.A. One morning she met Mrs. Burton in the
store, and they spoke of their husbands, the heat,
and the hot-weather occupations of their children
before Mrs. Burton said: “By the way, Johnny will
be six on Saturday and he’s having a birthday
party; can Howard come?”

“Wonderful,” Mrs. Winning said, thinking,
His good white shorts, the dark blue shirt, a care-

fully-wrapped present.




“Just about eight children,” Mrs. Burton said,
with the loving carelessness mothers use in
planning the birthday parties of their children.
“They’ll stay for supper, of course—send Howard
down about three-thirty.”

“That sounds so nice,” Mrs. Winning said.
“He’ll be delighted when I tell him.”

“I'thought I'd have them all play outdoors
most of the time,” Mrs. Burton said. “In this
weather. And then perhaps a few games indoors,
and supper. Keep it simple—you know.” She hesi-
tated, running her finger around and around the
top rim of a can of coffee. “Look,” she said, “I hope
you won’t mind me asking, but would it be all
right with you if I didn’t invite the MacLane boy?”

Mrs. Winning felt sick for a minute, and had
to wait for her voice to even out before she said
lightly, “It’s all right with me if it’s all right with
you; why do you have to ask me?”

Mrs. Burton laughed. “I just thought you
might mind if he didn’t come.”

Mrs. Winning was thinking. Something bad
has happened, somehow people think they know
something about me that they won’t say, they
all pretend it’s nothing, but this never happened
to me before; I live with the Winnings, don’t I?
“Really,” she said, putting the weight of the old




Winning house into her voice, “why in the world
would it bother me?” Did I take it too seriously,
she was wondering, did I seem too anxious,
should I have let it go?

Mrs. Burton was embarrassed, and she set
the can of coffee down on the shelf and began to
examine the other shelves studiously. “I'm sorry I
mentioned it at all” she said.

Mrs. Winning felt that she had to say some-
thing further, something to state her position
with finality, so that no longer would Mrs. Burton,
at least, dare to use such atonetoa Winning, pre-
sume to preface a question with “I hope you don’t
mind me asking.” “After all,” Mrs. Winning said
carefully, weighing the words, “she’s like a second
mother to Billy.”

Mrs. Burton, turning to look at Mrs, Winning
for confirmation, grimaced and said, “Good Lord,
Helen!”

Mrs. Winning shrugged and then smiled and
Mrs. Burton smiled and then Mrs. Winning said, “I
do feel so sorry for the little boy, though.”

Mrs. Burton said, “Such a sweet little thing,
too.”

Mrs. Winning had just said, “He and Billy are
~ together all the time now,” when she looked up
- and saw Mrs. MacLane regarding her from the

gy



end of the aisle of shelves; it was impossible to
tell whether she had heard them or not. For a
minute Mrs. Winning looked steadily back at Mrs.
MacLane, and then she said, with just theright
note of cordiality, “Good morning, Mrs. MacLane.
Where is your little boy this morning?”

“Good morning, Mrs. Winning,” Mrs. MacLane
said, and moved on past the aisle of shelves, and
Mrs. Burton caught Mrs. Winning’s arm and made
a desperate gesture of hiding her face and, unable
to help themselves, both she and Mrs. Winning
began to laugh.

Soon after that, although the grass in the
Winning yard under the maple trees stayed
smooth and green, Mrs. Winning began to no-
tice in her daily trips past the cottage that Mrs.
MacLane’s garden was suffering from the heat.
The flowers wilted under the morning sun, and
no longer stood up fresh and bright; the grass
was browning slightly and the rose bushes Mrs.
MacLane had put in so optimistically were notice-
ably dying. Mr. Jones seemed always cool, working
steadily; sometimes bent down with his hands in
the earth, sometimes tall against the side of the
house, setting up a trellis or pruning a tree, but

. theblue curtains hung ifelessly at the windows.




Mrs. MacLane still smiled at Mrs. Winning in the
store, and then one day they met at the gate of
Mrs. MacLane’s garden and, after hesitating for a
minute, Mrs. MacLane said, “Can you come in for
a few minutes? I'd like to have a talk, if you have
time.”

“Surely,” Mrs. Winning said courteously, and
followed Mrs. MacLane up the walk, still luxuri-
ously bordered with flowering bushes, but some-
how disenchanted, as though the summer heat
had baked away the vivacity from the ground. In
the familiar living-room Mrs. Winning sat down
on a straight chair, holding herself politely stiff,
while Mrs. MacLane sat as usual in her armchair.

“How is Davey?” Mrs. Winning asked finally,
since Mrs. MacLane did not seem disposed to start
any conversation.

“He’s very well,” Mrs. MacLane said, and
smiled as she always did when speaking of Davey.
“He’s out back with Billy.”

There was a quiet minute, and then Mrs,
MacLane said, staring at the blue bowl on the
coffee table, “What I wanted to ask youis, what on
earth is gone wrong?”

Mrs. Winning had been holding herself stiff in
readiness for some such question, and when she




sound exactly like Mother Winning, and realized,
I’'m enjoying this, just as she would; and no matter
what she thought of herself she was unable to
keep from adding, “Is something wrong?”

“Of course,” Mrs. MacLane said. She stared at
the blue bowl, and said slowly, “When I first came,
everyone was so nice, and they seemed to like
- Davey and me and want to help us.”

That’s wrong, Mrs. Winning was thinking,
you mustn’t ever talk about whether people like
you, that’s bad taste.

“And the garden was going so well,” Mrs.
MacLane said helplessly. “And now, no one ever
does more than just speak to us—I used to say
‘Good morning’ over the fence to Mrs. Burton,
and she’d come to the fence and we’d talk about
the garden, and now she just says ‘Morning’ and
goes in the house—and no one ever smiles, or
anything.”

This is dreadful, Mrs. Winning thought, this
is childish, this is complaining. People treat you as
you treat them, she thought; she wanted desper-
ately to go over and take Mrs. MacLane’s hand and
ask her to come back and be one of the nice people
again; but she only sat straighter in the chair and
said, “I'm sure you must be mistaken. I've never




“Are you sure?” Mrs. MacLane turned and
looked at her. “Are you sure it isn’t because of Mr.
Jones working here?”

Mrs. Winning lifted her chin a little higher
and said, “Why on earth would anyone around
here be rude to you because of Jones?”

Mrs. MacLane came with her to the door, both
of them planning vigorously for the days some
time next week, when they would all g0 swim-
ming, when they would have a picnic, and Mrs.
Winning went down the hill thinking, The nerve
of her, trying to blame the colored folks.

Toward the end of the summer there was a
bad thunderstorm, breaking up the prolonged hot
spell. It raged with heavy wind and rain over the
town all night, sweeping without pity through
the trees, pulling up young bushes and flowers
ruthlessly; a barn was struck on one side of town,
the wires pulled down on another. In the morn-
ing Mrs. Winning opened the back door to find
the Winning yard littered with small branches
from the maples, the grass bent almost flat to the
ground.

Her mother-in-law came to the door behind
_,;; her. “Quite a storm,” she said, “did it wake you?”
B - e “I




children,” Mrs. Winning said. “It must have been
about three o’clock.”

“I'was up later,” her mother-in-law said. “I
looked at the children too; they were both asleep.”
They turned together and went in to start

breakfast.

Later in the day Mrs. Winning started down
to the store; she had almost reached the MacLane
cottage when she saw Mrs. MacLane standing in
the front garden with Mr. Jones standing beside
her and Billy Jones with Davey in the shadows of
the front porch. They were all looking silently at
a great branch from one of the Burtons’ trees that
lay across the center of the garden, crushing most
of the flowering bushes and pinning down what
was to have been a glorious tulip bed. As Mrs.
Winning stopped, watching, Mrs. Burton came
out on to her front porch to survey the storm-
damage, and Mrs. MacLane called to her, “Good
morning, Mrs. Burton, it looks like we have part of
your tree over here.”

“Looks so,” Mrs. Burton said, and she went
back into her house and closed the door flatly.

Mrs. Winning watched while Mrs. MacLane
stood quietly for a minute. Then she looked up at
Mr. Jones almost hopefully and she and Mr. Jones
looked at one another for a long time. Then Mrs.
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MacLane said, her clear voice carrying lightly
across the air washed clean by the storm: “Do
you think I ought to give it up, Mr. Jones? Go back
to the city where I'll never have to see another
garden?”

Mr. Jones shook his head despondently, and
Mrs. MacLane, her shoulders tired, went slowly
over and sat on her front steps and Davey came
and sat next to her. Mr. Jones took hold of the great
branch angrily and tried to move it, shaking it
and pulling until his shoulders tensed with the
strength he was bringing to bear, but the branch
only gave slightly and stayed, clinging to the
garden.

“Leave it alone, Mr. Jones,” Mrs. MacLane said
finally. “Leave it for the next people to move!”

But still Mr. Jones pulled against the branch,
and then suddenly Davey stood up and cried out,
“There’s Mrs. Winning! Hi, Mrs. Winning!”

Mrs. MacLane and Mr. Jones both turned, and
Mrs. MacLane waved and called out, “Hello!”

Mrs. Winning swung around without speak-
ing and started, with great dignity, back up the
hill toward the old Winning house.
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