Flowers Do Not Walk  
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	Sunlight filters through the open bay window, letting in a soft breeze of summer. A ray of sun hits an old couch where a young girl lays in her night gown reading. Outside is her mother, Nancy. She’s been laboring in her flower garden all morning and is wondering why her daughter is not out enjoying this nice day. Wiping her hands on her soiled clothes, Nancy walks to the front door and calls to her daughter.    
	“Jean come outside and help your mother in this garden.”	
	Jean looks up, “Mother, I’m reading…” she complains, instantly returning to her book, only to be disturbed again by her mother coming inside. 
	“Now Jean, what can possibly be so thrilling in that book? It’s already late into the afternoon!” she buzzes.  
	A mischievous grin creeps onto Jeans face, “Well,” she starts slowly, “It’s about a King and a Queen who live in the center of the world, governing everything within the Earth’s lava. They had a son and named him Steel after the metal, but he turned out to be evil. Soon his parents realized his name was not steel after metal, but steal after a thief. This small detail over looked by the King and Queen was their down fall as…” She trails off.
	Nancy listens patiently, trying to make sense of what Jean is explaining to her, but at this point, Jean’s mouth is spilling words out so fast it seems like she’s speaking another language. However, she actually finds it fascinating how her daughter, who’s only eleven, can get so absorbed into a book. Then again, she also knows the ill side-effects of never leaving the house.
	“… and that is why the entire world is about to collapse,” Jean finishes, not even winded. Nancy smiles at her daughter.
	“That sounds like a very…involved story Honey, but it’s not right for a young girl to be cooped inside this old house all day, you need to get up and out,” she says with enthusiasm. 
	“But mom, why? I’m at the really important part where the—” 
	“Jean,” Nancy says, “how about I tell you a story my Grandmother told me. It’s about a girl named Eleanor. Hold on and let me grab the picture book.” 
	Confused, Jean watches her mother leave the room, returning a few minutes later carrying an old grey bound photo album. Nancy makes herself comfortable next to her daughter and starts the story, opening the book to the first picture. It’s an old farm house with rolling fields of wheat in the background. There is a farmer in ripped overalls, his wife wearing a simple homemade dress, and their young daughter in a similar dress holding a flower. They stand together in their yard, staring out into a colorless world. 
	“This is a picture of my Grandma as a girl. When I was your age, I spent my summers on my Grandma’s farm, which she inherited from her parents. I loved the beauty of the place, but I hated the work. Whenever I escaped from chores I would always make my way to her library of old novels. Grandma would spend hours trying to find me, never thinking I would be inside on such beautiful days. One day she was remarkably annoyed at seeing me reading in an old arm chair,” Nancy chuckles at the memory, “Grandma got so frustrated with my reading habits, she took me out to the front porch and sat me down and said, ‘Nancy my girl, do you see that great old white house with the pillars across the street?’ I told her, ‘yes,’ for you couldn’t miss the old thing, being that it was such a big house.” She turns the page to an old plantation styled home. The yard is immaculate with flowers boarding the strong porch. A pine tree stands proudly to the right of the yard by the edge of the property. 
	“‘Well Dear,’ she told me, ‘that house was once owned by Mr. John Price. He had a wife named Pansy and a daughter named Eleanor.’ I asked her why she was telling me this and she said ‘because I don’t want you to suffer the same fate as poor Eleanor Price.’” 
	Intrigued by this, Jean gave her mother her full attention. 
	“You see,” she continues, “Eleanor was a recluse who lived at her parent’s home, never marrying a man, never working in the kitchen, and only sitting in a window-seat overlooking her mother’s glorious garden of flowers.” 
	“That doesn’t seem like she suffered at all”
 	Nancy nods, “That’s what I thought too, a bit unorthodox way of living, but nothing to worry about. Plus it was her haven; a window garden.”
	“But I don’t understand, why would Great-Grandma worry about you? You were only reading, not sitting in a window.” Jean says, furrowing her brow as she tries to make sense of the story.
	Nancy chuckles lightly at her daughter’s perplexed face, “Honey, don’t strain yourself to hard, plus it should confuse you,” she reassures her, “because I haven’t finished yet.” 
	“Oooh,”  
	“Now, after my Grandmother told me Eleanor only looked out a window, I was just as confused as you were, but she continued her story about Eleanor, starting when she was just a girl.” 
	Nancy turns the page, the same little girl from the first picture is there, but she had grown some. Next to her stands a woman with her hair tied into a bun. They both are in a lush garden of flowers. Above their heads is a large bay window overlooking the backyard. There sitting in the window-seat is a young girl with long curled hair. Her hand is pressed to the window, making her seem as if she is a guardian angel looking over the two gardening.  
	 “Mrs. Price loved her daughter dearly and was very protective. As a toddler, she would put Eleanor in the bay window to keep her eye on her as she gardened, never wanting her daughter to get hurt outside. Even as she grew to be a young girl, Eleanor would still sit in that window and admire her mother’s flowers. ‘When I was a child,’ Grandma would say, ‘if you needed gardening advice, you didn’t go to an old farmer, but Mrs. Price, for she knew facts on every plant problem there was; and that garden!’ she would boast. ‘That garden was the best in the county, with all assortments of colorful flowers emitting tropical perfumes you could smell if the wind was favoring the North.’ Once, Grandma told me, Mrs. Price grew the biggest lily in the state and won a brilliant award for her gardening skills.” 
	 Nancy turns the page to a faded first place blue ribbon.  
	“‘The edges were lined in pure white, changing into soft pink, but gradually growing into an intense red in the middle of the delicate petal, which was dotted with black speckles; it was the most stunning flower I have ever been privileged to look upon,’ Grandma would tell me.” 
	“As young girl, Grandma loved Mrs. Price’s flowers, and would often visit her during the hot summer days to learn about gardening….” 
	“Wait,” Jean interrupts, “Great-Grandma as a young girl went to the Price’s to see Mrs. Price? Why didn’t she play with Eleanor?” 
	“That’s what I asked her,” Nancy said, “Grandma was a few years older than Eleanor, but at that time Eleanor had taken up a permanent residency in the living room window-seat.” 
	“Well, why wouldn’t she leave the window-seat? Was she sick?” Jean tries to reason. 
	“No, she was a perfectly healthy, a little weak from never getting out, but she ate her meals regularly. However, from what my Grandmother told me, Eleanor was always in a trance like state, mostly just staring at those flowers.” 
“Eleanor, being older then, was sent to a boarding school in the next county where Grandma was attending, taking her away from her beloved window. The idea was to try and get her to socialize with other students around her age. Grandma told me it didn’t help her recluse life style, in fact it grew worse. Eleanor would throw tantrums in her dorm if anyone tried to make her leave for class, only spending her time drawing pictures.”
	“What would she draw?” 
	“Grandma said she drew pictures of her mother’s flowers. About a hundred of these drawings were created before she was expelled. Don’t take me wrong though, just because she was never in class didn’t mean she wasn’t talented. These drawings were astounding; consisting of different perspectives of how Eleanor saw the garden. ‘She was a genius,’ Grandma would tell me, ‘her drawings were spot on, but it always had to be her mother’s garden.’  
	“What happened when she went home? Her parents must have been furious!”
	“No, they weren’t,” Nancy simply says. 
	“What! They had to be! If I was ever thrown out of school…well, I don’t want to think about my punishment,” Jean says wide eyed.  
	Nancy chuckles, “And you, being a child of mine, would get punished because I know you’re capable of being a good student, but the Price’s knew their daughter. They never believed Eleanor could stay in school, even with Grandma there to keep an eye on her.”  
	“Eleanor went home half way through the school year; sent back with only her art. Grandma didn’t come home until that spring. The first day home she made sure to check on Eleanor. ‘That was a mistake,’ she told me, ‘Mrs. Price had called a doctor in. Eleanor refused to do anything. Her skin was deathly pale, her hair was greasy, and she was nothing but bones. It was like looking death in the face.’ The doctor tried to persuade her to get out since it’s so unhealthy to not get fresh air and exercise. ‘He even tried to take her out of the house to look at the flowers, but she would always say she didn’t want to because flowers do not walk. At that point though, I doubt she could walk on her own two feet,’ Grandma said.” 
	“The poor girl…” Jean says; her face saddening. Nancy puts a hand on Jean’s back to try and comfort her. 
	“I know, but you have to understand this. Eleanor became very sick because she didn’t leave that window. Even playing and going outside would have made a difference, but she refused because ‘Flowers do not walk.’” 
	“I see,” Jean says, “your Grandma was scared that you would turn into Eleanor, but I don’t understand why she thought you would and it seems Eleanor’s case was a bit extreme.” 
	“Well, that whole experience left a lasting impression on Grandma for her whole life.”
		“What do you mean?” Jean asks.  Nancy turns the photo book’s page and there was a drawing of a flower. It looks so real that Jean has to stare at it for a few moments to take it all in. 
	“These are…” Jean says, taken back by the beauty. 
	“Eleanor’s flowers,” Nancy confirms, “Eleanor didn’t make it through that next winter. Grandma was shocked by this, being that she had known Eleanor since she was a baby. That’s how this book came to be, she put it all together in her memory. It holds most of her art work, but not all.”  
	The room is quiet as mother and daughter sit together on the old sofa admiring the beauty of the vivid lilies on the yellowed paper. The air is scented with a musty smell from the old book, but they do not mind. 
	“Mom?” 
	“Yes Honey?” 
	“I understand now.”   
