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go to museums or matinees, the hours
dragged. Her three sons, their wives, and
the. grandchildren might have kept her
company, but the daughters-in-law
frightened Lilly; the sons were now busi-
‘ pessmen themselves; and she knew
enough not to want o interfere in the
raising of their children. Consequently,
her main companion had to be Timmy.

Timmy was about the same age as
her mistress and she had been with the
‘Goldens as a day worker ever since the
children were infants. The two women
got along well. Boisterously, each enter-
tained the other without ever being mean
or condescending; with Timmy in the
house. Lilly did not need to feel so shut
in. From 9 A.M. t0 5 P.M. 0N Mondays,
Wednesdays, and Fridays, the two
women carried on a running kaffee
klatsch and pajama party. Al times .they
gigeled together like schoolgirls; at other
times Timmy called her mistress “ma’am”
and “honmey” and never Lilly, but that
was merely a convention: they talked to
one another like old friends.

Timmy was a tall, heavy-set colored
woman who had once been slim and
pretty. She had a brazen stare and the
skin along her arms and shoulders had
a smooth, deep brown luster. Only her
high cheekbones and her long delicate
eyelashes gave an indication of her for-
mer voluptuousness. Otherwise, in her
tattered stocking-cap with her sleeves
rolled up above her crinkled elbows, she
gave off a perfume of starch and bleach-
ing fluid and affected a plodding, goon-
ish sloppiness in comparison with which
Lilly Golden looked withered, skimpy,
almost unformed — a frail, not quite
blonde woman with narrow hips and
shoulders, whose large, blue, staring eyes
seemed so much brighter than her habit-
ually drab printed bathrobes. Placed
alongside Timmy, Lilly could not help
but look meager indeed.

Yet she would spgnd hours in the
kitchen with the colored woman, gossip-
ing, or smoking cigarettes, ot just watch-
ing those big soft shoulders and strong
arms plod through the ironing. “How’s
your sister these days?” Lilly might ask.
% You know the one | mean . .. the
one who needs insulin . . . don’t you
remember? I gave you the money. . .

“Oh that one,” Timmy would say with
“a good-natured smile, “that one that has
the diabetes,” signifying that she had
been caught in an earlier lie or an exag-
geration. Hurriedly then, as she creaked
back and forth against the ironing board,
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Timmy would find a way 1o change the
subject, or she would begin a long dis-
sertation on the family’s squalid condi-
tion in far-away Pine Ridge, Georgia.
She would squeal, “That reminds me,"”
and then would throw Lilly completely
off the scent by quickly narrating one
harrowing New York adventure, fol-
lowed by a second one, in the process of
which the names of dozens of exotic gin
mills, movie theaters, barbecues, and
hotels might be summoned up as evi-
dence. Tying her bathrobe tightly about
her waist, Lilly would sit cross-legged on
the kitchen stool, a shrewd inquisitor.
She could always tell when Timmy was
lying, but she never cared to catch her
up and make her stammer; she preferred
to hide her secret glee behind the terry-
cloth lapels of her robe.

Because Timmy had never married,
to Lilly’s knowledge, the first question
every Monday would invariably be:
“How was your week-end? How did the
boys treat you?"

Then Timmy's thick. tinted lips would
break into a rare frown. “Missus Golden-
honey,” she would say, wiping a hand
along her bandana, “sometimes 1 think
them men creatures oughtn't to be al-
lowed to carry on the way they do.”

What followed then would be a salty
discourse concocted half of Bessie Smith
and half of Mary Worth. Timmy's esca-
pades with the men of Harlem or Bed-
ford-Stuyvesant had not ceased at the
menopause. They always seemed (o
begin with her stepping out with one
man, losing track of him, then running
into a second, an even older friend. But,
despite the inept plotting, the years had
taught Timmy to color such improbable
yarns to Lilly’s satisfaction with numer-
ous strand-like asides and great quan-
tities of a dark rhetoric of the streets
that permitted her to invent infinite epi-
thets with which to allude to the act of
Jove. or to such actions as dancing, booz-
ing, or even singing in a church choir.
All these experiences breathed life when
Timmy told of them, and the result was
that Mrs. Golden might frown, or sigh,
or make little clucking noises of dis-
approval with her tongue, but she would

find herself muttering “Ah yes,” and “Go-

ahead.” and “Then what happened?”
Even over lunch, the colored maid’s
lusty monologue might continue. If
Timmy was too busy with her house-
work, Mrs. Golden would prepare the
sandwiches and brew tea. Then they
would sit down opposite each other.

Later, if it was a nice day, Mrs. Golden
might get dressed to do her shopping.
Otherwise, she would order by telephone
and they would spend the afternoon in
more talk, with Lilly following Timmy
about the house to issue the kinds of
instructions which after twenty years
were no longer necessary.

Usually, then, the two women would
talk in a confidential way about the
Golden family. In the master bedroom,
Mrs. G would pitch in with the moving
and lifting of heavy objects as she re-
lated what a busy man her husband was;
one at a time, through her sons’ deserted
lairs, she would discuss what eventually
should be done with the various pieces of
sporting equipment, books, records, and
souvenirs that still lay around on the tops
of night tables and bureaus, catching
dust; or she would show the maid the
newest snapshots of her grandchildren,
or tell her dry, uninteresting stories of
their latest antics. In the face of all this,
Timmy played her role convincingly; she
was polite without ceasing for a minute
to attend to her chores. She made no
secret of the fact that she didn’t like any
of the other Goldens. “Them,” she callc;i
the children, and Lilly no longer winced
when she heard the word. She was much
too pleased that she could have this in-
timacy with Timmy and she never felt
that she was permitting the girl liberties.
When Edgar asked if she had paid “the
schwartsa,” she did not rebuke him, for
she knew the name was important to him
for his image of himself, but she almost
never used such a word herself, and if
she did she crossed her fingers. The fact
was that when her maid had left the
house Lilly Golden thought only about
her next visit.

That is why, when Edgar died sud-
denly in his sleep of a heart attack,
Timmy was the first person she wanted
to come and be with her.

The children lined up solidly against
that idea. On the morning of the funeral,
when the maid was out of earshot in the
kitchen, they argued that Lilly could
afford a real companion, a college girl
or another widowed lady like herselt, not,
just a colored maid. They also suggested
that Mrs. Golden sell the house and
move into an apartment nearer the city.
When Lilly raised her voice in protest,
her eldest son puffed out his cheeks just
like Edgar, and declared: “Mother,
please. We know you're still upset.”

It rained for the funeral, and the cold,

(Continued on page 54)
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dreary affair went off according to a pre-
cise timetable. There were the usual
number of staged and unstaged out-
bursts; there was even a moment of gen-
uine pathos for Lilly when the coffin was
lowered into the grave and she found
that she could not release the pocket of
dirt that had been thrust into her hands.
Afterwards, she and the children re-
turned to the old house for a cold lunch-
eon prepared by Timmy, but Lilly retired
as soon thereafter as possible, and when,
early the next morning, the children re-
turned for a visit along with two of
Edgar’s brothers, the assistarit rabbi, and
the family lawyer, Lilly greeted them by
announcing her plans with dry eyes:

She would keep the big house and ask
Timmy to sleep in. She did not want to
g0 away on a trip; she did not think it
would be fair to live in White Plains
with her eldest son; she did not want her
sister in Minneapolis to come and stay
with her a while. “We never got along
when Edgar was alive. Why should we
now?" Lilly asked. “Besides,” she added,
“Flora has no sense of humor and
Timmy does.” She preferred Timmy, or
to be left alone, if need be, for she
wanted time to think. Patiently, Lilly
explained that just so long as she had
someone to do the heavy cleaning and
cook for her occasional guests, she
would be happy, but her second son,
Robert, exclaimed: “Honestly, Mamma,
it sounds so impractical.”

Lilly didn’t deny that it was. “That’s
the way T want it . . . and I can afford
it,” she simply said.

“Besides,” she smiled vaguely again,
as if her colorless smile and her color-
less voice were conspiring together, “1
won’t be lonely. There’s TV and the tele-
phone and a great big world outside.”

“But Mother. . . ."”

Lilly held up her hand to demand
silence “If all else fails, I'll have my
memories,” she said.

This sentiment took everybody by
surprise. The three sons thought: “She
means memories of us.” The daughters-
in-law smiled guiltily together. “Jesus,”
went the astonished lawyer, and even
Edgar’s brothers mused: “Memories of
him. The old girl liked him after all,
God help her.”

Then, because none of the sons had
wanted Lilly to move in with them in the
first place, one by one they relented and
it was agreed that she was to do as she
pleased, as long as the situation was

manageable, if she would release some
of the money from the estate to compen-
sate the younger Goldens for the valu-
able property on which the house stood.

Wearily, Lilly agreed. It was small
blackmail for her freedom, she thought,
as she signed all the necessary papers,
kissed her children, and made them
promise to visit her often with the little
ones. Then the lawyer had to go and
Edgar’s brothers sat around coughing,
whispering, and glancing at condolence
cards, before they, too, departed.

On the very next morning, Timmy
came to work late as usual, but Mrs.
Golden didn’t make her intentions known
to the girl on that day or the next, for
she was still too busy receiving visitors,
and when the last of these had departed,
she preferred to remain alone in her
room. It was not that Lilly felt timid.
On the contrary, she felt sure that Timmy
would be more comfortable in that large
suite of rooms in her attic than in some
Harlem tenement, and she had promised
herself not to impose any restrictions on
the maid. If she didn't make the invi-
tation right away, it was because she
wanted to endure her isolation for just
a little while longer; for the moment, it
gave her a kind of joy.

Ever since that morning when she had
opened her eyes to find Edgar dead
alongside her, Lilly had hardly a moment
to make her peace with that part of her
life that began and ended with Edgar.
To be finally alone was like waking from
a bad dream to be assured by somebody
you wanted to trust that the dream had
been a fact and now the real dream was
to start; and when she looked down into
Edgar’s rude, cold eyes for the last time,
Lilly wondered if it weren’t all halluci-
nation. How else had she ever been
tamed by such a man? Death had twisted
Edgar's lips and blanched his cheeks,
turning his expression sullen and pa-
thetic. How then had he managed to
frighten her so in their former life to-
gether? When she was alone she pon-
dered this question as she meandered
about the big house in her peignoir, going
from room to room, throwing out letters,
magazines, and papers without discrimi-
nation, save for the fact that she touched
everything that had once been Edgar's
with a faintly pleasurable sense of dread.

For nearly two weeks she lived that
way. Timmy was given a vacation with
pay: for a few days the phone was lifted
off its cradle; and she told her family not
to worry and not to try and see her for
a while. Getting up when she pleased
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and going to sleep when she pleased,
Lilly Golden drew the shades about her,
threw away the stacks of black-edged
cards without acknowledging them or the
wreaths and flowers from her late hus-
band’s Gentile friends, and lived for the
most part on coffee and on the baskets
of fruits and sweets that kept arriving,
She wandered through the house, her
eyes glancing from the television set to
the sliver of daylight beneath the drawn
shades, or to the ancient sepia photos
of her husband and the babies that were
on the mantel, and while she made prep-
arations for her new mode of life, she
was not stirred to thoughts of Timmy.
But on the Monday of the third week
after Edgar’s death, the maid returned.

It was a warm, springish day in late
March when Lilly woke up quite late in
the morning from a dream about New
Orleans, where she had spent her honey-
moon, to find that the shades had been
raised and that the sun was streaming
across her face brightly. At first, she was
alarmed by all the sunshine and the ring-
ing stillness to the air, until she detected
Timmy's familiar whistle coming from
downstairs in the Kitchen. Then she
looked up and noticed that the television
was still lit from the night before with
tiny incandescent specks, although it
made no noise now save for a low,
steady, shushing sound. Lilly jumped out
of bed. She rushed to the machine and
flicked the switch. Slipping into her robe,
she hurried out of the room and down
the hall to wash her face and comb her
hair in the bathroom. Presently, she was
hurrying again toward the stairway when
she stopped herself short, cinched the
belt on her robe once more, and began
to walk downstairs slowly into the
kitchen.

The first thing she saw was Timmy's
broad bent back. “Good morning,” she
called to the girl, who had already set up
her ironing board and was going over the
last of Edgar’s shirts. Between puffs of
steam, Timmy lifted her head gracefully,
“I got your juice ready,” she announced,
without yet looking around.

Lilly's glance went to the counter near
the sink, where Timmy had placed a set-
ting for breakfast. There was light toast
in the salver and the percolator stood on
the stove, warmed by a smudge of blue
flame. On the ironing board, alongside
Timmy's elbow, a cold cup of coffee
stood.

“Why, that’s very sweet of you,” Lilly
said, trying still to get the girl to turn
around. She went toward the counter.
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“Maybe you should give the juice a
stirring,” Timmy suggested.

“Yes, 1 will . . . of course,” murmured
Lilly, glancing sideways as she walked
past and noticing Timmy's bright green
pinafore and the new pink bandana that
held her straight hair in place against
her head. At the counter she spun around
and met the girl full face. She had ex-
pected a smile but was greeted with
a stare and a slow look of irony around
the corners of the mouth. “You look
well,” Lilly said.

Timmy nodded: “Uh huh.”

“Very well indeed,” Lilly added. As
she downed her juice with a quick toss
of the head, she heard the iron sizzle
against the shirt front, Then Mrs. Golden
walked to the stove and poured herself
some coffee. Lighting a cigarette, she
sat down on the kitchen stool, simulta-
neously kicking her bright gingham slip-
pers off her feet and curling her white
toes around the chrome stool support.
to watch Timmy glide over the shirt
front and to sip her coffee.

“Well?" she asked.

And again: “Well?"

But the maid was reluctant to start
a conversation, so Lilly finally had to
add: “Well, how was your vacation?”

Timmy pretended to frown. “Trou-
ble,” she mumbled, “nothing but trouble,
expense, and aggravation.”

Lilly’s heart began to pound. Then,
aloud, she heard Timmy add: “Didn’t
even get to Pine Ridge. Didn't get no-
where. Stayed home most of the time
with Bill and watched teevee. Well, you
know.” she explained rather archly, as if
an explanation was in order, “. . . Bill
... he’s my new fella . . . he don’t like
to go nowheres. .. ."

“Oh?"

Timmy’s body heaved. She dipped the
ends of her fingers under the dripping
sink and sprinkled the area around the
blue ESG monogram on Mr. Golden’s
shirt. Tiny currents of steam shot out
when she placed the hot iron over the
monogram. “God damn Bill,” she mum-
bled grouchily.

“Men are like that sometimes,” Lilly
said, trying to console her.

“Oh, but I didn’t mean,” Timmy
started to say, before succumbing to
a giggle. Then she smirked: “You said
it, sister. You're lucky to be done with
all that. Maybe Jewish men are dif-
ferent. ..."”

“No.” Lilly shook her head. Then she
decided to be bold. “I didn’t know you
had a new man,” she said. “Tell me




TIMMY
about him. What’s his full name? What

is he like? What does he do?”

The smile faded from Timmy’s lips.
“Name's Bill,” she replied, folding Ed-
gar’s shirt and reaching down into her
wicker basket for another damp white
bundle. “Bill don’t do nothing much,”
she added with a grunt.

“Oh, Timmy. I'm sorry,” said Lilly
again. The expression had been formed
without her choosing it. She had ex-
pected more from Timmy — a story, a
ribald explanation of Bill’s do-nothing
attitude — but that was no reason for her
to be sorry, and when the maid remained
silent as she wrung out the shirt be-
tween her pudgy, dark pink hands, she
wished she could recall the phrase. “He
don’t do nothing . . . that one,” she heard
Timmy say, almost belligerently, bending
low over the plane of the board now so
that her ample bosoms were pendant be-
hind the pinafore, and when she saw her
reach for the hot iron again, Lilly sud-
denly blurted: “Timmy. . ..”

The maid looked up.

“. .. I .don’t know whether it's neces-
sary for you to do Mr. Golden's shirts
with such care now,” Lilly said.

Timmy’s smooth forehead was dense
with perspiration and her hand was
clutching the iron. “No, ma'am?” she
asked, incredulously.

“No,” Lilly announced, gaining cour-
age. “As a malter of faet, there’s a lot
of Mr. Golden’s stuff lying around that
we ought to organize and throw away.
I tried to do some things when you were
gone, but I didn’t know where to begin
or what to do with certain items. There’s
all his suits, for instance. Some are like
new. My husband was quite a dandy,
you know. Maybe your Bill can use
them?”

“No, ma'am. Not Bill,” the maid
spoke loudly and sternly. She stared
hard at Lilly as if delivering a prepared
lecture. “Bill wouldn’t like no hand-me-
downs. . ..”

Lilly’s throat went dry: “I see. . ..

Turning away, she tried to close her
eyes, to shut the incident from her
thoughts, to dissociate herself from this
second blunder. She realized she might
have offended her old friend by offering
a dead man’s clothes to her new lover.
Negroes, she knew, were apt to be super-
stitious. But she had meant no offense.
She swore she hadn’t. She had only
thought that Bill might want to make use
of such nice clothes. Walking barefoot
to the stove to pour herself a second cup

”

of coffee, Lilly could feel Timmy's eyes
upon the back of her neck, and she was
aware of a strong, cheap perfume.
“Ma’am?” she heard. Spinning around
so that she spilt some of the coffee into
the saucer, Lilly saw the maid staring
down at the wilted monogram on the
damp white shirt.

She whispered: “Yes?”

“Ma’am,” Timmy’s lips moved again,

“Yes,” she replied.

“Maybe you don’t understand what
I meant. , ; .~

*Oh, never mind,” Lilly interrupted.

“But Mrs. Goldenhoney. . . ."”

“Timmy, I think I understand and
I certainly didn’t mean to offend your
Bill: however, 1 do think we ought to
try and dispose of these things come
what may.”

She ‘waited patiently for the colored
woman to agree with her, but when not
another word was said, Lilly lit a fresh
cigarette from the still-smouldering butt
end and began to speak again in a hoarse,
croaking voice. “Timmy.” she asked
then, “along these lines . . . what would
you say . . . how would you like a full
time job?”

Timmy gave no sign that she had un-
derstood. She brushed the sweat off her
forehead and again started to lift the
iron.

“Didn’t you hear what I asked you?”
Lilly’s throat began to hurt. “Do you
understand what I mean?”

The maid breathed heavily. “I heard
you and I understan’ and T was thinkin’
about it....”

“Well . .. what do you think?”

“Well now, Mrs. Goldenhoney, I think
that’s darn nice of you, but, ma’am,” she
smiled. “you see. I don’ know’s if Bill
would like that idea. .. .”

“But he can sleep in with you. What
is there not to like about it?”

*Oh . .. you know.” the maid turned
shy.

Lilly could no longer contain her curi-
osity. More than ever before, she felt
that she did not know and that Timmy
was not trying to understand what she
had offered her. “Do you always do
what this Bill likes you to do?” she asked
sharply. Then: “Why him and not the
others?”

Timmy mimicked shock. Her mouth
fell open. “Because Bill . . . he ain't like
any of the others,” she said, and when
Lilly didn’t let on that she had under-
stood, Timmy added: *I mean he’s dif-
ferent . . . treats me good. Them others
. . . they don’t give a good goddamn for
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old Timmy . . . all except Bill. . . .
He’s serious with me. Now do you un-
derstan’?”

She paused to see if her message had
been understood before adding, with an-
other curious heave of her shoulders:
“Matter of fact . . . Bill, he say he don’
want me to work here at all no more.
He say I could do much better in a fac-
tory. But I keeps telling him about you
and how you needed me now that the
Mister is passed away and he say okay
. . . okay, maybe you should stay on a
while, Timmy, until she is straightened
out with the estate and can move in with
her folks. ..."”

The maid’s voice trailed off as she saw
Mrs. Golden clap her hands over her
burning ears. Then it rose again for a
moment, but Lilly clearly was no longer
listening. The dullest of headaches was
coming on her and she had already begun
to reply in an uncanny echo of a voice:
“That’'s very understanding of Bill.
Thank you, Timmy. Bill is very under-
standing and you are being too kind . . .
but . . . I hadn’t planned to move in with
my folks ever. ., ."”

Timmy interrupted: “Mrs. Golden,
you oughtn't to talk that way. . .."”

“Why not?” Lilly cried. “Don’t you
understand that I don’t like them any
better than you do?”

The maid did not answer. She merely
shook her head as a further warning to
Lilly before turning away to resume her
ironing. And Lilly, wanting to beg her
now to stop, became strident: “Why are
you treating me like this? You're lying
again, aren’t you? You...."”

But in the middle of that last sentence,
a sudden surge of humiliation went
through her. The extent of her own im-
pudence became unbearable as she per-
ceived that Timmy would never have
considered such an arrangement even if
there had been no Bill. Then Lilly felt
terribly meager and embarrassed in the
presence of the stout, complacent col-
ored woman. She pushed aside her stool
and walked to the doorway. But spite
got the better of her once again. Turning,
she announced: “l am going upstairs to
dress. Then 1 am going shopping. When
you get a chance I want you to clean out
Mr. Golden's closet. Keep anything you
think Bill will like. I'm sure he can't
be that particular.”

“Uh huh.”

That special grunting sound of the
maid’s pierced Lilly’s being, draining the
spite from her so that — for a moment —
she stared at the stolid figure bent low
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over the ironing board with a quiet ten-
derness, but when she tried to imagine
Timmy once more as she had in her
fantasies, her eyes filled with tears and
she had to flee upstairs.

Twenty minutes later a hot bath had
revived her sufficiently to allow her to
dress and stand fully clothed for the
street on the top landing. As she went
down the stairs, Lilly heard Timmy vacu-
uming and humming to herself in the
living-room. She said nothing to the
maid as she rushed out onto the front
steps, but when she returned from the
supermarket and the bank an hour and
a half later, still wide-eyed from the un-
accustomed glare of day, Timmy had
fled. The old house was deserted once
more. The shutters banged; the floors
rang with her footsteps; and there was
not even a note left behind, although
Timmy had not taken any of her uni-
forms and had carefully placed Edgar’s
shirts on the bed above her pillow.

That evening Mrs. Golden could not
sleep. As she lay in the darkness of her
room with her eyes open she imagined
as if in a dream that Timmy had been
caught in a tenement fire and was dying
of burns. Rushing to the hospital by
taxi, she knew that she would offer to
forgive the maid, but when she was
ushered into the dingy, tiled hospital
room she saw Edgar’s naked white body
lying on the bed.

She cried out.

Early the next morning a man called
on the telephone.

Timmy was taking a job in a factory,
he said. She was not going to do house-
work any more. Whatever was still owed,
Mrs. Golden could send care of Bill
Dawson at Post Office Box E 120, Bronx
11, N.Y.

“Did you write that number down?”
the man asked.

Sprawled across her bed, Lilly Golden
swallowed painfully as she assured the
man that she had copied the address.

“Timmy says it comes to twentv-nine
dollars and seventy-five cents for three
days plus carfare and for you to send
a money order, not a check,” the man
said then,

“All right,” went Lilly, before realiz-
ing that she had something more to say,
a message to give. She added: “I hope
Timmy will be happy and that she will
forgive me for what I said. I was sorry
that she had to leave so abruptly.”

But when she heard the dial tone break
in she knew that Timmy's boy friend had
already hung up, n
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