
Urban Triumph 
 

[ America - WWI - 1917 ] 
 
 
“It has been twelve days already. Twelve days. Twelve days too long. Twe-lve.” 
 
Thus was the misery of contracting pneumonia, it seemed, because too much time was spent 
cooped up in the bedroom. For twelve days straight Mildred was confined to her cramped 
mattress and her cramped mattress only (aside from the occasional bathroom break, of course). 
She couldn’t risk getting anyone else in her family sick, especially her dear Mother, who worked 
in a sewing factory for producing soldier’s uniforms, or Grandpa, who was in the latter stage of 
his life and therefore susceptible to such malicious illnesses. 
 
Mildred’s thoughts were abruptly interrupted by a voice from her left side. “I’m sorry, my love, 
but you have to rest until you get better. I know you’ve spent a long time in bed. My deepest 
apologies, but there’s nothing I can do.” The response had risen out from an old gentleman. 
There was a hint of a British accent in his deep voice, a subtle reminder of the young days of 
the English countryside before he had immigrated to Chicago. 
 
“Grandpa… please?” Mildred pleaded. “You know how much I love… the outdoors…” Her voice 
trailed off. The glimmer of her eyes faded as her chest constricted and gave way into a series of 
massive, painful coughs. 
 
“No.” Grandpa turned his face dejectedly the other way so that Mildred would not see the pain 
spreading through his visage. The pain was not physical, like hers, but rather mental. He held 
so much empathy for her. Mildred was only a young child. Of course being bed-ridden was not 
fun, especially for a long period of time, but she needed to heal. And healing took place in the 
calm. In the bedroom. She shouldn’t go outside, no matter how much she wanted to. 
 
“Please.” Mildred tried again, hoping that the more she begged, the more successful she would 
be in gaining her desire. “Also, Grandpa, I’m a bit hungry. I think perhaps we should go to a cafe 
and share turkey-and-cheese sandwiches like we used to. It’s still early in the morning and it’s a 
nice day. We should get lunch. Outside.” 
 
“Stop being difficult.” Grandpa clenched his fist for a moment, but relaxed it upon turning his 
gaze once more towards the poor naive child. She had been deprived of so much: from being 
poor, from the Great War, from her various illnesses that she had suffered through, like her 
current pneumonia… Grandpa felt himself giving way a little bit. “This is just out of curiosity: tell 
me, what place would you like to visit the most? Anywhere around the globe.” 
 



There was a split second’s pause before the answer. “The garden. The gardens, of course,” she 
whispered, grasping her cotton blanket until her knuckles turned white. “Oh, I’d love to go there, 
even if it was just for a few minutes.” 
 
This was not the answer that Grandpa expected to hear; he had assumed that she would have 
named some faraway land, like the jungles of the Amazon or the peaks of the Himalayas. “The 
gardens at the public park? Oh my, there’s too many people there. It’ll make you even sicker 
than before, with all of the roaming dogs and strangers.” He mused. “And it’ll take forever to 
drive there, and we need to save on gas.” 
 
“No, not the flower garden.” Mildred’s eyes closed for a moment as she dove into the vivid 
memory stowed away inside the back of her mind. “The victory gardens.” 
 
Grandpa nodded slowly and cradled the child’s hand in his calloused palm. “That’s a good 
choice. Alright, Millie. You win. We can go. But only for a little while, okay?” 
 

- - - 
 
The garden was only one block away, in a vacant public space that used to be a car lot. The 
area was currently a glorious greenery. Grandpa had his own individual plot of land in the 
middle of the temporary war-time garden, where peppers, potatoes, lima beans, and tomatoes 
grew all in a meticulously arranged, straight line. Other neighbors were cultivating their own 
stock of basil, eggplants, and pumpkins. 
 
The shades of crisp green, red, and yellow burst out vibrantly against the dull gray city 
landscape. The whole garden had a beautiful aesthetic. This was what Mildred so very much 
enjoyed. “It’s so pretty,” she whispered. Her blonde hair blew upwards due to the delicate warm 
wind. The bees were swarming around the clover patches that dotted the ground around 
Grandpa’s garden. Grandpa was old—too old for the military—but his hands were steady as he 
brushed away the honeybees and firmly gripped a ripe tomato possessing a perfect shade of 
red. 
 
“Indeed! It is wonderfully beautiful.” His mouth curved upwards into a small grateful smile, one of 
passion and being around such wholesomeness that wasn’t always frequent now that the Great 
War was in full swing. “Can you help with the vegetable picking?” 
 
The sun stretched its way overhead, inch by inch, until it was nearly noon. Its penetrating 
August rays were surprisingly not unbearable, but rather welcoming with a sense of amity. The 
pair’s labor was slow but but they enjoyed every second of it. Before the Great War, everybody 
was able to buy all of their food from the supermarket. But due to food shortages, they now had 
to grow vegetables themselves. The gardening was perhaps a bit inconvenient at times, but it 
never grew tiring—if you had a good companion. 
 



An hour must have passed before Grandpa stood up. His right hand held a basket full of ripe 
vegetables that they had plucked. 
 
“So, what will we do with them? Eat them today?” Mildred inquired. 
 
“Perhaps.” 
 
“The potatoes and carrots look nice. We should make a stew.” 
 
“Hmm… good idea.” A grin remained stuck on Grandpa’s face. Somehow, the visit to the victory 
gardens turned out better than he had ever hoped. Whether it was the fresh air, or the sun, or 
the bees, or the joy in picking vegetables from stems: who knows? But Mildred had not coughed 
a single bit since she had left the house. It was a good sign, a good sign. Things were looking 
better than they had been before. 
 
“Don’t we still have some of that rationed meat that Mom saved up? Don’t we? Don’t we? I 
haven’t had stew in such a long while… Don’t you suppose it’d be a good idea for lunch?” 
 
Grandpa nodded. “You’re absolutely right, darling. It would.” 


