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Prologue
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Set against the backdrop of 1960s London, A Garden Between Us is a moving, character driven novel that spans two decades and traces the hidden consequences of love, class, and silence within a well-to-do English family.

Seventeen-year-old Eleanor Whitmore lives under the watchful gaze of her upper-middle-class parents in a pristine Kensington home. When the family hires a gardener, Albert Greene, to restore their neglected garden, Eleanor is quietly drawn to his soft-spoken son, Thomas, who joins him shortly after finishing school. What begins as a tentative friendship between Eleanor and Thomas deepens into a tender romance, one that must be hidden from the disapproving eyes of her family.

When Eleanor becomes pregnant, her world collapses. Her parents react with shame and calculation: she is sent away to a remote Mother and Baby Home, where secrecy is policy and heartbreak is procedure. Alone, Eleanor gives birth to a son who is taken from her arms before she can even name him.

Returning home, she finds that Thomas and his father have been dismissed without explanation, and life at the Whitmore house resumes as if nothing ever happened. The child is never mentioned again. Years pass. Eleanor watches her siblings marry and move on, and eventually marries a kind man named James. Together, they raise a daughter, Rose. Though Eleanor builds a life of gentle stability, she quietly carries the loss of her first child.

Over a decade later, in 1976, Eleanor receives a letter that will change everything: her son, now grown, has found her. His name is Matthew. The reunion that follows is slow, cautious, and emotionally charged. Eleanor must reckon with the silence that defined so much of her early life, and the son she never had the chance to know must decide whether he can be part of the family she has now.

As Christmas approaches, Eleanor opens her home to Matthew, his adoptive parents, and the family she has since built. What began in secrecy ends in something profound, a Christmas gathering that reunites, forgives, and heals.

A Garden Between Us is a story of generational reconciliation, maternal love, and the quiet courage it takes to remember what was lost and reclaim it.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1
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Kensington, London – Spring 1964

The gardener arrived just after breakfast.

Eleanor Whitmore noticed him from her bedroom window, the one that overlooked the gravel drive and the hedges that had long outgrown their shape. He stood beside a dark green estate car, cap in hand, posture stiff. Her father was speaking to him, gesturing toward the side of the house, probably pointing out the beds that needed attention. From this distance, she couldn’t hear the words, but she could read the tone: polite, clipped, transactional.

She took another sip of tea. Her toast had gone cold on the tray beside her, and the jam had bled into the edges.

The gardener looked out of place. Not in the way that marked the truly desperate, he was well-kept, in a plain brown coat and polished boots, but he carried himself like someone who had learned to keep his head down. The sort of man who knew exactly when to speak and when to disappear.

She liked him instantly.

Downstairs, the house stirred. Her sister Margaret’s heels tapped crisply across the parquet floor. Their mother called out for the ironing to be collected. Their father’s voice followed, lower and sharper, something about a dinner guest and the wrong wine being chilled. It was, Eleanor thought, the usual.

The gardener walked toward the side gate, guided by a housekeeper with a clipboard. And just like that, he vanished from view.

Eleanor rose and moved to the window, angling herself to see where he’d gone. She saw a glimpse of his coat, the edge of his cap, and then nothing but branches and overgrown ivy.

The garden had once been beautiful, or so she was told. There were black-and-white photographs in one of the drawers downstairs, taken before the war. They showed the terrace gleaming in summer light, her grandparents seated beside a fountain that no longer worked, surrounded by trimmed hedges and rose beds in perfect symmetry. Now, the paths were cracked, and the roses had been left to climb wild and awkward over the trellises. Her mother called it a disgrace. Her father called it “someone else’s problem.”

Still, there had been talk at dinner two weeks ago. A neighbour,  Mrs. Penrose, had commented on the state of things. Not directly, of course. Just a raised brow, a passing remark about “standards slipping since the war.” And so, here was the solution: a gardener. Someone to clean things up, trim the hedges, make the place respectable again.

Eleanor had never liked Mrs. Penrose.

She turned away from the window and crossed the room to the writing desk in the corner, where her half-finished letter to her cousin in Yorkshire sat beside a fountain pen. She capped the pen and tucked the paper into a drawer. There was nothing to write about anyway.

At seventeen, Eleanor lived in a world of beautiful boredom. The Whitmore’s had money, not quite enough to be truly grand, but enough to afford a house with columns and staff who wore uniforms. Enough to expect that their children would marry well and behave better. Margaret had already fulfilled the first requirement and was working hard on the second. Edward, the eldest, had gone to Cambridge and now drifted between jobs with the confidence of someone who knew he would never truly fall.

Eleanor, on the other hand, was still “waiting to blossom,” according to her mother. She had declined two suitors already that year, both of whom her parents had hand-picked. One had chewed with his mouth open. The other had spoken for twenty minutes about racing dogs.

She wasn’t being difficult. She simply didn’t see herself in the lives laid out for her. Not in the teas or luncheons or in the way Margaret tilted her head just so when men spoke. Eleanor wanted something else. She just didn’t know what.

Downstairs, the front door closed with a decisive thud. Her father had left for the office.

She changed into her day dress, light blue cotton with a sash at the waist and tied her hair back loosely. Then, quietly, she made her way down the back staircase, past the drawing room, and slipped out the kitchen door.

The air smelled of damp earth and clipped grass. Spring in London still carried winter’s chill, but the sun was out, and the trees were beginning to bloom.

She wandered toward the back of the garden, where the trellises created narrow paths. There, among the tools and buckets, stood the gardener. He was kneeling by one of the beds, hands deep in the soil, planting something with quiet concentration.

He didn’t notice her at first. She watched as he straightened, wiped his hands on his trousers, and studied the space before him. Satisfied, he turned toward the next section and paused when he saw her.

“Morning, miss,” he said, rising slowly.

She hesitated, then nodded. “Good morning.”

There was a pause, not awkward, but expectant.

“Nice day for it,” she offered.

He smiled, and it changed his whole face. “Better than the last few, that’s for sure.”

She stepped closer. “What are you planting?”

“Roses. They said you used to have climbers here. Thought I’d start with something classic.”

She looked down at the small pots lined neatly along the stone path. “They were my grandmother’s favourite.”

He nodded. “Mine too. I’m Albert Greene, by the way.”

“Eleanor Whitmore.”

He looked as though he already knew.

“Pleased to meet you, Miss Whitmore.”

She nodded again, but before she could reply, a voice rang out from the terrace.

“Eleanor! There you are!”

Her mother, smiling too widely, a guest trailing behind her with sunglasses pushed into a nest of carefully arranged curls.

Eleanor stepped back. “I should go.”

“Of course.” He didn’t sound surprised.

She turned and walked back toward the house, shoes crunching softly over gravel.

As she passed through the gate, she glanced
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