Mrs. Tammy Johnson had gotten the idea from a magazine in 1953. That was when she and Howard had first moved to Montgomery. It had been one of those homemaker’s magazines that taught you the proper technique of dusting wooden furniture and how to greet your husband when he came home from work. Every time she sinned, she was to place a penny into a jar; the coins were to be donated to a charity as a reminder that even good can come from sin. Tammy had cleaned out a bulky jam jar after reading the article and was ready to start doing her part. 

For fifty years she added to her jar. Every time she lied to someone or had a malicious thought about Howard, she took a red cent wording it this way seems kind of strange. Consider just saying “penny” from her pocket and deposited it. 

On their fifty-third anniversary, while sucking down oysters, her husband choked to death. A week later, Mrs. Trayborne came over after church to help clean out his things. It was midmorning and the sun shined through the blinds onto Tammy’s purple flower-quilted bed. “It’s better to get the constant I’d take this out and add “of him” after -> reminders out of the house and give them to someone who might need them,” Mrs. Trayborne said. 

The two boxed his old high school trophies, ashtrays, the Styrofoam head that used to hold his ugly toupee, which after much thought, they had decided to bury him without. Mrs. Trayborne put the head and toupee in a box. “It wasn’t fooling anyone,” she said. 

Tammy smiled. “I don’t think he ever noticed.” 

When Mrs. Trayborne came across his underwear drawer, she snatched up a black plastic bag and emptied the whole of the drawer’s contents into it. She did the same with his sock drawer claiming that if they had been wool socks, they would have been salvageable, but the shoddy quality of those white cotton eyesores was appalling. Nice

Tammy inspected her own drawers for items she had borrowed over the years--a comb, a pen, an old calculator--when she came across her jar of pennies. 

“What is that, Tammy?” Mrs. Trayborne asked. 

“It’s only my penny jar. I put a penny in every time I sinned. Now that Howard’s gone, I think I’ll take this with the rest of his things to the Church.” 

“Why they used to have such a thing as that. You worded this…stuffily. It just sounds weird. Like an old red-hat society lady would’ve said fifty years ago They were called indulgences.” She grabbed the jar from Tammy’s hands and rattled it against her ear. “It’s heavy. Well, I don’t like this word as a transition. In my opinion just cut it out or add something like “why don’t we” let’s count them then.” 

Tammy took the jar back and held it tightly to her chest. “I don’t think we should.” 

“What type of sins are we talking about here? Real high society sins or the small stuff?” Good line

“Small stuff,” Tammy said. “Lies. Bad thoughts.” 

“Bad thoughts? I wouldn’t consider those ‘sins’ necessarily. ‘Human nature’ might be more apt. If I had given away a penny for each of my bad thoughts, why I’d be on the streets. Begging for pennies no doubt! Which, of course, I’d just lose to more bad thoughts. You ever heard the phrase ‘a penny for your thoughts?’” 

“Certainly.” 

“This whole situation has completely altered my understanding of it. A shame one can’t get paid on account of their bad thoughts. One could stand to make a fortune.” 

“Would anyone really want to buy another’s thoughts for a penny?” 

“Of course someone might want to buy another’s thoughts. Why sometimes I think George married me just to hear what I had to say. But if he ever knew the good stuff he was missing out on…” 

“I’m not sure Howard ever cared about my thoughts, good or bad. He always thought I was dull. He might have paid a penny for me to keep them in.” 

“Oh, nonsense, Tammy! I’m sure you’ve had several bad thoughts that he ought to have wrapped his thick head around. You were married to him, after all. Why just how many thoughts have you got in there?” 

Tammy spilled the pennies onto her quilt and counted them. In her fifty-three years of marriage she had collected over nine hundred pennies, enough to buy a nice oyster dinner.
How ironic. This was very well written. Very true-to-life and realistic. Somewhat unprecedented on YWS, I think, since we seem to be overwhelmed with high-octane stories and fantasy so often. We seem to be missing the realism…
Anyways, like I said, good job. The dialogue for the most part was delightful. The comments I’ve made above are mainly nit-picks and you’re story would do just fine without my alterations. Keep up the good work.
