
1. Firewood for Lily
Lilac time was here again. The scent of lilac

blooms was so heavy in the air that it blotted out
the other familiar small-town smells. “This town
should be named Lilacville instead of Trentville,”
declared Mabel Burky, as she skipped along the
board sidewalk. “There are lilacs everywhere. Is
there a lawn in the whole town that doesn’t have at
least one lilac bush?”
“I guess not,” panted Betty as she hurried to

keep up with her older sister. “But Lilacville would
be a good name only in the spring, because that’s
when the lilacs are blooming.”
Thirteen-year-old Mabel tossed her head. “The

lilac bushes are here year-round. I still think we
should change this town’s name.”
Betty did not reply. She had learned during her

nine years that it was not easy to change Mabel’s
mind once it was made up. Of course, there were
times when Betty did argue, but it was wasted
breath to quarrel about something that was in no
danger of happening anyway.
Mabel’s skipping had taken her quite far ahead.

“Here we are at Mary’s place!” she called back.
“As though I don’t know the Kaufmans’ home

when I see it,” muttered Betty. She ran the last few
steps to join Mabel at the yard gate.
“Look at their lilacs!” exclaimed Mabel with a
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sweep of her arm. “They are especially grand, don’t
you think? And every possible color too! Pink,
white, purple, and red. M-m-m-m-m.” She drew in a
deep breath of the lilacs’ powerful aroma.
Indeed, the Kaufmans’ small white house was

practically hidden behind towering lilac bushes. As
the Burky girls stood admiring them, Mary came
running from the house. Eleven-and-a-half years
old, Mary was exactly halfway between Mabel and
Betty. Mary had brown hair and bright brown eyes
that brightened even more when she saw her visi-
tors.
“I’m so glad you came! May you stay for the after-

noon, I hope?” she cried.
“Till 4 o’clock,” was Mabel’s reply.
“Do you know what I was planning to do?” Mary

went on excitedly.
“No. What?” chimed the Burkys.
“I thought I’d walk down to the river.”
Betty clasped her hands happily, her blue eyes

shining with delight. “That would be marvelous!”
she declared.
Mabel nodded eagerly. Like Betty’s, her eyes

were blue, but the hair peeking from under her
sunbonnet was dark-blonde, while Betty’s was red-
blonde. “I haven’t been to the river for a long time,”
Mabel said.
“Let’s go right away!” Mary tied her sunbonnet

more securely, and the three friends were off down
the board sidewalk. At the end of the street, the
rough planks gave way to a grassy path that led
downhill to the river’s edge.
The Trent was not a very big river, just barely big

enough to be called a river instead of a creek, but

2



its waters were swift-flowing. In this year of 1931
the stream still provided power for several indus-
tries.
Betty shaded her eyes and peered upstream. “I

can see the flour mill where Father works,” she
said.
“And on the other side of the river is the lumber

mill where my father works,” Mary said.
Mabel asked, “That building way up the hill is

the woolen mill, isn’t it?”
“Yes,” replied Mary. “Dad says it used to be pow-

ered by the river too, but it has all electric power
now. When it’s running, that is.”
“What do you mean? Isn’t the woolen mill run-

ning all the time?” Mabel wanted to know.
Mary shook her head. “Hard times, you know. A

lot of the people who used to work at the woolen
mill are out of a job now. Lily’s father is one of those
unlucky folks.”
“Lily Ehrens? But what does her father do for a

living now?” questioned Mabel.
“He doesn’t do anything for a living. He travels

all over hunting for a job,” Mary answered.
“I wonder if all the Ehrens’ little children have

enough to eat?” Betty asked sympathetically. “My
mother says some families are nearly starving
nowadays because they don’t have enough money.”
The three girls fell silent. Although the spring

sun was still shining as brightly as before, a cloud
seemed to have settled upon them. The thought of
hard times was still new. The difficulties of the
1930s were only beginning to be felt in their town.
Suddenly, Mary clapped her hand to her mouth

and exclaimed in a low voice, “Why, there’s Lily
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Ehrens herself, walking our way along the river!
What is she doing? She’s bent over, watching the
ground, and carrying something in her arms.”
“Sh-h-h,” warned Mabel. “I don’t think she’s seen

us yet. I hope she keeps coming; then we can talk
with her.”
Lily did not notice the girls until she was almost

upon them. “Why, hello!” Her light brown eyes were
first surprised, then embarrassed. Quickly she
dropped what she had been carrying.
“What did you want with that bundle of twigs?”

Betty asked curiously.
Lily’s fair features colored. “I . . . I was gathering

wood. For Mother’s cooking fire.”
“Don’t you have a gas stove?” Mary wanted to

know. Like Betty, she had no intention of being
rude. She was simply curious.
“Yes, but they cut off the gas. We couldn’t pay for

it anymore,” came Lily’s sober reply.
“Oh. Because your father doesn’t have a job,”

Mabel said sympathetically. Then she added impul-
sively, “May we help you gather wood?”
The smile came back to Lily’s lips. “If you like. I

haven’t found much yet. I guess I’m not the only
one who hunts for wood along the river.”
“Lots of other people are out of work too,” Mabel

told her, as though that would make her feel better.
“Let’s spread out, girls. We’ll walk along this side
and meet again up by that big willow tree. Let’s see
who finds the most wood!”
“You will, of course,” Betty grumbled as she

watched her older sister walk purposefully away.
That was just like Mabel, making a contest out of
something like this. Betty didn’t like contests.
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Mabel always won them anyway.
Still, Betty began hunting for dry branches along

with the rest. At first she thought there were none
to be seen. But after awhile she came upon a few
twigs, and later on she found a fairly large piece of
a branch.
Nor did the others come to the willow tree empty-

handed. Lily broke into smiles when she saw their
armloads. “Why, that’s more than I can carry home
at one time!”
“We’ll help,” cried Mary. “We could carry the

wood at least partway for you. Did you follow the
river all the way from your home?”
“Yes, I did. The riverbank is the best place I’ve

found for hunting firewood.” Lily picked up her load
and led the way upriver. Now they were passing
many factories and houses through the heart of the
town.
Finally Lily said, “This is where I leave the river.

See, here is Elm Street. Our house is at the other
end of Elm Street. If you put the wood down here,
I’ll come back and get it.”
“We’d like to carry it all the way for you, but

we’re supposed to be home by 4 o’clock,” Mabel said.
Lily replied, “That’s all right, you’ve helped me a

lot! Thank you very much.”
“You’re welcome,” called the three girls as they

started for home.
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