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    In memory


    of my mother and grandmother,


    who lived at a time when girls were very different than they are now.


    Or maybe not.
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    Chapter I

    REMEMBERING


    Lilly had never felt so sad. When her best friend Sarah called her to go out and play in the snow, she didn’t want to go. The snow reminded her of when she and her grandmother watched the snow blow and swirl outside the apartment window. It was just a little over a month ago, but it seemed like a year. It was right after they had watched the snow that her grandmother had a stroke. Lilly didn’t know exactly what a stroke was, but she knew that it was something a lot of old people have. Her grandfather, Grandma’s husband, had one about four years ago, when Lilly was nine years old. Grandpa lived for a while, in a nursing home, after his stroke. But Grandma died the same afternoon, in the hospital, while they were looking after her in intensive care.


    Lilly felt that she hadn’t been happy for so long. Not really happy anyway. She tried to be happy, but then she would remember why she felt so sad. She missed her grandmother. And she wouldn’t be able to talk with her ever again—except in her mind.


    Just as she was hanging up the phone from talking to Sarah, Lilly’s mother came down the stairs into the kitchen, tied on her apron, and began to prepare dinner. Lilly recalled that Grandma had given Mom the apron a couple years ago at Christmas. Since her mother rarely wore an apron, Lilly felt that she must be thinking about Grandma, too.


    “Mom,” said Lilly, “I keep thinking about Grandma. I can’t stop. I wish I could visit her just one more time.”


    Lilly’s mother turned from the sink, where she was running water into a pan. “I know, Lilly, I am very sad, too.” She put the pan down, crossed to Lilly and put her arms around her. Both squeezed each other tightly. Then her mother brushed Lilly’s bangs aside and kissed her on her forehead. Her mother hadn’t done that in a long time. It made Lilly feel like a little girl again.


    Then Lilly’s mother said, “I keep remembering things about her–things that happened when I was a girl like you.”


    “Like what?” asked Lilly.


    “Many things, how her hands looked when she peeled potatoes. She could do it so fast. And how she iced our birthday cakes—with a special twirl to make the icing swirls on the cake. She did so many things for us.”


    “Just like you do for us,” said Lilly.


    “Yes, but she did a lot more, because she didn’t have things like a dishwasher, or a dryer for her clothes. She hung the clothes out in the yard, on the clotheslines,” remembered Lilly’s mother, who turned back to the sink where she started peeling carrots.


    “But she didn’t work like you do,” said Lilly.


    “She worked very hard at home—just not out in an office or store or classroom. She was always there for me and my brother and sister.”


    “She told me a lot about it. And she planted a garden, too.”


    “Yes, she did,” said Lilly’s mother, “and when we were older, we helped in the garden—pulling weeds, picking beans. We didn’t always like it though.”


    “And she had flowers, too,” remembered Lilly.


    “Oh, yes. Lots of flowers.”


    “She told me about the flowers when we planted seeds in her boxes on the window. Remember, the zinnias?”


    Lilly’s mother turned back to Lilly, offering her a carrot stick. “You know, it might be good to write about some of the things you and Grandma did together,” suggested Lilly’s mother. “And how you felt about it. I know I’d like to read it.”


    Lilly took a bite of the carrot stick. “I don’t know,” she said slowly. “I wouldn’t know how to start.”


    “You just start where you want to start. With what you think about first, then go from there. And see what happens. You learn what to write by writing. That’s what the writers always say on television.”


    “I don’t know, Mom. It sounds too hard.” Oh, no, thought Lilly. It’s another one of Mom’s projects for me. She’s always coming up with projects for me to do.


    But her mother kept going, “It won’t be hard, not after you get started. And I think you’d be glad later that you did it.”


    The doorbell at the back door rang. Lilly was glad that their conversation had been interrupted. She could see a red snow cap above the line of the window on the door, and she knew it was Sarah. She opened the door and the cold air rushed in.


    “Lilly, you’ve got to come out. It’s perfect for building a snowman—lady.”


    Lilly hesitated briefly, but reconsidered and turned to her mother. “Okay, Mom?” Lilly asked.


    “Sure. You should go out. Grandma wouldn’t want you to stop having fun, or playing with your friends. Dinner will be in about an hour.”


    “Okay, I’ll be right out. As soon as I get dressed. See you there.”


    Lilly ran up the stairs to her room, where she had thrown her coat after school. She pulled her coat on and felt in the pockets for her gloves and hat. The hat was made out of yarn of many different colors—by her grandmother. They had gone together to the fabric store to pick out the yarn. Lilly hadn’t realized that yarn came in so many different colors, and she couldn’t decide which color she wanted, so she chose the one with lots of colors in it—bright colors. There was yellow, next to orange, next to green, next to blue, next to purple, next to red, which was next to yellow. All the colors in a little box of crayons, she had thought, except for brown and black. So that’s the yarn she had chosen. She had worn the hat for three winters now, ever since she started walking to middle school.


    Lilly pulled the hat on, over her ears, checking in the mirror as she went by her dresser.


    “Thanks, Grandma,” she whispered softly. “Thanks for the hat.”


    “I’ll be out front, Mom. Call me when dinner’s ready,” she yelled back as she started out the door.

  


  
    Chapter II

    SNOW LADY


    Sarah was in her front yard rolling a snow ball. There was already a large snow ball in the middle of the yard.


    “Come on, Lilly. We’ve got to make ours look better than Jim and Gary’s. I’ve got my sunflower hat and Mom’s old sweater to put on our lady. Help me get this snow ball on top of the big one.”


    Jim, the fellow who lived across the street, and Gary, his best friend, were already putting a pair of sunglasses on their snowman.


    “Hey, cool,” said Jim.


    “No, cold,” said Sarah. “Maybe your snowman can invite our snow lady to the winter dance.”


    “Forget it,” said Gary. “He’s cruising the beach in his Porsche.”


    It was easy to roll the ball for a head that Sarah and Lilly then placed on the two-part body of their snow lady. She seemed a little fat around the middle, but they patted her down and then pulled the sweater around her drooping shoulders. Then they added the hat.


    “She looks just like Mrs. Foster,” observed Sarah.


    “Your mom wouldn’t like to hear you say that,” said Lilly. “They’re her clothes.”


    “Oh, yeah” said Sarah, “but Mom isn’t that big around. She needs eyes, Lilly. Let’s find some rocks from Mom’s garden. And some yarn for the mouth. I think Mom has some red yarn. I’ll get it while you find the rocks.” Sarah ran around to the back door.


    “Hurry. I’m getting cold.” You can’t say no to Sarah, thought Lilly. She’s always thinking up something to do.


    It was still snowing and flakes landed on Lilly’s sleeve. They were big—and looked lacey—just like the lace shapes her grandmother used to crochet. Lilly blew the flakes from her sleeve and went to Mrs. Sherman’s flower bed to find two rocks that would make good eyes for their snow lady. She brushed aside the snow and found two smooth, dark ones that she took to try out.


    Sarah returned with a long piece of red yarn that they stuck on at the right place and shaped into a happy mouth. With the sunflower hat and the big red smile she looked like a clown. “She’s a big happy clown snow lady,” laughed Sarah.


    “Or Mrs. Foster,” added Lilly. They both laughed. For a moment Lilly felt good—the way she used to feel before her grandma died.


    “I’ve got to go in now and set the table for dinner,” Lilly said. “My nose is running from the cold anyway. See you tomorrow, Sarah. Thanks for asking me to help you. I like our lady.”


    “Be happy, again, Lilly. I know you miss your grandmother, but she was old.”


    Lilly looked at Sarah for a moment and then managed to say quietly, “I know.” She felt as if she might cry, so she quickly turned and ran around to the back porch, where she could leave her snowy clothes.


    Old! she thought. But she was one of my best friends, she wanted to tell Sarah. Just like Sarah was a best friend. She never built a snow lady with her grandma, but she did lots of other things with her. Lilly knew that Sarah was just trying to be nice, but she didn’t understand how Lilly was feeling.

  


  
    Chapter III

    GOOD SMELLS


    On the back porch Lilly shook her coat and hung it on a hook. Then she stamped the snow off her snow packs and opened the door to the warm kitchen. The hot air made her cold cheeks prickle, but it felt good. And it smelled good.


    “What are you making, Mom?”


    “Hash, from the leftover roast. Nothing fancy.”


    “It smells good,” Lilly said. “I’ll be right back down to set the table.”


    She went up the back steps to the bathroom, where she blew her nose, combed her hair, and washed her hands. Her cheeks looked red in the mirror and her hands still tingled from the cold.


    She returned to the kitchen. “Is everyone here for dinner?”


    “I guess so,” Lilly’s mother said. “I think Brent has band practice and may be a little late. Dad should be here soon.”


    Lilly’s dad was a vice-principal at a middle school Lilly didn’t go to. It was across town. Lilly thought her Dad was very special, but she was glad she didn’t go to his school. He had to take care of the students, usually boys, who got in trouble. She thought it would be hard having her father be the one to give out punishments—especially if they were to her friends. She knew he tried to be understanding, and the kids liked him, but sometimes he had to expel them for a while or call their parents in to talk with them. She wouldn’t like that.


    Lilly decided to use the plates her grandmother had used at her apartment. There were just enough for four people, because it was an old set and many had been broken. She had broken a couple herself when she had helped Grandma wash the dishes. The dishes were white with light pink dogwood tree flowers on them—and green branches between the flowers. She and her grandmother had eaten on them often when she stayed overnight. It made her sad to remember, but she was glad to be able to keep using them and to remember the meals they had together. Since her grandmother died, she had had many different feelings that she had never had before—at least not for so long. She wanted to think of her, to remember her, but then she would feel like crying, so she wouldn’t want to think about her. It was very weird. She hoped she wasn’t going crazy.


    The back door opened suddenly, and Lilly jumped. Her brother clumped in with his trumpet case and book bag.


    “Wow, it’s snowing harder again.”


    “Well, shut the door. And shake off the snow before you come in,” exclaimed Lilly. She may have sounded mad at him, but she was really glad that he had made it home.


    “Oh, don’t you like the snow?” he said, as he took off his hat and shook it in Lilly’s direction.


    “Breeent, you’re getting that on the table.”


    Lilly and her brother were good friends, but she knew he didn’t like it when she told him what to do.


    “Ohhh, that smells good. I’m starved.” Brent dropped his book bag in the corner, picked up his trumpet case and headed up the stairs.


    His mother entered the kitchen and assured him, “We’ll eat by six—even if your father isn’t here yet. He may have a meeting or something.”


    “Or he could be caught in traffic,” Brent offered. “It was hard to go very fast through the snow.”


    “How did you get home?” his mother asked.


    “Clark’s father dropped me off at the corner,” said Brent.

  


  
    Chapter IV

    SNOW DAY


    The snow continued into the night and the next morning. Just as Lilly was trying to make herself get out of bed, her mother knocked gently on her bedroom door.


    “I’m getting up,” moaned Lilly.


    “Never mind,” her mother said, as she peeked in. “There’s no school.”


    “Why?” yelled Brent from across the hall.


    “Too much snow on the roads for the buses.” Lilly’s mother closed her door. She could hear her mother say to Brent, “You can stay in bed.”


    “Great,” he replied.


    Lilly leaned up on one elbow so she could see out the window. The whole world seemed white. She got up and looked out. Nothing was moving, except a sand truck had obviously been down the street. A pile of snow, about five inches high, capped Mrs. Foster’s trash can down the street and Sarah’s bird feeder next door. A big jay was sweeping away the snow with his beak, so he could get to the seeds underneath.


    The poor birds, thought Lilly. How do they know what’s under the snow? Then she remembered again. They had watched the birds many times—out her grandmother’s apartment window. She pushed the thought from her mind.


    Beginning to feel the cold on her bare feet, Lilly jumped back in bed, pulled the covers up and snuggled under the warm mounds of her comforter.


    We’ll miss our Friday test in algebra, she thought. I wonder if we
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