A Different Kind of Sand

& woke early, shivering and coated with dust

that had blown up through the knotholes
and in through the slits around the doorway. Dur-
ing the night Mama had unpacked all our clothes
and heaped them on our beds for warmth. Now
our cubicle looked as if a great laundry bag had
exploded and then been sprayed with fine dust
A skin of sand covered the floor. I looked over
Mama's shoulder at Kiyo, on top of his fat mat-
tress, buried under jeans and overcoats and sweat-
ers. His eyebrows were gray, and he was starting to
giggle. He was looking at me, at my gray eyebrows
and coated hair, and pretty soon we were both gig-
gling. I looked at Mama's face to see if she thought
Kivo was funny. She lay very still next to me on
our mattress, her eves scanning everything—bare
rafters, walls, dusty kids—scanning slowly, and I
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