back to sleep. They were hoth young versions of
Woody.

“You see all them knotholes in the floor and in
the walls?”

They locked around. You could see about a
dozen.

Woody said, “You get those covered up before
breakfast time. Any more sand comes in here
through one of them knotholes, you have to eat it
oft the floor with ketchup.”

"What about sand that comes in through the
cracks?" Kiyo said.

Woody stood up very straight, which in itself
was funny, since he was only about five-foot-six.

"Don't worry about the cracks,” he said. “Differ-
ent kind of sand comes in through the cracks”

He put his hands on his hips and gave Kivo a
sternly comic look, squinting at him through one
eye the way Papa would when he was asserting his
authority. Woody mimicked Papa's voice: “And [
can tell the difference. So be careful.”

The boys laughed and went to work nailing
down lids. May started sweeping out the sand. |
was helping Mama fold the clothes we'd used for
cover, when Woody came over and put his arm
around her shoulder. He was short; she was even
shorter, under five feet.

He said softly, “You okay, Mama?"
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