She didn't look at him, she just kept folding
clothes and said, "Can we get the cracks covered
too, Woody?"

Outside the sky was clear, but icy gusts of wind
were buffeting our barracks every fow minutes,
sending fresh dust puffs up through the floor-
boards. May’s broom could barely keep up with it,
and our oil heater could scarcely hold its own
against the drafts.

“We'll get this whole place as tight as a barrel,
Mama. | already met a guy who told me where
they pile all the scrap lumber”

“Scrap?”

“That’s all they got. | mean, they're still build-
ing the camp, you know. Sixteen blocks left to 2o,
After that, they say maybe we'll get some stuff to
fix the insides a little bit.”

Her eves blazed then, her voice quictly furious.
“Woody, we can't live like this. Animals live like
this"

It was hard to get Woody down. He'd keep
smiling when everybody else was ready to ex-
plode. Grief flickered in his eyes. He blinked it
away and hugged her tighter. "We'll make it hetter,
Mama. You watch.”

We could hear voices in other cubicles now. Be-
vond the wall Woody's baby girl started to Cry.

“Thave to go over to the kitchen,” he said, “see if
those guys got a pot for heating bottles. That oil
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