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      The trailer shook with the sounds of yelling and the stomping of feet. Dusty could never say later which it was that woke her from the last sound sleep she’d get for many years. Her mother’s voice held tears, practically dripping from the words, and she was yelling in English which made it hard for Dusty to understand.

      She rolled off her narrow bed and onto the floor, her light body barely making a thump and that thump so quiet it wouldn’t be heard over the yelling.

      “I can take your daughter and toss her over the border!” That was a man. Confident. Probably the man in the jeans and hat that her mother always told her to hide from. He was a bad man.

      Dusty felt around for her shoes beneath the bed. Her eyes wandered her small room in the singlewide trailer, seeing the shadow of the dresser along the other wall and the toy chest beneath the window. In the light she would see it was painted blue and yellow. It, as much as any toy inside, was her prized possession, made for her by her father. He built things. That was why he was in the city and not here in the trailer to protect her mother and her from a man who would toss her over the border.

      “She’s a citizen.” There was more anger in her mother’s voice than Dusty had ever heard, even that time she’d ridden her bicycle out into the road, nearly getting hit by a car.

      Dusty found her shoes, the worn, soft sides filling her hands. Her fingers shook as she put them on, still in the gray darkness of early night. She didn’t know how long she’d been asleep.

      Once her shoes were on, she pulled her teddy bear to her. It smelled of vanilla and spice like her mother and then a deeper scent of dust and something old. But teddy was old, as old as she was, which was ancient for a bear. Dusty stood quietly. Her mother might make the trailer shake, but Dusty was small enough that the trailer didn’t move.

      “I’ll take her if you aren’t willing.”

      “Don’t make me…” Tears happened as her mother’s voice trailed off. Dusty didn’t know what her mother didn’t want to be made to do. Her mother had said if she heard such a fight she was to get out and not try and understand the English words.

      “Is it like with Juan’s parents?” Dusty had asked. Juan had been a friend of hers in third grade. His parents hadn’t been legal, although how a person could be illegal, Dusty wasn’t certain.

      “No. Not like Juan’s parents. Your father is a citizen and I have a green card,” her mother said. “And you. You were born here in the United States.”

      “Wasn’t Juan born here?” Dusty asked.

      Her mother hadn’t answered, probably because she wasn’t certain. Or maybe he had been but had to leave because his parents had to leave. All Dusty knew was that he had been in school one day and gone the next. The trailer his family lived in sat empty for a few months before someone else moved in, an older woman and her daughter, all grown. The two looked after the trailer park cats, getting them “fixed”, although Dusty never knew a cat to be broken.

      “If you ever hear yelling, don’t stop. Run to Granny.” Her mother’s voice had been stern and she’d looked into Dusty’s dark eyes, meeting them with something almost frighteningly serious in her own.

      “Granny. Remember Granny. You’ll know you have to go because I’ll be speaking English faster than you can pick up, unless you’re grown, in which case you’ll understand when you need to flee.” That was all said in Spanish. Spanish was for serious discussion, the language her mother was most comfortable in.

      Dusty floated between the worlds of Spanish and English speaking whichever was around her at the time, but Spanish was a language that smelled of home and family and knowing she was loved. English was the school and town language which meant she was never certain about her place.

      The air floating in from the window was crisp. Dusty crawled out, carefully taking teddy with her. She didn’t know why her mother insisted she take the bear but she had.

      “Granny will understand.”

      Granny wasn’t even Dusty’s granny. She was just Granny, a large blind woman of the Hopi tribe that lived in the small town. She was built low to the ground and wider than any other woman Dusty knew. Though she couldn’t see she always smiled at Dusty when she passed Granny’s seat not far from the local grocer.

      When she was small, Dusty had tried to sneak up on Granny but she’d never been able to.

      “She just hears you, is all,” Marta said, tossing her long dark hair over her shoulder. Marta was all about makeup and dresses and how her hair looked.

      Dusty sometimes found Marta’s preoccupations frustrating, preferring to run on the playground and squabble with the boys. It was why her nickname stuck. She tended to come in covered in the dust of the desert, dragging the grains of the sands that blew through the wind on her hair and her clothing. Still, Marta was her best girlfriend.

      The night wasn’t very windy, holding only a slight breeze. Dusty smelled burnt toast from somewhere nearby, probably from one of the trailers in the little court where they lived. She stayed in the shadows of their trailer, looking around. A large white truck sat behind her mother’s little blue Ford hatchback. The car was dark and shadowed against the screaming whiteness of the truck, like a bug about to be devoured.

      Dusty went to her right. Either direction would take her out of the court soon enough. But this way she didn’t have to run past the truck, lest someone come from the main door of the house and find her, grabbing her to toss her over the border.

      She didn’t know what that meant, exactly, but it scared her, being referred to as some “thing” that could be tossed. And her mother was afraid of that as well. Her mother’s fear leaked into her so she was terrified.

      Two cats growled and spit, making Dusty jump while she fled into the shadows. She carried the teddy bear with both arms wrapped around it. The night was warm enough that it didn’t matter that she was running around in pajamas that were light shorts and a t-shirt, her feet in shoes but no socks. Her hair was unbraided and even the light breeze brushed it across her face, keeping her from seeing the night clearly.

      She ran beside the asphalt road, in the weeds and dirt, kicking up some dust but not as much as she might kick up in the day. She was trying to be quiet. She passed the large double wide trailers that had the prime spots, such as they were, in the park. Those had larger lots and no other neighbors behind. Behind there was only the broad flat expanse of burnt orange land.

      Dusty came to more single wides, like the one she and her family lived in. Her father was working to save up for a real house on their own land, closer to the city. For now, this worked. Her mother worked in the café in town, not far from where Granny sat on her bench. Dusty ran around the land trying to catch lizards and laughing with the other children her age. She avoided the pasty and sunburnt men in large white rounded hats that looked evil to her, because she knew the harm they could bring to her and her friends.

      She wasn’t even breathing hard when she made it to the main road. She turned down the road, passing the low brick wall that divided the road from the trailer park. There were no cars at that time of the night. There were rarely cars during the day. It was a barren place accented by thick tumble weeds, and low brush that eked out a living along the two-laned road that ran between the small town and, as far as Dusty knew, nowhere.

      She imagined the road going off into the desert and just ending there because she had never gone that way. The town, the school, even the city that her father worked in were all to her right. So she followed that path. Her friends lived that way too.

      Marta’s family lived in a shack that wasn’t two blocks down. Dusty passed that place, looking longingly down that dirt road that ran to three small houses, clustered together as if for protection. They looked much alike in the dark, low shadows with but a few lights. In the daylight they were different as salt and pepper. Marta’s home was small but it was colorful and loud. The other two were larger but the people in them were quieter, though the one on the right had a little girl that liked to play with Dusty and Marta. Marta thought the girl was far too young to be interesting so they avoided her when they could.

      Dusty paused in her running to consider Marta’s house. A low light, probably from the room in front that held the television Marta and Dusty watched, came faintly from the house. Marta’s family might help her but her mother had always told her to find Granny.

      Dusty hugged Teddy tighter to her chest and went back to running. Her shoes slapped against the dirt and she scuffed her way along, nearly tripping on a stray rock when she wasn’t watching. She didn’t want to run in the road, afraid that a car would sneak up on her and run her down. A coyote howled somewhere, not too far away but not so close that she had any fears.

      The land was empty and dark after she passed by Marta’s street. There weren’t many street lamps and none between there and the town. Dusty always shivered when she rode in the car with her mother through the darkness. The land was ghostly, like being in space. Dusty pushed herself forward, reminding herself that Jedi knights wouldn’t be afraid even if they were jumping off into space. Jedis didn’t get afraid.

      Teddy was there to help her. She clutched him harder, running for Granny’s. The breeze became a gust of wind, threatening to lift her feet from the ground, but Dusty plunged onward. She would find Granny. She would do as her mother had asked, although halfway through the darkness, when the pale light from the street lamp that lighted the way down the main street in front of the grocer and the café and two taverns was just barely visible, she wondered what she would do if Granny wasn’t in her usual spot.

      Dusty tried to push that thought away. Granny was always there. But even as young as she was, Dusty knew that people had to rest. Granny didn’t live on that bench outside the grocer. She had to have a home. Dusty had no idea where that was.

      Still she hurried forward. Her mother had said she should find her. That meant that she could.

      Coming to the lighted road that was the town, Dusty stayed in the shadow of the darkened grocer. There were low lights inside, suggesting that someone might be there but everything was locked up tight and the areas further back were dark and barren.

      Dusty smelled French fries from the tavern down the way. The beat of music reached her ears, drums and cymbals clashing, a frantic rhythm that echoed that of her heart when she saw that Granny wasn’t on the bench. Dusty stopped, burying her head against Teddy.

      She walked more slowly towards the town, wondering where Granny would be. There was no one in the Café. There weren’t even any lights from there at all. Ahead were the two taverns, and the small pharmacy where her mother bought Aspirin because it was cheaper than at the grocer.

      An alley opened to Dusty’s right. She slipped into the shadows, planning to hide.

      She heard the sound of water flowing against the ground. Smelled the ammonia scent of urine as she glanced over. She pressed herself against the wall, hoping to hide in the shadows, wishing she wore dark blue rather than lavender and pink pajamas.

      The man who had been peeing in the alley passed by her. He was nearly gone when he turned, looking at her, and smiled.

      Dusty looked up at him.

      He was dark haired, clean shaven. He was taller than her father. Tall like the gringos who sometimes spent time in town, though not usually for very long.

      He grinned. “Hello there little girl. Are you lost?”

      “No.” Dusty said. She wasn’t lost at all.

      “Your mama working over there?” He nodded towards the tavern.

      “No.” Dusty wasn’t sure that was the right
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