Sand and the Strange Box
The men brought an odd
concrete box nearly as tall as me
and set it up in our village. I tried
to sneak up and look inside, but
Mama snagged the back of my
dress and pulled me back. I was
bouncing on my toes with

One of the steal molds used to make the
concrete filter that will hold the layers of
gravel, crushed rock and fine sand.

excitement. When I asked Mama
what it was for, she told me if I
was very good today, I could
come back later and watch.
“Later! But later is so long!”

But she would have none
of it, and I slumped my
shoulders in defeat.
Oh, I forgot to introduce
myself. My name is Amna,
and I am eight years old.
Mama told me my
name means “The
One Who is Peaceful.”
She named me Amna
because when I was
born, I hardly made a
sound. I just laid there
and sucked my
thumb. Mama often
reminds me of my
name. In fact, she
never stops. I don’t
know why.
I wanted so desperately to stay and watch, but
Mama said we had to work.
No work meant no pay, and
no pay meant no food. She
says that a lot. I sighed as
Mama dragged me away.

“My name is Amna, and I
am eight years old. Mama
told me my name means
‘The One Who is Peaceful.’”

Today, she taught me more
about plowing and planting

seeds. At first, I was proud that
I was finally tall enough to drive
the team of oxen down the
rows of cleared land. I was the
first! All my friends watched in
envy, and I couldn’t help but
puff out my chest a little walk-
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ing past. That did not last
long. Hour after hour of prodding the stupid oxen to keep
them in a straight line took
forever. I was so bored! Walk,
prod, walk, prod, turn and
start all over again. Ugh! My
back hurt. My friends made
the little holes for the seeds,

and now I watched them.
They had it so easy! All my
muscles ached as I made my
way home, but I still had to
puff out my chest walking
past my friends. I was eight
years old after all. When I
reached the center of the village, I grew excited all over
again! I nearly forgot the visitors and their strange blue
box!

Laid out next to the box
were three screens of fine
metal mesh. I barely glanced
at those. What really caught
my attention was the

“They...poured a glass of

dirty water in the
top...the water came out
clear instead of brown.”

enormous piles of sand and
gravel set all around. I
watched as the men who
had come earlier shoveled
the sand onto
the screens.
Two others held
the screens
between them
and shook them
back and forth. I
asked another
what they were
doing, and he
explained to me how the
smaller grains of sand
would fall through the
screen unto the tarp while
the bits too large to use
would not. I asked him

what they would use the sand for,
and he told me the box would hold
the sand. Yucky water poured into
the top of the blue box would then
soak through a layer of gravel, then
of sand, then of finer sand made
from crushed rock. The bad stuff
would get sucked up and stuck in the
layers while the good water made it
through and dripped out clean on
the other side.
I watched with wide eyes as they
shoveled the gravel and sand into
the concrete box and later poured a
glass of dirty water in the top. It
seemed to take
forever, but the
water came out
clear instead of
brown. I jumped
up from the
ground and did a
little dance. Mama
would be so
happy!
Written by,
Michael Eash
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