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          Momma was the only one who wasn’t born in Flint so the cold was coldest 

to her. All you could see were her eyes too, and they were shooting bad looks at 

Dad. She always blamed him for bringing her all the way from Alabama to 

Michigan, a state she called a giant icebox. Dad was bundled up on the other 

side of Joey, trying to look at anything but Momma. Next to Dad, sitting with a 

little space between them, was my older brother, Byron.

          Byron had just turned thirteen so he was officially a teenage juvenile 

delinquent and didn’t think it was “cool” to touch anybody or let anyone touch 

him, even if it meant he froze to death. Byron had tucked the blanket between 

him and Dad down into the cushion of the couch to make sure he couldn’t be 

touched. 

          

          Dad turned on the TV to try to make us forget how cold we were but all 

that did was get him in trouble. There was a special news report on Channel 12 

telling about how bad the weather was and Dad groaned when the guy said, “If 

you think it’s cold now, wait until tonight, the temperature is expected to drop 

into record-low territory, possible reaching the negative twenties!
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