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L And You Wonder WA// We f?ef
Called The Weird Watsons

of those days that when you breathed out your

breath kind of hung frozen in the air like a hunk of
smoke and you could walk along and look exactly like a
train blowing out big, fat, white puffs of smoke.

It was so cold that if you were stupid enough to go
outside your eyes would automatically blink a thousand
times all by themselves, probably so the juice inside of
them wouldn’t freeze up. It was so cold that if you spit,
the slob would be an ice cube before it hit the ground.
It was about a zillion degrees below zero.

It was even cold inside our house. We put sweaters
and hats and scarves and three pairs of socks on and still
were cold. The thermostat was turned all the way up
and the furnace was banging and sounding like it was
about to blow up but it stll felt like Jack Frost had
moved in with us.

All of my family sat real close together on the couch
under a blanket. Dad said this would generate a little

It was one of those super-duper-cold Saturdays. One
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heat but he didn’t have to tell us this, it seemed like the
cold automatically made us want to get together and
huddle up. My little sister, Joetta, sat in the middle and
all you could see were her eyes because she had a scarf
wrapped around her head. I was next to her, and on the
outside was my mother. |

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 tell-
ing 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, possibly reaching the negative
twenties! In fact, we won’t be seeing anything above
zero for the next four to five days!” He was smiling
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when he said this but none of the Watson family
thought it was funny. We all looked over at Dad. He just
shook his head and pulled the blanket over his eyes.

Then the guy on TV said, “Here’s a little something
we can use to brighten our spirits and give us some
hope for the future: The temperature in Atlanta, Geor-
gia, 1s forecast to reach . . .”” Dad coughed real loud
and jumped off the couch to turn the TV off but we all
heard the weatherman say, . . . the mid-seventies!”
The guy might as well have tied Dad to a tree and said,
“Ready, aim, fire!”

“Atlanta!” Momma said. “That’s a hundred and fifty
miles from home!”’

“Wilona . . . ,)” Dad said.

“I knew it,”” Momma said. ‘I knew I should have
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listened to Moses Henderson

“Who?” I asked.

Dad said, ““Oh Lord, not that sorry story. You’ve got
to let me tell about what happened with him.”

Momma said, “There’s not a whole lot to tell, just a
story about a young girl who made a bad choice. But if
you do tell it, make sure you get all the facts right.”

We all huddled as close as we could get because we
knew Dad was going to try to make us forget about
being cold by cutting up. Me and Joey started smiling
right away, and Byron tried to look cool and bored.

“Kids,” Dad said, ‘I almost wasn’t your father. You
guys came real close to having a clown for a daddy
named Hambone Henderson. . . .”

“Daniel Watson, you stop right there. You’re the one
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nter the hilarious world of ten-year-old Kenny

and his family, the Weird Watsons of Flint,
Michigan. There’s Momma, Dad, little sister Joetta, and
brother Byron, who’s thirteen and an “official juvenile
delinquent.” When Momma.and' Dad decide it’s time for a
visit to Grandma, Dad comes home with the amazing
Ultra-Glide, and the Watsons set out on a trip like no
other. They’re heading South. They’re going to Birming-
ham, Alabamﬁ, toward one of the darkest moments in

America’s history.
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