


Let It Snow

IN BINGHAMTON, NEW YORK, winter meant snow, and
though I was young when we left, I was able to recall great
heaps of it, and use that memory as evidence that North Car-
olina was, at best, a third-rate institution. What little snow
there was would usually melt an hour or two after hitting the
ground, and there you’d be in your windbreaker and uncon-
vincing mittens, forming a lumpy figure made mostly of
mud. Snow Negroes, we called them.

The winter I was in the fifth grade we got lucky. Snow
fell, and for the first time in years, it accumulated. School was
canceled and two days later we got lucky again. There were
eight inches on the ground, and rather than melting, it froze.
On the fifth day of our vacation my mother had a little
breakdown. Our presence had disrupted the secret life she
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