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The Watsons Go to Birmingham 1963 

by Christopher Paul Curtis 
 
 So as me and Byron scraped the ice off the Brown Bomber I wasn’t going to get 
fooled again.  I kept on chopping ice off the back window and ignored By’s mumbling 
voice. 
 The next time I took a little rest Byron was still calling my name but sounding like 
he had something in his mouth.  He was saying, “Keh-ee!  Keh-ee!  Hel’. . . hel’. . . !”  
When he started banging on the door of the car I went to take a peek at what was going 
on. 
 By was leaned over the outside mirror, looking at something in it real close.  Big 
puffs of steam were coming out of the side of the mirror. 
 I picked up a big, hard chunk of ice to get ready for Byron’s trick. 
 “Keh-ee!  Keh-ee!  Hel’ me!  Hel’ me!  Go geh Momma!  Go geh Mom-ma!  
Huwwy uh!” 
 “I’m not playing, Byron!  I’m not that stupid!  You’d better start doing your side of 
the car or I’ll tear you up with this iceball.” 
 He banged his hand against the car harder and started stomping his feet.  “Oh, 
please, Keh-ee!  Hel’ me, go geh Mom-ma!” 
 I raised the ice chunk over my head.  “I’m not playing, By, you better get busy or 
I’m telling Dad.” 
 I moved closer and when I got right next to him I could see boogers running out of 
his nose and tears running down his cheeks.  These weren’t tears from the cold either, 
these were big juicy crybaby tears!  I dropped my ice chunk. 
 “By!  What’s wrong?” 
 “Hel’ me!  Keh-ee!  Go geh hel’!” 
I moved closer.  I couldn’t believe my eyes!  Byron’s mouth was frozen on the mirror!  
He was as stuck as a fly on flypaper! 
 I could have done a lot of stuff to him.  If it had been me with my lips stuck on 
something like this he’d have tortured me for a couple of days before he got help.  Not 
me, though, I nearly broke my neck trying to get into the house to rescue Byron. 
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