Snhow
By Julia Alvarez

Our first year in New York we rented a small apartment with a Catholic school nearby,

taught by the Sisters of Charity, hefty women in long black gowns and bonnets that
made them look peculiar, like dolls in mourning. , especially my
fourth-grade teacher, Sister Zoe. I had , and she

how to pronounce it. Yo-lan-da. As the only immigrant in
my class, [ was in the first row by the window, apart from the other
children, so that Sister Zoe could without disturbing them. Slowly, she
enunciated the new words I was to repeat: laundromat, cornflakes, subway, snow.




