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  What Happens Next


  I


  WHEN HE WAS SEVENTEEN, Charlie Yancey was at a family reunion, skulking around the edges of rooms, his thick hair in his eyes, waves of rather-be-anywhere-but-here insolence rolling off of him like steam, when his father told him to pull the car around, drive his grandmother back to the nursing home.


  “Why do I have to?” said Charlie.


  “Because if you don’t you’re not leaving the house for a month.”


  “Well, fuck me,” Charlie whisper-mumbled.


  “What did you just say?”


  “I said, Well, I need the keys,” said Charlie.


  His father handed over the keys slowly while staring at him slowly and saying slowly as if he was trying not to let himself speed up, “I want you to drop your grandmother off and come straight back here. Do you hear me, Charles?”


  “Yes,” said Charlie.


  “What are you going to do?”


  “Force Grandma to withdraw some cash from her bank, stop by the Dot and Dash for a case of beer, swing by and pick up Moocher, and cruise around downtown all night?”


  His father looked past him, at something on the wall of the basement, which is where all the teenagers in the family had gathered to play pool. Charlie wondered what his father was looking at but was for some reason afraid to turn his head. He needed his father to hug him or slap him, either one, anything but look beyond him.


  “Thirty minutes, Charles,” said his father. “That is the maximum amount of time it would take you to get from here to the nursing home and back, even if there was an earthquake. If you are not back in thirty minutes . . .”


  His father seemed to grow so visibly and hugely bored with his threat, and his long-running battle with his middle child, who gave him nothing but lip and trouble, that he trailed off and continued staring at the wall, or whatever he was staring at, not Charlie Yancey, not his son, not who he ought to have been looking at.


  Charlie shrugged and went to get the car. He had his tapes stashed in the glove compartment. It was his mother’s Dodge Dart, a terribly unsexy car to drive if you were a teenager with even a sliver of self-respect. But Charlie had made some improvements. The radio only got AM so he had talked his mother into letting him put in an FM / cassette player with money he made working at Walgreens after school and on weekends. The Dart was parked down the street. Charlie put in Humble Pie’s “Smokin’” and cranked it up until the windshield vibrated and the steel doors actually hummed. It cleared his head from all the family melodrama, all the forced pleasantries and smiles. Not that he’d forced it too hard.


  “God, Charlie, don’t be such an asshole today, okay?” his sister Ellen had said to him that morning when they were waiting around for their mother to finish putting on her makeup. “Just pick one person to be nice to, okay?”


  He’d ignored her. Now he sat in the car, nodding to the greasy organ chords of a song called “Hot ‘N’ Nasty,” waiting for his dad to bring his grandmother down to the street. When the song was over he decided he wanted to hear it again on the ride home, so he rewound it and was about to eject the tape when his father appeared by the carport, feeble Grandma Yancey in tow, motioning for Charlie to come up the drive and get her.


  “God, do I have to do fucking everything for him?” Charlie said aloud. He got out, fetched his grandmother, ignored his father, who said, “Thirty minutes, Charles.” He helped his  grandmother in the car, clicked her seat belt around her tiny waist, walked around the driver’s side holding his nose at the faint smell of urine he’d detected while leaning in close to her, got in, cranked the car. Twenty seconds of silence followed as he drove to the corner stop sign, put his signal on to turn right, which he was about to do when the opening chords of “Hot ‘N’ Nasty” came thundering through the speakers. It was much louder than before. He must have accidentally brushed against the volume when he was getting in or out of the car. It was so loud that Charlie thought they’d been hit by another car. Or a train. Maybe the earthquake his father had joked about. It took him a few more stunned seconds to get his act together enough to reach over and turn the volume down. By that time his grandmother was dead.


  II


  Twenty years later, when he told this story to a woman named Teresa, as they were lying in bed in a motel room alongside an interstate in central Virginia, Yancey held his breath in the silence that followed the word dead, which was often oddly reminiscent of that stunned silence that had come over the Dart after he finally managed to turn down Humble Pie. He liked Teresa. Maybe he loved her. Love did not come easy to him  he’d been with a couple dozen women since high school but none for longer than three years and some for as short as a couple months  and he knew from having arrived at this moment before that it was critical, decisive. He needed for her reaction to surprise him. He wanted the questions his story elicited in her to be searingly perceptive and gentle at once. He sort of needed her not to laugh, though, hell, he understood it was funny in a darkly gothic way. She could laugh, it would not blow the door shut on them if she laughed, but if she did happen to laugh it would be best if she did not follow up her laughter with some sort of sitcom dialogue along the lines of, “Omigod, are you serious?”


  It would really be better if she did not ask, even reflexively, if he were joking.


  Some next questions that it would be best if she avoided:


  Did she have a heart attack? In fact, she did, a massive coronary, but it really did not matter much exactly what she died of, given her age and, more important, the fact that the story wasn’t really about her death. Still, most people have fairly literal minds. A literal-minded woman was not, to Yancey’s mind, very sexy. In fact, if he had to choose between a woman with a little meat on her bones who delighted in abstractions or even drenching irony, and a leggy, taut-stomached beauty who was forever asking him to explain every goddamn quip out of his mouth, hands down the former.


  Yet we’re conditioned to want the facts. Just a few weeks earlier, when they’d met in a bar in Richmond, Yancey had asked Teresa where she was from, what she did for a living. (He pointedly did not ask her if she had a boyfriend, as it struck him as immaterial at that point in the game.) These questions were scaffolding. You ask them out of duty and file the answers quickly away. Yancey could not therefore deduct too many points for Did she have a heart attack? though if she followed up with more literal questions, say those resembling a medical history taken by a nurse preceding a physical  Any history of heart disease?  well, it wasn’t as if Yancey were desperate.


  What did your dad do to you? Another literal question begged, to be fair, by the way he’d shaped the story, its emphasis on his strained relationship with his father. He didn’t mind it so much because it revealed a tendency toward melodrama, which he himself shared, though he was a little ashamed of it and had learned over the years that he was never fully satisfied by the tawdry ending of stories, that the shambles he leaned in close to listen to brought on in him a despair greater than that of the characters themselves. This wasn’t always the case. There was a time when Yancey was very nearly soothed by the horrific details of the lives of others. He could not really pinpoint when that period had ended, and sometimes, admittedly, he longed for it to return.


  The question also assigned blame. What did he do to you? Obviously the asker of this question felt he deserved punishment. In this way it never failed to rankle. Like I fucking killed her, Yancey wanted to say. Though he did in a way. At least some days he thought so. People die all the time because no one pays attention to them, listens to their rather pointless stories. To seventeen-year-old Yancey, his grandmother was ancient, yellow-smelling, her skin like soiled dollar bills he got in change at the backstreet mom-and-pop groceries which sold beer to minors. He did not want to touch her. Even his father seemed vaguely embarrassed by her, not to mention pissed off that he, among his four siblings, shouldered the duty of caring for her. It had taken Yancey many years to realize that his grandmother had a personality  an entire life  preceding the aged state in which he had only known her. Now his father was approaching the same state. The difference was that Yancey had known him before he became creaky and forgetful. Perhaps it was a blessing that he had no children who would grow up to view their grandfather in the dismissive way that Yancey had always thought about his grandmother (when he thought about her at all), but that might well change, depending on the woman lying naked next to him, her response to his story.


  He hoped she did not ask Do you blame yourself for what happened? Yancey had no real answer to this question, though he really disliked when people said, in answer to his questions, I have no idea how to answer that, for it was Yancey’s experience that however fiercely they clung to ambiguity, however slickly they italicized the phrase Well, yes and no, they proceeded to deliver glib responses suggesting that they knew very well how to answer that question. One thing Yancey did not want to appear to be was well scripted. In fact, he wasn’t all that spontaneous  he thought about conversations he might have with people on the slim chance that he might have them  but by all means he wanted to appear whimsical. Did he blame himself? Look, it was an accident. He forgot to eject the tape, he accidentally brushed the volume control getting out of the car. And at the same time it was all his fault for preferring the oblivion of music over his own family, which admittedly meant more and more to him as he’d grown older himself. Yet he was a teenager. It was in his job description to be self-absorbed, to prefer loud music and locked rooms to some uncle of his discussing his golf game around the dinner table. Shy sensitive teenagers prefer the sanctity of music because it expresses what is for them wholly inexpressible. Sitting in that car, waiting for his father to bring along his grandmother, Humble Pie fucking cranked, Steve Marriott begging some sweet girl to shake that thang, asking Yancey over and over, “Do you get the message?”  twenty years had passed and Yancey still remembered the way that song lifted him above the subdivision where his aunt and uncle lived, treeless and too tight with bland ranch houses. He put his ear to Teresa’s shoulder and remembered how those raunchy Wurlitzer chords had sucked him right up on stage in a packed arena, put a mike in his hand, whisked him off stage after the encore into a waiting chartered plane. How could he be blamed for craving such sweet deliverance?


  Though he could not say it did not hurt him to think about that day, or hurt to retell the story. It didn’t hurt him where his listeners assumed: his heart. The heart, to Yancey, was a swimming-pool pump. It served roughly the same function as a hot-water heater. Since that day his grandmother’s had given out, Yancey had come to detest the mawkish association of the heart with emotion. What others called heart, Yancey located outside the body. It was in the air, molecular, shifting like dust motes. Perhaps it was in this motel room, that rarefied and elusive substance falsely consigned to the chest. Yancey guessed he’d very soon see.


  Can you listen to Humble Pie now? This was usually phrased as a statement  I bet you’ve never been able to listen to that song since  but it was a question all right. He could not really discount it, as it was, at root, serious, more serious perhaps than those who posed it realized. The indestructible tendrils of the past, come snaking back to encircle if not strangle us  that was what this question was about. How do you get over anything? Are distraction and forgetting the only path to peace? One girlfriend of Yancey’s freaked when he revealed, absentmindedly, that the leather jacket he favored in winter had been a gift of his ex. The fact that he wore the jacket was proof that he was not “over” this ex, according to his girlfriend. But it’s just a jacket, said Yancey. It’s warm, plus it’s just now getting broken in good. How could he ever bear to hear Humble Pie again, much less the history-laden “Hot ‘N’ Nasty?” The argument that it was only a song  that it had a terrific rhythm section, that Steve Marriott’s vocals were whisky-soaked brilliance, that if you flat-out failed to shake your ass to it you had no ass to shake  was not worth offering to that stupendous portion of the population, male and female, who believed the heart was something more than a pumping station. You just could not tell these people that, in fact, you liked to listen to “Hot ‘N’ Nasty” a couple times a month and expect them to see you as anything less than a monster.


  Oh Teresa, please surprise me. I want you to be different, therefore you will be different. For one thing, she waited a long time after he told the story before speaking. This was a good sign. The story demanded lag time. The longer she waited, though, the more hopeful Yancey became, the more pressure he applied to her question. Which is why it hurt so deeply  hurt in a place very near where he took his breath  when she asked the one question no one had bothered to ask him before, the one he did not ever want to answer.


  “What,” said Teresa, her voice a little croaky from disuse (which only made Yancey want her more), “happened next?”


  III


  The turn signal clicked. Yancey’s grandmother slumped over, her mouth open a little. He knew instantly that she was dead, but how? He’d never seen death before, except of course on movie screens. She could have been sleeping but for the unnatural loll of her neck. He felt, instead of panic (which he figured was on its way), a sense of warmth, of peacefulness, for both of them. He looked to the left and to the right. The road was clear. He looked in the rearview mirror; there was no one behind him. To the left and to the right: clear. He put his foot on the gas.


  Yancey had had twenty years to think about what happened next, and he’d turned it over in his mind so many times that he had assigned an image to the turning: sugar spinning on a stick, gathering into a cloud of cotton candy. Like cotton candy, the versions of those moments following the unexpected and lethal blast of “Hot ‘N’ Nasty” had been deceptively inviting, disappearing rather tastelessly with each compulsive nibble. Sugar and air, empty calories. Yancey did not care for cotton candy, nor for images of his mind obsessing over what finally was a series of lefts and rights, tap of the brake and slap of the gas pedal. Once he had read an article about a famous French theater critic that spoke of “the ulcer of consciouness: the mind devouring itself.” The phrase needled him when the stick was thrust into the cotton candy chamber, as did the fact that the French theater critic ended his days in an insane asylum, no doubt eating his own excrement, as famously insane Frenchmen are prone to do.


  To narrate, for sweet Teresa, what happened next without baggage, to tell it exactly as it happened, free from the self-conscious renderings bathed in the unnatural pinks and blues of artificially colored cotton candy, free from footnotes about insane Frenchmen, free from revision, hyperbole, lies: if he could just pull it off, he’d never have to tell this story again.


  He drove a mile or so before his grandmother, jolted as he slowed for a curve, fell forward in such a way that made her look, well, dead. Her chin grazed her breastbone, her arm flopped over toward his side. Yancey pulled off onto Carolina Avenue, which he knew to disintegrate into a two-track leading to a dumping ground by a ravine. In the woods he stopped at the turnaround, leaned his grandmother over so that her head rested against the window glass. Strangely he did not mind touching her. The heat from the hot-water heater that is the heart had not yet leaked out of her. Her joints were still pliable. She was dead and it was his fault, but he felt calm and oddly focused. A purpose was unfolding, though he did not yet know what it was. However, it was noble and rather simple.


  Dusk had been slowly gathering, and with it a chill that Yancey felt because he’d cracked his window to combat an odor growing hard to ignore. He remembered just minutes ago holding his nose at the faint smell of urine. What a wuss I used to be, said Yancey to his grandmother. He took side roads, welcoming the anonymity of darkness, for riding around was the principal form of teenaged entertainment in his town, and people knew his car.


  Yancey pulled behind the Dot and Dash, alongside the Dumpster, where no one could park next to him. His grandmother’s purse lay on the seat between them. He only took a five.


  Old Cedrick was behind the counter. He’d sell booze to a third-grader. Yancey grabbed three tall Bulls from the cooler.


  Cedrick said, “You think you’re a soul brother?”


  Yancey said, “You know you’re a bigot?”


  Cedrick wrinkled his nose. “Boy, you stink,” he said. “What’s that smell?”


  Yancey stood at the counter, his change in his hand, trying to think of a comeback. But then he remembered that he was not alone.


  “Hey man, you take care.”


  “Say what?” said Cedrick. He seemed disappointed, but Yancey had remembered his sister begging him to pick just one person to be nice to.


  “Have a good night. Nice talking to you. Hey, I love your store.”


  “Boy, get the fuck out of here now before I call the law on your smelly ass.”


  In the car the odor was worse. Yancey rolled down the window. He zipped up his windbreaker. He put the change back in his grandmother’s purse. He did not need the beer to do what he was about to do, but it would not hurt. At least it was what his father expected of him. He did not want to disappoint his father.


  Yancey drank the first beer before he even reached the city limits. He tossed the can in the floorboard at his grandmother’s feet. He burped, then excused himself. Out toward Beamon’s Wood, the tight series of S-curves beckoned. He finished his second beer and threw the can out of the window near Pope’s Pond, accidentally. He thought about going back to get it, but it was dark and he was talking to his grandmother. Some days it seemed he was still talking to her, still in the car, high on Schlitz Malt Liquor, driving around the back roads, had been for twenty years. Often he was confused about what he’d told her recently and what he’d said back then, which wasn’t really a problem as this was the nature of time  collapsible, flexible, unreliable. He told her how wonderful it would be to get everyone together  all the people he’d failed, the ones he’d loved and who had loved him however briefly  and have a big party in the woods. I would like to feel, just as long as the party lasts, the attraction that drew me to them in the first place, and them to me. You know, before things fell away. Before whatever it is out there in the air, that thing you people call heart, turned back into dive-bombing mosquitoes and swamp fog and dust kicked up from the tractor trailers on the highway. Grandma, how do you make anything last? He chugged his third tall boy as they approached the tightest switchback out by Beamon’s Wood. He’d been obeying the speed limit and actually slowed down as they entered the curve. It wasn’t as if he wanted to die, too  though to be honest he did not really give much thought to what injuries he might sustain. Whatever happened was fate  even though he engineered it. The contradiction did not bother him because it was his fate, according to his father, to screw things up. But how could it be his grandmother’s fate to be killed by a fat blast of organ, bass, and drum? She deserved better. The road curved to the left, but Yancey and his grandmother, engrossed in conversation, drove intently into the pine forest.


  IV


  There was something deeply sexy to Yancey about telling someone you maybe love and whom you want to love you back your darkest secrets. Like sex following funerals and excruciating hangovers, the love you make after such a revelation is punctuation, an impassioned if desperate attempt to prove you are, in fact, very much alive. Therefore Yancey, in the silence that followed his answer to her question, moved in close to Teresa, trilled his fingers sweetly in the gaps between her ribs, as if striking a complicated chord on an instrument of which he was an acknowledged master, and listened with his entire body for an answer.


  She still hadn’t said anything. He had always found it odd that the others had merely accepted the end of the story as offered. Oh, they had their questions, the ones Yancey had hoped Teresa would not ask, but they’d finished the story for themselves, jerking Yancey out of the car, having him run back to his aunt’s house, frantic and shaken, where they had him tell his father exactly what happened and nobly suffer the consequences. And he had never bothered to correct their version, which meant that he could not stay with them.


  Teresa, well, she did not pull away from his touch. But nor did her body encourage his. It occurred to him that she might think his interest in her at this moment creepy, inappropriate, but he was willing to take that risk, for the moment he described had taken place twenty years earlier, and if it had ruined his life it was only because he had let it. If, in this silence, Teresa were pulling slightly away from him  so slightly she did not even realize it, as if his story, like rain atop a mountain, had begun an erosion that would ultimately wear them down to nothingness  well, what could he do about it?


  Yancey thought of what he did not tell her. It was something she wouldn’t believe, something so freaky he often wondered if he’d made it up. As they’d come to rest against a pine tree, the car, miraculously, was still running. Some part of one of them  his grandmother’s arm, Yancey’s knee  had nudged the tape, which he’d ejected at the stop sign, back into the player. Yancey’s head had hit the windshield hard, leaving a spiderweb of splinter cracks; his forehead was warm and wet with blood. His grandmother had come unlodged from the position he’d taken such pains to place her in earlier, and was also bleeding, her neck twisted crazily so that she was inclined toward him, looking at him expectantly. How could he ever share with anyone that moment when “Hot ‘N’ Nasty” took right up where it had left off, in midlyric, as if every day had its own irrepressible sound track, and this song, however inappropriate, belonged to Yancey and his grandmother on the day of her unscheduled departure. They sat there listening. Yancey’s legs throbbed. Later he would find that he’d cracked a femur and broken a leg and bruised three ribs, but the pain, at that point, was not located so much in the body as outside the car, in the woods, in the world. There it mostly remained, so many years later, despite Yancey’s attempts to bring it back inside, to inhale it and let it out like the synchronized breath of lovers.


   “Hidden Meanings, Treatment of Time, Supreme Irony, and Life Experiences in the Song ‘Ain’t Gonna Bump No More No Big Fat Woman’”


  IN THE SONG “Ain’t Gonna Bump No More No Big Fat Woman” by Joe Tex, the speaker or the narrator of this song, a man previously injured before the song’s opening chords by a large, aggressive-type woman in a disco-type bar, refuses to bump with the “big fat woman” of the title. In doing so he is merely exercising his right to an injury-free existence thus insuring him the ability to work and provide for him and his family if he has one, I don’t know it doesn’t ever say. In this paper I will prove there is a hidden meaning that everybody doesn’t get in this popular Song, Saying, or Incident from Public Life. I will attempt to make it clear that we as people when we hear this song we automatically think “novelty” or we link it up together with other songs we perceive in our mind’s eye to be just kind of one-hit wonders or comical lacking a serious point. It could put one in the mind of, to mention some songs from this same era, “Convoy” or “Disco Duck.” What I will lay out for my audience is that taking this song in such a way as to focus only on it’s comical side, which it is really funny nevertheless that is a serious error which ultimately will result in damage to the artist in this case Joe Tex also to the listener, that is you or whoever.


  “About three nights ago/I was at a disco.” (Tex, line 1.) Thus begins the song “Ain’t Gonna Bump No More No Big Fat Woman” by the artist Joe Tex. The speaker has had some time in particular three full days to think about what has occurred to him in the incident in the disco-type establishment. One thing and this is my first big point is that time makes you wiser. Whenever Jeremy and I first broke up I was so ignorant of the situation that had led to us breaking up but then a whole lot of days past and little by little I got a handle on it. The Speaker in “Ain’t Gonna Bump No More No Big Fat Woman” has had some time now to go over in his mind’s eye the events that occurred roughly three days prior to the song being sung. Would you not agree that he sees his life more clear? A lot of the Tellers in the stories you have made us read this semester they wait a while then tell their story thus knowing it by heart and being able to tell it better though with an “I” narrator you are always talking about some kind of “discrepancy” or “pocket of awareness” where the “I” acts like they know themselves but what the reader is supposed to get is they really don’t. Well see I don’t think you can basically say that about the narrator of “Ain’t Gonna Bump No More . . .” because when our story begins he comes across as very clearheaded and in possession of the “facts” of this “case” so to speak on account of time having passed thus allowing him wisdom. So the first thing I’d like to point out is Treatment of Time.


  There is a hidden meaning that everybody doesn’t get in this particular Song, Saying or Incident from Public Life. What everybody thinks whenever they hear this song is that this dude is being real ugly toward this woman because she is sort of a big woman. You are always talking about how the author or in this case the writer of the song is a construction of the culture. Say if he’s of the white race or the male gender when he’s writing he’s putting in all these attitudes about say minority people or women without even knowing it, in particular ideals of femininity. Did I fully understand you to say that all white men author’s basically want to sleep with the female characters they create? Well that just might be one area where you and me actually agree because it has been my experience based upon my previous relationships especially my last one with Jeremy that men are mostly just wanting to sleep with any woman that will let them. In the song “Ain’t Gonna Bump No More No Big Fat Woman,” let’s say if you were to bring it in and play it in class and we were to then discuss it I am willing to bet that the first question you would ask, based on my perfect attendance is, What Attitudes Toward Women are Implied or Explicitly Expressed by the Speaker or Narrator of this Song? I can see it right now up on the board. That Lindsay girl who sits up under you practically, the one who talks more than you almost would jump right in with, “He doesn’t like this woman because she is not the slender submissive ideal woman” on and on. One thing and I’ll say this again come Evaluation time is you ought to get better at cutting people like Lindsay off. Why we have to listen to her go off on every man in every story we read or rap song you bring in (which, okay, we know you’re “down” with Lauryn Hill or whoever but it seems like sometimes I could just sit out in the parking lot and listen to 102 JAMZ and not have to climb three flights of stairs and get the same thing) is beyond me seeing as how I work two jobs to pay for this course and I didn’t see her name up under the instructor line in the course offerings plus why should I listen to her on the subject of men when it’s clear she hates every last one of them? All I’m saying is she acts like she’s taking up for the oppressed people when she goes around oppressing right and left and you just stand up there letting her go on. I’m about sick of her mouth. Somebody left the toilet running, I say to the girl who sits behind me whenever Lindsay gets cranked up on the subject of how awful men are.


  Okay at this point you’re wondering why I’m taking up for the speaker or narrator of “Ain’t Gonna Bump No More” instead of the big fat woman seeing as how I’m 5′1″ and weigh 149. That is if you even know who I am which I have my doubts based on the look on your face when you call the roll and the fact that you get me, Melanie Sudduth and Amanda Wheeler mixed up probably because we’re A: always here, which you don’t really seem to respect all that much, I mean it seems like you like somebody better if they show up late or half the time like that boy Sean, B: real quiet and C: kind of on the heavy side. To me that is what you call a supreme irony the fact that you and that Lindsay girl spend half the class talking about Ideals of Beauty and all how shallow men are but then you tend to favor all the dudes and chicks in the class which could be considered “hot” or as they used to say in the seventies which is my favorite decade which is why I chose to analyze a song from that era, “so fine.” So, supreme irony is employed.


  As to why I’m going to go ahead and go on record taking up for the Speaker and not the Big Fat Woman. Well to me see he was just minding his own business and this woman would not leave him be. You can tell in the lines about how she was rarin’ to go (Tex, line 4) that he has got some respect for her and he admires her skill on the dance floor. It’s just that she throws her weight around, literally! To me it is her that is in the wrong. The fact that she is overweight or as the speaker says “Fat” don’t have anything to do with it. She keeps at him and he tells her to go on and leave him alone, he’s not getting down, “You done hurt my hip once.” (Tex, lines 2527.) She would not leave him alone. What she ought to of done whenever he said no was just go off with somebody else. I learned this the hard way after the Passage of Time following Jeremy and my’s breakup. See I sort of chased after him calling him all the time and he was seeing somebody else and my calling him up and letting him come over to my apartment and cooking him supper and sometimes even letting him stay the night. Well if I only knew then what I know now. Which is this was the worse thing I could of done. Big Fat Woman would not leave the Speaker in the song which might or might not be the Artist Joe Tex alone. Also who is to blame for her getting so big? Did somebody put a gun to her head and force her to eat milkshakes from CookOut? Jeremy whenever he left made a comment about the fact that I had definitely fell prey to the Freshman Fifteen or whatever. In high school whenever we started dating I was on the girl’s softball team I weighed 110 pounds. We as people nowadays don’t seem to want to take responsibility for our actions if you ask me which I guess you did by assigning this paper on the topic of Analyze a Hidden Meaning in a Song, Saying, or Incident from Public Life which that particular topic seems kind of broad to me. I didn’t have any trouble deciding what to write on though because I am crazy about the song “Ain’t Gonna Bump No More” and it is true as my paper has set out to prove that people take it the wrong way and don’t get its real meaning also it employs Treatment of Time and Supreme Irony.


  One thing I would like to say about the assignment though is okay, you say you want to hear what we think and for us to put ourselves in our papers but then on my last paper you wrote all over it and said in your Ending Comments that my paper lacked clarity and focus and was sprawling and not cohesive or well organized. Well okay I had just worked a shift at the Coach House Restaurant and then right after that a shift at the Evergreen Nursing Home which this is my second job and I was up all night writing that paper on the “Tell-Tale Heart” which who’s fault is that I can hear you saying right now. Your right. I ought to of gotten to it earlier but all that aside what I want to ask you is okay have you ever considered that clarity and focus is just like your way of seeing the world? Like to you A leads to B leads to C but I might like want to put F before B because I’ve had some Life Experiences different than yours one being having to work two jobs and go to school full time which maybe you yourself had to do but something tells me I doubt it. So all I’m saying is maybe you ought to reconsider when you start going off on clarity and logic and stuff that there are let’s call them issues behind the way I write which on the one hand when we’re analyzing say “Lady with the Tiny Dog” you are all over discussing the issues which led to the story being written in the way it is and on the other if it’s me doing the writing you don’t want to even acknowledge that stuff is influencing my Narrative Rhythm too. I mean I don’t see the difference really. So that is my point about Life Experiences and Narrative Rhythm, etc.


  The speaker in the song “Ain’t Gonna Bump No More No Big Fat Woman” says no to the Big Fat Woman in part because the one time he did get up and bump with her she did a dip and nearly broke his hip. (Tex, line 5.) Dancing with this particular woman on account of her size and her aggressive behavior would clearly be considered Risky or even Hazardous to the speaker or narrator’s health. Should he have gone ahead and done what you and Lindsay wanted him to do and got up there and danced with her because she was beautiful on the inside and he was wanting to thwart the trajectory of typical male response or whatever he could have ended up missing work, not being able to provide for his family if he has one it never really says, falling behind on his car payment, etc. All I’m saying is what is more important for him to act right and get up and dance with the Big Fat Woman even though she has prior to that moment almost broke his hip? Or should he ought to stay seated and be able to get up the next morning and go to work? I say the ladder one of these choices is the best one partially because my daddy has worked at Rencoe Mills for twenty-two years and has not missed a single day which to me that is saying something. I myself have not missed class one time and I can tell even though you put all that in the syllabus about showing up you basically think I’m sort of sad I bet. For doing what’s right! You’d rather Sean come in all late and sweaty and plop down in front of you and roll his shirt up so you can gawk at his barbed wire tattoo which his daddy probably paid for and say back the same things you say only translated into his particular language which I don’t hardly know what he’s even talking about using those big words it’s clear he don’t even know what they mean. I mean, between him and Lindsay, my God. I loved it whenever he said, “It’s like the ulcerous filament of her soul is being masticated from the inside out,” talking about that crazy lady in the “Yellow Wallpaper” (which if you ask me her problem was she needed a shift emptying bedpans at the nursing home same as that selfish bitch what’s her name, that little boy’s mother in the “Rocking Horse Winner.”) You’d rather Sean or Lindsay disrespect all your so-called rules and hand their mess in late so long as everything they say is something you already sort of said. What you want is for everybody to A: Look hot and B: agree with you. A good thing for you to think about is, let’s say you were in a disco-type establishment and approached by a big fat man. Let’s say this dude was getting down. Okay, you get up and dance with him once and he nearly breaks your hip, he bumps you on the floor. Would you get up there and dance with him again? My daddy would get home from work and sit in this one chair with this reading lamp switched on and shining in his lap even though I never saw him read a word but “The Trader” which was all advertisements for used boats and trucks and camper tops and tools. He went to work at six, got off at three, ate supper at five thirty. The rest of the night he sat in that chair drinking coffee with that lamplight in his lap. He would slap me and my sister Connie whenever he thought we were lying about something. If we didn’t say anything how could we be lying so we stopped talking. He hardly ever said a word to me my whole life except, “Y’all mind your mama.” Whenever I first met Jeremy in high school he’d call me up at night, we used to talk for hours on the phone. I never knew really how to talk to anyone like that. Everything that happened to me, it was interesting to Jeremy or at least he acted like it was. He would say, “What’s up, girl?” and I would say, “nothing” or sometimes “nothing much” and I would hate myself for saying nothing and being nothing. But then he’d say, “Well what did you have for supper?” and I’d burst into tears because some boy asked me what did I have for supper. I would cry and cry. Then there’d be that awful thing you know when you’re crying and the boy’s like what is it what did I say and you don’t know how to tell him he didn’t do nothing wrong you just love his heart to bits and pieces just for calling you up on the telephone. Or you don’t want to NOT let him know that nobody ever asked you such a silly thing as what did you eat for supper and neither can you come out and just straight tell him, I never got asked that before. Sometimes my life is like this song comes on the radio and I’ve forgot the words but then the chorus comes along and I only know the first like two words of every line. I’ll come in midway, say around about “No More No Big Fat Woman.” I only know half of what I know I guess. I went out in the sun and got burned bad and then the skin peeled off and can you blame me for not wanting to go outside anymore? She ought to go find her a big fat man. The only time my daddy’d get out of his chair nights was when a storm blew up out of the woods which he liked to watch from the screen porch. The rain smelled rusty like the screen. He’d let us come out there if we’d be quiet and let him enjoy his storm blowing up but if we said anything he’d yell at us. I could hate Jeremy for saying I’m just not attracted to you anymore but hating him’s not going to bring me any of what you call clarity. Even when the stuff I was telling him was so boring, like, then I went by the QuikMart and got seven dollars worth of premium and a Diet Cheerwine he’d make like it was important. Sometimes though he wouldn’t say anything and I’d be going on and on like you or Lindsay and I’d get nervous and say, “Hello?” and he’d say, “I’m here I’m just listening.” My daddy would let us stay right through the thunder and even some lightning striking the trees in the woods behind the house. We couldn’t speak or he’d make us go inside. I know, I know, maybe Jeremy got quiet because he was watching “South Park” or something. Still I never had anyone before or since say to me, I’m here I’m just listening.


  I’m going to get another C minus over a D plus. You’re going to write in your Ending Comments that this paper sprawls lacks cohesion is not well organized. Well that’s alright because we both know that what you call clarity means a whole lot less than whether or not I think the speaker in the song “Ain’t Gonna Bump No More No Big Fat Woman” ought to get up and dance with the woman who “done hurt my hip, she done knocked me down.” (Tex, line 39.) I say, No he shouldn’t. You say, Yes he should. In this Popular Song, Saying, or Incident from Public Life there is a Hidden Meaning that everybody doesn’t get. Well, I get it and all I’m saying is you don’t and even though I’ve spent however many pages explaining it to you you’re never going to get it. If you get to feel sorry for me because I come to class every time and write down all the stupid stuff that Sean says and also for being a little on the heavy side I guess I get to feel sorry for you for acting like you truly understand a song like “Ain’t Gonna Bump No More No Big Fat Woman” by the artist Joe Tex.


  In my conclusion the speaker or the narrator of the song “Ain’t Gonna Bump No More No Big Fat Woman,” a man previously injured before the song’s opening chords by a large aggressive type woman in a disco type bar refuses to bump with the fat woman of the title. In doing so he is merely exercising his right to an injury free existence. Treatment of Time, Supreme Irony and Life Experiences are delved into in my paper. There is a hidden meaning in this Song Saying or Incident from Public Life. Looking only at the comical side is a error which will result in damage to the artist and also to the listener which is you or whoever.




End of sample
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