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Nineteen Fifty-Five

Marilyn Richardson

1955

The car is a brandnew red Thunderbird convertible, and it’s passed the house more
than once. It slows down real slow now, and stops at the curb. An older gentleman
dressed like a Baptist deacon gets out on the side near the house, anid a young fellow
who looks about sixteen gets out on the driver’s side. They are white, and I wonder
what in the world they doing in this neighborhood. B ,

Well, T say to J.T., put your shirt on, anyway, and let me clean these glasses offa
the table. . i /
We had been watching the ballgame on TV. T wasn’t actually watching, T was sort
of daydreaming, with my foots up in J.T.’s lap. 2 ”‘

I seen ’em coming on up the walk; brisk;like they coming to sell monﬁEsmv and
then they rung the bell, and J.T. declined to put on a shirt but Emﬁmmm.&_mm@vmmw&
into the bedroom where the other television is. I turned down the one in the living
room; [ figured I’d be rid of these two double quick msm.w.H -could come back out

~ Are you Gracie Mae Still? asked the old guy, when T opened the door and put
my hand on the lock inside the screen. 5 : : :
. And I don’t need to buy a thing, said I. . % :
What makes you think we’re sellin’? he asks, in that hearty Southern way that

v

‘makes my eyeballs ache: - ;

Well, one way orranother and they’re inside the:house and Q.Hm first L&Dm the
young fellow does is raise the TV a couple of decibels. He’s about five feet nine, sort
of womanish looking, with real dark white skin and a red pouting mouth. His hair is
black and curly and he looks like 2 Loosianna creole. .

About one of your songs, says the deacon. He is maybe sixty, with white hair and
beard, white silk shirt, black linen suit, black tie and black shoes. His cold gray eyes
look like they’re sweating. .

One of my songs? .

= Traynor here just Joves your songs. Don’t you, Traynor? He nudges HSV&OH with
his elbow. Traynor blinks, says something I can’t catch in a pitch I mo.nv.ﬁ register.

The boy learned to sing and dance livin’ round you people out in the country.
Practically cut his teeth on you. : :

~.+ Traynor looks up at me and bites his thumbnail.

I laugh. v S

Well, one way or another they leave with my agreement that they can record one
of my songs. The deacon writes me a check for five hundred dollars, the vﬁ\ grunts
his awareness of the transaction, and I am laughing all over myself by the time I re-
join J.T. .

Just as I am snuggling down beside him though I hear the front door bell going
off again.

Forgit his hat?-asks J.T. . .

% Thope not, I say. o

The deacon stands there leaning on the door frame and once again I'm ﬁgbfsm
of those sweaty-looking eyeballs of his. I wonder if sweat makes your vamz..m pink
because his are sure pink. Pink and gray and it strikes me that nobody I'd care to
know is behind them. : : ‘ S
T forgot one little thing, he says pleasantly. I forgot to tell you Traynor and I
‘would like to buy up all of those records you made of the song. I tell you we sure do
love it. S, .

Well, love.it or not, I'm not so stupid as to let them do'that without making 'em
pay: So I says, Well, that’s gonna cost you. Because, really, that song never did sell all
that good, so I was glad they was going to buy it up. But on the other Tmbaw ﬁrwB two
listening to my song by themselves, and nobody else getting to hear me sing it, give
:me a pause. s

Well, one way or another the deacon showed me where I'would come out ahead
on any deal he had proposed so far. Didn’t I give you five hundred moc.mmm.u he asked.
What white man—and don’t even need to mention colored—would give you more?



We buy up all your records of that particular song: first, you git royalties. Let me ask
you, how much you sell that song for in the first place? Fifty dollars? A hundred, I
say. And no royalties from it yet, right? Right. Well, when we buy up all of them
records you gonna git royalties. And that’s gonna make all them race record shops sit
up and take notice of Gracie Mae Still, And they gonna push all them other records
of yourn they got. And you no doubt will become one of the big name colored
recording artists. And then we can offer you another five hundred dollars for letting
us do all this for you. And by God you'll be sittin’ pretty! You can go out and buy
you the kind of outfit a star should have. Plenty sequins and yards of red satin.
I'had done unlocked the screen when I saw I could get some more money out of
him. Now I held it wide open while he squeezed through the opening between me
and the door. He whipped out another piece of paper and I signed it. ;

He sort of trotted out to the car and slid in beside Traynor, whose head was back
against the seat. They swung around in a u-turn in front of the house and then they
was gone.

J.T. was putting his shirt on when I got back to the bedroom. Yankees beat the Ori-
oles 106, he said. T believe I'll drive out to Paschal’s pond and go fishing. Wanta go?

While I was putting on my pants J.T. was holding the two checks.

I'm real proud of a woman that can make cash money without leavin’ home, he
said. And I said Unzph. Because we met on the road with me singing in first one lit-
tle low-life jook after another, making ten dollars a night for myself if T was lucky, and
sometimes bringin’ home nothing but my life. And J.T. just loved them times. The
way I was fast and flashy and always on the go from one town to another. He |
the way my singin’ made the dirt farmers cr

Honey, hush! But that’s mens. They loves any
tomed.

oved
y like babies and the womens shout

style to which you can get ’em accus-

1956

My little grandbaby called me one night on the phone: Little Mama, Little Mama,
there’s a white man on the television singing one of your songs! Turn on channel 5.
Lord, if it wasn’t Traynor. Still looking half asleep from the neck up, but kind of
awake in a nasty way from the waist down. He wasn’t doing too bad with
ther, but it wasn’t just the song the people in the audience was scre
screaming over, it was that nasty little jerk he was doing from the waist down.
Well, Lord have mercy, I said, listening to him. If I'da closed my eyes, it could

have been me. He had followed every turning of my voice, side streets, avenues, red
lights, train crossings and all. It give me a chill.

Everywhere I went I heard Traynor singing my song,
just eating it up. I never had so many ponytails switched
my life. They was so proud. He was a genzus.

Well, all that year I was trying to lose weight anyway and that and high blood
pressure and sugar kept me pretty well occupied. Traynor had made a smash from a
song of mine, I still had seven hundred dollars of the original one thousand dollars
in the bank, and I felt if I could just bring my weight down, life would be sweet.

my song ei-
eching and

and all the little white girls
across my line of vision in

1957

1 i e
Tlost ten pounds in 1956. That’s what I give me&m mow %vnm.ﬁﬁww WM%%M Mbammma
and the children and their friends and grandkids of all Hmmoﬁw e eyt
dinner—over which I had put on nine and m.r&m of my lost ten e

he front door but Traynor. Little Mama, Little Mama! It’s tha e

i o —__ The children didn’t call it my song anymore. Nobo mww id.
MT/MMDMWDE how that happened. HBMBOH mcm.%m Awmmmu_”_ MMAW\H Mmcmmﬁﬂw wmw o ﬁMMM
records, true, but on his record he r,m mE ,QHMMMM Wwy mx e Mae 5 :
" WM Mﬂ% %%MMMMM MMMWMMNWM WMMMM EWM NMM mmmoow ﬁME him. But now he looked

presentable. .
Merry Christmas, said he.

to you, Son. , |
WMM%WMMOQN Mcr% I called him Son. Well, one way or another they’re all our sons

in, Traynor
The only requirement is that they be younger than us. But then again, Tray
to be aging by the minute., .
mmmBMch Awoowm Wn%& I said. Come on in and have a glass Omrﬂwﬂmﬂgmm MWMMM# ok
i in his i decent to a white man he ‘
' ain’t never in his life been able to act o
it mww vﬂwrm poured Traynor a glass of bourbon and watet, ﬁr,nb%m .ﬁoowrwm ﬁww Mm&
_mmw: mvba mamsmﬁmw and friends and whatnot out to the ,&mbﬂ. : er wl e L
Traynor’s voice singing the song, coming from the stereo console. It was just th
i esent my kids would consider cute. o o
of Ow MHMMMMM MM Traynor, complicit. But he Hoow,n& Emm. it was the rm.ﬁ m.:bmm:m Mmm.
world he wanted to hear. His head was pitched forward over his lap, his han
ing hi nd his elbows on his knees. . . ) .
o ﬂma%wwmmﬂ:m that song seem like a million times this %omﬁ.ﬁm mm&.. I WMW W moﬁm
the Grand Ole Opry, I sung it on the Ed Sullivan mro.é. I'sung HML omH?Enm Do MW &mm.
it at the Cotton Bowl, the Orange Bowl. I sung it at ﬂmmﬁ:\ s. mcbmv F e
w:bm it overseas in Rome, Italy, and once in a submarine .&a&w}m&. WMm émmﬁ
Mwmmbm it. and I'm making forty thousand dollars a day offait, and you know s
a S :
g the faintest notion what the song means. . |
: moﬁmﬂmﬂch@mm what do it mean? It mean what it says. All I nmcE ﬁrEMﬂnM\MHm@
These suckers is making forty thousand a day omm my mo%m and now they gonn
indle me out of the original thousand.
vmowHMM%cM%mﬁMoWMm said. Cagey. When you fool around with a lot of no count mens

i bunch of ’em. I shrugged. . . .
o m%mw Wm MM&. Well. He started brightening up. I just come by to tell you I thin
are a great singer. e . .
T He mwmsvﬁ blush, saying that. Just said it straight out. e b listle bos
And 1 brought you a little Christmas present too. Now you t mm. fle box
d vou hold it until I drive off. Then you take it outside under that ﬁww s W <t mmb !
Mwnmcv the street aways in front of that green house. Then you open the
just see. .
mmm .?&Mmﬂvm%ﬂoaw over this boy, I wondered, holding ﬁrw box. I Hoow.mm%rm“ MMM
window in time to see another white man come up and get in the car wit




then two more cars full of whi
ite mens start out i i i
black cars that looked like a funeral Eoﬁn.mmmow_.h behinc bim. They vas all in o
o WMMM M/\Hm%:w Little Mama, érwﬁ it is? One of my grandkids come running u;
ey pulling at the UON. It was wrapped in gay Christmas paper—the HM. %
. t %ﬁ it’s r.ma to picture folks making just to throw away. y

mﬁmmmﬁw,:\wrwbwbmrw Mmmﬁ of the crowd followed me out the house, up the street to ﬂrm
= OHM mwo:ﬁ of the green house. Nothing was there but somebody’s gold-
e mon mr mﬁ mnmsmm@é and most distracting. We got to looking at it mm.o. till
L dkmost o mmx t mw Ew.vox in my hand. While the others were busy making 'mira-
o ww Mﬁmomx\%m me Cﬂvmwmn and ribbon and folded them up and put them o
m cket. What should I'see but a pair of i i . |

ants p : genuine solid gold caddy keys.
- Hmﬂmrmm. the keys in mHODw of everybody’s nose, I unlocked the caddy, MEMNMD d

-I. to git in on the other side, and us didn’t come back home for onv days )

1960

ready they was calling him the Fm
ey was peror of Rock .
‘ Hr.mb what should happen but the mnmmﬁOo - WOF B
Well, says J.T. There goes all this Emperor of Rock and Roll business

, m )
WEH OCGHHHHH ﬁrﬂ m.HHHH% ,HHH@ gOH,HMQwa g&.c: r:uu H—W@ gr:ﬁm C:HHOQA 0@@ gmﬁﬂrma 1t

Well
ell, the boy was sure nuff famous by now. He was still a mite shy of twenty but al-

Umm%wm&m Mae [he wrote from Germany]
- U e - : . 3 ? )
. How\ you: H.uEm Thope as ﬁ:m leaves me doing real well. Before I come in the
Bo/w\mm MwﬂmmBEHm alot Om,éﬂmrﬁ and gitting jittery from making all them dumb
- But now I exercise and eat right st. I'm’
i e ght and get plenty of rest. I'm more awake

I wonder if you are writing any more songs?
. Sincerely,
"~ “Traynor
I wrote him back: . X

Dear Son,

- M\M mmo M:cMHMm Mu the Hmon s good grace and hope this finds you the same. J.T.
e rmEmﬁm o&ﬁ e day and night in that car you give me—which you
&mm:wnw ! didnth wmm 0 do. Oh, and I do appreciate the mink and the new self-
i c you send anymore stuff to eat from Germany I'm going to
v ta gpeny Wmﬂ MMMM MM %ﬁ:ﬂ%ﬂwnﬂro%m just to get rid of it. Really, we have
ugh of e g. The Lord is good to us and !
Glad to here you is well and gitting your right rest. HEQMMMM MMHWMUMMMWMM

mHQ.mwnmﬁow&@ﬁrmﬁ&ompm..Hmb&
giBiling i theysurden, Q BméonmoBmwmQOmQ\oQ&m% ﬁrmm ém&ODé

Well, so long Soldier. -

Sincerely,

Gracie Mae

He wrote:

Dear Gracie Mae, :

I hope you and J.T. like that automatic power tiller I had one of the stores
back home send you. I went through a mountain of catalogs looking for it—I
wanted something that even a woman could use.

T’'ve been thinking about writing some songs of my own but every time I finish
one it don’t seem to be about nothing T've actually lived myself. My agent keeps
sending me other people’s songs but they just sound mooney. I can hardly git
through ’em without gagging.

Everybody still loves that song of yours. They ask me all the time what do I
think it means, really. T mean, they want to know just what T want to know. Where

out-of your life did it come from?
, Sincerely,
Traynor

1968

I didn’t see the boy for seven years. No. Eight. Because just about everybody was
dead when I saw him again. Malcolm X, King, the president and his brother, and
even ].T.J.T. died of a head cold. It just settled in his head like a block of ice, he said,
and nothing we did moved it until one day he justleaned out the bed and died.

His good friend:Horace helped me put him away, and then about a year later
Horace and me started going together. We was sitting out on the front porch swing

one summer night, dusk-dark, and T saw this great procession of lights winding to a
stop. . R i %

Holy Toledo! said Horace. (He’s got a real sexy voice like Ray Chatles.) Look az
it He meant the long line of flashy cars and the white men in white summer suits
jumping out on.the drivers’ sides and standing at attention. With wings they could
pass for angels, with hoods they could be the Klan. fuiey

Traynor comes waddling up the walk. ‘ ; ; :
And suddenly I know what it is he could pass for. An Arab like the ones you see

in storybooks. Plump and soft and with never a care about weight. Because with so
much money, who cares? Traynor is almost dressed like someoneé from a storybook
too. He has on, I swear, about ten necklaces. Two sets of bracelets on his arms, at
Jeast one ring on every finger, and some kind of shining buckles on his shoes, so that
when he walks you get quite a few twinkling lights. )
Gracie Mae, he says, coming up to give me a hug.J.T.
. I explain that J.T. passed. That this is Horace.-. : ez §m
- Horace, he says, puzzled but polite, sort of rocking back on his heels, Horace.
That’s it for Horace. He goes in the house and.don’t come back.
Looks like you and me is gained a few, I say. :
- He laughs. The first time I ever heard him laugh. It don’t sound much like a
laugh and T can’t swear that it’s better than no laugh a’tall. . :
. “He’s gitting fat for sure, but he’s still $lim compared to me. I'll never see three
hundred pounds again and I've just about said (excuse me) fuck it. I got to thinking



about it one day an’ I thought: aside from the fact that they say it’s unhealthy, my fat
ain’t never been no trouble. Mens always have loved me. My kids ain’t never com-
plained. Plus they’s fat. And fat like Iis I looks distinguished. You see me coming and
know somebody’s zhere.

Gracie Mae, he says, I've come with a personal invitation to you to my house to-
morrow for dinner. He laughed. What did it sound like? I couldn’t place it. See them
men out there? he asked me. I'm sick and tired of eating with them. They don’t never
have nothing to talk about. That’s why I eat so much. But if you come to dinner to-

morrow we can talk about the old days. You can tell me about that farm I bought you.
Isold it, I said.
You did?

Yeah, I said, I did. Just cause I said I liked to exercise by working in a garden
didn’t mean I wanted five hundred acres! Anyhow, I'm a city girl now. Raised in the
country it’s true. Dirt poor—the whole bit—but that’s all behind me now.

Oh well, he said, I didn’t mean to offend you.

We sat a few minutes listening to the crickets.

Then he said: You wrote that song while you was still on the farm, didn’t you, or
was it right after you left?

You had somebody spying on me? I asked.

You and Bessie Smith got into a fight over it once, he said.

You 7s been spying on me! .

But I don’t know what the fight was about, he said. Just like T don’t know what
happened to your second husband. Your first one died in the Texas electric chair.
Did you know that? Your third one beat you up, stole your touring costumes and
your car and retired with a chorine to Tuskegee. He laughed. He’s still there.

I had been mad, but suddenly I calmed down. Traynor was talking very dream-
ily. It was dark but seems like I could tell his eyes weren’t right. It was like somezhing
was sitting there talking to me but not necessarily with a person behind it.

You gave up on marrying and seem happier for it. He laughed again. I married
but it never went like it was supposed to. I never could squeeze any of my own life
either into it or out of it. It was like singing somebody else’s record. I copied the way
it was sposed to be exactly but I never had a clue what marriage meant.

I bought her a diamond ring big as your fist. I bought her clothés. I built her a
mansion. But right away she didn’t want the boys to stay there. Said they smoked up
the bottom floor. Hell, there were five floors.

No need to grieve, I said. No need to. Plenty more where she come from.

He perked up. That’s part of what the song means, ain’t it? No need to grieve.
Whatever it is, there’s plenty more down the line.

I never really believed that way back when I wrote that song, I said. It was all
bluffing then. The trick is to live long enough to put your young bluffs to use. Now
if I was to sing that song today I'd tear it up. *Cause I done lived long enough to know
its ¢rue. Them words could hold me up.

T ain’t lived that long, he said.

Look like you on your way, I said. I don’t know why, but the boy seemed to need
some encouraging. And I don’t know, seem like one way or another you talk to rich
white folks and you end up reassuring herz. But what the hell, by now I feel some-
thing for the boy. I wouldn’t be in his bed all alone in the middle of the night for

nothing. Couldn’t be nothing worse than being famous the world over for something

you don’t even.understand. That’s what I tried to tell Bessie. She wanted that same

song. Overheard me practicing it one day, said, with her hands on her hips: Gracie
Mae, I’ma sing your song tonight. I /zkes it.

Your lips be too swole to sing, I said. She was mean and she was strong, but I
trounced her. | ot .

Ain’t you famous enough with your own stuff? I said. Leave mine alone. Fmﬁ.mm
on, she thanked me. By then she was Miss Bessie Smith to the World, and I was still
Miss Gracie Mae Nobody from.Notasulga.

The next day all these limousines arrived to pick me up. H.u.?m cars and twelve
bodyguards. Horace picked that morning to start painting the kitchen. .

Don’t paint the kitchen, fool, I said. The only reason that QEB._U.WovN of ours is
going to show me his mansion is because he intends to present us ./Sﬂr. anew rocm.m.

What you gonna do with it? he asked me, standing there in his shirtsleeves stir-
ring the paint. ,

Sell it. Give it to the children. Live in it on weekends. It don’t matter what I do.
He sure don’t care. - : ;

Horace just stood there shaking his head. Mama you sure'looks good, he says.
Wake me up when you git back. b = g , o

Fool, 1 say, and pat my wig in front of the mirror.

The boy’s house is something else. First you come to this Boczﬂmw:v and then you
commence to drive and drive up this road that’s lined with magnolias. Do magnolias
grow on mountains? I was wondering. And you come to lakes NE@ you come to
ponds and you come to deer and you come up on some sheep. And I figure these two
is sposed to represent England and Wales. Or something out mum .mcnowm. And you just
keep on coming to stuff. And it’s all pretty. Only the ‘Bmm.mﬂsbm my car .&on t look
at nothing but the road. Fool. And then finally, after all this time, you vomi to go up
the driveway. And there’s more magnolias—only they’re not E.mcnv good shape. Hﬁ.m
sort of cool up this high and I.don’t think they’re gonna make it. And then I see this
building that looks like if it had a name it would be Hr.m Tara .moﬁ&. Columans mbm
steps and-outdoor chandeliers and rocking nrm:m.\AWoow_hm chairs? Well, and ﬁ.rono s
the boy on the steps dressed in a dark green satin jacket E.nm you see folks wearing on
TV late at night, and he looks sort of like a fat dracula qﬁ% ME that roc.mo rising be-
hind him, and mmmbmwbm beside him there’s this little white vision of loveliness that he
introduces as his wife. . : L st o ¥ : .
EHHommvm nervous when he introduces us and he says to her: This is Gracie Mae Still,
I want you to know me. I mean . . . and she gives him a look that would fry meat.

Won’t you come in, Gracie Mae; she says, and that’s thelast I see of her. . -

He fishes around for something to say or do and decides to escort me to ﬁ.rm
kitchen. We go through the entry and the parlor and the vmmmrmmmﬁ room and ﬁrm. &H.H-
ing room and the servants’ passage and finally get ﬁrmmw. The first thing I notice is
that, altogether, there are five stoves. He looks about to E.Qo&cmm me to one.

. Whit a minute, I say. Kitchens,don’t do nothing for me. Let’s go'siton the front
porch. SPTI o SR . T e’ b
Well, we hike back and we sit in the rocking chairs rocking until-dinnet.



Gracie Mae, he says down the table, taking a-piece of fried chicken from the
woman standing over him, I got a little surprise for you.

It’s a house, ain’t it? T ask, spearing a chitlin. 2 !

You're getting spoiled, he says. And the way he says sporled sounds funny. He
slurs it. It sounds like his tongue is t0o thick for his mouth. Just that quick he’s fin:
ished the chicken and is now eating chitlins azd a pork chop. Me spoiled, I'm think-
ing.

T already got a house. Horace is right this minute painting the kitchen. I bought
that house. My kids feel comfortable in that house.

But this one I bought you is just like mine. Only a little smaller.

I'still don’t need no house. And anyway who would clean it?

He looks surprised. i

Really, I think, some peoples advance so slowly.

I'hadn’t thought of that. But what the hell, I'll get you somebody to live in.

I don’t want other folks living *round me. Makes me nervous.

You don’t? It do?

What I want to wake up and see folks I don’t even know for?

He just sits there downtable staring at me. Some of that feeling is in the song,
ain’t it? Not the words, the feeling. What I want to wake up and see folks I don’t even
know for? But I see twenty folks a day I don’t even know, including my. wife.

This food wouldn’t be bad to wake up to though, I'said. The boy had found the
genius of corn bread.

He looked at me real hard. He laughed. Short. They want what you got but they
don’t want you. They want what I

got only it ain’t mine. That’s what makes ’em so
hungry for me when I sing. They getting the flavor of something but they ain’t get-
ting the thing itself. They like a pack of hound dogs trying to gobble up a scent.
You talking ’bout your fans? ,

Right. Right. He says.

Don’t worry *bout your fans, I say. They don’t know their asses from a hole in
the ground. I doubt there’s a honest one in the bunch.

That’s the point. Dammit, that’s the point! He hits the table with his fist. It’s so
solid it don’t even quiver. You need a honest audience! You can’t have folks that’s
just gonna lie right back to you. . ,

Yeah, I say, it was small compared to yours, but I had one. It would have been
worth my life to try to sing ’em somebody else’s stuff that I didn’t know nothing about.

He must have pressed a buzzer under the table. One of his flankies zombies up.
Git Johnny Carson, he says:

On the phone? asks the zombie.

O:ﬁvﬁuros@mmwmﬂnmwbg)iumﬁ you think I mean, git him offa the front porch?
Move your ass.

So two weeks later we’s on the Johnay Carson show.

Traynor is all corseted down nice and looks a little bit tat but mostly good. And
all the women that grew up on him and my song squeal and squeal. Traynor says: The
lady who wrote my first hit record is here with us tonight, and she’s agreed to sing it

for all of us; justlike she:sung it forty-five years ago. Ladies and Gentlemen, the great
Gracie Mae Still!

Well, T had tried to lose a couple of pounds my oé% self, but MM&MM %MM%%MM
“ i to Traynor, w
big dress made. So I sort of rolls over next oL
HM MMMW& Wrmn he puts his arm around back of me to try to hug me it looks mcssw
witheaudienceand they laugh. i : . .
¢ ﬁer Hw see this pisses him off. But I smile out Hrmnn at em. Imagine M@ﬁMmrbm Wm
twenty years and not knowing why you're squealing? No more sense of endings a
beginnings than hogs. - : :
’t matter, Son, I say. Don’t fret none over me. : . e
WMMM%MMM@ to sing. And I sound wonderful. mmEm. able to sing momm ain’t
all about having a good singing voice a’tall. A moo&a&nmﬁm Mo:\.m rwmmm.nwﬂww M\ﬁ HM MM%
i i ike I did you understand e .
in the Hard Shell Baptist church like N
M“Mw\d MMW sings is the singer. Them that waits for programs and arrangements and le
is j i ing body space.
from home is just good voices occupying o -
- mHM there I am singing my own song, my own way. .?& I give it all T mMﬁ MEQ wM
iov every minute of it. When I finish Traynor is mﬁmb.%bm. up clapping an %W app &m.
me\& wmmwism at first me and then the audience like I'm his mama for true. The au
ence claps politely for about two seconds.
Traynor looks disgusted. i .
. mm%nOBmm over.and tries to hug me mmmE..HMm audience laughs.
. i h weird.
... Johnny Carson looks at us like we bot : . ,
Py MﬁoSMMmm is mad as hell. He’s supposed to sing moBQme Q&m.&, NHNM@%M%MW% MMM
i i . d says: Now see if my imitatio
instead he takes the mike, turns to me and say . i
i song, I think, looking out a : y
up. He goes into the same song, our son e et
! ings it just the way he always did. My voice, my tone,
Wmeerwn%M moMQO a couple of lines. Even before he’s finished the matronly squeals
begin. , .
i , i d.
. ts down next to me looking whippe . v
WMMSN matter, Son, I say, patting his hand. Koa don’t even know those people.
Try to make the people you know happy.
Is that in the song? he asks.
Maybe. I say. ‘ .

1977

For a few years I hear from him, then nothing. But wa:m ﬁomowm /Mowmrg M»HWMM Mm MM@.
trention ] fi d up to the fact that my fat is the hur
tention I got to spare. I finally face : : sonbgc
HM bbwﬁ Q,\mmz to myself, and that I been trying to bury it from the .mmw\ Twas UOMMMWM
&mm when you git real old, to tell the truth, it ain’t as Emmmm:ﬁ. It gits lumpy an .
i ; it this shit offa me.
. So one day I'said to Horace, I'ma git t -
M\G&WSM he fell Ms with the program like he always try to do and Lord such a pro
EYRE
ion of salads and cottage cheese and fruit juice! . .
ommmHMuMM merﬁ I dreamed Traynor had split up with his mmﬁmom:r wife. He said: WMN
meet em for no reason. You date "em for no reason. You marry m.§ \»% no %&M@MH@@
itall but I swear it’s Jjust like somebody else doing it. 1 feel like I can’t remem .
The boy’s in trouble, I said ﬁo.mo.mmom.
You've always said that, he said.
1 have?
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