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Why I Started Smokin’ Cigarettes

​ When did I start
smokin’ cigarettes? Well, it was in 1991, an’ I remember real good
‘cause it was one night right after Daddy left to go to Hooter’s to
git some chicken wings. Why did I start? Well, if ya really wanna
know, come on over here an’ sit down. I’ma tell you why…

See, it was a Saturday night an’ we didn’t
have nothin’ else to do, so we was just sittin’ ‘n smokin’ some
pretty good weed, playin’ Spades, an’ watching TV. Well, we was
sorta half watchin’ th’ TV, to tell ya th’ truth, because we
was mostly concentratin’ on th’ card game.

*

What was on th’ TV? Hell, I couldna tol’ you
even then what was on, let alone remember now, since I
wasn’t payin’ that much attention, but I remember it was summer
‘cause it was hot, so it musta been a rerun, an’ I sure as hell
remember what happened that night. Which I’m tryin’ to tell you
about, since you asked, so hush…

*

Anyhow, it was me, my boyfriend Thock, my
daddy George, his girlfriend Iris an’ her two boys, Puddin’ an’
Sammy.

*

Huh? No, I don’t know why they called
Puddin’ “Puddin’.” Probably just a baby nickname his mama gave him.
I never knew, an’ it ain’t got nothin’ to do wit’ this story, so
hush up an’ lemme finish. Now, where was I? Oh, yeah…

*

Due to all that weed, my stomach got to
growlin’, an’ we’d done ate everything Iris had fixed early on, so
I said, “Daddy, I’m hungry. How ‘bout you go git somethin’ to
eat?”

Daddy did that hummin’ thing he always did
when he was down into his weed. “Mmmm?” an’ he dragged on his blunt
an’ held it in. I could tell it was good to ‘im ‘cause he had his
eyes half shut. Then he let out th’ smoke an’ grinned. He sat up
from where he’d done slouched down in his favorite armchair, an’
said, “Okay, Shaniqua, heh, heh. I heard that belly rumblin’. You
know, I’ma li’l hungry, too. Yeah.”

He stopped an’ stared at th’ ceiling for a
minute, like he was thinkin’ about where he was gonna go to git th’
food. It was kinda late an’ I knew th’ burger joint up th’ street
had to be closed by then.

Then he grinned again, an’ I could see he’d
got a idea. “I know what I got a taste for. I know what’s
still open. I’ma go down to Hooter’s ‘n git some o’ them chicken
wings we like.” He looked around. “Anybody else hungry?”

Iris an’ th’ guys allowed as how they could
eat too so he nodded an’ said, “I’ll bring back a box, then.”

Daddy left - on foot since he was
‘way too high to drive - an’ we all settled back down. I
leaned back, snuggled up to Thock, an’ watched everybody else play
while we waited since Daddy had been my Spades partner.

It weren’t that far, a few blocks, but
twenty minutes later, Daddy still wasn’t back.

Puddin’s stomach growled out real loud, an’
he said, “Man! I’m ‘bout to cave in! I cain’t wait no mo. I
gotta git somethin’ to eat! Com’on, Sammy, let’s go down to
th’ Fast Run an’ git some snacks.”

Thock said, “Hold up, I’ll go witcha.”

*

Huh? Why’d they call him “Thock?” Well,
“Thock” was his nickname ‘cause he got run over by a bicycle when
he was little, an’ when he got asked what he remembered about th’
accident he kept hollerin’, “Thock”! Tha’s all I ‘member! “Thock!”
cause he couldn’t say “thunk”. So that’s what his mama took to
callin’ him, an’ soon, everybody else started callin’ ‘im that,
too.

His real name? You don’t need to know that.
Besides, it’s not important. Now shut up an’ lemme finish th’
story!

*

Anyhow, I thought them makin’ a quick snack
run was a good idea, so I said, “Wait, here’s some change. Bring me
back a beer an’ a honeybun.” I was gittin’ thirsty, an’ I sure did
love me some honeybuns - still do.

Ten minutes later, Sammy an’ Puddin’ came
back in crunchin’ on tater chips, but there weren’t no Thock wit’
‘em, an’ they didn’t have my beer ‘n honeybun, neither.

“Hey,” said I, “where th’ hell is my stuff
an’ my change?” I was wonderin’ where th’ hell Thock was, too.

“Thock got it,” said Puddin’ as he flopped
himself down on a chair at th’ card table in fronta Sammy.

“Yeah,” said Sammy. “He at th’ phone booth
makin’ a call.”

*

Yeah, a phone booth, silly! You know
there weren’t no cell phones back then! What? There were? Well,
I didn’t know nobody wit’ one. Only thing I’d ever heard
about that was mobile was a CB radio an’ you sure hell couldn’t
carry that around in yo pocket! Now, shut up an’ listen…

*

I saw Sammy ‘n Puddin’ eyeball each other
but they didn’t say nothin’ else. I didn’t think anything about
that look ‘cause I was real hungry by then, so I got a li’l
testy. “Well, why th’ hell didn’t he send it by you? Who th’ hell
does he think wants warm beer? Shit.” I heaved myself up
from my comfortable seat on th’ couch. “Oh, never mind. I’ll just
go git it from ‘im.” I headed out th’ door lettin’ them know how I
felt about th’ situation: “Inconsiderate asshole! He coulda brung
me my stuff first, or at least sent it to me by y’all!”

*

Huh? When am I gittin’ to th’ part about th’
cigarettes? Well, if you’d quit askin’ silly questions an’ lemme
finish I’d be there by now! Be patient an’ listen...

*

Well, now I’ma tall woman, an’ I sure wasn’t
fat back then, you know--

*

What? You done seen my pictures from back
then, so you know what I looked like! An’ I ain’t fat
now, just skinny-challenged. Now if you want to hear th’ rest of
this story I suggest you quit flappin’ yo lips.

Now, where was I at? Oh, yeah…

*

I was a lean, mean, nineteen. I was what
they call ‘statuesque’, so I wasn’t fat but I wasn’t exactly skinny
neither, an’ I guess people always expect to be able to hear me
comin’. However, I never make a lotta noise when I move
which always takes folk by surprise. Consequently, until I cleared
my throat, Thock didn’t notice me next to ‘im at th’ open-air phone
booth where he was talkin’ to some ho over th’ phone.

An’ before you ask, I knew he was talkin’ to
a ho ‘cause he was usin’ his smooth, sexy voice, sayin’
things like “Yeah, baby” an’ “I’ll be there in a li’l bit” an’
“Sugar you know I wanna see ya”.

He jumped an’ turned around wit’ his
shock-face on, his eyes stretchin’ wide when he saw me standin’
there.

I gave ‘im my “you fucked” look.

“Gimme my shit ‘n my change, an’ you kin
just stay yo twisted ass right here on th’ phone wit’ that bitch!”
I know I was hissin’ but I was ‘way pissed, an’ truth be
told, I was a li’l hurt, too. He’d done that shit before, an’ I was
dumb enough to let ‘im sweet-talk me into givin’ ‘im another
chance, but this was th’ last sheet on th’ roll.

*

Listen, you! Interrupt me one mo time an’ I
ain’t gonna finish th’ story! Yeah it was stupid of me to believe
Thock when he cheated on me th’ first time, but I was young - I
learned better. Now, you th’ one who asked why I started
smokin’ cigarettes an’ I’m tryna tell you so shut up an’
listen!

*

I snatched th’ bag an’ glared at th’
jackass, holdin’ my hand out for my change. He pointed at th’ bag,
an’ I jiggled it, satisfied when I heard a jingle.

I told him as politely as I could, “We
through, ya lyin’, cheatin’ muthafucker!”

*

Well, that was as polite as I could be at
th’ time considerin’ th’ circumstances, so shut up.

*

He sputtered an’ started to say somethin’
while coverin’ th’ mouth-piece of th’ phone - I’m sure so his ho
wouldn’t hear - but I was fumin’. I didn’t wanna hear shit
he had to say, so I whipped around an’ marched my happy ass back up
th’ street to th’ house before I did somethin’ he would regret. He
was lucky I still had a li’l buzz on from th’ weed, else I woulda
been a whole lot more pissed than I was.

But I knew one thing for sho: I was
done wit’ Thock. An’ I didn’t care how cute he was or
how well he laid it in.

I seethed all th’ way back up to th’ house
wit’ visions in my head of different ways to maim that asshole, but
by th’ time I got there I decided it wasn’t worth it. He
wasn’t worth it. So I went in an’ plopped back on th’ couch, tryin’
to cool down.

I was doin’ all right, sippin’ my beer an’
munchin’ my honeybun, when who comes steppin’ in but Thock, wearin’
a shit-eatin’ grin, his teeth showin’ all white an’ gleamy.

My temper flared back up. All I could think
was, this asshole’s got some nerve! “Git th’ fuck away from
me!” I growled. “I tol’ you - we’re done!”

Thock lost th’ grin, an’ to show you his
infinite stupidity, he hollered, “Dammit Shaniqua! No we
ain’t! See, you don’t even know who I was talkin’ to. I weren’t
talkin’ to no woman! You always jumping to ‘clusions! I was talkin’
to my boy, Skeedo. Me an’ him gone meet up tomorrow for some
basketball.”

Puddin’ an’ Sammy, sittin’ over on th’ side,
was watchin’ wit’ their eyes big. They sat up straight an’ you
could tell from th’ way they looked at ‘im that they thought Thock
had lost his mind.
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