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Thanks to all my friends and acquaintances that kept goading me on about finally publishing this book. They've read or heard the stories for years now and continuously encouraged me to push forward and get it done.

Now – do what you said and buy a damn copy!

I love you my dahhhlings. 
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“LIGHTS! CAMERA! WHAT THE HELL AM I DOING!”
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Write a book! Write a book! You've got to write a book!

That's all I've heard for years and years. I like to make people laugh, but putting stories down on paper? It's hard to get the full aspect when you can't hear my voice or the inflections in my voice or vocal characters I use.

People that I know always say, "When I read your stories, I can hear your voice." That's all well and good for them but how do you get that across on paper? With the advent of social media, it has become apparent that I do have a following.

"You are crazy!"

"You need to be examined!"

All votes of confidence! I get other compliments like, "I laughed so hard my tampon fell out."

"Don't drink coffee when reading Alan's posts!"

There are naturally very serious sides as well. That's life. We all have those. Some people have said, "I honestly don't know how you put up with that. Why do you still speak to her?" I do try to put a bit of a humorous flair even to the bad parts.

I do thank God for giving me a colorful life and having colorful friends and family to make stories out of. My intent in life has always been, if I can make somebody laugh for just a minute and make them forget their troubles, then I've done my job. Am I a writer of quality? Shit no!

Oh.......I also have a really bad potty mouth so just get the fuck over it. It is hard to determine when I'm using strong sarcasm because I am very caustic and sarcastic in my speech. Hopefully, you'll get the hang of it.

It is also very important that you read this with a southern accent. I am from the hill country of Tennessee so when I open my mouth, biscuit and gravy falls out. I have more of the Foghorn Leghorn type of accent. I say "Wahh-duh" for water. One syllable words become two syllable words.

Like "sure" is pronounced "shoe-wuh." I'm also very LOUD! I have a deep booming voice. I don't laugh. I ROAR! I throw my head back and just bellow! Sometimes I laugh so hard I fall to the floor and slap the ground. I love to laugh. I love to make people laugh. I'm an old theater ham. I don't mind looking like the idiot if it gets a laugh. Laughter is the best medicine.

A lot of my stories revolve around my mother, and I get my humor, my sarcasm, and my flair for writing from her. She has never been able to look at herself and laugh. She has never been able to realize how funny she is.

So consequently, she takes anything mentioned about her as a direct affront and comes out with claws lashing! "You do not have my express written permission to post any likeness of me." I've held off releasing anything because she can be very vindictive but now, she's in her late 80's and I'm in my mid 50's so time's a waistin'.

Again, I am not an expert and have no clue about proper terminology or writing techniques, etc. I just know what's worked in the past. I ain't got time for all the, "she said", "he explained", "they pondered" shit.

I know there are a lot of literary snobs out there that have a small coronary if a body of literature isn’t 100% perfect. Well, with mine? Read 'em and weep! I am not responsible for crossed eyes. My best friend told me a long while back that she was concerned that if I had the manuscript professionally edited that it would remove my personal touch. I march to the beat of my own drum. I don’t follow standardization. I’m my own free spirit.

Now with that said, let's delve into some references here. A recent social media poll. “Describe me in 3 words or less.” This was given to not only friends that know me but people I have never met that have joined my social media. Have at it kids!

"Funny, Honest, Blunt" 

"Extremely Enjoyable" 

"Loyal, Amusing, Honest"

"Peachy Bottomed Gurl” (there's always one smart-ass in the bunch)

"Blatantly Painfully Honest" (Guilty) 

"Funny Honest Loving"

"Fabulously Witty, Flamboyant" 

"Funny, Blunt, Caring" 

"Awesome, Caring, Truthful" 

"Funny, Sincere"

"Authentic, Hilarious, Unflinching" 

"Fun, Loving, Blunt"

"Truthful, Hysterical, Loyal" 

"Loyal, Trustworthy, Hysterical"

Wow! Talk about boosting an old man's ego! If we throw thrifty, reverent, and brave in there I could be a Boy Scout!

So that gives you the idea of what you're in for. Onward Ho! And I'm not speaking of my prior profession!

And yes. I am gay. A card carrying, officially certified homo. If that bothers your delicate pallet then put the book down right now because you are going to be offended. My nickname is "Miss Gray" and so used in said offering.

This is a collection of stories that I have told for years and years.

When I took creative writing classes in high school and college, I always got very good grades and lots of fun notes from the instructors. I didn't really think I was that funny then, but they did. Then moving forward into the digital age. I started sticking my toe in the water (wahh-duh) by writing down these stories I've told verbally for eons. I was a bit stunned when I got good reviews, and they wanted more!

"You should put this all in a book!" Who the hell would give a shit about anything I wrote? The basis for this venture was consolidating files and social media notes into one place and get it somewhat organized. Things that were easily accessible. There's so much more buried in posts and emails and text messages but this gets all the old stuff out of the way to open up for newer things if there's ever a demand. When I got just the easily accessible stuff dropped, dragged, polished, milked, Brazilian waxed  - I had over 500 pages! That's enough for now! AND - A cousin of mine challenged me to do this. So, I dood it!

This all started about 20 years ago. Back in the days of Myspace, I had posted a few of these stories and got a great response. I decided to start writing these stories down never intending for it to be a book. My ex- husband demanded that I come to bed when he did, and he went to bed early. I was not allowed to watch TV because the light and the noise bothered him. So, most nights I would just stare at the ceiling until I fell asleep. He had a laptop. I would sit up in bed and prop the laptop on my knees and type for hours. It just flowed out of me.

At one point I printed it all out in the rough format and put it on the top shelf of a closet never intending for anybody to see it. I printed the hard copy in case something happened to the electronic files. I had a Christmas party once and a friend of mine was married to a very funny fellow. I felt his humor to be far above mine. My friend knew of this book and demanded I get it down and let her husband read it. Reluctantly I got it down.

I chose a chapter for him to read. I remember opening the 3-ring binder across my kitchen sink and then sitting in a chair watching the reaction. Her husband started to giggle....... then giggle some more....... then laughing out loud. Eventually his knees buckled from laughing and I knew then I might have something! If it could make HIM laugh? 

Then many years later I transferred things and polished things to a book writing website. By that time, I had more new stories to add and would print these off and take them to a friend’s office that I worked with. I watched her laugh until she cried. Again, I knew I had something.

At least it introduces you to myself and some of my friends in those early party years as well as Mumsie Dahhhling. If you love it - let me know. If you don't - shut the hell up. LOL! The first half of the book has funny moments but also includes seriousness as well. You get to know me and why I tick or tock or go BONG! The second half is pure Mumsie madness.

So here it is! Unabridged and unashamed! Warts and all! I hope you've had your distemper vaccination. Put some extra Poise Pads in your drawers if you have a weak bladder.

And now ladies and gentlemen! (I can hear the 20th Century Fox theme music in my head)

I now apologetically present - "They Call Me Miss Gray!"
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Already practicing staggering out of a bar half naked and only one pump on!

Section 1

"Look Ma! No Brains!"

The adventure begins.
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​​“HOW I CAME TO BE”
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I was born on All Saints Day. Don’t even go there!

First and foremost, I was supposed to have been the new house. I was the Valentine's present gone wrong. My mother was 31 and my father was 35 when I was born so I was a late baby. Mother didn't think she could get pregnant anymore. They had been trying since my older sister was born ten years earlier but had given up. 

There must have been something in the water at that time because several of her friends made doctor’s appointments around the same time period. SURPRISE!!! There were quite a few late babies around the same time period I was born.

Daddy was Air Force and mother was........mother was...well, mother was the narcissistic princess with an attitude. To set the tone of this relationship let’s discuss Mother a little bit here. I had so much difficulty with my mother all my life. She was very controlling and manipulative. Everything had to be her way and there was no room for any individuality. Her main mode of punishment was to humiliate you in public or around a group of her friends. If she embarrassed the shit out of you then you wouldn’t do that again – whatever it was you did. I did have a very good childhood. Mother and I were very close. We were also a lot alike. I would go toe to toe with her when we fought but my sister would go lock herself in her bedroom. She just didn’t want to deal with Mother.

Once I started showing signs of independence and liking things on my own that’s when the problems began. It was all about Shirley. It was Shirley’s way or highway. Long after the book “Mommie Dearest” came out I started calling her “Mumsie Dahhhling” as a throwback. I read the book again as an adult and I was stunned at the similarities between Joan Crawford and my mother! I had to know what this ailment was because obviously Joan and Mom had it. I called a friend of mine from high school that was a psychologist and asked for a diagnosis. She said,

“I’ll give you a diagnosis! Your mother has the worst case of severe narcissistic personality disorder I have ever seen.”

Well what do you do about it? 

“Nothing!”

Nothing!?

“Yep. You will never be able to prove to her that she has a problem.”

And that was correct! She was NEVER at fault! YOU were the one with the problem – not her! As I got older it got worse for me. The tolerance just wasn’t there anymore. But this haughtiness was ever present even in my childhood days. Even her school friends said she was like that in school and that none of them wanted to argue with her because she would chew their ass out. That sounded very familiar!

She enunciated everything for weight in her disdain. The most common of her enunciated phrases was my name. It’s hard to present to you in typewritten form. The only way I know how to type is, “Alannn-uh!” For years when I would type things on Facebook people never understood or got it wrong. She would put the emphasis on “AL” and then drag out the n’s, “nnn”. Then do a short little pause and end it with an “uh” sound. “ALannn-UH!” If I ever do an audiobook of this, you can hear it.

It got old as I got older. But in the earlier years I didn’t know any of this and didn’t have anything for comparison until I got in high school and started driving. I would go over to other friend’s houses and see how their mother’s reacted and think, “WAIT A DAMN MINUTE HERE! Something’s different!”

She knew how to push my buttons and always enjoyed making me so mad that I would explode and start kicking things and cussing like a sailor.

There was no ignoring it either because she wouldn’t stop until she got you to explode. All forms of psychology never worked on her. She knew all the tricks. We fought all the time. I screamed and yelled and cussed and threatened. We did love each other, and it was better for me as I aged and learned she really wasn’t all she thought she was. I lived on my own for 34 years and could just hang up on her when she called and started her shit.

But she just kept pushing and pushing and pushing and sarcastic and smart ass. So, the story I say that sums up our relationship the best is when I had to move back in with her when she had dementia until she died. The dishwasher went out and I just knew that was going to be a nightmare. She can never make up her mind and with the dementia it was damn near impossible. I got tired of washing dishes for 3 months by hand and she still couldn’t make up her mind.

One night I threw her ass in the car, and we went to Lowe’s to get a new dishwasher. She started in on me and by the time I got into the parking lot I was in a rage! I roared into the parking space and threw the car in park and was screaming and yelling and beating the steering wheel. Pick-pick-pick. She never knew when to stop. I would be telling her to shut up and she wouldn’t. Daddy did the same thing. Bless him. I don’t know how he stood her for 45 years!

So, after my explosion and cussing fit, she folded her arms and in a very snitty little voice she said, “So......do you know any OTHER cute little cuss words?” I screamed, “YES!!!! CUNT!!!!” 

That’s sums up our relationship.

Mother prided herself on being the perfect little 1950's housewife with strict 1950’s values and ideals. Then she became the 1960's liberal woman. She loved the TV show "Maude" and loved how forward and liberal Maude was. She became the “Maude Findley” of the town. She even remodeled our kitchen to match the dark colors in Maude's kitchen on TV. It still looks like that!

Daddy loved Florida. Oh GOD did that man love Florida. He wanted to move there so bad. In 1965 there was an opportunity for him to transfer to an Air Force base in or around Tampa. He was so excited. 

Mother on the other hand was less than enthralled. We nicknamed her “The Princess” because she is sensitive to EVERYTHING! We teased Mother about the story of “The Princess and The Pea.”  The stacking of the mattresses and that she would be able to detect the pea at the bottom of the stack when she laid down. She said, “Damn straight!” So, I started calling her “Princess.” It truly is a serious problem for her. She just handles it all wrong and expects and demands that you follow the same restrictions as she has. It gets old and very annoying.

She cannot handle any fragrances like perfumes, or any product with a fragrance or smell to it. You have to find washing detergents that are fragrance free. Fragrances seriously irritate her skin and make her break out and itch. She can’t wear traditional deodorant because of the fragrances in them so she uses a salt rock which I’d never heard of before.

She just makes such a big damn deal out of it, and you are supposed to purchase products exactly as she does. I’m sorry – I’m not sensitive to chemicals so I don’t have to follow suit. But if you don’t do it then you are just against her. She also has the world's most sensitive nose and can smell things that you can't smell. She will complain that you REEK and it's just the scent of the deodorant you are wearing. "You're stinking up the entire house with your horrid, scented deodorant! Not everybody likes scents Alannn-uh!" You see, EVERYBODY is supposed to agree with the princess and if you don't you are just wrong. It doesn’t matter what it is.

I remember going to her house for dinner once and I asked her what I could do to help. She said, “Make the instant potatoes.” Okay. I started making them just like I’d done for 30 years by melting butter in a pot with salt and then add milk until it boils and then add the potato flakes. Her enunciation was always prominent. It was haughty and intended to degrade you, but as she aged it sounded like her teeth were slipping! I always said she went to the Sean Connery speech therapy class.

Everything has too much, “Shhhawllt” in it. If she sees you add salt you get attacked. The Princess is not happy! So, she came flying over to my pot on the stove and yanked the butter out,

“YOU DON’T ADD BUTTER!! YOU ADD BUTTER AND SALT AT THE TABLE!!”

I made the mistake of saying, “Every time I’ve ever made potatoes people have liked them.” She barked back with her enunciation, “They - were - just - being-uh - polite - Alannn-uh! People do not like butter and salt IN their potatoes! They like to add it themselves at the tabllle-uh!”

Right! Got it! How silly of me! Of course. You surveyed the entire country and only I like butter and salt IN my mashed potatoes. My error.

She double rinses her sheets because the soap makes her itch. She wanted to get a new mattress one time, and it was a complete aggravation. We went all through the whole, “This one is too soft, and this one is too hard.” “Could you make up your mind now Goldilocks so we can go home?” She can never make up her mind. I call it “The Goldilocks Syndrome.”

Back to the subject of Florida. Mother didn’t want to move anywhere that was hot and moldy and full of bugs, "I didn't want to move down there where it's hot. There's sand in everything - your food - your car. Your drinking water has grit in it." The princess was not amused. Dad was still hell bent, and Mother kept trying to tell him it wouldn't be all beaches and bikinis because he would be working and not on vacation. It would just be hot and muggy and getting into a hot car every day without a sea breeze because they would be living inland. He didn't care.

In 1965 they took a family vacation down there before I was even a sperm in Daddy's testicle to look around the area and feel it out. Daddy toured the air base and went for an interview. They told him he could have the job whenever he was ready. It was going to take some time and planning and convincing my mother to go. And what were they going to do with his elderly mother?

He thought it would probably take a year to settle everything before moving down there. They would have to come back to find a house and deal with all the things that go along with relocating. This trip they had my nine- year-old sister with them, and it really wasn't conducive to going house hunting.  

They had to make it more of a vacation than anything due to my sister being present. Just think! I could have been a beach bunny! Oh my God, could you imagine ME growing up in Tampa? I'd probably be dead by now.

So, jump forward to Valentine's Day of 1966. Dad gives mother more than a box of candy and flowers! A few weeks go by, and Mother is sick as a dog. She goes to the doctor and is absolutely floored when the doctor tells her she’s pregnant. She thought it was a stomach virus. She went home and told Dad she was pregnant, and he proceeded to join her in complimentary vomiting.

The idea of Florida was becoming dim. How could they support two children and move? SIMPLE! Daddy would just move BEFORE the kid would be born. They'd worry about the expenses once he got settled. Yeah, that’s it! He’d move on down to Florida and then send for the family once he felt he had enough money to do so! After he removed Mother’s foot from his ass, he learned that plan had been vetoed.

So, we jump forward again to September of 1966. Daddy is still hell bent and bound and determined so they board a plane and head back to Florida. Well...the idea of the plane trip instead of a car ride was because mother now was seven months pregnant with me and a car ride to Florida would not be conducive to her bladder schedule. And in those days, there were no interstates or all-night gas stations. You basically drove until dark and found a motel somewhere for the night. It took days to get there back then.

They get to Florida and find a suitable house and think about buying. On the flight back home, mother had what felt like labor pains! Scared the shit of her! Scared the shit out of HIM! They thought I was going to be born somewhere between Okaloosa, Florida and Bumfuck, Tennessee. False alarm!

Mother told Daddy that it was a sign and there was no way in hell she was moving to Florida. That ended that. Dad's dream was shattered. Maybe that's why Daddy and I didn't get along? I just now thought of that. I crapped on his dream. OOPS!

Anyway, Mother wasn't the only family member pregnant. Taffy, the family dog, had also had a slutty moment and got knocked up. Dog and owner shared morning sickness and mood swings together grumbling over Mother's morning coffee and Taffy's bowl of milk. Ahhhhh...togetherness.

Taffy beat Mother to the punch. She had 12 puppies! Taffy also liked to chase cars. So, in October of 1966 Mother was backing out of the driveway and started to pull off when, "THUMP!” Speed bump! She ran over the dog and broke her hip. Mother said,

"Now there I was eight months pregnant and couldn’t even see my feet trying to bend over in the middle of the street to pick up this damn dog up that was trying to bite me."

Why was she trying to bite you Mother?

"DUH Alan! You'd bite the bitch that ran over you too if you had the chance!"

Mother took Taffy to the vet, and they had to cast her hip, and she couldn’t walk. After that, Taffy couldn't stand to breast feed. She was in so much pain she would drag herself off somewhere to get away from those puppies. Mother said she found her once two blocks away under a bush. So, they decided to bottle feed the puppies and separate them from Taffy to let her heal.

Halloween night was always a nightmare in my neighborhood! We lived three blocks from the local grammar school and there were 90 million, grubby little booger-twisting, candy mongers knocking at the door before it was even dark. You couldn't even get dinner on the table or eat from running back and forth to the door. 

With Tennessee weather - you just never know what the hell is going to happen. If you don't like the weather - wait 20 minutes and it will change. There have been years when we were wearing shorts at Thanksgiving and other years snow two feet deep. In the fall, a typical weather scenario can be that it is in the 80’s during the day and evening, then later at night it begins to rain. Then the temperature drastically drops and overnight it snows. All of this within a 24-hour period. That's exactly what happened on Halloween of 1966.

It was unusually warm, and we didn’t have air conditioning back then. Mother was not having fun. She was pregnant, tired, bitchy and ready for this kid to pop out. She said it was like 85 degrees outside. Daddy was running around with his shirt off answering the door and giving the candy out. They eventually ran out of candy, so Mother started popping popcorn. Now in those days there were no hot air poppers or portable poppers. You had to pop the corn in a skillet over a hot eye on the stove. I still love to do that every once in a while, to hear the "PING...PANG.  PING PING PANG PANG PANG!"

Mother was standing there popping the popcorn and dumping it in a bowl. Daddy was running around behind Mother stuffing popcorn in plastic baggies and running back and forth to the door to feed the spooks. Well.  all of a sudden Mother had her first labor pain and it was a doosey!

It was so strong that she flipped the pan of hot oil she was holding just as Daddy was walking in around her to get more popcorn. She splattered his chest with hot oil! He looked at Mother, "Are you trying to tell me something?"

After nursing his wounds and apologizing a zillion times, things calmed down and they went to bed. In the middle of the night the weather changed. It changed drastically into a freak blizzard! Just ask anybody that was around back then, "Lord I remember the day you were born! It snowed like nobody's business!" At that time, the new hospital here in town was not completed yet. Your only other option was an old infirmary which had been around since the beginning of man - OR - the General Hospital in a nearby town 13 miles away. It was newer than the infirmary being only about 15 years old.

Mother had already had her experiences at the infirmary. When my sister was born it was the biggest heat wave anybody can remember in April of 1956. The infirmary had no air conditioning. It was already old even in 1956. It was run by very stern, old-school nurses dressed in the typical all white starched uniforms and extremely impressed with their authority.

They wouldn't let Dad past the front desk except during the daily 15-minute visiting period. That was it! Mother called her adoring nurse, "Nurse Bitch!" She was an older woman that was very crass. Mother said, "I was so young in those days. I didn't know I had rights, or I would have got off that bed and decked that bitch!"

Back then the woman was to remain flat on her back for days after childbirth and not allowed to leave the bed for anything. You had to use your bedpan and couldn’t even get up to go the restroom or take a bath. It was an inferno in that hospital with no air conditioning and only one window in each room. At that time our family owned a hardware store downtown and Mother's sister worked there. Mom called Dad up and asked him to go down to the store and have her sister give him an electric fan and bring it to her. He did as requested and was promptly cut off at the pass by Nurse Bitch who would not allow him to visit nor deliver the fan!

So, he went to a pay phone and called Mother back and told her what had happened. She told him to drive down the alley and hand it to her through the window. She got out of bed and unlatched the screen and just as Daddy was handing the fan through the window, Nurse Bitch walked into the room! "Well, I'll be damned! If you can't keep them from coming in the door they'll come in through the window! Haven’t you learned that’s how you got in the trouble you’re in? Now get back in that bed!!"

Nurse Bitch confiscated the fan and used it at HER desk. She also came back into Mother's room, unplugged the phone and took it out, then took two nails, closed the window and nailed it shut! Then she flounced out of the room. Mother was NOT about to go through THAT again with me!

She chose the General Hospital in the other town. Of course there were no good roads then. They were narrow two-lane roads that went over the foothills and around sharp curves with no streetlights. With the blizzard at hand, it was a literal white out! Perfect timing, I decided to knock on Mom's womb in the middle of the night to which she jumped up in bed and clinched her fist and down it came on Dad's nuts! Rise and shine! "God damn, Shirley! First you try to boil me in oil and now castrate me! FINE! I get the hint."

They grab the suitcases and drop my sister off at a relative’s house and try to head out of town. They get downtown and have a flat tire. With my sister it was a train that stopped in the middle of town. They could see the infirmary on the other side of the train but couldn't get to it for nearly an hour. Mother said, "I thought I was going to have your sister in the car!" She said, “I was going to get out of the car and walk in between the train cars and just walk to the infirmary, but your father said, “Have you lost your damn mind! What if the train starts to move?”

There was an old hotel downtown, and across the street was a mom & pop gas station. It was a Tudor style building, and the family lived in a house attached to the back of the gas station. Dad pulled in and started beating on the door, “WOMAN IN LABOR! WOMAN IN LABOR!” The man woke up and looked at the tire and told Dad there was no way he would make it. He needed a new tire. Dad was frantic, “Just put air in it! Woman in labor! Woman in labor!” The guy told Dad it would only take a few minutes to put a new tire on and I think Dad grabbed him by the collar and demanded that the air be put in! So, the guy filled the tire and off they went. It amazed me that nobody thought about a spare tire.

So off they go into the country – in the dark – during the snow – no streetlights – no chains or snow tires trying to slide their way there before Mother plopped this kid out in the floorboard. They get halfway there - BLOW OUT!......dead silence.,,,,,Mother turns to Daddy with a sarcastic disgusted look on her face, "You know what? I'm not going to say anything.... except. I HOPE YOU HAVE A PAIR OF SCISSORS TO CUT THE UMBILICAL CORD!!"

So as Mother is telling me this story she adds, "And then I changed the tire." WHAT? WHOA! Back up! You wanna run that by me again?

"Well, your damn father was acting like a crazed man dropping the lug nuts in the snow and throwing things, so I just got out of the car and told him to get his ass back in and keep the damn car warm. I changed the tire."

I said, "How in the world could you change a tire while you were in labor?"

She said, "It was easy! I just waited for a labor pain, then grabbed the tire iron and went AAAARRRRRRRGGGGGGHHHHHHH!"

They got to the hospital, and they wheeled Daddy in a wheelchair and Mother walked in carrying the bags. He was treated for burns and Mother gave birth to me. And that kiddies, is how I came into this world.

Oh....and you thought this was the end of the story? Not a chance!

Remember the puppies? Okay, children weren't allowed in hospitals back then. You couldn't even bring them in the front door. So, my mother’s best friend stayed at the house and took care of my sister while my parents were at the hospital. She goes out to feed the puppies and finds one is missing! She panics and thinks the poor little thing is lost somewhere in the snow and is going to freeze to death. Daddy comes home about this time to get more clothes, and she lays the news on him. He goes and gets a shovel and starts tenderly shoveling the snow all over the back yard trying to find this puppy. After he has nearly half the yard dug up, the little kid from next door comes over, tugs on Daddy’s pants leg and says, "My Mommy said I can't keep this puppy your daughter gave me" and hands it back to my father!

No-no....my sister is still alive. He didn’t kill her.[image: ]
Mumsie Dahhhling and Baby Miss Gray
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––––––––
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Widdle Biddie Miss Gray
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​​“THEY CALL ME MISS GRAY”
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So, let's dive in...........

My nickname is “Miss Gray.” It’s not a common knowledge on the streets or anything but my friends, either gay or straight, call me Miss Gray. It wasn’t a demeaning thing or an insult by any means. It was a very heart felt endearment bestowed on me by my best friend Dwayne.

Dwayne was a very flamboyant character and a big influence in my life in those early years.  He used to say he felt like a Black woman trapped inside a white man's body.  He was hysterically funny and quick on the draw with a comeback or an insult. Very catty and one of the few people that could just keep me in stitches to the point of having those laughing fits where I fall to the ground pounding the floor or spit food out in a fit of laughter.

Dwayne moved here from a different city and had a rather troubled background. His father was very strange and was a self-professed preacher, and in my opinion, not quite right in the head. He went overboard. They weren’t allowed to watch TV because it was the “devil’s tool” and a bunch of other crap like that. So here was Dwayne, queer as a football bat and tortured by his religion. He fought for years over that. I knew he was gay from the first moment I laid eyes on him, but he rode that fence of whether to be gay or follow the religion for years and years. It finally drove him to drug abuse which eventually killed him after decades of abuse.

His family was not supportive over anything he did, and his mother was spineless. She never would take up for him. When Dwayne was in high school, his mother divorced his father and started running around with a younger man and eventually moved in with him. The new father figure wanted Dwayne to like him, and he also had money. The guy bought Dwayne a brand-new Camaro and tons of designer clothes and Dwayne took it and ran with it! He became super popular in high school and had status and rank.

A couple of years later, Dwayne’s father had a run of bad luck, so he called Dwayne’s mother up and put on a sob story. She left the new guy and remarried Dwayne’s father. It was then a control issue between Dwayne’s father and Dwayne. His dad felt that he was a sinner and running wild. I’m sure there was jealousy there and part of his demonstrative approach to Dwayne was just to prove to his mother that daddy was still in charge.

As soon as Dwayne graduated high school his father moved them away from the city to our small town and sold the Camaro. He threw away all the designer clothes and basically put Dwayne in a "riches to rags" category.

Well, it damaged Dwayne. He blew a sprocket and after that, money was the status symbol and the only thing that was important. Whether or not you HAD money was not the issue. If you had designer things then that made you rich in other people's eyes.  

He became deeply entrenched in fabricating an image and fanatically sought to get that status back that he once had. With this independent movement, his father kicked him out and would hardly even talk to him, so Dwayne was on his own at an early age and very bitter. His mother did nothing to protect him or assist him.

Dwayne always said his parents catered to his younger sister and felt Dwayne to be the outcast and black sheep. It really did do a number on his head. It affected him for the rest of his life.

This was the cause of that tremendous personality that he had. It was to make people like him. He needed the love so badly and the acceptance. He developed this bitch exterior that was so incredibly funny and honed to perfection. He found the love and respect in me. I never looked down on people and he latched onto me immediately. 

He was a completely different person in private. He was scared, timid, dyslexic and very troubled. The Dyslexia was hidden from everybody. I didn’t even know it for a long while. It was so bad he couldn’t read well. Somebody would give him something to read, and he would just sort of hold it up in front of his face and smile and hand it back.

I gave him something to read once and he tried to blow me off like he didn’t have time or something like that. I made him take it and look at it. I kept asking questions about what he thought, and he was kept blowing me off. I finally said, “What’s the matter with you Dwayne? Can’t you read?” The blood drained from his face. He got very angry and threw the piece of paper to the ground and screamed at me, “NO!! I CAN’T!! THERE! ARE YOU HAPPY?”

Well, you could have knocked me over with a feather. “I’m sorry! Okay? I didn’t know!” 

He calmed down and put his arms around me and said, “I’m dyslexic. Nobody would ever take me to a doctor to get it treated and I’m very sensitive about it. Nobody knows but you and me. Daddy told me it’s a punishment from God for being the way I am.” 

I just gave him a big kiss on the cheek, “Don’t fret about it. Don’t you worry. I’ll handle it from now on.”

After that, any time he got a letter in the mail, or a bill, or somebody handed him something, I started developing that brash rude character and would just snatch it out his hand and read it aloud. Others thought it was very rude but that was my way of keeping him from being embarrassed. He knew what I was doing. After I would read it, he would snatch it back and point blindly at the page and say, “You mispronounced the word, with, Miss Gray.”

People would laugh. It worked like a charm and when we were alone, he had no problems with coming up to me and saying, “Read this to me.” It became such a comfort zone between the two of us that he eventually would just hand me something and I automatically read it to him. He finally found somebody he could trust!

Dwayne started to open up just a bit about his sexuality, but it was always vague. He would hang with the gay crowd, but you never saw him with a boy or even talking to one on his own. He liked the scene, but he was terrified of having to date and not being able to understand things or giving away that he couldn’t read. We started hitting the clubs together and that's where the Miss Gray persona started to form. I still hadn't hit my groove yet and didn't know how to act or what to be. I hadn't had enough experience yet.

Yes, we were in love with each other. Very much so but my love for him was like a brother. So close. We talked about it, and I just told him there's no way we could have ever been in a sexual relationship. It would have ruined that magic we had between us. I was the oaf, and he was the high- class bitch supreme. We could never have been lovers. I would never have wanted to jeopardize that friendship.

I remember years later when he moved off and was living in an upstairs apartment I would go visit on the weekends. We'd hit the clubs or have a wild ass party at his place. We always slept together in the same bed, but nothing ever happened. I didn't see him in that way. One night we laid down and were talking before we went to sleep. Out of the blue he said:

"Miss Gray?" Hmm?

"Is it true?"

Is what true honey?

"I mean......well. is it true what they say about you?"

What do you mean?

"Well. that you've got this big dick."

Well it's right there under the covers Dwayne. Look for yourself. "No..........no.........I better not. Because I'm liable to forget all about you being my best friend."

That was another arrow to the brain moment! I had no clue he felt that way about me. He just rolled over and went to sleep and I laid there rather stunned staring at the ceiling.

Starting at age 15 I took the usual teenage job working at McDonald's. I was there several years and got into management. In the summertime, the closing shift was usually the party crowd. There were several different fast- food joints in town and after closing we would all get together to terrorize the town or play Frisbee in the parking lot of one of the other food places.

Sometimes we'd have a scavenger hunt or water balloon fight. Just typical kid stuff outside of the wild parties with the drinking and the drugs. I mean so I've heard. EH HEM!

One night after close, all my closing crew went down to Arby's where Dwayne worked to play Frisbee in the parking lot. That's how we met. Instantly we bonded. I loved his humor. The minute I met him I knew he was gay. We lived together as roommates, not "roommates" for about four years and he was the best roommate I ever had. We never fought.

He was hysterically funny if you weren't the brunt of the joke. He was vicious! Catty. He knew no limits if he was sinking his teeth into you. Just rip you to shreds. I loved it! I was always the brunt of the joke. I loved acting the role of the buffoon and arguing back with him. I’m reasonably intelligent but I played the role of this ditsy blonde with no morals who was a ruthless slut. I really wasn’t, and in fact I was too scared to really get involved with guys that much. That’s one of the things that I said, if I could ever go back in time I would change. I would have loosed up more. I had a wonderful time, but I would have experimented more.

Everybody was "Miss Something" to Dwayne. Miss Thing. Miss It. Miss bad hairdo of 1987. So, he tagged me with "Miss Gray!" And it stuck! To this day people still call me Miss Gray and there is a certain inflection in the voice when you say it. I could always tell if somebody was of the original group when they say Miss Gray. Others don't pronounce it just right.

Unfortunately, I am now the only one left out of that original group. How did that happen? All of them are gone now way too young. I stopped the drugs - they didn't. I got a day job and was forced to settle down. They didn't. They kept on partying.

Dwayne's alter ego he named "Diva Cartier" like the Cartier jeweler. In fact, he answered the phone, "Goodiiiiva Dahhhling."

So, it became Miss Gray and Diva. Lord what a pair! Diva knew that I had this tremendous smart-ass, quick-fire wit buried deep down inside of me, and he unconsciously worked at getting me up to speed. He made me! He invented Miss Gray! Miss Gray was bigger than life. Miss Gray had no fear. Miss Gray was extremely brutal and funny. Alan wasn't. Alan was very shy and introverted from years and years of bullying and abuse. Alan hadn't developed that thick skin yet, but under the guise of Miss Gray, he could. Miss Gray could take over. I couldn’t.

Diva was so fashion conscience but had champagne taste on a beer budget, so he would do things like find name brand labels and sew them in the clothes over the non-name brand labels. He was also plump. Not fat but a little overweight. He was a little heavy which drives gay men away. If you aren’t the picture perfect little “twink boy” with the flat stomach and hairless, you don’t get any attention. Also, that venom of his ran them away too. Once we got to be good friends and had some situations together, he used me as his focus. I honestly was a typical blonde. I did trip over things and drop things and was clueless sometimes. Dwayne picked up on that and I became the brunt of the joke. I was the fall guy for him.

It worked great! I could pop back at him, but I was reserved. I waited for the kill moment. He would be rambling on for ten minutes with this crowd of guys standing in a circle around us. When I found the right snide comment to make at the right time - POW!! I'd just cut him off at the knees and he would just give me this disgusted look like, “Oh bother!”

It was the buildup that got these guys. I'd been silent for so long and taking his abuse that it was a shock to these guys when I would finally chime in! They were like, "Who is this bitch?"

So that routine started to form. He was “Chatty Cathy”, and I shot sardonic cutting blows to him. He ate it up with a spoon! LOVED IT! We honed our act. I got more vocal as time went on and I could keep up with him. In the beginning my wit was just not there. It had to develop first. We could say anything to each other and people would die laughing. I mean we said HORRIBLE things to each other. It was a constant banter between us, but it attracted men to Dwayne. See? He was so funny but not by himself. He needed me to play off.

Hey bitch! What’s up?

“Ahhhhh Miss Gray! A house hasn’t fallen on you yet?” 

Up yours Dorothy!

My role was that of the all-time original mattress back. The slut. The alcoholic. The hooker. I mean anything derogatory or depraved. None of it was true but most people still to this day believe I was a ruthless whore, and I wasn't. It's that Miss Gray persona. She was hell on wheels, and nobody messed with her. I'd say something smart, and Dwayne would go,

"GURRRRRRRRL ... let’s not throw stones, shall we? How about the time you..." and then he'd go on for ten minutes making up some ridiculous story about something I had done perversely, and I’d just stand there looking dumb while he trashed me. It was a great act!

Diva would always say, "You walk like COME AND GET IT!" LOL! He was always on me,

"Gurrl pleeeease! You're not going out looking like that!" 

What are you? My mother?

"Oh, no-no-no Miss Gray. YOU are the grand MUTHUH of us all!"

(For those of you that don't get the joke - "muthuh" was short for "muthuh fuckuh.")

I would have to make sure my wardrobe passed the Diva test. He would go through my closet and start tossing clothes over his head. Stuff would be flying out of my closet!  

"This one's old! This one's ugly! My GOD Miss Gray! When are you going to get some damn clothes that were invented in this decade! If I see you in one more damn banded collar shirt, I'm gonna set fire to it!"

So, he would take me shopping and sashay into a store with black glasses on, "Yes. Could you show this bitch to the anorexic department and me the junior plenty section?" He would snarf at me, "Cute little boy in a cute little house with a cute little car and a cute little dog - YOU MAKE ME SICK!"

He was very devoted to me. The party scene at my house had stopped because I got a day job. I had to go back in the closet for a few years due to my job. I wasn't out much. I stayed home. I was miserable. I had found the love of my life, and he left me. I was in a bad suicidal frame of mind.

I was trying to starve myself to death and not leave the house. My mother would come over and force feed me. I had totally given up.

He came over one night in his usually bubbly self, trying to get me to smile and trying to get me to go to dinner or anywhere. I wasn’t responding and very down and very negative. He finally screamed at me, “WELL I’M NOT GONNA SIT HERE AND WATCH YOU ROT!! I’M LEAVING!  AND IF YOU'RE NOT IN MY CAR IN FIVE MINUTES I’M NEVER COMING BACK HERE ANYMORE!”

I’d never heard him like this before! Wow! He was serious! I just stood there with my mouth open, and he stormed out the back door and slammed it shut. I thought, "Boy I’d better get my ass in gear! He means business!" So, I ran into the bedroom and threw some clothes on and darted out the back door and ran right over him. He wasn’t in his car. He knew what he was doing. He was standing just outside the door smoking a cigarette with a big grin on his face, “I knew that would work. Come on Miss Gray.”

I was mouthing at him about that being a sneaky trick and grumbling and carrying on, “Oh shut up Miss Gray! You needed to get out of the house.” So, he took me to this little Podunk nearby town to this dilapidated auction house. It was full of rough necks spitting on the floor and a little diner in there frying hamburgers with no ventilation in the building. You could hardly breathe. It was nasty. It didn’t look too safe, and Dwayne walked in looking like he stepped off the front page of “GQ” magazine!

He had on designer alligator shoes and a little shirt that scooped down and was off the shoulder on one side. Stylish pants and hair teased up and jacked to Jesus. He had a little clutch bag and black glasses on. He was a sight! I kept thinking, “This is where I’m going to die. We’re gonna get the shit beaten out of us.” Nobody said anything but we sure got some funny looks from these rednecks.

They gave us our little card with our bidding number on it and away we go. It was all junk. I mean trashed out, roach infested, shitty junk that was falling apart but these idiots were buying it. Dwayne would just cock his head to the side and cross his legs when he saw something ridiculous. He would flip that number in the air and wave it like a princess and I would say,

“Diva are you out of your mind?”

Oh shut up girl! You always wanted a microwave. 

“Yes but one that works!”

How do you know this one won’t work?

“Well. For starters it doesn’t even have a door on it!

FIFTY CENTS! SOLD TO THE FAG IN THE FOURTH ROW!

He continued until he had bought FOUR microwaves!

“Diva you are out of your mind. Do you know that?”

Oh, please girl! You’re good at putting things back together. Take all four and make one good one!

I eventually threw them all away. He spent probably $100.00 that night and came home with a carload of junk. That made my love grow for him even more. It was just to get me out and make me laugh again. It worked too! I wasn’t a hermit anymore after that.

Diva always said, "Miss Gray you are A plus....you got one ass plus another one!" But yet he always called me "skinny bitch."

In one of our usual shopping sprees, we went out of town and stopped in a little clothing store. Diva whisked in and pulled a bunch of stuff off the rack and told me to go try them on and come out and show him. The little clerk was a young girl probably 22 years old and she made the mistake of asking Diva if she could get him anything. He was seated on a couch, and he quickly crossed those legs and snapped his head back, "Yes dear. I'll take a glass of Chardonnay." 

He'd seen the movie "The Women" where somebody brings Norma Shearer a glass of sherry into this ritzy changing room, and he thought that was so cool. The little girl looked surprised and said,

"But sir. We don't do that here."

Oh nonsense! We're gonna be here all day. You'll need it. Here's a 20. There's a liquor store next door. Be a lamb and run get us a dry Chardonnay and keep the change.

AND SHE DID! LOL!

I came out of the dressing room and saw him sipping on wine, 

"Hey! Where'd you get that?"

None of your concern! 

"I want some!"

You're trying on clothes bitch! Get to tryin'! 

I'd come out of the dressing room, 

"What do you think of these pants?"

I dunno. Turn around. Oh, no-no girl.

"What do you mean no?" 

Miss Gray no.

"What? But they look good on me!"

From the front.

"What the hell's that supposed to mean?" 

Girl! You haven't seen yourself from behind?

"Fuck you, Diva!......Now how about this shirt?"

Miss Gray! Pleeeeeeeease! 

"What's the matter now?"

1977 called and it wants its shirt back. 

"I resent that!"

Oh shut up! Come on now. Let's find you something that fits your OWN age! Hmm?

When he lived in Nashville, I would go stay with him on the weekends and we'd go clubbing. He moved into this house that had the most incredible water pressure I've ever seen! If you were sitting down on the toilet and flushed it, it would nearly suck your balls off!

There was some sort of fucked up combination you had to do to turn the shower on. I went into the bathroom one morning the first time I was there to take a shower. I got undressed and turned the water on in the tub. It shot out of the faucet so hard I jumped back! I got in the tub and turned every knob I could think of, and the shower wouldn't come on. It had to work! There's a shower head there! So, I yelled for Diva. 

He came in and did this little "wiggle-wiggle-bang-bang" to the knobs and BLAM!!!! It came out so strong it plastered me up against the wall!

"Hold on Girl!" 

JESUS!!

"You might not have any skin left but by God you'll be clean!"

In another apartment, the hot water wouldn't shut off all the way in the tub. So, you'd go into the bathroom, and it was like a steam bath! You couldn't even find the toilet! Girls would go in with a teased-up hair do and come out looking like a wet rat!

"Diva!"

In the bathroom girl!

"I wanted to tell.....JESUS!!"

What?

"Where the hell are you? I can't see for all this steam?" 

Hang a left at the toilet paper girl!

When he was living with me, unbeknownst to me, Diva had gone to a yard sale and bought these gold sequin pumps with 6-inch heels. The woman must have had flippers for feet for them to fit him! I came home from work one day and walked in the back door. Aretha Franklin’s “Respect” was blaring away on the jukebox. Now Dwayne could sing! He could sing like a Black woman! He had that gospel flair in his soul. I looked into the living room and just froze. He was in there wearing a pair of short shorts and those gold sequin pumps vacuuming the living room rug and screaming to the music,

“WHAT CHEW WANT! BABY I GOT IT! WHAT CHEW NEED!”

He was dancing around in those pumps with this vacuum cleaner hose. He didn’t even see me. It was hysterical! I had to stand there a minute laughing. I finally yelled,

"DWAYNE!!"

"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!!!!! DAMMIT MISS GRAY!!

So what are you doing Diva? Gonna click your heels 3 times?

"Oh mm-hm! And then shove these shoes up your ass! You wicked Bitch!" 

That's wicked witch.

"Not in your case Miss Gray!"

After Diva moved out and was living in an apartment here in town, I called him up one night. I had a hot date and had nothing to wear. "Come on over girl! We'll find something." He had an entire store stock as a wardrobe. If it wasn't a designer label - it became one by his infamous task of sewing in a designer label on top of the existing label. There were so many clothes he had them stacked because they wouldn't fit in the closets. 

By this time, he had been on what he called "The Cocaine Diet" so he was really, really skinny and about two sizes smaller than me. I went over to his apartment, and he had this gorgeous suit with a full floor length topcoat. Like an opera coat. It was A-cut and flared out on the sides. GORGEOUS!! I tried putting the pants on,

"Diva this won't work. They're too tight." 

Hold on girl!

"Where are you going?" 

Just wait a minute.

He left the room for a minute and I'm standing there with the fly of these pants stretched open. He came back in the room with a huge pair of pliers!

"What in the hell are you going to do with those?"

Just watch!

He hits me in the chest with an open palm shoving me back on his bed, “Just lay down - and SUCK IN!"

He zipped the pants up with the pliers!

"Diva! What am I supposed to do if I need to pee?" 

Don't girl!

I'm a size 13 shoe. He's an 11. He brings out these funky shoes to match and squeezes my feet in them.

"These damn shoes are way too tight! They hurt like hell."

GOOD-GOOD-GOOD-GOOD!! (He says patting my leg) Fashion is never about comfort.

In his "Junior Plenty" days as he called them, we were going to go to a party, and he was so upset about his belly. He prowled through the back bedroom closet where a bunch of my grandmother’s old stuff was and found her old corset.

"Come on Miss Gray. Get me into this." 

You can't be serious about this.

"Just shut up girl and help me get in this thing." 

Are you out of your mind?

"Gurrrrrrrl....PLEASE! This is no time for argument." 

Well...okay. Come here.

"Tighter....tighter!"

I'm trying! 

"Tighter girl!"

DWAYNE! I'm gonna break a rib! 

"Okay that's good. Let's go."

Are you sure about this?

"Of course, girl! Don't be ridiculous." 

Okay.

Getting in the car wasn't that bad. He just laid the seat back. Once we got to the party he tried to sit down on the couch and couldn't do it. Remember the “I Love Lucy” episode where Lucy wears the pencil dress and can't sit down? Yeah, it was a reenactment. He had this little grin on his face when he'd try to sit on the arm of a couch, and he slid off. I had to leave the room, or I'd be on the floor laughing again. He wrestled with that thing for about an hour and finally came and got me.

"Come on girl! Let's go to the bathroom. Get this thing off me!" But why? It gave you some ravishingly beautiful boobs! “Would do you mean?”

It pushed every up into a D cup. 

"Fuck you, Miss Gray!"

Atta girl!

When he lived in Nashville his occupation was a server/drug dealer. His "second job" as he called it was dealing cocaine at one of the queer bars. But being a server, he was fantastic! He was a great waiter. He worked at the Spaghetti Factory on 2nd Ave and sometimes a group of friends would go to eat there. ALWAYS he picked on me. He would be so kind and sweet to all the other people and hand out menus and then he'd just throw one at ME, 

"Here, bitch!" 

Some of the time I was with people that didn't know Diva or our history so they either thought it was really funny, or really

rude. He would start taking orders and I was always last. He would come to me,

"And you?"

I'll have.......(and he would snatch the menu out of my hands)

"You get whatever I bring you!"

Then he would snap in the other direction and prance off. When the food was served, he had this long wooden pepper grinder that he carried under his arm strategically to hit me in the head with!

"Fresh pepper?" 

And he'd turn - BLAP!! OWW!

"Hush girl."

Turn again - BLAP!! OWW DAMMIT!

"Girl get out of my way!"

He didn't really hurt me. I knew what he was doing and rolled with it. He would set everybody's plate down gently and repeat what they had ordered. When he got to me, he would just slam the plate down in front of me and give me this look like, “here, bitch”. Then he would come back to check in on everybody...that is, everybody but me!

"Is everything okay? Anybody need anything else?" 

I would like....

"Anybody?"

Yes! I said I would like....

"Well let me know if there's something else you need."

Then he'd walk off and I would just look dumb. Some of the guests got offended and thought he was just being rude to me for some reason. I would finally have to explain. If I got up to go the bathroom or as we were leaving, he would always run up to me.

"You okay girl?" 

Certainly! I'm fine.

"I got you the alfredo. I know you like that. Was that okay?" 

Fine sweetheart. You did good.

Then I'd give him a hug and a smooch. That let him know everything was cool and that he played it off really well. We didn't care what other people thought. We knew what we were doing.

We had kind of parted ways because of his drug abuse and then I got into a relationship. That went sour so I started getting back out again. I was in my mid 30's now and I was free again. Shortly after that, Daddy died, and it was a complete revelation! A complete make over. I didn't have to hide anymore. My mother always told me never to tell my father I was gay because of his temper. He might punch me or something. I had a problem with that and said so. When I asked her if she wanted him to go through the rest of his life not knowing what his son was, she answered really quick, “YES!” So that was that. I never told Daddy.

I started going out again on the weekends. I got my brassy exterior back. One night I saw Diva at a distance. Head bobbing back and forth talking to somebody and those arms going, hip cocked to the side, so I walked up to him from behind. I bumped into him and tapped him on the shoulder, "Hey bitch!" He dropped his drink and spun around, "Miss Gray?!! BABY!!?" 

In my usual way I barked at him, “Well don't just stand there you unappreciative whore!! Get me a damn drink!” He THREW his arms around me and kissed me, "Ohhhhhh! Miss Gray! You're back! I've missed you." 

I was back to that old catty self of mine, and it was good to be back. It was good to be Miss Gray again and after that, I never lost her again. She just got older and bitchier. LOL.

Riding with Dwayne could prove hair raising! He had this little red sports car with a stick shift in it. He drove like a wild man! It's normally an hour and 15-minute drive to Nashville from here but he could make it in 45 minutes! He's the one that taught me how to "zag" in traffic zipping in and out of lanes at full speed, never hitting the brake once, weaving in and out of traffic. One time we were on the interstate and there were 2 trucks sort of slowing down the traffic. There was a lane in between them and one truck had turned its blinker on and was about to move into the middle lane. Dwayne popped his head in my direction - put his hand on my leg and said, "Hold on Girl! This might get scary!" He popped that car down into second gear and floored it! Right in between those two trucks with one starting to merge! I couldn't scream! I couldn't breathe!

And of course, when you were riding with Diva, "SB" was the only form of music you could listen to. He always had 3 cassette tapes in his car: Aretha Franklin - Mahalia Jackson - Martha Wash. You'd get in the car, and he'd say, "Ok girl. Which one you wanna listen to? SB 1? SB 2? or SB 3?"

SB stood for "screamin' bitch."

And I mentioned he was all about labels. He saved shopping bags from every conceivable designer outlet. One time we were going to go shopping in Goodwill,

"Hold on girl! I gotta get us a bag." (He goes prowling through the trunk and shuts it.)

A Gucci bag?

"Oh mm-hm! Girl - one must be fashion conscience even with our shopping bags. Now let's go."

Dwayne. It's Goodwill!

"I can read the sign on the building! I ain't deaf!"

Did it ever occur to you that there's not a Gucci outlet within 500 miles of here?

"FUCK YOU Miss Gray!"

Always having to be in the spotlight and have whatever was trendy, he got himself a beeper. In those days we didn't have cell phones and beepers were all the rage. I got so sick of hearing about
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