A Reminder in a Pinch

Madsden was having a great time.  He was spending the time waiting for Lee and Marti to finish up their business by looking at all of the young women parading for him -- or so he thought -- on their way to and from work or school.  Madsden came down with his two friends to see what they did for beer and pretzel money and quickly was bored. 

"I'll wait for you across the street.  There's a park over there and a bench.  Just pick me up when you're done." 

Madsden Farmer spied the park bench -- and the parade of women walking in and out of the county courthouse.  Tall, short, braless, pantyless, with kids and without kids, wearing everything from skirts and dresses to short pants.  And that one girl, who might was well had been walking up to the steps of the food stamp office wearing nothing at all.  Her teeshirt, with some design was stretched from her breasts, freeforming and jiggled as she wore no bra to keep them from moving every which way.  And her shorts were simply two patches of white cloth stitched so that when she bent over, someone intent on noticing can see everything she owned.  "France AND Greece!” Madsden thought to himself as he crossed the street looking at the woman.  "That's gotta be for effect!” he added to himself.

Madsden had plans.  He was going to pick him up some girl...and if he said the right things...

"Don't you sit there, young man!” the old woman spoke.  Madsden ignored her and attempted to sit his tired big butt onto the park bench.

Attempted because as soon as he moved his bottom end to sit, the woman took a hunk of his ass cheek and pinched it hard.

"I told you, boy," the woman spoke, looking directly into Madsden's eyes, "you don't sit there."

"Hey!! That hurts, bit.." Madsden started to say more than that, but as he was holding his bottom, rubbing the cheek so rudely violated by the old woman, he stopped in his tracks.

"Something wrong here, Ms. Warner?"  The deputy was right out of Mayberry.  He could have been Barney's cousin.  Or brother. 

"No, Norman...just move on...” The woman peered to insure her purse was still sitting beside her on the bench and then looked back upwards at the peace officer.  "How's Samantha?", she added. 

"Sam's fine, Ms. Warner.  Now you don't be causin' any trouble, okay?? You have a good day.  And young man," Norman looked at the still smarting college student, "Don't you be sittin' beside Ms. Warner.  She don't like company."

Norman moved on down the street.

"What's wrong with you, woman?” Madsden looked at the woman. 

"Don't you have any manners, young man?  Or were you raised somewhere where they don't have any kind of manners?"  Ms. Warner looked at the young college student with those "Momma's eyes."  Oh, she was experienced. 

Those eyes, looking at the child -- or anyone else -- with that stare.  The stare, practiced and performed since middle-aged, had two purposes.  One to warn.  "Don't mess with me. I brought you into this world and I'll take you right out of it!"  

The other to intimidate.  "I am older than you are, and I can surely smack the hell outta you if you don't do right!"

"Hey, lady.  Don't give me that "if looks can kill stare", okay??  I've been through THREE foster homes growing up, and none of them could make me feel bad at all!!"


The woman just kept looking at the young college student.   It was working and this woman was the master of the stare. She should be, for she raised 14 children and some 39 grandchildren all under one roof before she turned a ripe old 80. 

Madsden, still rubbing his butt as he looked around to see where his friends were, looked back at Ms. Warner.

She was still staring at him.  Nothing was exchanged for what seemed to be a decade of silence.

"Okay. I'm sorry. That's what you're waiting on...I said it!” Madsden spat at the old woman.   The woman continued to stare at the college kid.

"Will you please...I apologize.  I should have asked for permission to sit there. I'm sorry."

The woman stopped her staring and looked downward at the pavement in front of her.  It was done. Finished. Another child corrected.

She got up, smoothed her skirt and grabbed her purse, and spoke in the gentle sing-song dialect of western Virginia.

"You always ask permission before sitting beside a woman or at a table with a lady present.  It is her place to give you permission to sit.  If you remember this, you just might find that gal you're looking for."

Ms. Warner then erected herself straight, held her head up, and walked down the street toward the courthouse.  Madsden quickly sat down on the park bench, watching the old woman walk down the sidewalk.  His butt still smarted. His ego also was bruised.  Nobody has gotten to him so quickly, as that woman did.  What was this woman's secret weapon? 

Madsden waited for another 20 minutes until the pair came out of the office building across the street and over to him.

"What's wrong, Maddy?  Did some old lady beat you up for trying to pick up her daughter?"  Lee laughed, but when she saw the serious look on Madsden's face, she turned off that pleasant smile.

"Yeah," Madsden spoke.  "I don't wanna talk about it.  Let's go."  The fact was, he DID want to talk about it, but he did not think the other two, raised in "perfect families," and with the "perfect experiences", would understand.

That bruise stayed on his buttock for two weeks.

