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Big Bertha and the Cupcake


“That better not be what I think it is,”  Betty Jean said aloud as she wiped the sleep from her eyes.  It was 2 o’clock in the morning and she could hear noises coming from the kitchen.  She quickly got out of bed and grabbed her blue robe before tiptoeing down the hall towards the kitchen in hopes to catch the culprit in the act.  There was a plastic wrapper on the hallway floor, and another on the kitchen floor, and another on the counter.


“Bertha, step away from that cupcake!”  she exclaimed once she saw her best friend engaging in an ultimate no-no.  She had hoped to scare Bertha with her outburst, but Bertha just looked at her like she was crazy before returning her lusty gaze back towards the cupcake.


“Mind your business, Betty Jean.  I’m hungry,” Bertha replied in her usual deep, husky voice.


“Well don’t complain to me when you don’t fit into your dress for the reunion next week.”  The reunion had been a point of conversation for the past few months.  Ever since the invitations arrived in the mail, Bertha and Betty Jean had come up with a list of things that needed adjusting before they dare show their face.  Betty Jean had decided to finally get a hair cut.  Her blonde locks hung down her back with no care of shape or form.  And after much prompting from Betty Jean, Bertha decided to try to lose a few pounds and get the stray hairs that sprouted underneath her chin waxed.


“It’s no loss.  I always hated taffeta anyway,” Bertha said.  And she did hate taffeta, and all things pink.  She was the type of broad that went around kicking puppies and pinching babies if they were within arm or leg reach.


“You are ruining your diet.  Oprah said…”


“Diets are overrated, and so is Oprah.”


“Put the cupcake down.  Grab a carrot if you need something to snack on.”

        
“Do I look like a fuckin’ rabbit?  I don’t want no damn carrot unless it’s 

chocolate flavored, sautéed or fried or something.  I want a pork chop,” Bertha said as she glanced around the kitchen for a frying pan.  She was serious about that pork chop.

“All that exercise we did today is going down the drain,” Betty Jean sighed in exasperation.

“We walked two blocks and did three sit-ups.  I wouldn’t exactly call that 

exercise.”

“Well, it’s a start.  And it was more than you did yesterday.”

“Ok, after this cupcake, I’m back on my diet,” Bertha replied, not meaning a word of it.  Her mouth was still watering over the taste of a pork chop smothered in some gravy.

“That’s what you said yesterday, and the day before that and the day be...”

Cutting her off, Bertha said, “Betty Jean, please leave me alone and let me eat in peace.”

“No!  I spent too much time making that dress for you not to wear it.”  Betty Jean was serious about that.  She had gone to 4 fabric stores to find enough material for Bertha’s dress.  On top of that, she had put up with Bertha’s complaining and whining whenever she asked Bertha to try it on.  Then there was that one time that she accidentally pricked Bertha with a stick pin.  This didn’t go over well with Bertha who started swinging at her on the spot.  In the years that Betty Jean had known Bertha, she had become a pro at bobbing and weaving.  She was always prepared to duck a jab here, or dodge an uppercut there if she upset Bertha.

“Honestly, I’m going to throw something at you.  If I don’t fit into the dress, then I don’t fit into the dress.  It’s as simple as that,” Bertha said.  Bertha usually wasn’t about talk when it came to threats.  Fortunately for Betty Jean, there was nothing in arms reach for Bertha to fling at her, except for the cupcake, and there was no way Bertha was parting with that.

“I hate to do this, but you leave me no choice.”

“You better not say it, Betty Jean!  You better not!”

“Does Snack Jenkins or Tubby-Fat-Fat ring any bells for you?” Betty Jean asked sarcastically before breaking into the song she had heard many times throughout her childhood, “Big Bertha round and fat. Hide your pets or she’ll eat your cat.”

“That was years ago.  Nobody remembers that stuff,” Bertha said as she eyed the microwave and wondered what would happen if she launched it at Betty Jean.

“Everyone will remember that.  That’s why you need to put the cupcake down. Make Kelly Rippa proud.”

“Fuck Kelly Rippa, and let me just enjoy this.  I’ll get back on track tomorrow and work twice as hard.”

“That’s what you said after you super-sized your double quarter-pounder meal earlier today.”

“And let the record show that I had a Diet Coke with that.”

“Yeah, but then you ordered three apple pies.  Bertha, I’m only telling you 

this because I care.  You really need to think about your health,” Betty Jean said, her voice dripping with the concern only a friend of many years could achieve.

“I don’t believe this.  All this over a damn Little Debbie.”

“Put it down Bertha.  Think about it.  What would Jesus do?”

“Break it into several pieces, throw in some milk and feed the whole 

neighborhood,”  Bertha said before breaking into a hearty laugh.

Betty Jean whined, “Bertha, do it for me.”

“If you’ll leave me alone, I’ll back away from the cupcake...but I won’t like it.”

“And don’t forget the one you stuffed in your back pocket while you thought I wasn’t looking.”

“Damn it!” Bertha exclaimed as she pounded her fist on the counter.  “Ok, you caught me,” she said as she removed not one, not two, but three cupcakes from the back pocket of her purple night gown.

After saying there goodnights, Bertha and Betty Jean headed back to their rooms.  Bertha shut her door and began frantically searching for something.  She checked the top shelf of her closet.  She looked behind the TV.  No drawer went unchecked.

“Where the hell is it?” she asked aloud.  “I know I have one somewhere.”

After tearing her room apart she finally looked under the bed.  There she found her company for the night…a box of Hostess cupcakes. 
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