EXIT RAMP

 

27 March 2007 

 

 

This is Bubba.

 

Dear BoyGeorge,

 

I just woke up from a dream that you were the main character in.  Here is how it went:

 

I had told you that I now work for Stokes Honda, a car dealership, and I sometimes run cars back up out of Florida as part of my job.  You then told me you had run into one of your childhood sweethearts who has a little boy and live in Florida.  You want to get back together and you now intend to let them move in with you.  She would be your new girlfriend.  You were wondering if I could pick them up on one of my trips and bring them up as far as South Carolina, maybe let them out before I turn off of Interstate 95 and they could hitch hike the rest of the way up to Wellseyville, NY.

 

BoyGeorge, I did that.  I let them out late last night on one of the exit ramps.  They might be halfway home to you now.  But, are you aware that her little boy is 52 years old?  

 

I though you might want to know.

 

Note:

This was an actual dream.  All of it.  I know that some of it is true.  BoyGeorge, please tell me if all of it is true or not.  It woke me right up and I had much difficulty getting back to sleep.  

 

I be, HONDAVE Bubba the Great Creeker           


