December 12, 2006    

Dear Bets, 
Big excitement here.  I got to put the snow tires back on the car.  They been stacked in the corner of the garage ever since we have been here.  Miss Bonnie needed to go North,  up there in your section of the country, for a wedding as well as to visit some of her friends.  I was stuck down here in the sun.  She would not tell me when she would return.  I asked and she said, “oh, maybe Christmas, or maybe Thanksgiving or in a couple of weeks”.  She does this all the time.  Thinks that if I don’t know when she is coming back I will keep the house better.  Ha!  As it turned out she called me two hours away on the day before her scheduled arrival and said she would be home in two hours.  That was at 7:30 at night.  She found me finishing the house cleaning just before she pulled into the driveway.  I sure was glad to see her but it was awful mean of her to do it that way.  

Since then I have not gotten around to changing the tires back to the summer ones yet so our car is the only resident Charleston car driving around here in Dixie with steel black wheels, winter snows and chrome lug nuts.  People sort of gulp and stare.  Although you know being different never bothered me much anyway.  Ha.   
Miss Bonnie and I have been in the Land of Cotton for about 15 months.  I worked and worked and tried to save enough money to retire and found it just could not be done so I simply gave up and stopped working.  Here we are.  I live off of women.  Miss Bonnie is a little older than me and she receives a US Government Social Security check.  She keeps me as sort of a pet, if you will.  I consider myself very lucky indeed!  I count the days until I will be old enough to apply and then have my very own income.  Be my own man.  Isn’t that life, you are never old enough?.  First it was getting old enough to ride the amusement rides, then old enough for a driver’s license and now waiting for Social Security.  What next?  Guess we better not think too much about that!  Do I hear an Amen?

Miss Bonnie took me on vacation.  We drove over to Tennessee to see Dolly Parton at her park in Pigeon Forge.  She was not there, but a lot of stuff that she wanted to sell sure was.  At the park there are booths and small stores and tents and push carts of stuff.  I guess if a man wanted to fill up his house after a divorce that would be the place to go.  Maybe take a big pick up truck along with a trailer and fill them both, but you need tons of money.  Dolly has nice stuff for sale and nothing cheap at all.  They have plenty of speakers around the park so you can hear Dolly sing most anyplace that you stand.  It really spiffs up the restroom to hear her belting out a number as you are taking care of business.  We saw a few shows that are going most of the time and we did have a pleasant experience, but I kept my hand away from my wallet—especially until I get my own SS check..

The music there was good, but actually it was not as good as what we found just down the street from our motel in one of the parking lots.  Every night in that parking lot they have a Blue Grass band of some sort or another that just shows up at a little gazebo in the middle of a parking lot.  That is not all.  Local people show up, too, and dance and CLOG to the music of the band.  Sometimes they clog when there isn’t any music.  I mean these people that show up are folks similar to back home in Kentucky.  On the first night we stumbled on it there was a couple that were at least 75 years old, each of them.  She was about 5 feet tall, gray hair and dancing in sort of a little tutu pink dress and clogger dance shoes.  He had bib overhauls and clogger dance shoes.  They were old enough to be my grandfather and grandmother.  So, people dance and whirl and spin and clog from 7 PM until we don’t know how long in the night.  And all around the parking lot there are tail gate people sitting in the back of pick up trucks, in lawn chairs, inside of cars and crowds clapping and cheering them on.  It is quite a spectacle and rather good music, some of it.  We got into it some, but I could not find a place to buy size 14 white clogger shoes so we had to be content with watching.  Too bad.
Then we took a day or so and drove around the Great Smokey Mountains.  They are really beautiful.  The leaves had just begun to start their change, but it was wonderful to see even without fall foliage.  On our way home, we went over one mountain that was more than 5000 feet high and at the end of the day at our house it is 28 feet above sea level; sort of one extreme to the other all in one day.  Up and down, just like George W. Bush’s wars on terror.
Jot a note sometime if you are able.  If not, it is ok because I seldom hear from anyone that I correspond with so I am use to it.  Ha.  It will not be held against you!
I wish you a very nice holiday time!

From the Lowcountry,

Sincerely,
Bubba the Creeker
