This is Bubba.
8/6/2006

Miss Bonnie and I returned home yesterday afternoon and found a truckload of landscaping material unloaded on our yard.  We just sat there in the car and gawked at it.  We finally got out, walked around the load for awhile, and took inventory which is as follows: One broken skid with 2400 lbs of Georgia topsoil in bags; one busted up skid of 50 red 8 lb edging bricks (steppers) and five 40 lb bags of weed and feed tossed on top of the broken skid of Georgia topsoil.  The word QUINN had been scrawled in huge letters on the broken shrink wrap covering the load which it seems came from Lowes.  It is a mother lode of material which we did not order.  I must admit the mess did not add ambiance to our house.  No invoice could be found which would indicate address, etc.

We scoured the neighborhood asking about it.  One neighbor said that she had seen it delivered.  A huge truck had backed into our place, unfastened a fork lift off the back of the truck, and then proceeded to unload the stuff; then refastened the fork lift and drove away.  Just like that.  She did not recall the company name of the truck.  It made no sense. 

Then we speculated.  I let my mind out of its box.  A mystery person ordered it.  Maybe it was QUINN, maybe not.  Perhaps one of the following:  Delivered incorrectly to a wrong street number, wrong street, wrong city or possibly even a wrong state.  Miss Bonnie and I agreed on that.  Maybe it had a delivery date and someone might call since it did not arrive.  That might trigger a disagreement with the company dispatcher and driver who will attest that the delivery was made.  So was it made or not made?  That will take some time.  Both Miss Bonnie and I agree with the scenario up to that point.  Then I say, “Days later after it is finally established to have gone missing someone should come by to our place, pickup the mother lode and take it to the correct address.”  Miss Bonnie says wrong!  She adamantly contends that if someone is that stupid, careless or drugged up to deliver it wrong how can we expect them to remember where to return to retrieve it?  
After we discussed this we really are not surprised at the development.  Considering the education here in the South is near the bottom, with the high school graduation rate at 52 percent, it is even lucky the load made it as far as it has.  After a few years of George Bush’s “leave no child behind” can we really expect something different?  We struggle here in the South to make it rise again.     THE END.​​​​​​​​​​​​​​ ______________________
Now it is two years later: June 3, 2008               QUINN
Here now is the rest of the story.  The material stayed and did not move for about 8 days..  No one called, came or asked.  It just sat there and was ugly.  Finally, Miss Bonnie looked in the phone book and proclaimed that a Quinn to be living around the corner from us with the same house number but different street name.
In our neighborhood the streets are marked with wooden posts mashed in the ground at street corners.  Each post has 4 sides and each side has the name of the street which it faces, one name on two of the sides and the adjoining street’s name on the other two sides.  I found it baffling from day one because I never knew which street was which.  Miss Bonnie understood completely, no problem, and one day even proceeded to give me a demo.  She marched me to one of the posts and had me stand directly in front of one of the sides and parallel with a street; told me to extend my arms and then look down my right arm and then the left; and with my arms still extended snap back and read the name written in front of me on the post.  There! That name is the street 
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my arms point to.  She made me flap my arms--I thought that part was silly.  “You’ll not see nothing like it” and “ev’rybody’s gonna jump for joy!”  (*) Southern signage.
“And I’ll tell you who to call” and called “The Mighty Quinn” (*) down the street on the next corner.  Yes, indeed he had been waiting for his mother lode and wondered where it was.  He drove down immediately and counted the contents.  Some days later a Lowe’s truck came with a forklift and moved it to Quinn’s house.  No hurry I guess, “come all without, come all within,”  (*)  because at his house for many months thereafter on our evening walks we looked through a piece of his missing fence and could see the mother lode sitting in his back yard.  Eventually it disappeared. 
Last week in the mail (May 27), an envelope came from our neighborhood housing association.  We are in violation of a neighborhood covenant and are to be fined $100.00 and $25.00 per day because our privacy fence has a large gap.  Enclosed was a picture of someone else’s fence and house.  It made no sense at all.  Miss Bonnie became indignant.  She quickly went out front and took pictures of our fence and then printed them.  She wrote a disagreement statement stating that the house picture was not ours.  She got out her bicycle, peddled down to the office, and shoved her evidence to the Association President.   He sadly shook his head and said that he enforcement officer had made an error and the letter delivered to a wrong address.  He assured Miss Bonnie that the violation notice would be removed from our records.
Then we made the connection.  I took the picture and went down around the corner to Quinn’s.  It is his fence and his gap.  He is the criminal.  I returned and announced the facts to Miss Bonnie and asked her if she didn’t want to call the enforcer with the answer to the crime and maybe give the person a demo in Southern signage.  Emphatically she said “no”; she was not about to solve their problems for them!  
Yesterday we saw the Enforcement Officer in her vehicle slowly drive by and stop in front of our house.  *And so just like the old 60’s song written by Bob Dylan and made famous by Manford Mann, “QUINN THE ESKIMO (THE MIGHTY QUINN) makes no sense at all.  

Here are Bob Dylan’s prophetic words, 1968--“Ev’rybody’s building the big ships and the boats, some are building monuments, others, jotting down notes, ev’rybody’s in despair, ev’ry girl and boy but when Quinn the Eskimo gets here, ev’rybody’s gonna jump for joy, come all without, come all within, you’ll not see nothing like the Mighty Quinn.”
     “I like to do just like the rest, I like my sugar sweet, But guarding fumes and making haste, It ain’t my cup of meat.  Ev’rybody’s ‘neath the trees, Feeding pigeons on a limb But when Quinn the Eskimo gets here, All the pigeons gonna run to him.  Come all without, come all within, You”ll not see nothing like the mighty Quinn.”

     “A cat’s meow and a cow’s moo, I can recite ‘em all, Just tell me where it hurts yuh, honey, And I’ll tell you who to call.  Nobody can get no sleep, There’s someone on ev’ryone’s toes But when Quinn the Eskimo gets here, Ev’rybody’s gonna wanna doze.  Come all without, come all within, You’ll not see nothing like the mighty Quinn.”

This is Bubba the Creeker
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