Journal


The Seventh of August 


Nineteenhunredandninetynine 





Wow, everytime I listen to Garrison Keeler and A Prairie Home Companion, a good mood flows over me, like Karo corn syrup, that has been warmed by the waffels out of the toaster oven.  They are America.  


I have been hving these dreams again, actually, I would not classify them as dreams, because I am without a doubt awake when I conjure them up.  


Hmmm, this woman whom I want....she fills my mind and my heart.  So sometime or another, I will be able to see her again.  


My exercise is doing me well, even after a few days of intensive “training”,  I am still able to walk.


Stuttgart tomorrow.  If the rain stays awazy, I will be able to sleep under the stars.  


I found a new use for an old bottle of Cologn I had.  


Time for work.  





Hmm.  I am laughing, so......





