Breakfast in Montrose

I flew Tracy all the way from Delta to Montrose for breakfast, about 10 minutes. They had a curtesy car at Montrose for times just like that, so they handed me the keys and we headed to lunch.

The courtesy car was an old Army surplus car, OD faded green paint and ugly as hell, but it ran just fine. As we left the airport, I saw Tracy slumped down so far that her butt was almost on the floor and her head was below the window.

“What is your problem, “I asked her?

“I know people in Montrose, and I am worried that one of my friends will see me in this car,” she said. It was a good thing that was before cell phone videos and Facebook, so there are no pictures to prove she road in that car.
