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Yesterday, March 3rd was Carl’s birthday. A few weeks ago, my friend Harvey, who

was also Carl’s friend, suggested we go to a seafood restaurant to celebrate Carl’s
birthday. Since the restaurant was closer to my house than his, Harvey came to my
house to pick me up.

Harvey had parked his car across the street from my apartment house. It was really
cold last night, and we quickly crossed the icy street and got into the car. As soon as I
closed the passenger door, I looked ahead and there was a large red van, whose license
plates were from South Carolina! I told Harvey – look at that! That Car is from South
Carolina, it is almost like Carl is saying hello to us. (I rarely see a car from South
Carolina in New Jersey where I live.)

Because of the direction that car was facing, we did not take the most direct route to
the restaurant. We did come to a stop sign to the last major street before the restaurant.
A car was standing at the stop sign waiting to make a right hand turn. It was then that I
noticed that the car had Connecticut license plates on it. "I can’t believe this! Look
Connecit5icut license plates!" I said. "This is mind-boggling. Carl is really
acknowledging us."

We arrive at the restaurant, shown to our seats, and handed the menu. I immediately
begin to laugh. There on the 3rd or 4th line of the menu was printed "Happy Birthday,
Carl!"

Well, I guess we are exchanging birthday greet6ing, I told Harvey. This restaurant
lists where their fish was caught. I ordered the Catfish from North Carolina. I thought it
was fitting to the occasion.


