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Dear Global Warming,

I am so pissed. I was, like, waiting for you last night at the
Greenhouse Café, and you stood me up! I should have listened to my
mom. She always says not to go on blind dates, but you're so popular
that I just couldn't help myself. When I came home, the windchill
factor was minus twenty-eight and there were six inches of snow on
the ground—and it wasn't like I was in freaking Canada or
something. Some neoconservative-ass scientists say you don't even
exist, but I know better. Every time a cow farts, or our neighbor Dr.
Purdue idles his Ford Expedition, your hot bod is growing stronger.
A cow fart for you is like spinach for Popeye, or so I've heard.

How nice it would be if you and me could cuddle up together with
full cups of hot chocolate in my room and watch those rich SOBs on
TV building mansions on the seashore. Are they, like, stupid or
what? We both know that in 2010 the seashore will come to my
village in the Poconos, when the polar caps melt! Meanwhile, it
would be nice if you could melt the snow in my driveway before my
mom asks me to shovel it. You're cool, you can do it, GW! Don't wait
for another cow fart, or I will be really pissed.

Tomorrow I'll try the Greenhouse again. Be there! I hope we'll be
chillin' together one day, you sexy creature.
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