A BRAND NEW DAY

Maybe it’s just me, but have you guys noticed the air’s a bit fresher?  Man. I got this thing about air lately.  Not taking it for granted the way I did before last Wednesday’s little encounter. I don’t think it’s just the drugs, either, although they certainly bend things a tad (more on that later). It’s more like I’m just appreciating just being able to breath at all. I’m logging a little appreciation time right now for a lot of things, and reckon I’m pretty lucky.

A big part of that luck is the great gang of pals I’ve got.  Some of them I’ve never even met, but they’re pals for sure.  Quite a few are old friends and some are relatively recent, but I’m talking quality here, not just casual acquaintances.  A pod of you took time out to visit the hospital ward, so special thanks, Simon, John, Carl, Dan, George, Grant for braving it past Mag - who’s been hovering over me like a protecting Blackhawk gunship - to bring me up some great books and videos and have a chat. Simon’s been a brick all week long, even made a big pot of lamb shanks to have for our supper here at the scout hall last night. Some stood on standby, like Chris, ready in case I need some glister dubbing or something in a hurry.  Many of you loopers sent texts and emails - from all over the world, actually. Great feeling to know you’re out there and give a shit, guys.

I’ve got some special thanking to do with some people who got me out of that wreck and back here safe in camp, and I’ll be getting on that right away.  By the way, I have a whole new feeling for helicopters.  Best sound I’ve ever heard was the Whop Whop Whop of the rotors of that rescue chopper as it came in out of the dark.

Anyway, I’m back.  

