 -----Original Message-----

From: 
vix  

Sent:
Tuesday, 25 March 2003 2:27 PM

To:
XXXXXXX

Cc:
XXXXXXX
Subject:
Update since Woodloch

Ok, so I've been getting crap from everyone asking what I got up from when Craig and I dropped the others off at JFK, so here is my story…. (the parts that aint blurry at least).

The Boat House saw Rod, Cyn, Dave and I a couple of times (especially since Cyn and the bartender Jim were eyeing each other off and consequently we were getting free drinks), and one particular nite of drinkin away we were waitin for them two to finish "saying their goodbyes" if you get my meaning, and Rod treated me to ride ON TOP of G.I Jerry the Jeep. I was too drunk to realise that it was freezin cold, that he accelerated fast or that I could really gotten hurt…

We drove into Scranton to go the Mall at Steamtown and I navigated, only taking us on TWO wrong turns….hey that’s a record and at least we didn’t end up in Philly! On our travels that day we went to turn around in the parking lot, skidded on the ice and 'punctured' the door of another car outside a store with out metal bumper…. Needless to say we checked for witnesses, then ran.

Upon discovery that Scranton is boring, we ended up in Viewmont mall, then eventually home to drink (of course).

I spent a nite over Mary's house… (oh shuddup!) And we ran over a raccoon… fun!

My last day at Woodloch, sad as it was, I was lured into the Walk-In by Kavo then mugged by Ryan and Chipper armed with two cans of whipped cream each…. At this point I would like to thank the kitchen staff for deciding that I WAS doing laundry that day….

That night the Peruvians, not including the girls or Julio of course, took me out to the Sports Bar and got me thoroughly trashed ready to depart the next morning. We came home about 3am (or so) and everyone gradually went to bed except yours truly who stayed on the net tryin to type (with funny results) before crashing on the white couch at 4am, and staggering to bed fully clothed at 6am.

The stay with Mel was very laid back, with sleep being one of the major passtimes, along with TV and movies. Our lil adventure on the Ferry surrounded by Riot-Geared police and heavy duty artillery provided some light entertainment and resulted in Mel's name in the NY Times. 

My week in California gave me some training to be in warm weather again, I literally stepped off the plane and started sweatin.

It rained all day on Saturday and my mate Shane and I picked up and spent the night and the next day in Tijuana. Shane took me out drinkin (ah to be legal again across the border!) then took me to a strip club and shouted me a lap-dance… gee what are friends for? Then we returned to our hotel where a guy had been thrown off the balcony above us and lay dead in the parking lot.

The next day was full of shopping and a side trip into San Diego!

On Sunday Shane and I drove around in the once-again-warm weather north along the coast into Long Beach and towards LA. Mostly just hangin and killing time. That night Shane, another guy Colin, and I had goodbye drinks on the cliff-face before bringin out Shanes guitar and jammin til 3am.

My last day in the US, the day the ultimatum was given to Iraq, I had breakfast at the Omellette and Waffle Bar and did some last minute shopping in LAX. I was pretty jumpy cos of this whole war thing and used the last of my ekno credit calling home every half hour to steady my nerves.

However, once on the plane I knocked myself out with Ducene and was okay. The flights from Sydney and Melbourne became a little too much by this time, sitting still, tired and hungry, and listenin to the repetitive recorded music consisting mostly of Tattoo's "All The Things She Said" being played over and over which really wasn’t the song I needed to hear for a number of reasons….

But I was greeted in Adelaide airport with a big purple helium balloon that read "Welcome Home!" and my neice waving the Aussie flag. Too cute.

So that’s an outline of my solo adventures, however incomplete or unordered….

Enjoy

vix

