FIRST SWIMMER IN THE RIVER THIS YEAR ....
April 14, 2011 

Let it be known, I went swimming today.  Sort of.

I go to the Tavern for my dose of Vitamin 'C', Clancy's by the jug.  Now, here's how it works - as soon as I walk into the Tavern, staff know what to do.  Without asking, they bring me my First Great Jug, this first jug loosens me up enough so the shaking and twitching I live with disappears.  It's only then that I can finally put pen to paper and start writing.  The Second Great Jug is used to coast me through the rest of the afternoon, and my penmanship is thoroughly restored to my original style.  This is where I am most productive, my thoughts are clear, the pen obeys, and stuff happens.  Right?  Right!

Well, as is my custom, I went out during The Second Great Jug to have a cigarette at the top of the embankment that drops into the river.  I guess it was low tide because the wind was up.  Next thing I know, as Dolly and I are in deep conversation, my frikkin hat blows off and sails out into the river.  Now, I'm not too steady on my feet at the best of times, add a Second Great Jug to the First Great Jug and you can figure something's going to happen.  It did.  I care not, that hat belongs on my head, nowhere else.  I didn't exactly 'go' down the embankment, I tumbled in the discombobulated way only the inebriated can do, and not hurt themselves.  I ended up face down in the river, but I got my hat back. 

This is what I adore about small town living - everyone knows you, you have friends.  Dolly ran into the tavern, hollered for help, and people came out of the woodwork, formed a human chain (it's quite a drop) and manhandled me to shore.  Towels appeared from nowhere (the staff, bless 'em).

Even better, they called 'my' cab company who know me really well, told them I needed rescuing (that's what they always say anyway - it's a standard joke around here), and the cabbie, Rob, took me to my hut and waited for me to get changed, and then took me straight back to the Tavern.  I don't know yet what my new nickname will be, but rest assured it'll be a good one.

I believe, folks, it'll be quite awhile before I live this one down.  However, that said, my Third Great Jug, nice and cold, with a hot dinner, was waiting for me when I got back.  It's great to have friends.  Productivity-wise, the Third Great Jug produced about three pages of prose in my tiny hand-writing.

All-in-all, not a bad day, not a bad day at all.

 

