Hey!

December 24, 2004

Merry Christmas Eve!
Or, as my family always said, “Christmas Eve Gift!”
It came too fast this year! I am not ready yet! Well, I guess I have to be at this point,
huh? I sincerely hope yours is the best Christmas ever.
I had a wonderful “Christmas
Shopping Tea” this week. I
thought it might be nice to just have the ladies over for a nice afternoon of cool Poinsettias, Mimosas, and some Hot Cider Rum Punch.
I planned it so they could shop and then stop, or stop and then shop,
or shop and then stop, and then shop and then drop. I had a relatively
small group over, and it was great. Very relaxed. I am so glad I did it.
Not only was it fun, but it forced me to cook and decorate and at least
get that part of Christmas ready. It was also nice just having the ladies
over so we could chat about girl stuff. I may make this “Christmas
Shopping Tea” a Christmas tradition from now on. What fun!
Well, some of you know that my Gandalf The White has been ill. He
had a tumor, and the doc thought it was cancer. It had to come off immediately as it was doubling in size every week or so. He had surgery
on Monday of this week. Needless to say, I was a wreak.
What a night Monday night was! I picked him up from the vet at 4:30.
He was drugged and 75 pounds of dead weight. You should have seen
me trying to get that long-haired, rag dog into the house from the icy
driveway -- up the stairs to the kitchen. I got home at 6:00 and got
him into the kitchen at 6:30 where he immediately sprawled out (bad

hips) legs going in all four directions, hitting hard right on his chest near where his incision was. He was so delirious - miserable! He was groggy, cold, and could not get up.
I tried everything - HE tired everything....could not get him up on all fours long
enough to get a grip on him and lift him. Finally, at 9:30 (THREE HOUR LATER!)
he was exhausted and I was exhausted! None of the neighbors were home, so after Jess
got off from work, I had Jess and Matt come over and help me get him from the kitchen ﬂoor to the back bedroom. It took all three of us. I worked a sheet underneath him
and the three of us carried him to the back bedroom where he could get on the carpet
and get some traction. He was starting to “come around” a little bit.
We laid carpets in front of him all the way to the front door where he went outside and was happy to relieve himself. Then we laid carpets in front of him all the way
back to the bedroom where he wobbled back and ﬁnally fell
asleep for the night about mid-night.
Loooong, incredible episode, but I think he is going
to be ﬁne. I called the vet this morning (a good friend) and
fussed at him for sending the dog home in that shape knowing I was alone and would have to lift him by myself. He had
not thought of that - - . We laughed about it even though it
was not too funny the night
before.
Anyway - Gandalf appears to be ﬁne for now. An
answer to my prayers.
Jeremy gets home
Wednesday night! Sooo
excited.
Will talk with all of you
next week.
Have a good one, and
Merry Christmas, all!

“Not without something hot in your belly,” George
turned and opened the Thermos and handed it to the
stranger. “It ainʼt much, but itʼs hot and tasty.
Stew. Made it myself. When youʼre done thereʼs coffee
and itʼs fresh.”
Just at that moment he heard the “ding” of the
driveway bell. “Excuse me be right back,” George said.
There in the driveway was an old 53 Chevy. Steam was
rolling out of the front. The driver jumped out.
“Mister can you help me!” said the driver with a deep
Spanish accent. “My wife is with child and my car is
broken.”

THE GAS STATION • A CHRISTMAS STORY

The old man sat in his gas station on a cold Christmas Eve. He hadnʼt been anywhere

George opened the hood. It was bad. The block looked
cracked from the cold; the car was dead. “You ainʼt
going in this thing,” George said as he turned away.
“But mister. Please help...” The door of the ofﬁce
closed behind George as he went in. George went to the
ofﬁce wall and got the keys to his old truck, and
went back outside. He walked around the building and
opened the garage, started the truck and drove it
around to where the couple was waiting.

in years since his wife had passed away. He had no decorations, no tree, no lights. It was
“Here, take my truck,” he said. “She ainʼt the best
just another day to him. He didnʼt hate Christmas, just couldnʼt ﬁnd a reason to celthing you ever looked at but she runs real good.”
ebrate.
George helped put the woman in the truck and watched
There were no children in his life. His wife had gone. He was sitting there looking at the as it sped off into the night. George turned and
walked back inside the ofﬁce. “Glad I gave em the
snow that had been falling for the last hour and wondering what it was all about when
truck. Their tires were shot too. That ʻol truck has
the door opened and a homeless man stepped through..
brand new...” George thought he was talking to the
Instead of throwing the man out, George, Old George as he was known by his custom- stranger, but the man had gone. The thermos was on the
desk, empty with a used coffee cup beside it. “Well,
ers, told the man to come and sit by the heater and warm up..
at least he got something in his belly,” George
“Thank you, but I donʼt mean to intrude,” said the stranger. “I see youʼre busy. Iʼll just thought.
go”

George went back outside to see if the old Chevy would
start. It cranked slowly, but it started. He pulled it
into the garage where the truck had been. He thought
he would tinker with it for something to do. Christmas
Eve meant no customers. He discovered that the block
hadnʼt cracked, it was just the bottom hose on the
radiator. “Well, shoot, I can ﬁx this,” he said to himself.
So he put a new one on. “Those tires ainʼt gonna get ʻem
through the winter either.” He took the snow treads off of
his wifeʼs old Lincoln. They were like new and he wasnʼt
going to drive the car.
As he was working he heard shots being ﬁred.
He ran outside and beside a police car an ofﬁcer
lay on the cold ground. Bleeding from the left
shoulder, the ofﬁcer moaned, “Help me.” George
helped the ofﬁcer inside as he remembered the
training he had received in the Army as a medic.
He knew the wound needed attention. “Pressure
to stop the bleeding,” he thought. The uniform
company had been there that morning and had
left clean shop towels. He used those and duct
tape to bind the wound. “Hey, they say duct tape
can ﬁx anything,” he said, trying to make the
policeman feel at ease. “Something for pain,”
George thought. All he had was the pills he used
for his back. “These ought to work.” He put
some water in a cup and gave the policeman the
pills. “You hang in there. Iʼm going to get you
an ambulance.” The phone was dead.
“Maybe I can get one of your buddies on
that talk box out in your car.”
He went out only to ﬁnd that a bullet
had gone into the dashboard destroying
the two way radio. He went back in to
ﬁnd the policeman sitting up. “Thanks,”
said the ofﬁcer. “You could have left me

there. The guy that shot me is still in the area.” George sat
down beside him. “I would never leave an injured man in
the Army and I ainʼt gonna leave you.” George pulled back
the bandage to check for bleeding. “Looks worse than what
it is. Bullet passed right ya. Good thing it missed the important stuff though. I think with time your gonna be right as
rain.” George got up and poured a cup of coffee.
“How do you take your coffee?” he asked. “None for me,”
said the ofﬁcer. “Oh, yer gonna drink this. Best in the city.
Too bad I ainʼt got no donuts.” The ofﬁcer laughed and
winced at the same time.
The front door of the ofﬁce ﬂew open. In burst a young man
with a gun. “Give me all your cash! Do it now!” the young
man yelled. His hand was shaking and George could tell
that he had never done anything like this before.
“Thatʼs the guy that shot me!” exclaimed the ofﬁcer. “Son,
why are you doing this?” asked George. “You need to put
the cannon away. Somebody else might get hurt.” The
young man was confused. “Shut up old man, or Iʼll shoot
you, too. Now give me the cash!”
The cop was reaching for his gun. “Put that thing away,”
George said to the cop. “We got one too many in here now.”
He turned his attention to the young man. “Son, itʼs Christmas Eve. If you need the money, well then, here. It ainʼt
much but itʼs all I got.”
“Now put that pee shooter away.” George pulled $150 out
of his pocket and handed it to the young man, reaching for
the barrel of the gun at the same time. The young man released his grip on the gun, fell to his knees and began to cry.
“Iʼm not very good at this am I? All I wanted was to buy
something for my wife and son,” he went on. “Iʼve lost my
job. My rent is due. My car got repossessed last week...”

George handed the gun to the cop.

Chuck onto the stretcher. The young man leaned over the wounded
cop and whispered, “Why?”

“Son, we all get in a bit of squeeze now and then. The
road gets hard sometimes, but we make it through the
best we can.” He got the young man to his feet, and sat
him down on a chair across from the cop.

Chuck just said, “Merry Christmas boy. And you too, George, and
thanks for everything.” “Well, looks like you got one doozy of a
break there. That ought to solve some of your problems.”

“Sometimes we do stupid things.” George handed the
young man a cup of coffee. “Being stupid is one of the
things that makes us human. Cominʼ in here with a gun
ainʼt the answer. Now sit there and get warm and weʼll
sort this thing out.” The young man had stopped crying.

George went into the back room and came out with a box. He
pulled out a ring box. “Here you go. Something for the little
woman. I donʼt think Martha would mind. She said it would come
in handy some day.”

The young man looked inside to see the biggest diamond ring he
ever saw. “I canʼt take this,” said the young man. “It means someHe looked over to the cop. “Sorry I shot you. It just went thing to you.”
off. Iʼm sorry ofﬁcer.”
“Shut up and drink your coffee.” the cop said.
George could hear the sounds of sirens outside. A police
car and an ambulance skidded to a halt. Two cops came
through the door, guns drawn.
“Chuck! You ok?” one of the cops asked the wounded
ofﬁcer.
“Not bad for a guy who took a bullet. How did you ﬁnd
me?”
“GPS locator in the car. Best thing since sliced bread.
Who did this?” the other cop asked as he approached the
young man. Chuck answered him, “I donʼt know. The
guy ran off into the dark. Just dropped his gun and ran.”
George and the young man both looked puzzled at each
other. “That guy work here?,” the wounded cop continued. “Yep,” George said. “Just hired him this morning.
Boy lost his job.” The paramedics came in and loaded

“And now it means something to you,” replied George.
“I got my memories. Thatʼs all I need.” George reached into the
box again. An airplane, a car and a truck appeared next. They were
toys that the oil company had left for him to sell. “Hereʼs something for that little man of yours.”
The young man began to cry again as he handed back the $150
that the old man had handed him earlier. “And what are you supposed to buy Christmas dinner with? You keep that too,” George
said. “Now git home to your family.”
The young man turned with tears streaming down his face. “Iʼll be
here in the morning for work, if that job offer is still good.”
“Nope. Iʼm closed Christmas day,” George said. “See ya the day
after.”
George turned around to ﬁnd that the stranger he offered coffee
before, had returned. “Whereʼd you come from? I thought you
left?”
“I have been here. I have always been here,” said the stranger.

“You say you donʼt celebrate Christmas. Why?”
“Well, after my wife passed away I just couldnʼt see what all the
bother was puttinʼ up a tree and all seemed a waste of a good
pine tree. Bakinʼ cookies like I used to with Martha just wasnʼt
the same by myself and besides I was getting a little chubby.”
The stranger put his hand on Georgeʼs shoulder. “But you do
celebrate christmas, George. You gave me food and drink and
warmed me when I was cold and hungry. - The woman with
child will bear a son and he will become a great doctor. - The
policeman you helped will go on to save 19 people from being
killed by terrorists. - The young man who tried to rob you will
make you a rich man and not take any for himself. That is the
spirit of the season and you keep it as good as any man.”
George was taken aback by all this stranger had said. “And how
do you know all this?” asked the old man.
“Trust me, George. I have the inside track on this sort of thing.
And when your days are done you will be with Martha again.”
The stranger moved toward the door. “If you will excuse me,
George, I have to go now. I have to go home where there is a big
celebration planned.”
George watched as the old leather jacket and the torn pants that
the stranger was wearing turned into a white robe. A golden
light began to ﬁll the room. “You see, George... itʼs my birthday.
Merry Christmas.”
George fell to his knees and replied,
“Happy Birthday, Lord.”

... the angel said unto them, Fear not: for, behold, I
bring you good tidings of great joy, which shall be to
all people. For unto you is born this day in the city
of David a Saviour, which is Christ the Lord. And this
shall be a sign unto you; Ye shall ﬁnd the babe
wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in a manger. And
suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of the
heavenly host praising God, and saying, Glory to God
in the highest, and on earth peace, good will toward
men. (Luke 2:10-14)
“There is no cure for birth and death save to enjoy
the interval.”

Merry Christmas

T

o all of you on my Friday Follies List, whether you are in Manila, Singapore,
Kuwait, Bermuda, Virginia Beach, Mississippi, Los Angeles, San Francisco,
Minnesota, Indiana, Colorado, Philadelphia, Key West, New Jersey, North
Carolina, Indonesia, Washington D.C., Iraq, Costa Rica, Maryland, West (By-God)
Virginia, Nashville, Florida, Chattanooga, New York, Oregon, Maine, Australia,
Europe, or Yuma, have a wonderful, wonderful week

G

od bless.
Remember, life is
short…we need to make
it a good one.
Grow in peace and
wisdom.
Your Friday Friend,

Judi Godsey
P.S. NOTE OF CAUTION… 20 employees were ﬁred from The New York Times here in Norfolk for sending lewd and indecent emails. (To my
knowledge, none of the 20 were on our joke list - even though some of the attorneys who represent the company were!) I have asked each and every one
of you on this list to tell me if the jokes that accompany these “Follies” place you in jeopardy, or even if they offend you. Please understand that they
are intended to be light-hearted and are not mean-spirited in any way. If you are ever offended, do not hesitate to ask to be taken off the Friday Follies
Joke List. PSS. If you send a joke and I donʼt use it, it is because it has been used before, and I try not to repeat. Remember, I have been sending these
since August of 1997. One tends to go through huge numbers of jokes that way. Disclaimer: When anyone asks if I type all of these jokes, the answer
is, “No!” I cut and paste one evening during the week (30 minutes, TOPS). Obviously I donʼt have time to sit, read, and retype jokes all day!

