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Hey!

October 13, 2006

It is my sister’s birthday and it is Friday the thirteenth! I
hope it is a great one, Betty. I love you.
It has been a pretty great week in all.
Lots going on, that is for sure. The first
thing I wanted to show you was the
“Topping Off” Ceremony at the place
where I work. We are building a new Science and Technology building, and as is
the tradition, when the steel
workers finish, they paint the last steel beam
white, have everyone sign it, and hoisted to its
resting place with an evergreen tree on one end
and an American flag on the other.
Since it is a school, the students got
involved. All of the students, teachers,
Trustees, anyone who wanted to, could
come by for a few days and sign the
beam. I am telling you, it was a
really cool thing. Then
when it was time, we were
given an hour’s notice,
and all of the students,
faculty, staff, and Trustees who were available
joined together to watch
and cheer as it was lifted
into its final place. It
marks the completion of the first phase of
construction, and there it will stay until the
roof is attached. Just a very, very cool thing
to watch.

The children who were too small to sign their names, put their thumb prints in
purple ink on the beam and their teachers signed their names under their thumb
prints. Cute, huh? It was an experience I am sure they will carry with them for
life.
The really cool thing about working at a
school that is prekindergarten through
twelfth grade is that you get to watch
the “babies” grow into young adults. I
am not sure of any
other occupation that allows you to
do that! Very special! Anyway, this
“little” guy, Andrew, does not go to
our school anymore because he wanted
to play football - one of the very few
sports of any kind you can imagine - that
we do not have. When he was in the fourth, fifth, and sixth grades, he used to
go into the rest room across from my office every afternoon and change into his
football uniform for neighborhood practice. Then he would come into my office to say, “Hello! How’s it going?” And he would be in full football attire
- the helmet, the cleats, the shoulder pads, everything! It was the cutest thing
you have ever seen! Now that he is grown and playing for a local public high
school, he still pops in to say “Hello” from time to time. The funny thing is, I
have not taught for fifteen years! I never taught him! He is the son of a friend,
and I guess he just always kinda had this crush. Isn’t that the sweetest thing
you have ever heard of? We laugh about that now, but he still stops in. Very
special!
Went to see Lynyrd Skynyrd this past weekend. What fun! They still put on a
heck of a show, and I simply had a blast. Got there late, but it really didn’t

matter because the last half of the show and
the three encores were probably the best
part, anyway. We were so late, they got a
golf cart to take us to pick up our tickets
and then to take us to our seats - right down
front... That was fun! It was just a fun night
all ‘round. Thanks, Kym.
Hey, do you remember a
few weeks back when I
told you about the
Rock N’ Roll Half Marathon and the young man in the
wheelchair whose father enters him in all of the competitions nation-wide. Well, a friend of mine in Florida sent
me this video link this week. It made me cry. I don’t
often do this, but I really wish you would read this and
then click on this link at the end to see the short video.
It is called
(Can ) Father-son bond of Dick and Rick Hoyt
Strongest Dad in the World

[From Sports Illustrated, By Rick Reilly]

I try to be a good father. Give my kids mulligan’s. Work nights to pay for
their text messaging. Take them to swimsuit shoots. But compared with
Dick Hoyt, I suck. Eighty-five times he’s pushed his disabled son, Rick,
26.2 miles in marathons. Eight times he’s not only pushed him 26.2 miles
in a wheelchair but also towed him 2.4 miles in a dinghy while swimming
and pedaled him 112 miles in a seat on the handlebars--all in the same
day. Dick’s also pulled him cross-country skiing, taken him on his back
mountain climbing and once hauled him across the U.S. on a bike.
Makes taking your son bowling look a little lame, right?
And what has Rick done for his father? Not much--except save his life.
This love story began in Winchester, Mass., 43 years ago, when Rick
was strangled by the umbilical cord during birth, leaving him
brain-damaged and unable to control his limbs.
“He’ll be a vegetable the rest of his life;’’ Dick says doctors told
him and his wife, Judy, when Rick was nine months old. “Put him in an institution.’’ But the Hoyts weren’t buying it. They noticed the way Rick’s
eyesfollowed them around the room. When Rick was 11 they took him to the engineering department at
Tufts University and asked if there was anything to help the boy communicate. “No way,’’ Dick says he
was told. “There’s nothing going on in his brain.’’
“Tell him a joke,’’ Dick countered. They did. Rick laughed. Turns out a lot was going on in his brain.

Rigged up with a computer that allowed him to control the
cursor by touching a switch with the side of his head, Rick was
finally able to communicate. First words? “Go Bruins!’’ And
after a high school classmate was paralyzed in an accident and
the school organized a charity run for him, Rick pecked out,
“Dad, I want to do that.’’ Yeah, right. How was Dick, a selfdescribed “porker’’ who never ran more than a mile at a time,
going to push his son five miles? Still, he tried. “Then it was me
who was handicapped,’’ Dick says. “I was sore for two weeks.’’
That day changed Rick’s life. “Dad,’’ he typed, “when we were
running, it felt like I wasn’t disabled anymore!’’
And that sentence changed Dick’s life. He became obsessed
Here’s a photo of them runwith giving Rick that feeling as often as he could. He got
into such hard-belly shape that he and Rick were ready to ning past my house a few weeks
try the 1979 Boston Marathon. “No way,’’ Dick was told back...
by a race official. The Hoyts weren’t quite a single runner,
and they weren’t quite a wheelchair competitor. For a few years Dick and Rick just joined the massive field and ran anyway, then they found a way to get into the race officially: In 1983 they ran
another marathon so fast they made the qualifying time for Boston the following year.
Then somebody said, “Hey, Dick, why not a triathlon?’’ How’s a guy who never learned to swim and
hadn’t ridden a bike since he was six going to haul his 110-pound kid through a triathlon?
Still, Dick tried.
Now they’ve done 212 triathlons, including four grueling 15-hour Ironmans in Hawaii. It must be
a buzzkill to be a 25-year-old stud getting passed by an old guy towing a grown man in a dinghy,
don’t you think? Hey, Dick, why not see how you’d do on your own? “No way,’’ he says. Dick does it
purely for “the awesome feeling’’ he gets seeing Rick with a cantaloupe smile as they run, swim and
ride together. This year, at ages 65 and 43, Dick and Rick finished their 24th Boston Marathon, in
5,083rd place out of more than 20,000 starters. Their best time’? Two hours, 40 minutes in 1992-only 35 minutes off the world record, which, in case you don’t keep track of these things, happens
to be held by a guy who was not pushing another man in a wheelchair at the time. “No question
about it,’’ Rick types. “My dad is the Father of the Century.’’
And Dick got something else out of all this too.
Two years ago he had a mild heart attack during a race. Doctors found that one of his arteries
was 95% clogged. ``If you hadn’t been in such great shape,’’one doctor told him, ``you probably
would’ve died 15 years ago.’’ So, in a way, Dick and Rick saved each other’s life. Rick, who has his
own apartment (he gets home care) and works in Boston, and Dick, retired from the military and
living in Holland, Mass., always find ways to be together. They give speeches around the country and
compete in some backbreaking race every weekend, including this Father’s Day. That night, Rick will
buy his dad dinner, but the thing he really wants to give him is a gift he can never buy. “The thing
I’d most like,’’ Rick types, “is that my dad sit in the chair and I push him once.’’ Here’s the video....
you won’t regret it one bit. Kindest regards, Bruce Brown.
http://youtube.com/watch?v=ryCTIigaloQ

Have a great week...ya’ll... I love ya...

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, Lake
Tahoe, Philadelphia, Key West, New Jersey, North
Carolina, Indonesia, Washington D.C., Iraq, Costa
Rica, Maryland, West (By-God) Virginia, Nashville,
Florida, Saudi Arabia, Chattanooga, New York,
Oregon, Russia, 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 don’t 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 don’t have time to sit, read, and retype jokes all day!

