Hey!

September 8, 2006

Well, this was the four day weekend from hell... I do not know how to describe to you all that happened. All I know is
that Friday morning I got up at six thirty to take Ollie out, looked around at the pitch black, torrential, blowing rains and
thought, “Oh my! The storm changed its course and strengthened during the night.” When I went back in, I already had
several messages about work being cancelled. Ernesto had come to visit.
Long story short, I was without power and the rain was simply
unbelievable for hours. I drove around the corner to the 7/11
for some coffee and just to check things out, and I was immediately sorry that I did. My convertible almost did not make
it through the ﬂooded streets. VERY stupid - but once you
are in it - you are committed, ya know? There is really nothing to do but to keep going. THAT is when I realized that this
was worse than any “tropical storm” I had been through. Later
that day when the Weather Channel started broadcasting from
Virginia Beach, well, I was not
surprised. All in all, it was not
that bad, just ten inches of rain
and gusting winds. But folks,
I only have three trees in my
whole yard - an Oak, a Fig,
and a Dogwood - and Ernesto took one of them out! I had a slender Dogwood that was
two stories high on the side of my house and it came down. Thank Heavens not on the
house. The roots are still in tact, so I have some guys coming over to help me “right her”
and try to prop her into place later this week. Perhaps we can save her. They seem to
think so, too.
Saturday was spent cleaning up the yard from the storm and going to the store to replenish batteries, gas, etc. The guys that were supposed to cut my door into the garage for
me showed up about noon. They could not do the work this weekend because of the
storm. They had too much to do at their regular job, which was understandable. We
measured, made plans, and they are to start sometime this week.
Then Saturday evening, early, Ollie, Liberty, and I went out on the back deck because
it was BEAUTIFUL! What a nice night. Liberty always loves to go outside with us. I
only keep him out there for a few minutes, but when I ask, “Liberty outside Mama?” he just puffs
up his feathers and purrs. He loves it even though it scares him a bit. Makes him feel very special to be out there with us.
Once outside, he always sticks very close and just cocks his little head sideways and listens to the sounds and carefully
watches the other birds ﬂying overhead. We had the best time. Ollie was being very playful and Liberty was enjoying it.
Liberty was also mimicking me and talking to me and rubbing his head on my chin and purring like he does when he is
happy and feeling secure.
Well, at exactly 6:30, I got up thinking it was time to go in, watch the news, and ﬁx dinner, so tired, that was all I wanted
to do - and at that exact moment - something startled Liberty. He popped off my ﬁnger, but normally falls to the ground
when that happens. Not this time. He just kept rising and rising and looked down at me like, “Oh, my gosh!” His feathers had grown back in without him or me realizing it. At that moment, the little girl next door let out a squeal, and Liberty
took off in ﬂight across the fence. He still would have fallen to the ground, but the neighbors were having a cook out
- which also spooked him - and he continued to ﬂy. I stood there watching helplessly as he gained height and ﬂew off - between the houses - out of sight.
I bolted through the fence, but by the time I got around the corner, he was gone. The neighbors tried to help me ﬁnd him
and we looked until dark. In my heart, I thought he might just roost in a tree until morning, and then I could ﬁnd him. (An-

other voice inside was saying he was gone forever.) Needless
to say, I cried myself to sleep that night thinking of him so
scared and alone out in the real world for the ﬁrst time.
I awoke at 5:30, and at day break, out I went. I searched for
an hour and a half. No luck. There was a lot of noise in the
neighborhood since the Rock ‘N Roll Half Marathon was
taking place. I got Ollie and walked over to that, not knowing what else to do with myself. Everyone already knew and
asked about Liberty.
The race was incredible. I enjoyed it as much as I could, and
saw lots of friends. It is an amazing experience to stand on
the side of the road and watch as 20,000 plus people RUN by
you. It went on for two hours. Just a steady stream of humanity. Every size, shape, and age you can imagine. Very inspiring. Great photos. One thing that impressed me was that I
stood right next to this policeman the whole time, Charlie. I
was (and he was, too) struck by how many hundreds of joggers would thank him as they ran by. It was wonderful. I have
never seen that before in a race. They would wave, or speak,
or slap his hand, or yell out, “Thank you for being out here!”
as they ran by. Very nice.

Lost Bird!

Small, Green, Quaker Parrot
Named “Liberty”

Liberty (L’il Birdie) has been seen in several backyards
on the north end of Treefern and Kela this week. Nothing
from him since Monday morning. He may be following the
woods behind the neighborhood. I miss him terribly!

If you see him, please call Judi at
757-685-6300. Thank You.

After that, I hit the road again and introduced myself to tons
of neighbors in their yards that I had not met yet. I explained
about Liberty to them all. Ollie and I probably walked close to twenty miles that day. I am not exaggerating.

The next morning, the same routine. I ﬁgured it was best to search early when the birds were ﬂying around looking for
food. By noon, they roost during the heat of the day and do not pick up again until 5 or so. Well, I gave up.
Once home, the doorbell rang and it was one of the guys I had met earlier stopping by to tell me that his buddy had told
him that he had seen some green funny bird in his backyard the afternoon before. He quizzed him about it and he said,
“Judi, I think he saw your Liberty! He described him to a ‘T’!” I followed
him home and called for a few minutes from his yard. Nothing. Then I
decided to stop by my friend Dr. Jayne’s house across the street from him to
see if she had seen anything, and she had not - but she took me next door to
her neighbor’s and they had seen Liberty and had even tried to catch him the
night before. Said he was timid but acting like he wanted to be caught! They
said that morning they could hear him calling out much louder than the other
birds.
That was all it took. They offered, and I accepted, to take Liberty’s cage
and food and set it up in their yard. I then went home and put on my hiking boots, long pants, and a long-sleeved shirt and hit the woods behind the
neighborhood. I was awestruck at the beauty behind these houses. We are
less than a mile from the ocean, and there is a golf course between the ocean
and us. But the woods - oh, my! You would never imagine such beauty by
just riding by. Lush and green and tons of fallen trees so there were plenty
of places to sit. There was absolutely no sunlight except in a few rare places
where it broke through the ceiling of the tall, thin hard woods. All I could
think was, “My Liberty picked a magical spot.”

I walked and walked and called and called. Nothing. Dead silence. At one point I thought I heard him,
but it sounded pretty far off. Now you have to understand - this is a person who has lost 80% of her
hearing out in the middle of the thick woods calling and listening for a bird to answer! There was nothing, though... It was humid and nothing was even stirring. I went back to Mike’s house and we sat by
the bird cage waiting for Liberty to return that afternoon late. Even his next door neighbor came over
and said he had seen Liberty, too. I was just a half a day too late, I guess. He did not show. In my heart,
after calling for him in the woods, I knew he would not. I knew he had either moved on, or something
had gotten to him. I will probably never know.
You know, I have lost dogs and cats and long-time pets over my lifetime, but nothing has ever upset
me like this. I guess because he is so helpless and defenseless, and I felt so incredibly responsible. But
it is more than that. If you are not a “bird person,” I am not sure I can explain it. They are different
from other animals. They get closer - especially the ones that can TALK to you.
Also, I think those of you who know what I have been through for the last few years can also understand how this little fellow crept into my heart and kind of symbolized the peace and calm that had
been missing for so long. He brought me laughter, comfort, and peace. I know I made him happy,
too. I may never understand why this had to happen, but perhaps it was to teach me that things can all
change in the blink of an eye. We need to appreciate what we have -- while we have it.
Life can change on a dime.
Don’t I know...
Anyway, It was a terrible weekend, and the beginning of this week has kind of been the closure to all
of that. I am still in shock and agony over it, but I must move on. I feel I have done all that I can do to
ﬁnd him. Maybe even more than I should have. He just meant so very much to me. Ya know? I know
that until they lay me in my grave, I will be forever looking to the Heavens watching for a glimpse of
my “Liberty.”
Many. many friends and family members are also in my thoughts and prayers this week: many are
having or have recently had surgery; a high school friend passed away suddenly causing shock waves
through everyone in my age group; my brother got new hearing aids and can hear beautifully for the
ﬁrst time in a decade; my Jessica is settled in her new home, has started a new semester in school, has
a new job, and is going to visit my baby, Jeremy, in Lake Tahoe this weekend; I am in the initial stages
of painting a new painting; my little neighbor, Emily, had her ﬁrst day of school today, and on and on
and on.
Life is good. Life is bad.
Life is good. Life goes on.
Peace, my friends,
and love to you all...
Rock ‘N Roll photos - Somewhat in order:
My neighborhood decked out again - Tiki Style this time...
The ladies from Kenya come,
The ladies from Kenya go. (Kenya won both male and female again, of course...)
Ollie watches as the men from Kenya approach. (He got so scared when everyone started running past
us that I had to take him home! LOL!)
Then the 20,000 others began to whisk by.
My buddy, Kim, saw me - turned around - and ran back to give me a hug.
So did Al. (no photo)
So did Alice.
Very sweet...

Ollie got to see his girlfriend,
Lillie.

And the runners just kept on coming for over two hours... a steady
stream of them!

Truly amazing!

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!

