“God Bless Us Everyone”

This Week At Judson Sunday School

(11/19/10)

Happy Thanksgiving, Judson Jive Turkeys!  

Well, Thanksgiving is once again upon us, to which I find myself responding, “Bah Humbug!,” which seems as appropriate a response as any, given that they’ve been playing Christmas music in department stores since Roshashananah.  I don’t know about you, but I’m not feeling all that thankful these days, for a variety of reasons:

This time last year, I was extolling the virtues of walking as one of the reasons we New Yorkers should be thankful.  Shortly thereafter, I managed to tear my Achilles tendon and have spent the better part of the last 11 months in and out of ultrasound, walking boots, orthotics, cortisone shots, herbal patches, low back shoes, no back shoes – anything to avoid invasive surgery.  It’s gotten so depressing that lately, I’ve taken to traveling to Rego Park, Queens, on Saturday afternoons, where I drop my trousers and pay an older Chinese woman $50 to hurt me in exchange for a nap on her day bed.  I know that’s just a typical Saturday night for some.  For the rest of you, relax, I’m only talking about my acupuncturist.  Still, there are worse ways to drop $50, and my acupuncturist never complains when I drool on her pillows while napping, so I guess I can be thankful for that.

Politically speaking, there doesn’t seem all that much for us leftist types to be thankful for these days, does there?  I used to think President Obama was always the smartest guy in any room, and I guess I still do, but watching him get his butt handed to him the other week by the dumbest folks on the planet, led by the ubiquitous S.P. (Satan’s Plaything), I’m beginning to wonder.  There’s also a certain dance show on television which I do not watch (and wouldn’t admit to if I did) that is about to elect S.P.’s daughter, the club-footed leader of the Single Mom’s For Sexual Abstinence Society, as America’s next Fred Astaire.  Is no election safe from these morons?  On the other hand, President Obama still has time, so we can all be thankful for that.  Two years before the last presidential election, I had never heard of the guy.  “Obama” could have been a type of motorcycle, or an energy drink, for all I knew.  So have a glass of JOLT!, Mr. President, and get going before it’s too late.  Or at least tell Malia to start practicing her dance moves.

Still, short of Bristol Palin breaking a leg, there are a few other things for which we might also be grateful this Thanksgiving:

Waffle Trucks!  Possibly the happiest two words in my personal lexicon these days, could there be a more delicious concept in the world than a bright yellow truck that pulls up in your neighborhood selling nothing but waffles, topped with strawberries, bananas, ice cream, and/or chocolate?!  If you’re wondering why I haven’t been brunching with you folks after church lately, it’s because the waffle truck spends Sunday afternoons three blocks from my apartment.  And you thought there was no God!

Baseball!  I know, I know, the season’s over.  And even though our Yankees didn’t win, and the Mets didn’t – well, never mind – at least the Texas Rangers, a team once owned by George Bush, lost too.  (Say what you want about the late George Steinbrenner.  For all his faults, he never invaded Iraq.)  The San Francisco Giants won the World Series.  My favorite Giants story?  During last year’s off season, Tim Lincecum, the Giant’s best pitcher, was arrested for possession of marijuana, which led to the wide spread distribution of “Let Timmy Smoke!” t-shirts.  You gotta love it!  Pitchers and catchers (steady) report in 86 days!

We are indeed New Yorkers, with all the weirdness that entails!  Recently, I was reading about a young woman who lives in the West Village and owns a potbellied pig named Wally whom she takes most days to the Washington Square Dog Run to play.  I thought that was unusual enough until I read more about Wally’s owner, described as a 31-year-old “professional Hula Hoop dancer, writer, and holistic test prep instructor.”  Who knew the holistic movement required you to take a test?  And I had no idea a person could make a living as a professional Hula Hoop dancer, unless, of course, the Hula Hoop is the only thing you are wearing when you dance.  Still, just knowing there is someone out there in our big town making enough of a living as a Holistic Testing Hula Hooper to care for a potbellied pig gives me hope!

Judson Sunday School, naturally!  If there has been a dominant theme within our Sunday School lessons so far this year it is that “God is everywhere:  within me and all around me,” which is a very hopeful idea and one that can cause us all to be thankful.  Still, I do worry that the only lessons your kids might remember come from The Wicked Big Toddlah, a book about a giant New England baby, and Walter the Farting Dog, a book about – well, I think the title says it all.  Still, we try.  So this Thanksgiving finds me especially thankful for you and your children, and for Judson’s Sunday School teachers, Lulu, Alex, Pilar, Marisol, and Nathan.

So here’s wishing you, my acupuncturist, political lefties everywhere, all those despondent dancers out there who just know they are better than Bristol Palin, President Obama, Waffle Trucks, the New York Yankees, even the New York Mets, Tim Lincecum, professional Hula Hoopers (with or without your clothes), Walter the Farting Dog, and Wally the potbellied pig, a very Happy Thanksgiving!

Andy

Grand Poobah 

