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I’d like to tell you a little Christmas story that a lot of my listeners probably already know, but it involves one of the nicest gifts I’ve ever received and a wonderful friend.

I’ll be right back with “Just a Little Common Sense.” 
(30 SECOND COMMERCIAL)

Father Dan Kozlowski was such a great guy.  Father Dan was our Parish Priest for 12 years.  He was dearly loved and highly respected, not only by the parishioners but by folks of other faiths as well.
He was also the best pool player in town. One Saturday night at the Teepee, I made a bet with Father Dan that if I beat him in a game of eight-ball, he would tend bar for me for one hour on a busy Friday night.  If I lost, I would sit in the front of the church at mass on Sunday morning.  He won.
I went back to work tending bar and Father Dan stayed at the pool table to play a number of games with the best pool players in the place.

The next morning, I showed up early for mass and sat in the front.  One by one, the pew filled up with the Teepee patrons who had fallen victim to Father Dan’s good missionary work at the pool table the night before.
No doubt a lot of my listeners remember when I got busted for having video poker machines in the Teepee.  One night in June, a young woman came in and began playing a nickel machine.  
She asked the man playing the machine next to her, “How they doing?”

“I popped this one pretty good last night,” he said.

The young woman was a state undercover agent with a tape recorder and the man--you may have guessed--was my good friend Father Dan.

When my trial came around, the Bishop sent a lawyer to cover Father Dan.

The trial was set for December 23.  I wasn’t acquitted because there was no trial.  The court couldn’t find enough people to serve on the jury.  That might have been because most people thought the government was wrong . . . or, I’ve sometimes wondered whether it might not have been Divine Intervention brought about by Father Dan’s prayers.  

After all, he had the inside track.   

Rather than place himself above the people, Father Dan was one of the people, and I believe that was one of many reasons he was so well-liked.

Father Dan was the epitome of the spirit of Christmas, year-round.  He was always kind, considerate, saw the need in others before he’d be concerned about his own needs.

He listened to you when you talked and he helped you when you were in need.  He never found fault and his words were always uplifting.  He never saw the bad in people, he only saw the good.

Now about my Christmas present, getting off for the gambling charges was mighty nice, but the best gift of all was Father Dan’s friendship.

This is Ed Thompson with Just a Little Common Sense.

Let me know what you’re thinking.  Send email to: edthompson@b945country.com 
Or just drop in at the Teepee and say hello.
