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        Reviews for Heck, I Don’t Know… I Just Make Donuts:

      

      

      

      
        
        At “O dark thirty” every morning, Joe DeRozier makes his way through the quiet streets of Peru, Indiana to begin his day at DeRozier's where the residents of this small town will stop by for his handcrafted donuts.

        Heck, I Don't Know… I Just Make Donuts is a collection of Joe's stories about his family, the residents that have become his friends, and always, the donuts. His ramblings, as he calls them, will have you smiling, tearing up, and feeling that you've just made a good friend.

        This is one of those books that is perfect for reading aloud. Joe's gentle stories echo the gentle rise of the donuts, and are to be savored in a like manner. Each story stands on its own, yet all weave together perfectly.

        You will find yourself walking through the back door of the donut shop, happy to be listening to Joe's stories, and waiting for more.

        ~ D. Vance

      

      

      
        
        Funny, sweet and uplifting! So positive in this negative world. This young man has a very big heart! LOVE IT!

        Just over 200 pages, containing just over 100 missives, based on the author’s 43,628,957 random thoughts.

        You will find yourself lost in every story’s imagery, your own memories flooding in uncontrolled; you will smile without realizing it, you will choke up even if you have never met the man who wrote the words; you will see yourself in a truer mirror than you have ever dared use before; you will realize that at least one person in this wonderful land we call home still sees it the way it can be, the way it SHOULD be.

        A common man of small-town humble beginnings and immense convictions provided this gift of himself; if you cannot see yourself living this kind of life, you’re doing it wrong!

        ~ Marie

      

      

      
        
        If you are looking for a great book to read, I highly recommend Joe DeRozier’s book, Heck, I Don’t Know… I Just Make Donuts. It is very entertaining and will make you laugh (what DID actually happen to Jack & Jill) and cry (those last words to your dad). Joe knows how to tell stories and knows a lot about people. Every chapter lends insight to life through this local “dusty ol’ baker”. Even though I have not met Joe in person, I feel like I know his soul from reading his book. I downloaded the book and read it in two days.

        ~ Cindy Mullet

      

      

      
        
        Joe DeRozier is a small town businessman (local Donut guy in Peru, Indiana). In this book he shares short stories of his life making donuts, his family and people he has interacted with over the years. He shares wit, humor, happiness and sadness in his stories. I highly recommend reading this book. You won’t be disappointed!

        ~ Melanie Giek

      

      

      
        
        This book had me teary eyed, thinking and falling in love with Peru, Indiana. I can’t wait until his next book comes out!

        ~ Darleen Welborn

      

      

      
        
        Reading about the life of a hard working baker was enlightening. We often take for granted the lives of people who make our food magically appear. The lives he touched over the years, his family and all those in the Peru, Indiana community. Joe really cares about people, he is not merely making a living.

        Great book to especially read during the holidays and to forget the heartaches of 2020.

        ~ Donna Percy

      

      

      
        
        Joe DeRozier lives—and makes donuts—in a small Indiana town. One that he loves. These are the snapshots of the people and places in Peru, Indiana, and a few good looks at the heart of a “dusty old baker.” I was privileged to get an early read, and I loved it. Order yours now… You’ll be glad you did.

        ~ Liz Flaherty

      

      

      
        
        This book is awesome! I’ve been following Joe’s “ramblings” for years on Facebook—he has a way with words, a wonderful perspective on life in general, and a heart of gold. Joe’s stories have had me laughing hysterically, wiping away tears, and pondering about what he wrote many hours after reading it. The stories are short, heartfelt, and well worth the read. Once you start reading, you may not be able to stop.

        ~ Cathy Roberts

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        I dedicate this book to my kids, my poor wife, the wonderful people in Peru, Indiana, and anyone else that has put up with me.

      

      

      

      
        
        This book contains numerous short stories as seen through the eyes of a dusty old baker. The stories are made up of observations, history, and imagination, as the author watches the world go by as he sits at the large table in the middle of his bakery.
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      My youth primarily consisted of late-night serenades by Eddie Van Halen and humid summers rollerblading through the bakery. My dad worked. He mixed dough, chopped fritters, and chatted endlessly with anything that had a heartbeat.

      The guy loves to talk… He should really write a book…

      I’ll admit being the daughter of a dusty old baker had its perks. Did some meals consist of drinking sprinkles out of a 16-oz. styrofoam cup? I plead the Fifth.

      But I learned a lot. Heard a lot. We spent a lot of quality time together.

      He taught me long division well before my teachers did, hired me as a second grader to do his month-end billing, and talked business with me (the good, the bad, and the ugly). He even let me set up shop in the back of the bakery where I charged an insane amount of fake money for an ancient can of ravioli. Yes, his business-savvy mind graced the next generation.

      I've been more fortunate than most. He wants to make the world better everywhere he goes, and I believe he does. He has so much hard-earned wisdom. A plethora of stories. And a lot of questions…a LOT.

      You won’t know all the people in this book. You won’t know the local meat market where he purchases brats, which will be consumed well past expiration (with cheese, of course). But you’ll be able to relate. You have kids who have grown too fast, love for your small town, pets you love as children, a mentor who’s passed, regrets with a loved one, and questions that just need to be answered–wait, that medicine was for what?!

      In these pages, you’ll find thought provoking stories, stories that make you question his sanity (It is, indeed, in question.), and countless nuggets of wisdom. He will paint a picture so vividly you’ll imagine it as your own.

      So buckle up, friends. This old, tired baker has a LOT to say.

      XO,

      A Very Proud Daughter
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      Have you seen that house?

      There are a few broken windows. The roof is in need of repair. The gutters are sagging and falling. The grass and weeds have overrun the yard.

      Have you ever thought about the family that built that home?

      Have you ever imagined their despair when they discovered their perfect couch was just six inches too long for their living room?

      Have you imagined the grandparents coming over for this home's first ever family Thanksgiving?

      How one day Bobby left for the military and, two years later, Susie went off to college?

      Then Dad finally retires, and they visit their kids and grandchildren when they can afford to travel. The calls get less frequent. The yard is getting hard to keep up with, and the gutters are falling.

      One day Dad passes. Mom, not wanting to be a burden, goes to a nursing home where she stays for the rest of her days…

      Have you seen that house?

      You know that old house with a couple windows broken? The roof is in need of repair. The gutters are sagging and falling. The grass and weeds have overrun the yard…

      Now what do you see?
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            RANDOM THOUGHTS AND ACTIONS

          

        

      

    

    
      I ask Alexa to play the theme to Gilligan’s Island just to drive my wife crazy.

      Someone told me that their family doesn’t like my bakery, but they, themselves, like my donuts. Was that a compliment or an insult?

      My dog wakes me up in the middle of my sleep licking my pillow…lick, lick, lick, lick, lick, lick… It’s like Chinese water torture.

      My wife thinks much higher of other people’s opinions than she thinks of mine…and I don’t blame her.

      My dog won’t eat when he’s depressed. I probably need to be depressed for about twenty-five pounds.

      I bought a supplement that was guaranteed to make me lose weight. After three weeks and no weight loss, I contacted the seller. She told me I needed to change my food intake and exercise more. I don’t think I understand what the pill is for…

      If I don’t like a certain decoration, I have no taste. If I do like a certain decoration, I have poor taste…

      My puppy pees when he’s excited. I’m glad I don’t.

      My kitties are all over me when I sit down…unless I call them.

      I was the youngest business owner on my block when I arrived here. Now I’m one of the oldest.

      I look younger in my mind.

      You know…we’re all insecure. Some of us hide it better.

      I’m a terrible driver.

      I’m prouder of my kid’s and wife’s achievements than I ever will be of my own.

      I wish I was nice all the time.

      I need to take the advice that I give others.

      How did red become the universal symbol for stop?

      I truly believe we all see colors differently.

      Doorbells…that was clever.
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      I have indoor cats. I love my cats, but I don’t love that nasty litter box. I clean it every day. I put the stuff in a plastic grocery bag, knot it, put it in another bag, knot it, then put it in the garage to take the next morning.

      The morning comes, I throw the double bag-o-poo on the car floor in the back, find someone’s home that doesn’t like my donuts, and throw it at their car. I mean, I take it to my dumpster. But I keep smelling it even after it is gone.

      So I thought…it’s poop. Babies tend to poop. What do parents do? Do they double bag it and throw it at non-donut-eating people’s cars?

      No. Diaper Genie! That’s right… I got one. My wife was not impressed with my self-proclaimed ingenuity. I, on the other hand, was very proud. Although she protested at the store, I persevered and got one…and I was terrified that it wouldn’t work.

      I haven’t talked to one guy who didn’t think I was a genius. I haven’t talked to one girl who didn’t think I was an idiot… Well, I mean an idiot for this specific idea. Otherwise, yes, I am an idiot.

      It works great. I´m a genius… Well, a genius that now hauls 10 lbs. of cat poop at a time.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            IS HE JUST A CAT?

          

        

      

    

    
      I met him 15+ years ago. I picked him up from the vet’s, never having seen him before.

      I walked in, and there in the first cage was this white face with huge dark eyes. He was staring right at me and he uttered his first words to me… Meow. It really wasn’t meow. It was more like MEOW! I stared back and just said, “That…that is Catface.”

      I got him home, showed him where his litter box and food were, then set him down. In our home lived three young children, a dusty baker, and a rambunctious chocolate lab… Catface was gone like a shot… I didn’t blame him.

      He visited his litter box and food stations only during the night, using the cloak of darkness to remain hidden from our home of chaos. Aside from the obvious reasons that I knew he was utilizing the litter box, I had made the terrible mistake of getting an automatic one. Those things get stuck on…on…well, on “stuff,” and the rake will go back and forth until you get up and free the problem.

      After about a month, there’d be “Catface sightings” and an occasional snippet of audio.

      Occasionally, when it was just me and our puppy, Moosie, he’d pop out for a visit. I’d hold him and walk him around the house. I would then sit on the couch and he would relax on my lap, purring as loud as thunder. He and Moosie later became friends and would play and sleep together.

      Many things changed over the years for Catface and me. The loss of Moosie, the addition of Gooey (We’ll save the creation of that name for another story), my kids growing up and moving out, the addition of Kathy and Max, and moving to a new home.

      The changes were easier for him because I was there with him…and easier for me because he was with me.

      For 17+ years, we were each other’s constant.

      Catface and I have both had medical scares over the last few years, but we both made it…and were still together.

      A couple days ago, he had a blot clot paralyze his back legs. He was in terrible pain.

      Yesterday…yesterday, I had to say goodbye.

      I took my little buddy to the vet and had him put down to stop his suffering.

      I put Catface down to stop his pain and to hasten his inevitable death, because I loved him…

      This concept seems so absurd that I spend a lot of time trying to rationalize it in my mind. How can I ever forgive myself for doing that to someone that has filled my heart so much?

      Was he just a cat?

      No…he was Catface…

      …and I’ll never forget him.
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