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      Many different words have been used to describe the author of this book.

      Some have said he’s successful, renowned, smart, and a pillar of the community. Some have even told him he is doing God’s work.

      Some have compared Joe DeRozier to a saint or even an angel. Maybe he should have asked my opinion of him before he asked me to write this introduction. It would’ve probably been wiser to have one of those other poor souls write it.

      However, to my knowledge, no one has ever accused him of being wise.

      Nevertheless, here we are.

      As it turns out, I have a plethora of things I could say to describe this dusty old baker. I’m sure at this moment, as he reads this, “terrified” is the best word.

      All joking aside, Joe is sincerely one of the most genuine people I have ever met. He is also one of the kindest. He is constantly striving to learn and grow. He never just accepts anything at face value. He gathers information from many opposing sources. Then, in spite of it being an unpopular opinion amongst some, he makes an educated decision about the topic. He is truly an enigma. When most people his age have accomplished as much as he has, they carry a sense of entitlement, and they lose the humble spirit that got them to where they are. Joe, somehow, has managed to hold onto that spirit. Not only has he held onto that spirit, but he shares it with the world through his books.

      Joe is also an observer. He loves interacting with people. He collects those memories, then writes the experience so vividly that not only can you see the characters in your mind, but you also feel just how Joe and the people he connected with felt at that moment.

      When you put all of that together, it’s something magical.

      He makes you think. He makes you remember. You can see comparisons to your life in almost every story.

      The feelings resonate with you, and that is his goal. His hope is that these stories will help others reconcile, recharge their souls, and bring revision to broken areas in their lives.

      I am 100% certain of his agenda, because he is constantly giving me unwanted advice about my life and I beg him to stop every day! He is relentless, though, simply because he cares.

      I do try my best not to listen to his words of wisdom and experience (wait a minute, did I just call him wise?), but even with my valiant efforts, seeds are planted. Long after he’s gone, I’m sure I’ll regret that I didn’t always listen.

      Regret is the “R” word Joe hopes his stories help us all avoid.

      Regret, redemption, wasted youth, overcoming adversity, and an ongoing theme of nostalgia flow through the many volumes of Joe’s tales.

      Every now and then, there is a story that is just preposterous. A silly tale to make you smile and help you get through the day. Only Joe can accurately compare a butter knife to Bigfoot, aliens, and other dimensions.

      I joke and tell Joe that his stories are subpar, but truly, they are therapy. If you allow yourself to have an open mind and heart when you’re reading this book, it will help you. Pick this book up during difficult times throughout your life and see how the stories resonate differently for you. That is the gift that this author has given.

      Joe’s gift is not in his superb writing abilities and, although he may make delicious donuts, that is also not his gift. Well, his donuts are delicious, but he has something even greater to offer: his ability to not only share his heart and the hearts of others, but to transfer us to a memory in our own life that is relatable to the story we’re reading.

      In the story “The Smell of Love To Spontaneous Combustion,” we are reminded how grandmothers always have the remedy when you’re sick. He even goes so far as to compare grandma’s remedies to the doctors. However, the part that did it for me was the “grandma smell.” It instantly brought a smell of cigarettes, perfume, and…farts to my mind. It doesn’t sound pleasant, but at that moment, my grandma was with me again. I felt her arms around me, hugging me, holding me at that perfect moment. It was only a second, but it kick-started a healing in that area of my life.

      He truly cares and loves the people he calls friends and family, which, by the way, is just about everyone. These “Leave it to Beaver” stories you all crave are all true! Yes, and as you navigate the astounding tales this dusty old baker has written, it’s his hope and mine that you leave slightly more optimistic and grateful than where you began.

      Joe, I would be proud to call you my dad anywhere, anytime. Just know that ALL of your kids love you, appreciate you, and are more than proud of you.

      ~ Brittany Hawkins

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            YOUR COURAGE INCREASES WHEN YOU ARE DOING THE RIGHT THING

          

        

      

    

    
      She stopped me as I was getting ready to leave the courthouse.

      “Did you say you have pictures?” she asked.

      When I replied that I did, she pleaded, “Would you please stay and testify for me?”

      These questions were posed to me right after I had reluctantly signed a small piece of paper stating I was guilty of the very same traffic infraction she was enlisting my help to fight.

      The incident in question happened one late afternoon as we were returning from a trip to Green Bay.

      It had been a little drizzly and overcast all day, and the gloom of the day and lack of sleep had probably made me a little more impatient than I rightfully should have been.

      When we found ourselves driving 48mph in a 55mph zone because we were behind a car that was following another pulling a small boat, I was looking for a place to pass.

      HW 54 is a little winding.

      When it isn’t a little winding, it is hilly.

      When it isn’t a little winding or hilly, many times there are cars traveling in the opposite direction of this two-lane highway.

      When it isn’t a little winding or hilly and no cars are traveling in the opposite direction of this two-lane highway, there seems to be an intersection.

      In other words, it can be stressful finding a safe place to pass.

      Growing frustrated over the winding, hilly, cars going the opposite direction of this two-lane highway, intersection-laden stretch of road, I was relieved to at last see a clear area to pass.

      Visibility was good, no cars, and a straight line of sight.

      There was an intersection up ahead, but no double lines, so I stepped on the gas of my four-cylinder $50 car, and slowly (even though we were going downhill) built up the speed to overcome the slower traffic in front of us.

      As we entered the blind spot of the car directly in front of us, she pulled into the passing lane to pass the boat-towing vehicle in front of her.

      I couldn’t brake fast enough and no sound was emitted as I slammed my hand into the center of the steering wheel.

      I had never had an occasion to use the horn in this car and I found, at this very inconvenient moment, I couldn’t make it emit a much-needed warning “beep.”

      I swerved into the loose gravel on the side and, having never had to correct a fishtail in a front-wheel drive, promptly lost control of my Mercury LN7.

      Right before we went down a steep embankment, my tires finally gripped some solid pavement and lurched me back onto the highway.

      By this time, the middle car had retreated back into her lane, but because I never let off the gas in my attempt to drive through the fish tail, continued that bit of extra acceleration and caught up to the first car as we jumped back onto the road…

      …and drove directly into the boat they were hauling.

      After we came to a complete stop, I found my heart under the passenger seat and placed it back into my chest after peeling off a couple old McDonald’s receipts it had picked up off the floor.

      I exited my car to check on the other drivers.

      The girl in the middle car (now the last car) was unharmed with no damage.

      The boat and it’s trailer were banged up but repairable.

      My car…

      …was a $50 car, so…

      The police, without the benefit of cell phones or Facebook, arrived before the dust even settled from the gravel I had just kicked up.

      On a side note, how did they do that back then?!

      Insurance information was traded, and tickets were issued.

      The man in front was so nice. He informed the police he was driving well under the speed limit because he was uneasy hauling the boat.

      That got me out of a speeding ticket.

      But the young policeman did give me a ticket for not sounding my horn as I passed (I never knew that was a law.) and another for passing in a no-passing zone.

      Okay. I didn’t know that not sounding my horn while passing was against the law, so that was on me, but we were NOT in a no-passing zone.

      In fact, there was no line at all.

      The policeman went up a few feet in front of where he had parked and showed me a very faded double line.

      “Hold on,” I said. “First of all, this is way too worn to see in a car doing 55mph on an overcast day. Secondly, there is no line at all at the top of the hill where this whole thing started.”

      Feeling that I was in the right, I was confident he would drop me down to just one infraction…

      …I was wrong.

      Before leaving, I apologized to the other drivers and then limped away in my $50 car that was now worth $13.65.

      When I got home, I fumed quietly in my apartment about this injustice. I was already looking at an increased insurance premium and a ticket for violating a law I had never heard of, (nor have seen practiced to this day), but this other ticket was just uncalled for.

      I was determined to fight it and see to it that justice prevailed.

      The next day was equally as gloomy, so at the same time of the accident the previous afternoon, I drove my $13.65 car out to the scene of the crime.

      From every angle, I took pictures of the road and its fictional double lines. I even took some with my watch on the highway showing the time and a newspaper showing the date.

      I also took a picture of my dog, Freckles, sitting in the driver’s seat with her paws on the wheel.

      She was so stinking cute.

      A few days later I was driving the same stretch of highway and saw they had repainted the solid double yellow lines…

      Nice.

      I had my camera and a newspaper, so I took pictures of that too.

      The day of the hearing arrived, and I was nervous.

      I was “kid nervous” because I had never done anything like this and I was terrified of going before the judge and prosecutor.

      I was so afraid, in fact, that even though I knew I was in the right, I called the courthouse and talked to the prosecutor.

      He assured me I would lose, and I’d end up paying more money by wasting the court’s time.

      I panicked.

      “Okay,” I said. “Can I still plead guilty?”

      He told me to go to court, sign a small piece of paper admitting my guilt, and pay the fine. I could leave after that.

      It was soon after that I drove to the Kewaunee County courthouse in my $13.65 car, went to the appropriate office after climbing what seemed to be 11,000 steps, and did just as the prosecutor had instructed.

      I was defeated.

      I felt like a coward because I knew I was right, but didn’t want to go through a hearing.

      As I handed them my mock admission of guilt and hard-earned money, I mumbled something about the pictures just as the girl from the second car was walking behind me.

      She received a ticket for crossing the center line and her pleas of no lines on the road also fell on deaf ears.

      “You have pictures?” she asked.

      “Yes,” I replied.

      “Will you testify for me?” she pleaded. “I have no points on my license and I can’t afford this ticket.”

      …

      With not even a second of hesitation, I agreed to help.

      While I was too afraid to defend myself in court, I didn’t think twice about facing that same fear to help someone else.

      My heart pounded as I spoke to the judge, prosecutor, and the small audience that were waiting for their hearings.

      I showed the pictures of the non-existent lines and the new lines.

      I explained how the new lines proved the county knew they needed to be painted and she couldn’t have crossed lines that weren’t there.

      The judge agreed with me and also noted that Freckles was indeed cute sitting in the driver’s seat with her paws on the wheel.

      He asked me if I was using the same pictures to get out of my ticket and I told him I had already pleaded guilty.

      He shot a look at the prosecutor.

      I think for just a second, the judge and I shared the same thought…

      …that’s a statement you won’t read often.

      Afterward, the girl gave me a hug.

      I felt good.

      I wonder if that girl remembers this after all these years?

      As for the ticket for the horn…

      The horn did indeed work.

      The LN7s have their horns on a lever by your turn signals…

      …which is probably one more reason they were discontinued.

      Regrets?

      No, not about not fighting the ticket. I feel I discovered something about myself that day.

      …but I do regret not hanging on to the picture of Freckles in the driver’s seat with her paws on the wheel…

      …she was so stinking cute.
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      I stopped in My Pizza My Way for lunch today.

      My Pizza is located as far east as you can possibly go on Main street in Peru.

      So out of the way is this location that you’d think it wouldn’t have much business…

      …and if you share that mindset, you’d be wrong.

      This place is the worst kept secret in the area.

      It’s always busy, his portions are too big, and his prices are too low.

      He has what he loosely calls a buffet.

      A buffet, in the most traditional sense, is a table of a variety of hot foods. You pick from that selection and eat as much as you like for a price that is way too little.

      But the owner can’t have that.

      No. He will make whatever you want and put it on the bar for you (or simply just take it to your table).

      You want one piece of pepperoni pizza with a pineapple?

      He’ll make that for you and end up throwing the rest of the pizza away, just so you’re happy.

      Not one person leaves this restaurant without stopping to tell the owner how good his food is and to thank him.

      I think he does this job more for the social interaction than for the business.

      Ed Stuber owns and is a permanent fixture in this establishment.

      So permanent is he that if Ed isn’t at this shop during business hours, rest assured he is in a coma or paralyzed. (Not just partially paralyzed. That wouldn’t keep him from work).

      Death is not an option to this man in his seventh decade of life. He simply has too much to do, and death will have to take a number.

      He is probably one of the nicest, kindest men I’ve ever met…

      …and his pizza and chicken wings are AMAZING.

      Ed doesn’t really need more business, but do yourself a big favor.

      Stop in sometime, have a little something to eat, and just watch.

      Don’t play on your phone. Don’t yap with your friends. Just watch…

      …and learn from the best.
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