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        Joe’s stories pull you right in—raw, real, and often hilarious. I couldn’t put the book down.

        ~ Joan S.

      

      

      
        
        This collection feels like sitting with a friend who tells stories that make you laugh, cry, and think all at once.

        ~ Carol R.

      

      

      
        
        Heartfelt and down-to-earth, Joe’s writing reminds me that the little moments in life often mean the most.

        ~ Bruce J.

      

      

      
        
        The humor is perfectly balanced with honesty—one minute I was laughing out loud, the next I was reflecting on my own life.

        ~ Kami Z.

      

      

      
        
        Reading Joe’s work feels like coming home. His ability to find wisdom in ordinary moments is a gift.

        ~ Christy M.

      

      

      
        
        A refreshing, genuine voice. These stories are relatable, uplifting, and sometimes downright funny.

        ~ Lanell D.

      

      

      
        
        I love how Joe captures both the chaos and beauty of everyday life—it’s storytelling at its best.

        ~ Victoria P.

      

      

      
        
        This book gave me the same cozy, heartwarming feeling I get from Chicken Soup for the Soul, but with Joe’s unique twist.

        ~ Mary C.

      

      

      
        
        Joe doesn’t just tell stories—he connects with you on a personal level. It’s like he’s writing about all of us.

        ~ Paul M.

      

      

      
        
        The mix of humor and sincerity kept me turning pages late into the night. Highly recommend!

        ~ Cassandra B.

      

      

      
        
        Simple yet powerful. Joe finds extraordinary lessons in ordinary experiences.

        ~ Kristin S.

      

      

      
        
        These stories reminded me to slow down and savor the little things in life. A beautiful read.

        ~ Katie D.

      

      

      
        
        One of the most enjoyable books I’ve picked up in a long time. You’ll laugh, you’ll cry, and you’ll walk away feeling inspired.

        ~ Bob R.
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            SET ’EM UP, JOE

          

        

      

    

    
      It was in the ’90s. It’s hard to believe that something so clear in my memory happened so long ago. I was still a pretty young guy, and I was still burning the candle at both ends. I was in the bakery early in the morning to do paperwork, run errands, mix dough, proof dough, cut dough, again proof dough, fry dough, ice and fill dough, pack finished donuts in boxes to be delivered, then deliver the donuts―after I cleaned up the bakery.

      We had several delivery routes back then, but one particular route was the longest and most spread out. Because I couldn’t pay anyone to do it and still make money, I took it. It was a terrible route, with long distances between stops.

      I first went to Bluffton, then up to Fort Wayne, then the rest of the stops took me to the west side of the state. Once done, I drove back home for what seemed like an eternity, with no more stops. I drank coffee, popped NoDoz, and even took aspirin to do anything to get the caffeine in my system.

      One night I had already been to Bluffton. I then went up to Ossian, where I was routinely pulled over for speeding. It really was unintentional―I had a hard time focusing. The police there were always nice. It was almost a welcome break from my drive just so I could talk to someone, even if they were writing me a ticket or warning.

      I arrived in Fort Wayne, made my drop, and was heading to Highway 30. Was I speeding? Absolutely. I was tired and I wanted to finish as soon as possible so that my caffeine rush didn’t desert me.

      I saw the familiar red-and-blue lights in my rearview mirror. This had become such a common occurrence to me, it didn’t faze me anymore. I pulled to the side, had my license and registration all ready, and rolled down my window. I wondered what the heck he was doing back there.

      Suddenly, several more police cars showed up. This wasn’t standard operating procedure. The original police car finally opened. I keep looking back at him, because I was baffled.

      He yelled (I mean, really yelled!) at me to get back in the van (I just had my head sticking out the window), to put both hands outside my window as far as they could go, and not to move a muscle. This seemed a bit theatrical.

      I looked at him, and he was making a pretty wide semicircle to be able to see me as he approached. His gun was drawn. Suddenly I realized that this was real.

      But―

      If you know me at all, you know my thoughts aren’t always the most practical. It dawned on me that I had a van full of donuts…and there were a lot of policemen. They so wanted my donuts, they were willing to threaten physical violence for them. What an honor!

      Of course, I started to laugh. I was tired. Incredibly drained and running on fumes. The longer I looked at the situation, the funnier it became.

      To me. Not to them.

      I was “gently” pulled out of the van―at gunpoint, still giggling like a little girl. I was frisked (by the way, that isn’t cool), and another officer looked in the van with his flashlight. “What is in those boxes?” he screamed.

      Now I was almost dying. “Donuts,” I said with a huge grin.

      He opened a couple boxes. Then he started to laugh.

      I told them I had just dropped off donuts at a convenience store and was heading to my next stop.

      Apparently, a man in a van had just robbed a store and was racing down Highway 69. I was understandably mistaken for that guy. The police were very nice and told me to be careful. It was one of the few times that sheer adrenaline saw me through the rest of my route.

      I wonder if any of them are still telling that story to their friends…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            HER SOUL IS ALWAYS BEAUTIFUL

          

        

      

    

    
      On the days my wife goes to work, she drives my mom-in-law to the bakery around 6:30 a.m. Kathy brings a breakfast and a book for Mom. I bring a chair out for her and she sits and begins to read as I say goodbye to Kathy.

      Mom asks me, “Are you done making donuts?”

      I explain that we make donuts twice a day, and we have just completed the first round.

      She asks how many we’ve made, and how many we will be making. She always gasps at the numbers and tells me that it must be a good business.

      She goes back to her book. She has been reading the same book, same pages, every day, but seems enlightened each time.

      She asks where the bathroom is.

      She comes back and I ask if she’d like a donut.

      “No,” she says. The doctor told her not to have sugar...but maybe a plain one. She then asks if I’m done making donuts. I tell her we make donuts twice a day, and we’re just getting ready to start again. She asks how many we make and is amazed when I tell her. “You must have a good business,” she says, in her cute Greek accent.

      I get my paperwork done and the next group of coworkers arrive at the bakery. I ask Mom if she’s ready to go.

      She replies with, “vaminos de aqui,” then tells me of students that she had in Elkhart that would say that as they left her classroom. She laughs so hard as she tells me. As we’re leaving, she asks if we’re done making donuts. I tell her that we make donuts twice a day. We must have a good business, she says.

      We walk out the side door.

      As we step into the alley, she says, “vaminos de aqui.” Through her laughter, she tells me of some of her students from years gone by.

      As we sit in the car, she admires the beauty of the day. She comments how friendly people are. We stop to get some French fries as a little snack. “These French fries are so tasty,” she tells me.

      She patiently waits in the car while I run a couple errands. She always has a smile when I pop back in. “It is such a beautiful day,” she remarks. “And the people here are so friendly!” The window is slightly open, no matter the weather. She closes it as we pull out.

      We get home, and when we get out of the car, she bows slightly, and thanks me for driving. She always has a smile. We get into our home, and she sits at the kitchen table with her book.

      I take our puppy outside.

      We come back in and she looks up and welcomes me home. She asks me how work was and if I made a lot of donuts. I tell her how many, and she says, as she thumbs through the same pages of her same book, “You must have a very good business...”

      Mom has Alzheimer’s.

      I hope I never get this terrible condition. But if I do, I hope God grants me the same beautiful personality that my mom-in-law has.
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      So, my wife has begun a new life as a vegan.

      Yes, one of those...

      She never pushes it on me other than an occasional “You know you’d feel better if you ate this seaweed I just made.” She always cooks great meat-and-potato meals for me. However, the problem is eating out.

      I love to tease her about announcing her “veganism” to anyone who will listen, but honestly, if you choose to eat that way, you kind of have to tell your server so they can get the correct dishes. There are only a few places that cater to people who eat healthy food, and those restaurants aren’t typically the ones I tend to visit. They are fine—at least for people with educated palates or educated anything. I am not that person.

      Waiter: “Do you see something you’d like on our menu?”

      Me: “Ummm...me no understand. Me want meat. Meat mean cow, pig, or chicken.”

      Kathy: (eye-roll)

      Waiter: “Oh, you’ll love Number Three. It tastes just like steak.”

      Me: “Down the road, I can buy something that is steak.”

      Kathy: (eye-roll)

      Waiter: “But this has avocados and cilantro!”

      Me: “I really don’t know what you just said. Do you have French fries? That seems safe.”

      Waiter: (in obvious disgust) “We have a sliced potato that we sauté in olive oil and vinaigrette, and sprinkle crushed kale chips⁠—”

      Me: “I don’t know what you just said, and I’m not sure I want to.”

      Kathy: (eye-roll and starts to slide under the table in complete embarrassment)

      Finally, I give up and order ice water with lemon. I’m afraid that is as exotic as I’ll get. The two of us kind of resemble Captain Caveman and Princess Jasmine—you can guess who is who.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TEACHER TALK

          

        

      

    

    
      My wife’s birthday is on August 31. Although it falls on the last day of the month, she prefers we rejoice her birth by commencing on the first of August and continuing through to the end of the month.

      She has reason to be happy. Though this will be a milestone birthday for her, she maintains the spunk, resilience, spring, and looks of someone half her age. The evidence of her being a vampire, as I have earlier suggested, grows by leaps and bounds on a daily basis.

      This last weekend, we treated her Pipe Creek kindergarten team to lunch at the Twenty restaurant in the Charley Creek hotel. The girls, I observed, all appeared much younger than their stated ages. As they talked, I noticed they all had the same multitask personalities, even in their conversation. It was difficult for my simple mind to keep up with them, but they all understood each other perfectly.

      Is this a code? Were some conversations started to merely throw me off while others were begun? Maybe these things are deciphered in their quick minds, while my mind is still fumbling on topic number two. The whole thing was a blur...a pleasant blur, but a blur, nonetheless.

      My question is this. Does being kindergarten teachers make these women stay so young and full of life? Or are all kindergarten teachers vampires?

      I’m kind of afraid.
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      I was young. Maybe I was scared. No, I was scared. I was scared of being hurt. I was scared of people not liking me. I was scared of being put in the same situation as another boy, who was hard to be friends with. I didn’t understand it back then, but I know now why he was different.

      He had Asperger’s. It wasn’t diagnosed back then; we didn’t know what Asperger’s was. We hadn’t even heard of it.

      Among other things, it made him socially awkward. Not just awkward, though. That in itself wouldn’t be so bad. Sometimes it made him confrontational and easily enraged. He was confused by social boundaries. It wasn’t that he didn’t like people or want them around. He just didn’t have a natural feel on how to act, or react, to situations. Those things can only be learned through repetition...and memorized. He wasn’t a bad kid. Not a mean kid. He was a smart kid—very smart.

      He related better to adults than to other kids our age, which separated him even more from his peers. He was picked on in class. I saw him stabbed in the shoulder with a pencil. Someone jabbed a compass (why were those weapons allowed in school?) in his thigh and drew blood.

      He said nothing.

      I saw a crowd of boys follow him every recess...every recess. They taunted him. They threw things at him. They tripped him. He only wanted to be left alone.

      He said nothing.

      Things were better in high school as the physical abuse subsided. He had built a mental wall by this time, one that he still possesses. But insults were hurled, and no respect was given to the things he was accomplishing in school.

      He said nothing.

      I noticed there were a few of the leaders in his class that gave him space. While that doesn’t seem noteworthy, it had to have helped a little. But one young man, a very popular young man, befriended this emotionally self-imprisoned student. Everyone liked Mark Slaby. All the students, all the teachers...the whole town.

      Mark was not only nice to him in school but would hang out with him when he wasn’t doing any of his many extracurricular activities.

      Mark wasn’t scared of being hurt.

      Mark wasn’t scared of people not liking him.

      Mark said nothing, because his actions spoke for him.

      I wish I had said something. I wish I had done something.

      A lifetime of regret.

      I had a myriad of reasons not to, but none of them seem as important as they did back then. They never were important. I’m so sorry for saying nothing. For doing nothing.

      But Mark taught me something that I’ll never forget.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            JEREMIAH AND ME

          

        

      

    

    
      It was one of our usual 6:00 a.m. conversations. As usual, the conversation hit politics. Not because I know anything or have any real insight, but because his perspective intrigues me. We got to the subject of college and I asked which class he had.

      It was speech. My son, Jeremiah, is not one to get frustrated or nervous, and he has no real fear of publicly speaking. A friend told me of a study that stated the largest fear of most men and women is public speaking. The second? Death.

      As I’ve aged, my fears have changed.

      I feared both of those in my youth. Now, not that I have a death wish, but I don’t fear death. And I enjoy anytime I can get an audience... my wife says, probably too much!

      Now, my fears are different.

      I fear failure—business or personal. I fear not doing the right thing. I worry if what I do is right. I worry about not mattering. Being forgotten. Not making a difference.

      I wonder if my fears will morph once again?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE HEROES OF THANKSGIVING

          

        

      

    

    
      I know you’re tired. I know you’re sluggish, and maybe feeling guilty for your gluttonous ways, but did you take time to thank the heroes of Thanksgiving?

      I’ve said before that Thanksgiving is my favorite holiday. You see friends and family, you eat, then eat more. There are no gifts to worry about. No exchanges, no hauling stuff from your car, no tearing gift wrapping, no fake smiles for the weird socks Aunt Hildegard bought you. No. Just visiting…and food!






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/joe-glazed-e-book-cover.jpg
WA TIFE
GILAZED
WITH
STORIES

Heartfelt Tales to Make You
Laugh, Cry, and Savor

i Joe DeRozier





