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      Ever since I was a kid, our pets have always had their own voices. The songs on the radio were never sung with their original lyrics and the worst outcomes in life were to be met with a sense of humor rather than sorrow. As long as no one was hurt, there was nothing too serious to joke about. And all of that was thanks to my dad. 

      He has always been larger-than-life to me, metaphorically speaking at least. He's still waiting on his last growth spurt. His build, on the other hand, always made me confident in my playground assertions that "My dad could beat up your dad." There was no beating anyone up, though.

      In reality, he doesn't have it in him to kill a spider. Or maybe he's just too busy writing a novel about the spider's life story as it scutters away.

      He has a work ethic unlike anyone I know. For the first 25 years he owned the bakery, he may have missed five days of work. When I was a kid, if all our delivery vans broke down on the same day, he probably would have walked all the orders to their destinations, gone home and collapsed into bed…before getting up an hour later to go make more donuts. Now that he's older, well, he'd probably do the same thing but sleep in another hour.

      When I was younger, all my dad had to do to make me laugh was to look me square in the eye and say a bad word. I've definitely inherited his advanced sense of humor. We all knew he could tell funny stories since he does it all the time, but we found out he could do much more than that with his writing. He can make us reflect on events that may seem unimportant but are really what makes life worth living, and he gives us an opportunity to stop and smell the donuts.

      This book contains touching stories of beloved family pets, tragic stories of those who died too young, and stories from decades ago told as if they happened yesterday. They show that small acts of kindness can have a meaningful impact that will stick with you throughout your life and that those are far more important than how much money you've made or what position you've achieved. They are all written with a voice that is uniquely his own and they all make me proud to call him my dad.

      Sincerely, his favorite son.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SHUT THE DOOR…QUIETLY

          

        

      

    

    
      When I was young, I had a temper.

      When I look back at some of the things that set me off, I feel like I was a different person.

      Maybe I have grown up…

      No, that obviously isn’t the answer.  I probably just don’t have as much energy to be angry.

      Anyway, a friend was visiting me and told me a “slamming door” story from his teenage years and the consequences that ensued.  It had me thinking about my “slamming door” incident.  (We all have had one, don’t we?).

      I was mad about something I shouldn’t have been mad about, and I slammed my bedroom door.

      It wasn’t the first time, but I think dad had it in his head that it would be the last time.

      He walked…strolled…RAN to my room and gently…soothingly…ROUGHLY grabbed me and told me to softly open and close my (his) door 100 times.

      I was seething, but I did what he suggested…urged…TOLD me to do.

      With each open and close motion, I felt myself calm down…until about 80.

      Looking back, I really should have stopped there, apologized to dad, and hugged him.  It would have been all over.

      But, nooooo.  I got more steamed with each closure with less than 20 to go.

      Ninety-eight, 99…SLAM!

      Uh-oh…

      I’m not certain what happened next.  I remember footsteps.  I think I remember something tugging on my arm.  I saw my life pass before my eyes and a bright light at the end of a tunnel.  I saw my grandma, who had passed a year earlier.  Suddenly I was jolted back to the present, where I was softly opening and closing a door…200 times.

      Dad was only off by one slam…and THAT was my last.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WHO WAS YOUR INSTRUCTOR LAST PERIOD?

          

        

      

    

    
      When I was at the Defense Language Institute (DLI) in California, my class was the first to try a total immersion system.

      This meant, from the first day, the professors spoke only Spanish.

      Our professors were all native to a different Spanish-speaking country.  This was to teach us to understand different dialects and idiomatic expressions.

      A few days into my complete incomprehension of the language, Professor Hernandez took our class for a period.

      Though some of the professors were calling us names and questioning our intelligence in Spanish (we figured it out later as we started to understand), Professor Hernandez was very kind and patient.

      He pointed to different items, said the words in Spanish, then created sentences that we would, in turn, repeat.

      His sentences taught us some pronouns, conjugation of verbs, and some nouns.

      It was honestly the first day that anything clicked for me.

      I was feeling just a little more comfortable when Professor Santiago made his way to our classroom after lunch.  I had written down everything from the last period, and had even taken the notes to lunch so I could look them over as I enjoyed the exquisite dining from our third-floor chow hall.

      As Professor Santiago was touching on some of the same verbiage from our last teacher, I confidently answered all of his questions…but he looked puzzled.

      As more classmates answered in the same manner as I had, he stopped the class and threw his arms in the air.

      With a thick accent, he asked us in English, who our last professor was.

      When we told him it was Professor Hernandez, he burst out laughing.

      Professor Hernandez, you see…had a lisp.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            YES, MIKE, WE KNOW YOU’RE NOT A SOFTY

          

        

      

    

    
      We recently took on a remodel job of a place that was pretty dilapidated.

      There were holes in the walls, roof, floor, and apparently my head for taking on this project.

      As you can imagine, because of the accessibility to the inside from the various openings, many pigeons made these shambles their home.

      After first, making the home safe, we started closing up all the birds’ entrances.  We thought all of them had flown the coop, but we kept hearing small “peeps.”  When we tore out the last part of the plaster on the ceiling, we found a nest with 2 baby pigeons.

      The guys picked them up and placed them outside, but the birds were too young to fly and just huddled together in what little shelter they could find.

      I hoped they wouldn’t be there the next day.  It was really just wishful thinking.  They couldn’t go anywhere and there was no food around.

      The next morning, I was just standing there, looking at them.  A friend of mine was near and knew me well enough to know what I was thinking.

      This friend is a man’s man.  The drawl, the truck, the hat…every stereotypical thing you can think of…but he’s got a soft spot for anything/anyone that needs help.

      He said, “Ok!  I know what you’re thinking!  Fine!”

      He went and retrieved a cage that he had in storage, put bedding down, and carefully placed the baby pigeons in the cage.

      It has been several weeks now and the pigeons are mature…and maybe a bit overfed.

      Finally, he was able to set the birds free in the back of his business.

      The birds flew like pros!  They circled then flew off together!

      Great story, right?

      Well, that’s not the end.

      When he got home, guess who was waiting for him?

      You guessed it!

      While his door was open, they flew inside and went back to their cage.

      In his gruff manner, he told me they had to go and he wasn’t dealing with it…

      …but didn’t HE let them back inside?  Didn’t HE let them back to the cage?  Didn’t HE go ahead and feed them?

      He’s really a big softy!

      I’ll let you know what happens…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MERRY CHRISTMAS, PETE FOREMAN

          

        

      

    

    
      One Christmas, I had my kids start Christmas dinner as I went to the bakery to do a few jobs.

      As I was about to leave to return home, one of my daughters called to tell me that no water was coming from our faucets.

      I knew what it was right away because we have had problems with frozen pipes before.  Unfortunately, a wall had just been constructed in front of the offending pipes, so accessibility was an issue.

      I wasn’t sure what to do because this was before I was good friends with Bowman’s Plumbing and Heating (I think he gets calls from me on every holiday), so I called the only person I could think of…Pete Foreman.

      Pete had worked for the utility company for approximately 34 million years and knew everything you could know about this kind of stuff.

      I called Pete…at home…on Christmas morning.

      “Pete, can you do something with our frozen water pipes?” I asked.

      “Joe,” he finally said.  “It’s Christmas morning.  I have a family.  You’ll have to make due.”

      I told him I understood, wished him a Merry Christmas, and hung up.

      I never moved from the phone, because as I expected, a whopping 4 seconds later, Pete called me to tell me he’d be right over.

      After a couple tasks at work, I went home, dropped off my things, and went downstairs.

      The kids had already let Pete in, and he met me down in the basement while armed with a weary look and blow torch.

      I showed him where the water came in. He climbed a ladder, lifted a ceiling tile, and wedged himself between the drywall and foundation.

      I turned on a sink in the downstairs bathroom so I’d know when the waterline was thawed.

      As Pete’s head, shoulders, and arms were buried behind the wall and with just his lower body still tippy-toed on the ladder, I suddenly heard a muffled, “uh-oooh.”

      “What’s wrong?” I asked.

      Pete pulled himself out of the wall with insulation clinging to his hair and glasses and yelled for me to get him water because his torch started the insulation on fire.

      Normally, I would have run wildly through the house trying to gather water…but I hesitated.

      I hesitated because the irony of the situation hit me immediately.

      I couldn’t help a slight smile when I said, “Pete…you’re here because we don’t have water…”

      We both stopped and looked at each other for just a second before I ran upstairs.

      Unbeknownst to Pete, what I had dropped off when I got home were a few 5-gallon buckets of water that I brought from the bakery.

      Pete got the fire out and, just as we both breathed a sigh of relief, the water in the downstairs bathroom sink kicked on… Apparently, the fire generated enough heat to thaw the water.

      Sure, it was a little scary…but wasn’t that just like Pete to leave his home on Christmas morning just to help someone?

      We sure miss him.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ONE DAY, YOUR ADVICE WILL ALSO BE IGNORED

          

        

      

    

    
      Starting in business when I was young, I made many, what I like to refer to as, rookie mistakes.

      I learned a lot from my mistakes caused by lack of judgment, my inability to see the bigger picture, and my lack of vision.

      I could have avoided many of these derailments had I simply heeded the advice of the older business owners around me who attempted to impart their excellent advice.

      Unfortunately, I filed their invaluable nuggets of information into my memory, then completely disregarded them.

      As I’ve grown in knowledge, experience, wisdom, (but not stature), I’ve accumulated a vast collection of advice to be shared with the new generation of young entrepreneurs…that they in turn will file in their memory but completely disregard.

      One such young business owner I’ve known for quite a few years has already shelved most of what I’ve shared with him, choosing to ignore my experience and choosing instead to make and learn from his own mistakes.

      Recently, he and I were talking and he told me of a situation that he felt he responded poorly to.  He told me that he should have acted on the advice I had given him and his situation would be much more comfortable.

      Hearing that made me feel many emotions.

      Sorrow, that he hadn’t heeded my advice.

      Pride, that he recognized said advice was valuable.

      And just a little bit of “Well, I told you so,” which I refrained from letting escape my lips but probably not my eyes.

      More than a few young people have come to the back of the bakery to bend my ear.

      It’s nice to know that they too will disregard my judgment, my ability to see the bigger picture, and my vision, and will instead decide to choose the hard way and simply learn from their mistakes.

      From these mistakes, they will accumulate much wisdom…which they will attempt to share with the next generation…

      …which will be unceremoniously ignored.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MY COUSIN PAM

          

        

      

    

    
      I first met Pam Latta over 20 years ago.  Well, I say “met,” but honestly I didn’t actually SEE her until a few years later.

      Pam was the manager for Mr. Mofield at the Bunkerhill Minimart.  Mr. Mofield had set up the donut delivery with me, but Pammy was the person I always spoke to.

      Pammy had a personality that came through the phone and made you an instant friend because of her warmth and infectious laugh.

      I was very sad when I found out one day that she was leaving the minimart for another opportunity.

      She was replaced by a very competent manager in body…but Pam’s spirit could never be duplicated.

      During Pam’s hiatus, the new manager decided to make a change and started receiving donuts from another vendor.  That always makes me sad, but things like that happen.

      Some time had passed, and I received a call at the bakery.  I knew her voice instantly.

      “Hey Joe,” she started, “I just came back to the minimart and I was wondering if you could start delivering to us, again.”

      Well, of course I could!

      “The problem is,” she continued, “is that I have to tell the other bakery that they won’t be selling here anymore.  I’m really terrible at being mean, so I just told them you were my cousin and I have to buy from you, or the family would be mad at me.”






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-book-4-cover.jpg
One Day...
Your Advice Will Also be Ignored

Joe DeRorzier





