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      I have known about local bakery owner Joe DeRozier for many years and during the last several years, I began commenting on the stories he shares.

      You can tell how much he cares about the community and obviously loves my hometown of Peru as much as I do.

      Reading his stories I have laughed out loud and tried to hold back tears. A day that begins on the dark side can turn around in an instant if I’m blessed with one of Joe’s stories that morning.

      Although Joe and I live in the same small town, it wasn’t until August 30th this year that we met face-to-face. I was at the Peru Post Office picking up a package and, as I waited for it, I looked behind me to see who I might be keeping waiting.

      I recognized him and asked, “Are you Joe DeRozier?”  He said he was and I told him that we had never met, but I had often commented on his posts and stories.  We had a good chat at the Post Office, and my day grew that much brighter. So much so, that I documented the encounter on my calendar.

      One of the great things about reading Joe’s stories is that you find yourself realizing how much we all share in common – viewpoints, experiences, weird ways of looking at things, love for family, friends, and community – and Joe has such an inviting way of relating his life and experiences that I find myself thinking, “Wow, I thought I was the only one who wondered about that.”  Or, thinks those thoughts, or sees things that way.

      Joe puts it all in a way that helps you cherish his memories, interactions, and experiences and see your own in a special way.

      James Earl Jones passed away while I was reading this book and I happened to see Field of Dreams twice during that time. In that movie, Jones plays a Pulitzer Prize winning author named Terrance Mann, who goes with Kevin Costner’s character, Ray Kinsella, on a journey for answers. In one small town, they stop in a newspaper office to enquire about Moonlight Graham and the woman who wrote Graham’s obituary reads it out loud to them. Mann says to the woman, “You’re a good writer.” And she reaches over and pats his hand and says, “So are you.”

      Good writers don’t always make the bestseller lists or win the big prizes but, like Joe, they touch the hearts and souls of their readers and make their lives that much better and help them see the intense beauty of our surroundings, relationships, and memories.

      Thanks, Joe.

      You’re a good writer.

      ~ Elaine Craig

      

      I have known Joey almost my life. We come from the same hometown of Algoma, Wisconsin, where everybody knows everybody. My association with him is through his little sister Kerin, who remains my dear friend.

      I was present at the DeRozier household often, much to Joey’s dismay. He now had a little sister and her clone traipsing after him. He was our high school guru, our source of high school etiquette.

      After our first day, Kerin and I were convinced we would probably not survive. We had heard tales of freshmen being scooped up and seated on bubblers or being stuffed into lockers. We heard rumors of freshmen being dangled over stairwells by the suspenders of their bib overalls, which by the way, were all the rage back then.  And then there was the urban legend of the… Swirlee! Whereby your head was dunked in the toilet and the scary upperclassman flushed.

      As a result, we often sought out Joey to assuage our darkest fears. He could neither confirm or deny such rumors, as I believe upperclassman were sworn to secrecy.

      Joey treated me equally as well as his sister, by punching me in the arm in passing, just like he did to Kerin. That’s how we knew he cared and would not let harm come to us.

      After graduation our paths crossed less frequently as we all moved on with getting jobs, getting married and having kids. I did of course stay in touch with Kerin and thereby had news of Joey’s travels.

      I was aware of his army stations, his children and business endeavors, but I never considered the personal experiences he was going through.

      His stories are warming and nostalgic. They make me feel reconnected to my roots, and to his story.  These shared memories show me how I can reflect on lessons life has taught me and most importantly the stories have instilled a sense of gratitude. I have been able to catch up on him becoming a father, struggling to become a successful businessman and growing into the person he is.

      Joey would have you believe that he is simply a dusty old man who just makes donuts. That’s his cover.  He is a man who possesses humble gratitude, a desire to uplift people and make the world we live in better. He is a silent observer and has a gift of sharing memories that make us all feel connected and safe.

      Sit back with a cup of coffee, turn the pages of this book and enjoy yourself. I know I have.

      With deepest admiration and love,

      ~ Penelope Dier

      

      Joe has a penchant for sucking you into his stories, keeping you turning pages later into the night later than you had planned.

      Joe is a well-known baker in a small town in central Indiana, and is quite famous for his donuts.

      Every week, he keeps his audience captivated and sometimes brought to tears by giving us a rundown on anything from a hilarious shopping at Walmart, to happenings at the Rainbow Bridge, informing folks of the wonderful lives our faithful pets have living in Heaven.

      Joe is a wonderful guy who has not only a knack for making donuts, but a man of compassion for the things that really matter.

      So, next time you want a really good book to read, don’t forget about Joe DeRozier. I promise you won’t regret it.

      ~ Donna Garber

      

      Joe has a skill that transports the reader back to an exact moment in time.

      I found myself swaying with the motion of the waves waiting on a rescue boat.

      I could taste the pungent wine that Grandpa Mazzocca made while we sat at a round table.

      I could smell the chalk from the cloud of dust over the boy next to me, after he received a good skunking for his transgressions.

      Joe’s collection of memories are always relatable, serving to trigger my own memories of younger years and afford me the opportunity to have them  resurface once more and take a stroll down memory lane.

      I had the pleasure of living next door to Joe for a number of my formative years. I remember early mornings {late nights for me} seeing him walk to his bakery to start his day and then just as I was waking up for the day I would glance out and see that familiar flour dusted tshirt and sweatpants climbing his front steps to home after a full shift at the bakery. While a flour coated shirt might not be my first choice of attire I always somehow knew that if I needed it Joe would take it from his back and give it to me. That is solidified in these short stores.

      Whether he was cleaning a buddy’s dorm or serving Patricia her favorite apple fritter, he continues to give to all of us in his stories.  A gift of a lifetime to be cherished.

      Joe has a way of always making things feel like home. What he might not realize is that for all the lives that have touched him, he has touched a thousand more.

      ~ Shelley Sheneman

      

      This book is a treasure of life’s memories that will send you back in time to your own life of growing up.

      It will bring back thoughts of family, life challenges, lessons learned and friendships past, present and those that helped to make you the person that you are now.

      Joe has a huge heart, and that shows through his writings.

      You can read them a little at a time, or you can do as I did and read it all in a morning. They will make you laugh, cry and smile.

      Owning a bakery with everything that goes along with a business is Joe’s work and his writing is a gift.

      ~ Suzy Perry Weinrich

      

      Let me say that Joe DeRozier is the nicest guy you’ll ever want to meet and sit down and have a conversation with.  His range of topics to talk about is endless. Joe is soft spoken and funny at the same time. I can imagine his brain is spinning as he is talking to you and thinking about what he wants to ask you next.  Joe also has a heart of Gold; he’ll do anything you ask of him, and he has the best smile you’ll ever come across.  I have a hunch that Joe gives away more donuts than he sells.

      A few years ago, I came across Joe’s FB page.  The FB page was about his books of short stories.

      I read a few of his stories and was hooked.  I wanted more, so I sent Joe a message that I wanted all of his books and I loved them all.

      I was so touched by his stories, that I spent several months making a beautiful quilt for him as a gift (I'm known as the Quilt Lady), and of course, he wrote a story about it.

      Joe’s books have brought me such enjoyment and lifted my spirits, his words in those short stories have been funny, and heartfelt.

      As I read each story, I found myself laughing out loud and smiling to myself and wiping away a few tears. I was in Peru, IN (Joe's hometown) recently, and went to visit Joe in the back room of his bakery.

      As I walked in I saw Joe sitting at the big table with his morning buddies. When Joe saw me, he knew who I was right away!

      We had a nice visit, and he gave me a box of donuts to share with my family.

      Joe don’t ever stop writing your short story books and don’t forget to send me the next one you publish.

      Your quilt friend,

      ~ Rhonda Rocchio
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      Joe has a serious talent for revealing the extraordinary in a seemingly ordinary world.

      His short stories really draw you in to explore the humor, irony, wisdom, curiosity, and blessings hidden in everyday moments, and even stretched throughout our lives.

      This collection keeps on par with his previous collections, capturing the essence of relationships (with people, and the world around him) with a whimsical (and only sometimes sarcastic) touch. Joe really shines a light on people who navigate life’s ups and downs with heart and humor. His playful language and keen observations remind us that life is a delightful tapestry woven with laughter, connection, and the moments that define us.  You will laugh. You will (probably) cry. And you will close the book without a single regret.

      Each story offers a subtle nudge, encouraging us to find joy in the little things and to engage with the world around us. There are so many treasures in the book ahead, it’ll be a true challenge to call any specific one a “favorite.”

      Is it the “misadventures” in dental floss? I wonder if a priest ever accidentally married me away to someone else…

      Will it be Homecoming Weekend?

      I can guarantee at least a few of these stories will leave a huge imprint on your heart (here’s looking at you, “Hey Dad…”).

      So, dear reader, as you embark on this journey through another fantastical collection of Joe’s stories, may you find bits of your own life reflected in his words. Let the laughter resonate, the memories flood in, and the magic of connection remind you of the beauty in our shared human experience.

      Christina Crump
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      Today was the last day…

      He sighed softly as he closed his laptop.

      How many times has he done this, I wondered.

      Greg is a tall man who has survived 65 years on this earth.

      His life, like so many others, didn’t take the avenues he had dreamed it would in his youth.

      He had a tryout with the Cincinnati Reds during the time of “The Big Red Machine.”

      He was a heck of an athlete, but was informed he was just “a half step too slow” to make that powerhouse team.

      He had an opportunity to latch on to another team because of his abilities; however, he had promised his bride that if he didn’t make the Reds, he would give up his dream of professional baseball and take on a more traditional job in order to take care of his young family.

      That was over 40 years ago…and I’m afraid you can still see that in his eyes.

      Greg Rutherford has made his last trek to DeRozier’s Bakery to get his weekly order, as he plans to retire at the end of the month.

      I met Greg in the mid 90s.  At the time, I had several bakery supply companies.

      There were 8, I believe, and only Greg from South Holland Bakery is still taking my orders.

      When we started doing business, Greg had just come over from a different supply company.  He also had an intimate knowledge of bakery supplies, having owned a bakery himself.

      Greg is 7 years older than I am and immediately took on the role of older brother to me.

      Once we got to know each other, I confided in him often.  Our conversations could go from professional to juvenile in 2 seconds flat.

      He and I went through some of the same personal upheavals in our lives in the early 2000s.

      Our troubles paralleled in an almost eerie way.

      As we discovered how insanely alike our problems were, we bonded.

      We no longer spoke just to communicate an order, share about a new flavoring, or whine about pricing.

      All of those things would have to wait until after we shared whatever adventure or step we had taken the previous week due to our similar dilemma.

      But that wasn’t all.

      The solving of the original problem snowballed to a different set of troubles that, had we gone through them alone, would have been devastating…or at least put us in rubber rooms.

      The fact that we shared these experiences and were able to find the comical sides of them was a therapy that was better than any office couch…or aforementioned rubber room.

      Twenty years later, whenever we’re together in the back of the bakery, those stories will resurface as he writes down my supply order, and we laugh all over again.

      Some of the situations Greg experienced were unbelievably hilarious and, with his permission, I have shared them with others.

      I’m smiling, recalling a few of them as I write this.

      As much as Greg has meant to me over all of these years of friendship, I don’t think we would have ever hung out “outside of business hours.”

      He hunts and fishes and loves to just sit on his boat and relax.  He isn’t a small talk guy and likes solitude.

      I struggle to kill a fly and love to talk, so other than the bakery and our similar plights, we have very few common interests.

      But though we´re so different, I can’t express in words how much I looked forward to each Monday morning phone call during that rough time in my life.

      Each weekend, I made mental notes of what I wanted to relay to him during that morning communique.

      More recently, I´ve looked forward to his Tuesday morning visits and the rehashing of those stories that have perhaps become just a little embellished over the last two decades.

      Greg is moving to the Philippines after he retires and, though he says he’ll be back to visit…he won’t.

      He may answer one of my texts once in a while or maybe even pick up the phone if I call, but I’d have to initiate the contact.

      It isn’t because he’s self-centered or there is any sort of uncaring on his part.

      It just isn’t who he is.

      He won’t forget me, and I bet every once in a while, as he’s sitting on his boat in the ocean with a line in the water, he’ll smile remembering one of our stories.

      He may even tell himself he’ll call me when he gets back to shore…

      He’ll catch that fish and fire up the grill when he gets in.

      He’ll have a spectacular night and, as he gets ready for bed, he’ll remember he was going to call.

      “I’ll do it in the morning,” he’ll tell his wife as he drifts to sleep…

      But he won’t.

      Many people are placed in our lives for different reasons, at different times, for a specific length of time.

      Our time has finished…and I like to believe we are both better men because of our friendship.

      There’s something sad, but also happy, about knowing that time has expired.

      I’ll always remember how much he helped me through that time in my life…and I hope I helped him as much.

      We shook hands as he walked out the back door of DeRozier’s Bakery.

      Every time he has left the back door over the last 30 years, I knew I’d talk to him again in a few days.

      …but not this time…

      …today…was the last day.
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