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	Potato Chips for the Soul: A Second Bag.


	 


	 


	“Whimsical, humorous, prophetic, just a few of the adjectives that describe Cunningham’s second swipe at turning his observations on life into lessons about life. Not only are his 103 chapters brief and readable, they’re sermons minus the preaching.”—Lee Coppola, dean of St. Bonaventure’s journalism school (1996 to 2011), Honoree into the Buffalo Broadcasters Association Hall of Fame


	 


	“You know what they say about potato chips…it’s hard to eat just one. The same goes for this book. More slices of life and learning make this collection another must-read for everyone.”—Brian Higgins, U.S. Representative for New York’s 26th congressional district


	 


	“Brendan has that unique ability to take the smallest detail, the seemingly most insignificant element and weave a tale that entertains and enlightens. His stories go down easily like a cold margarita on a sun-blasted day at the beach.”—Monish Bhattacharyya, Actor, Director, Fellow Bon Vivant


	 


	“…. impressive with the gifted uniqueness of making a lasting 


	Impression…A fantastically witty and meaningful book!”—Gary Occhino, PGA Director of Instruction & Certified Performance Coach 


	 


	“…a pleasure to read. Sometimes tricky, sometimes cavalier, always with lots of truth showing a great love for writing and in one word: BRILLIANT.”—William F. Higgins, U.S. Marine, Realtor Associate of the Year (2015), Buffalo Niagara Association of Realtors


	 


	. “…a fabulously entertaining read! Cheers to Brendan Cunningham on capturing real life moments with incredible humor, warmth and honesty. The diverse stories keep one eagerly anticipating the next and wishing there were more!”—Catherine Burkhart, Board of Directors member American Repertory Theater of WNY (2018)


	 


	“Brendan always reminds us, through stories and journeys, that life is simple and to enjoy each day, every song and all the gifts—especially potato chips.”—Tom McDonnell, owner of Dog Ears Bookstore 


	 


	“An amazing storyteller shares his life’s wisdom, brimming with humor through another bag of an addictive snack…. You might agree or passionately disagree, but you will crave for more."—Nonna Gerikh, author of MAGIC IN MAUVE
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	Introduction


	 


	For those of you who were not able to read the original Potato Chips for the Soul, you guessed it; this is the sequel. Perhaps the word sequel is a bit lofty, so let’s say it is a second book in the series of snippets, observations, rants, life suggestions, ramblings, and stories from my very sordid life as a “Shanachie.” That’s an Irish term for a story teller in general, and if I am anything at all, I am that. The balance of who I am and how I reveal myself through my writing was fully detailed in the first Potato Chips book, and if you read it, you would have learned that many of the stories you will read in this work as well the original, are derived from my life as a professional actor, a business coach, a Real Estate Broker, a motivational speaker, a political activist, an ordained minister, a father, a husband several times over, and ultimately an irrepressible and all-around bon vivant and raconteur. I noted the first time I set pen to paper, or fingers to keyboard, that if you were thinking that this format was reminiscent of the Chicken Soup for the Soul series, that would be truly splendid. My take on this was, of course, BUT, how much chicken soup can one guy eat? Can we all say BORING? No! Quite to the contrary, I say screw the chicken soup and throw me a bag of potato chips any time. They are so much more fun and you can eat a few or gobble down the whole bag. That’s what this book is all about, so enjoy. There will be times when you smile to yourself and recognize some of what I am suggesting as being very familiar territory for you. There will be other times when you definitely do the LOL thing. There might be still other times when one of these chips gives you a belly ache and you find it seriously disagreeable and difficult for you to digest. That’s all by design. Just reach a little further into the bag and eat another one. You’ll be feeling fine in no time at all.


	One of the things you should glean after a few, is that each little chapter, or story, or chip, is orchestrated not in any particular order. They are all designed to be stand-alone essays but at times they might make reference to a previous episode. Something else you will quickly discern is that each of them is also quite short and rarely will you find one cresting the 750-word mark. Because of this, as one of the readers of the first Potato Chips book pointed out, this book makes for perfect reading on the John. I take no umbrage at this, as some of my best reading takes place on the throne while I am taking care of business. Some of you who are equally unpretentious might find yourselves admitting to that, too. For the rest of you, who do you think you are fooling? So, sit back and enjoy. Read one, or read them all at a single sitting. Your proctologist would probably give you a stern admonishment to this last suggestion and he should. So just read one, or maybe two at the outside, that is, if you are otherwise engaged as we have described in this instance. If on the other hand, you are snug in your pajamas and nestling down to beddy byes, you might want to read a whole bunch of them until you decide to fold yourself completely into the arms of Morpheus. Either way, I am sure you will have a fun time delving into this, the second bagful of Potato Chips for the Soul.


	 




 


	 


	1. Don’t take the last one…



	 


	If you are like me, you were probably raised with this same stern admonishment, 


	“And whatever you do, don’t take the last chip, or the last donut, or the last slice of turkey, or…” well, you get the drill. 


	 I suppose it was our parent’s way of instilling in us the subtleties of the concept of sharing. Perhaps it was one of their initial attempts at introducing some of the basics of table etiquette and courtesy, and frankly, it was probably not a bad thing at all. Manners have become seriously lax over the last two generations and don’t even get me started about people wearing hats in the house and baseball hats turned around at the dinner table. It reminds me of the dialogue between the two producers. 


	“All actors are animals!”


	“Well, don’t you think, perhaps that is a bit harsh?” 


	“Ever eat with one?”


	But having said all this, I have to share something with you that really had me perplexed. So, let me tell you about Louie.


	Louie is this 18½ lb. little nugget of a rescue dog that I got recently to supply my high approval needs and to act like a sort of mascot in my office. He is beyond the beyond of adorable, and is a 5-year-old mix of dachshund and poodle; he’s a “doxapoo.” He looks like Benjie with jerry curls. I would be remiss if I did not tell you that I had some very specific requirements when I went out to get a dog. First of all, if possible, I wanted to do the right thing and get a rescue dog. That proved to be a lot bigger challenge than I had anticipated, but more on that later. 


	Here were my additional requirements. He had to be able to travel in the car, and be a model citizen at an office. I wasn’t going to leave him at home all day because that would have been cruel on too many counts. He had to be friendly and non-threatening. I could have gone with a chimp, but that presented other issues. OK, so here is the short form on how Louie is working out. This little guy is an “out of the park” home run. Everybody loves Louie. People genuinely look forward to coming in to see him. He is the best good-will ambassador one could have ever hired. I am already anticipating that at some point he is going to storm into my office and insist on renegotiating his contract. No matter, it was a veritable stroke of genius getting this guy and now we go everywhere together. It is almost like having a very well-behaved child that happens to be irrepressibly cute at the same time.


	Of course, as you would have guessed, he isn’t perfect. On a few rare occasions, there are some guys that come in who he just doesn’t like, and he barks at them. Well, it really isn’t cool having a dog barking at people. Yet, oddly enough, he never barks at customers. So, customer service, being clearly ingrained in his genetic code was an added bonus. He does, however, as I have mentioned, bark at some (of the agents) that come in periodically. (If, you read the first book of “Potato Chips for the Soul,” you would have learned that I run a real estate office when I am not writing, or acting, or speaking around the country on various topics.) So, I hit upon an idea. I noticed there was this one guy. I will call him Ron. He particularly set Louie off every time he came into the office. This forced me to act quickly. I would go out immediately and assure the dog that everything was cool and Ron wasn’t a bad guy. Now Ron is this crazy Scotsman who stands about 6’5”, and because he is so tall, he tends to slouch, like a lot of tall guys do. Perhaps they do this in a bizarre effort to make the rest of us think they are not that much taller than we are. It’s not a good plan and it doesn’t work all that well for them. He still looks pretty tall to most of the 7 billion people on the planet. It is an especially ineffective strategy in most of Asia where Ron looks like Goliath no matter what he does. This slouching, unfortunately, gives him an odd appearance. It looks like he is trying to sneak up on you. And that’s exactly what, I think, Louie was thinking. I started giving Ron some dog biscuits. I told him: 


	“Ron, he just thinks you are trying to sneak up on him. Give him a biscuit right away and he will be fine.” 


	The only issue is that it worked out better than expected, and now, Louie has got Ron’s number and knows he is going to be taken care of whenever he sees this giant leprechaun coming in the door. I decided to take my brilliance one step further. I took a little bucket and placed a whole bunch of biscuits in it and left them at the front desk. This was just in case I had to be further armed for other approaching hostiles.


	 OK, so the other day, in strolls Ron. Right on cue, Louie begins his momentary tirade. I waltz over to the front desk to hand Ron his biscuit so we can complete our newly established Pavlovian ritual and he can give it to Louie; and, what do you think I noticed. There was only one single dog biscuit remaining. OK, I have to ask myself, is this coincidence? Has Louie somehow figured a way to get on top of the desk and steal the biscuits? My first suspicion was that the agents were eating the biscuits themselves. Maybe they were demonstrating that they were aware that there is an expectation, if not a requirement, to leave one of anything and not eat the last one? If this was in fact not the case, what does this say about instinct? Was Louie being a true gentleman or was this his instinct kicking in…telling him to leave the last biscuit for another dog? I don’t know, but I have to tell you, it really is making me scratch my head. I just don’t get it. Perhaps, Louie is more highly evolved than even we are? Hmm...?


	Note to Self: There are many people (and dogs, too) who would take the last biscuit but who would not take the last lifeboat.


	 




 


	 


	2. Stop and Smell the Roses


	 


	How many times have we been reminded to do just that, especially by older people who forgot to do this and now live in a sea of regrets for not doing this? Do roses really smell all that good? Let me share a little something that truly makes me feel privileged. I am, in addition to being a writer, an actor who periodically appears in one of the two summer productions of Shakespeare in Delaware Park. Now, for those of you that are not denizens of Buffalo, New York, Delaware Park is one of the more magnificent parks that Frederick Law Olmsted designed before his most famous opus, that anyone who has ever visited NYC would tell you is, Central Park. This monstrously large stage that hosts the second largest FREE Shakespeare Festival in the United States each year (entertaining nearly 40,000 fans) is nestled between the beautiful Hoyt Lake and the world-famous Albrecht Knox Art Gallery. To get to the seating area (or the lawn where you take your folding chair) directly in front of the Stage, you have to walk through the Rose Garden.


	Now let me tell you, this is not your average run of the mill rose garden that your grandmother had in her backyard. No sir, our boy Frederick, in keeping with his knock your socks off park designs, really had a great day when he laid out this very special piece of paradise. Located in the Rumsey Forest area of Delaware Park, it is a 33 bed rose garden. It is serenely surrounded by stone columns reminiscent of a Greek temple. Even if you hated roses, in late June, the month the first production of Shakespeare gets underway, the rose garden is glorious. All year long I look forward to walking down the hill and strolling through the Rose Garden on my way to the show. Every once in a while, I actually stop and lean over and stick my big honker of a nose right in one of those little horticultural masterpieces. I breathe in deeply. Then I go down and get ready to suit up and perform one of the bard’s plays to a hill filled with theater aficionados from all over the country. Three hours later, BAM, I reverse my route and just as I crest the hill, the balmy summer breezes caress my nostrils, and my soul is enriched, with the fragrance of roses; thousands of them. A lot of people don’t understand why I give up half my summer and bust my ass for 6 nights a week and say words that most people will tell you they understand when they really don’t. Truth be told, in most cases, most of the audience gets about half of it and the rest are simply bluffing or too drunk to care. Suffice it to say, however, I do it for a lot of reasons. I love the process of showing up for the first read through, when most of the actors don’t even have a clue as to what is happening. I love how you gradually see the play move from page to stage, and each of the characters quietly emerges as a living entity right before your eyes. I love when we have our first round of rehearsing in a flea-bitten rehearsal space somewhere downtown in the bowels of the theater district and we all get restless waiting to mount the actual show on the real stage. But one thing I just adore, the one moment I actually savor in my mind, is that stroll through the park, twice a night, when the show starts rehearsing on the actual performance space. 


	So why do people tell us to stop and smell these blasted flowers. Perhaps it is simply a metaphorical way to say slow down and take some time to enjoy the more innocent facets of life. For me, it is a much more literal interpretation. Smelling the roses in the Rose Garden becomes almost a sacramental cleansing for me. I know that if I am conscious on my death bed, much like Hemingway’s fisherman in the Old Man of the Sea who was “dreaming of the lions,” I will be thinking of the Rose Garden and smelling the roses in my mind.


	Note to Self: Find your Rose Garden, and savor it.








 


	 


	3. Opening Doors



	 


	“Après vous.”  After you” was one of the first phrases I learned in my high school French class. To this day, whenever I get on an elevator, enter or leave an office building, or frankly, get anywhere near a door and there is someone near me, I extend this courtesy in French, regardless of where I am. I guess I need to simply chalk this one up to one of my myriad of eccentricities. You should know, by the way, that, bizarrely, nobody ever even bats an eye at me. No one ever comments that they don’t speak French. I never get asked what it means or if I am from France. People just move ahead of me and graciously or ungraciously accept that I am letting them go ahead of me. Is it wrong? Who knows? But there’s something else that I have noticed that has nothing to do with my feeble attempt to be a Francophile. We all get to open doors, and every once in a while, someone opens one for us, too.


	I am not referring to the literal, physical act of opening or grabbing the door and pushing where it says pull. I am talking about the situation that occurs when we open a door for another person and help them advance in their career. I am considering those times when we were a good friend, a mentor, or perhaps even a spiritual guide and we helped people move on, or up, or through, a difficult situation, or helped them to bridge a transition. We have all heard the expression, “It’s not what you know; it is who you know.” “Ain’t that the truth?” How many times have you been the person that someone knew? Think of the last time someone dropped your name in an effort to get to the right person who could help them. The entire basis of referral marketing centers on this concept of “who do you know who?” “Boy, so and so must really have friends in high places.” I mentioned earlier that I just automatically say “Après vous” to anyone within a thousand leagues of a door. I also have consciously gone out of my way whenever I could, to figuratively open doors for young people who are trying to climb the corporate ladder. I have consistently made introductions to friends of mine that might have a product or service that others might want or need, so that they in turn, can possibly grow their respective businesses. It is as natural to me as breathing. As an entrepreneur who has learned to build a good business based on word of mouth advertising. It is essential that I work with people that I know, like, and trust. The reciprocal of this is also true. Those individuals in my network hopefully feel the same way (about me) and they in turn might want to refer me. They might want to open doors for me as I have for them. It’s all good.


	Here’s another reason why I open doors. From the earliest of my memories, I have been aware of those people in my life that have helped me become who I am today. They may have taken the guise of friends, teachers, supervisors, brothers, parents, co-workers, cab drivers and whomever. I would be a totally different person and in a totally different place in my personal journey if it wasn’t for the thousands of people that helped open some of those many doors. I am grateful to them all. Now clearly, some of the doors that were opened revealed greater and more important realities than others. All of them, however, were important. That’s why I take it as an almost sacred charge to open doors for others. It’s what I do. Should I dare say, it is what you might consider doing, too? Why? The simple answer is because life is hard. And this footrace that we are all in for 70-80 years is not without its difficulties. 


	So now, having said all this, here’s is the big “aha” moment for you. Please continue to follow my metaphor   life is a race. But no one and I mean NO ONE gets to come in first. We are all running along at our own pace, and we all end our race when we do. At that point, we move on to the next incarnation, go to heaven, or hell, or maybe just Detroit, and we are done. How much better is the race for all of us if we look around and help some of the slower runners keep up? How much better would you feel if along the way, some of the on lookers, popped up periodically and offered you a swig of water and hurled a bit of encouragement your way? We all need that. No one gets to the finish line by themselves. There are always people in our lives that we hopefully are conscious of who are helping us through this portal and that. The next time you see yourself pushing your brains out trying to gain entrance to some place that is important to you… stop. Acknowledge that it says pull on the door, and look around and see who you might extend a courtesy to and let them enter before you.


	Note to self: It is not always about you. “Après vous.”


	 




 


	 


	4. Coffee 


	 


	Don’t you just love a good cup of coffee first thing in the morning? I know I do. I am amazed at how many different ways, and how many different varieties of coffee concoctions there are and how a veritable industry has developed around this dark and bitter brew. The city of Seattle should officially be declared the Vatican City of Coffee drinkers in the Western World. If you ever go there, the first thing that will strike you is, it seems that there is a Starbucks or a smarbucks or coffee buck’s emporium just about every 50 ft. I was amazed to see that if you drive down some of the roads outside the city, you will see some of those little sheds that you can buy at Lowe’s or Home Depot for about $1500.00 and how the locals take them and convert them into coffee houses. Now they are not like the coffee houses of the beat generation, with hipsters sitting around smoking God knows what, and reading bad poetry and all. They are actually more like coffee dispensaries. Either way, you see them along both sides of the road, and you can literally stop your car and leap out kicking and screaming and get your next mocha fix. I can remember when I first went up to visit my brother Tom who lives in Port Townsend, just to the north of the city. Upon seeing all these coffee shacks. I thought to myself, how much coffee can these frigging people drink? It’s insane.


	Let’s talk about making coffee. When I grew up, most people’s homes smelled of freshly brewed coffee (and cigarettes). More than likely, it was perking on the stove. Enter Jolting Joe (DiMaggio) a few years later, and we have the next evolution of coffee making: Mr. Coffee. For the more sophisticated and well-travelled foodies out there, who objected to this commoditizing of their favorite beverage, we also see the emergence of the French Press. OK, get your mind out of the gutter. This is not a new sexual position. If you are unfamiliar with this method of making super strong and flavorful coffee, suffice it to say, making coffee in the French Press is not for the wimpy. You take freshly ground coffee and place it at the bottom of a cylindrical shaped pot and pour boiling water over it and let it sit for a few minutes. Then you take this device that is similar to a plunger and you press the grounds out of the solution, and in essence, you have an inch or two of coffee silt at the bottom. You are left with super high-octane coffee. I would take French Roast coffee, which is a very dark roasted variety, and pretty strong to begin with, and grind it up extra fine (which makes it even stronger and make it in the French Press (which continues to intensify the flavor.) I was literally left with nitro methane fuel. I would go on to drink the entire pot by myself and wonder why I was talking like a cokehead on steroids. I eventually had to stop, because I was bordering on bursting into a different dimension on an entirely new time line. But man, oh man that was one helluva cup of coffee.


	Today, we have witnessed a total renaissance in the making of coffee with the emergence of the Keurig machine. With so many people willing to drop 5 bucks for a cup at Starbucks, this seems to be the new alternative to getting “fresh brewed coffee” at a reasonably affordable price. We simply cannot escape seeing this wonderful brown nectar delivered to us through those ubiquitous pods. In this new millennium, the Keurig device has taken on an almost sacramental reverence. I recently heard a Real Estate competitor of mine talking about an office that she opened and she told me, “it has everything, a great location, a core group of good agents, it even has a Keurig.” I remember thinking to myself: well, you’ve got to have a Keurig. What would be the point of living if you didn’t have a Keurig? Unfortunately, she had to close that office in little over two years. I guess in business sometimes you need to have a lot more than a Keurig. 


	Don’t even get me started on flavored coffee. I think that is truly a world that has earned the right to be called abominable. Throw in some flavors, a pint of whipped cream, and 1800 calories later and BAM you have whatever kind of atomic Frappuccino’s you can imagine. If I wanted a thick shake, I would have gone to McDonald’s. It’s not cool and it is a far cry from my mother’s perked coffee.


	Note to self: Hey, who do I have to kill to get a decent cup of coffee around here?


	 




 


	 


	5. Find your Happiness



	 


	Last Friday night, I had the good fortune to attend a Black Tie (optional) gala for one of the Associations at which I hold membership. It was being held at one of the posher country clubs in my area. There were a number of friendly faces at my table of 10 and I was smart enough to position myself between two people that I knew would supply just the proper audience for my relentless need to be a raconteur. I also made a point to be facing the dais so I wouldn’t wind up with a sore neck by the end of the night, since I knew there was going to be a sea of speeches being made. They were installing the incoming President and her support team. 


	One of the guests at my table did not fare as well in the seat selection department that evening and later told me he was sandwiched between a woman who had thoroughly douched herself in “Eau D’Old Lady” and someone who talked “at” him all night. Hey, if you are going to one of these affairs, and so many of us are obligated to do so from time to time, do a little early research beforehand and position yourself ahead of time. (I got there 15 minutes early and scoped out the entire seating arrangement to tilt the odds in my favor. I’ve learned, after many painful events, to do so and it makes for a more tolerable evening. Frequently, I have even enjoyed myself like I did this night. 


	OK, now for the big surprise. At the penultimate end to the complete body of speech making, the Master of Ceremonies, who happened to be the gentleman who was keeping company with the newly installed President, turned to the audience. (Keeping company: how’s that for a bit of a nostalgic reference?) Let’s get back to Mr. MC. He continues and requests 5 minutes more of everyone’s time to make an announcement. He asked for silence. He asked for their attention. He then got down on his knee and proposed to the President. I thought it was one of the sweetest and most sincerely spontaneous moments I have ever seen. He then stopped her, before she could respond, and said: 


	 “Since all of our closest friends are here and I don’t have to return the Tux until morning, and since there just happens to be a judge with us about 5 feet away from the podium, I am going to ask that we get married right here, right now: tonight.” 


	Well, as you can imagine, that’s one big enchilada to leave hanging out there. There were a few gulps in the audience. Luckily for Mr. Bold and Beautiful, the lady in question not only said yes, but the genuine affection that the entire room felt for both of these singularly special and blessed people was palpable. What a great ending to an important evening. It was fabulous. Everyone joined the bride and groom at the bar and hoisted several drinks to wish them both well. But of course, by now you know, there is one more chapter to this story. 


	As I was leaving the event, I ran into a business acquaintance who happened to be at the bar and who did not attend the event. She asked if I was coming from the installation dinner and I said yes and then I asked her, “Did you hear what happened?” She showed some concern and responded with a staccato “No.” I proceeded to tell her with a high level of glee in my voice about what I thought was a truly special moment, and I was flabbergasted at her reaction. 


	“That’s ridiculous and probably one of the most selfish things I have ever heard. I would have thrown a drink in his face. It’s all about the man, isn’t it? What a terrible and rude way to propose to someone!” 


	 I tried to head her ravings off at the pass by saying, “No, No, No, you don’t understand, they are really happy. It was magical for them. It’s all good.” 


	She snorted back, “WELL, IT WOULDN’T HAVE BEEN GOOD FOR ME!”


	I remember thinking to myself, in spite of the fact that this was a very attractive and upscale lady, that’s why you are alone at the bar, honey.


	 It’s tough being so miserable. 


	Where does all that misery come from and why is it so necessary to share it? I generally tend to be happy for other peoples’ happiness. Am I going about this thing called life all wrong? I don’t think so.


	Note to self: Find your happiness. Be happy for others in their happiness, and keep your misery to yourself.


	 




 


	 


	6. “I’m kind of a big shot…”


	 


	Every one of us has something in common; at least that’s what Oprah Winfrey asserted once when she was talking about all of the 10,000 plus interviews she has done throughout her career. She said every person asked her when the interview was concluded: 


	 “So how did I do,” or 


	 “How was I,” or, 


	 “Was that all right?” 


	 Every guest she had ever had, wanted some sort of validation. This was true, regardless of whether it was the Dalai Lama, a current or past President, an increasingly popular, up and coming actor, or a Hollywood megastar. Obviously, as we make our journeys through this life, some require a little more validation and some are truly vexed in that they cannot get enough, ever.


	From time to time, I do speaking engagements. Frequently, and prior to my taking the floor, the M.C. or the producer of the event, will ask me to supply them with a short bio so they can properly introduce me when the time comes for me to do my thing. When I first started out, my bio was pretty long since nobody knew who I was, and I had to expand on that. As I proceed in my career and schedule more speaking events, my bio gets shorter and shorter. The hope is that after a while, the host speaker can simply say “Here’s a gentleman who needs no introduction, Brendan Cunningham.” At which point, there is riotous and thunderous applause as the audience gets ready for an out of body, life altering presentation. I’m kind of a long way from that point, but it’s something worth striving for, at least. Oddly enough, I do not have nearly as big an ego as most people would think. I would be less than truthful if I didn’t tell you, however, that I have a healthy enough supply of what I call “moxie” to get the job done. You can’t be shy and reserved and get up and speak in front of hundreds of people and expect to be interesting. That’s what I think, unless you are like the comedian, Steven Wright, who has made a career out of being a pathological introvert on stage. One of my favorite lines of his is: 


	 “I like to put the plug in the bathtub when I am taking a shower. I pretend I am in a submarine that has been hit by a depth charge.” Another is: 


	 “If you put instant coffee in the microwave, does it go back in time?”


	OK, so I am at an event and this guy saunters over to the table next to me and I overhear him ask one of the ladies, if this was in fact table 22 and if the seat he was standing in front of was taken. She assured him that he was correct as to the table number, and yes, the seat was available. He sat down and proceeded to introduce himself to the young lady, and she gave him a perplexed look. This must have been based on the fact that he presumed that the mere mentioning of his name should have been followed by choirs of angels from on high heralding his arrival. Clearly, she had no idea who the heck he was. He very deprecatingly looked at what he was now deeming to be some poor, little, unobtrusive waif and instructed her, leeringly saying, “I’m kind of a Big Shot.” 


	I definitely did a spit take. If I was texting, I would have had to write, LMFAO. Are you kidding me: Big Shot in your own mind, perhaps? I couldn’t believe the sheer unadulterated smarminess or this guy’s level of conceit. 


	This reminds me of another story my daughter Alice shared with me that made me chuckle, as well. She was in her early to mid-20s, and she was in one of the local hot spots on Chippewa Street in downtown Buffalo, NY on a Friday night. Now for those of you who know nothing about the Queen City, that’s where a lot of young people go to let loose and there are scores of upscale bars, draping both sides of the street. Some of them even cater to older dudes like me and what they call a mixed crowd, whatever that is. One night she is out with a group of her friends sitting at a bar. She is all dolled up, and a not so unattractive young gentleman approaches her and offers to buy her a drink. She says thank you and starts up the conversation and tells him her name and assertively asks: 


	 “What do you do? He sheepishly and incredulously looks at her and tells her very matter of factly, “I play hockey!” 


	 “Oh,” she responds, not really impressed because at the time she was just about to enter law school and was not particularly sports minded. She innocently continued and inquired further, “So do you play for some town team, or league, or something like that?” 


	Now an essential part of this story hinges on one of the unfortunate handicaps my daughter received from me. She has a total disregard and lack of interest in hockey. Neither of us could care less about hockey. When I went to my first Sabers game at what was known as the Aud back in the late 80s (it has since been torn down and replaced by a state-of-the-art arena that has the name changed every year), I asked, “What time is the puck off?” 


	 This is in a town that eats, drinks, and breaths HOCKEY. You can only imagine the lambasting I had to withstand that night. 


	Let’s get back to Alice. The hockey player in question was none other than the Number 1 goalie in the entire NHL that year. He literally had just gotten back from winning the gold medal at the Olympics. His picture was probably on the front page of the Buffalo Evening News that day. He couldn’t believe there was actually someone in this sports obsessed town who didn’t know who he was. It was inconceivable. 


	No Score!


	When Alice told me the story, we both laughed our asses off.


	Note to self: You are only a big shot in your own mind.


	 




 


	 


	7. The Chrysler Building


	 


	There is a triptych of the Chrysler Building conspicuously fixed on the wall behind my desk at my Real Estate office in Tonawanda, NY. The Chrysler Building is, in my opinion, one of most beautiful skyscrapers in NYC and one of the finest examples of Art Deco architecture anywhere. Periodically, I interview candidates who are considering entering the business and I explain that once they become licensed, they can sell Real Estate anywhere in New York State. I then ask them if they can tell me what building is represented in the expertly framed, matted, black and white photos behind me. Some of the natives of the Big Apple get the answer correct but even there; we are talking only 50%. Most will either say: 


	 “I don’t know,” or they will take a stab at it or say: 


	 “Oh yeah, that’s the Empire State Building.” 


	If they take the stab at it, I will make a big fuss as if they have gotten it correct. I ask them to stand and take a bow. They usually resist, and I prompt them until they stand, and just as they stand, I make a buzzer sound and say: 


	 “Wrong! Wanna take another stab at it?” 


	I eventually put them out of their misery and tell them the correct answer. I go through this charade every time to make a point. It lightens the mood and gets their attention. I ask them, “OK, you are at a cocktail party and someone tells you they are interested in buying some serious commercial Real Estate in Manhattan. They tell you they have their eyes on a building that perhaps one might have heard of; it’s called, the Chrysler Building. What do you do?” 


	Most of the interviewees tell me that since they can sell anywhere in NY state, they would take the guy down there and sell it to him. Once again, I ask them to stand and take a bow. No, I insist they take a bow. I smile and give them applause. They light up because they know that I know that they have been listening to me. They finally got one right. After a few seconds, I make my buzzer sound one more time and tell them 


	“Wrong Again!”


	“Just a few minutes ago, you didn’t even know what building it was. Can you tell me what street it’s on? Is it Midtown, Uptown, Downtown, Eastside, Westside…where is it located exactly? How many floors does it have? What is the total usable square footage? You don’t know!” 


	 It is at this point, I soften my position and explain that since doing a transaction like this is so beyond the level of their expertise and so not anywhere near their primary market, all they can hope to do is spin their wheels and waste an inordinate amount of time, money and energy. This holds true for both themselves and their would-be clients. They should simply refer it to an agent in NYC who specializes in large buildings of that type. That’s right; you pick up the phone and call someone who can handle it properly. Sure, you cut yourself in for a referral fee, but you don’t try to run with this ball because you can only screw it up. The best professionals never hesitate to refer things to others in their fields who are more adept at specific situations. Real Estate attorneys refer divorces to Divorce attorneys. Patent attorneys refer gangsters to Criminal Attorneys. All attorneys can legally handle all aspects of law within their given states, but the smart ones specialize. They do not hesitate to refer clients to specialists when needed. It is more than just common sense. It is part of the fiduciary relationship that places the clients need above the attorneys. (Real Estate agents function as fiduciaries, too.) Doctors do something similar. They do this not because they are fiduciaries, but because it is sound medical practice. If you have a blemish on your face that is concerning you, your GP can and will look at it, but invariably he or she will refer you to a good Dermatologist. If you go in for your annual checkup and you are over 50, you can bet the good doctor will refer you to a Proctologist for your colonoscopy screening. All of the best professionals stay within the area of the expertise. You should too. Things get totally screwed up for everyone when people forget this little truth. 
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