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Disclaimer

This book is a work of creative nonfiction. The events and experiences described in this book are based on the author's recollections, observations, and interpretations of actual events. In some instances, names, identifying details, timelines, locations, and certain characteristics may have been altered, condensed, combined, or reconstructed to protect privacy, improve narrative clarity, or enhance the reading experience while remaining faithful to the underlying truth of the story.

Dialogue has been recreated from memory and available records where appropriate. As with any work based on personal recollection, some details may differ from the memories or perspectives of others involved.

This book is intended as a truthful representation of the author's experiences and reflections rather than a literal transcript of events.
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Prologue
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Trash Day! I hate it! I grumbled as I rolled the cans to the curb, straining as if they were filled with rocks. Looking down the street, I caught a glimpse of Brian, our ninety-three-year-old neighbor. I ambled over to say hello and noticed his long blonde hair waving in the bright sunlight. He shook my hand with a firm, warm grip and said, “How the hell are you, old buddy?” Then we began talking and laughing about our everyday lives. Before we left, he gave me a parting gift.

“What the hell was that?” I yelled.

“I farted,” said Brian. “It’s one of life’s pleasures. My favorite is when they sneak out.”

“My father was the all-time tooter. He strolled through life, leaving a trail of farts everywhere he went.”

“Getting back to me, all my farts smell good, I think, but not to Janice. She never allowed me to fart in the house or when I was with her. It was brutal! The pressure was unbearable.”

Smiling, he asked, “Did you know that people fart an average of six to 15 times a day?”

Then, as a twinkle came to his eyes, he told me his greatest farts came from eating beer nuts and drinking Rolling Rock Beer, his favorite.

Brian thought Rolling Rock beer was as tasty as a great steak. “It’s smooth as silk. No beer is even close to it,” he said. He offered me his favorite liquid while he gleefully took another swallow.
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​Chat 1
Brian’s Book
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“I got it!” I yelled as I reached for the phone. I recognized the guttural voice instantly.

“Hon, I’m going to Brian’s.”

Brian, six-two and two fifty pounds with sparkling blue eyes, a trim mustache, a deep commanding voice, and a head of hair a teenager would die for, needed to talk with me. Hustling to his house, I wondered what was so urgent.

When I arrived, he told me to sit in his aging, sagging, and musty easy chair that squeaked from the extra weight. Brian quietly started explaining the reason for his call. He told me he had read my book, and it was a “hell of a story. I thought it took guts to write it.” Then, Brian quietly explained the reason for his call.

“I’d like you to write my life’s story,” he said excitedly with a look in his eyes that said he was serious.

He asked how I knew I wanted to write my book. I said, beaming with pride, “I always wanted to be an author, and I had a great story to tell. I’ve been searching for another topic for my next book, so writing your life story leads me to believe I found it.” We agreed to meet several times over the next few weeks.

At the beginning of our first daily chat, I told Brian how our sessions were going to work. In each meeting, he could talk about what was on his mind. He could bring up any topic he wanted. Brian was fine with that, so he began with the perfect topic: his family and friends. But first, I wanted to hear more about him.

Brian expressed his love and appreciation for his family and friends. His two daughters, his son, and his friends meant the world to him, as did the most wonderful beauty of all: his wife, Janice.

However, the loss of his best friend Ralph, who, after twenty years of friendship with Brian, said he was done with the relationship. He was extremely upset as he wondered why Ralph was acting this way. He attempted to get back to where they were, but Ralph said, “Absolutely not!”

Hunched over my laptop, it dawned on me that I had heard the beginning of Brian’s life story, and it was going to be fun to write about his experiences, triumphs, tragedies, love, and family and friends.
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​Chat 2
The Early Years
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Growing up on his parents’ dairy farm made Brian’s childhood perfect. He didn’t consider gathering eggs, milking cows, and pitching hay chores. He went through his day without a care in the world, loved everyone he knew, and never did anything wrong, but there was one vice he couldn’t give up.

Comic books. Superman, Batman, Spiderman, the Hulk, and X-Men were his favorites. He collected over 2000 of them! When he finally grew tired of them, he sold them to a collector for $3500! Most had cost him only a dime or a quarter, so he made a huge profit, not realizing that if he hung onto them for a few more years, they would bring in thousands more.

Every day, he walked two miles to school, no matter the weather. His favorite subjects were English, math, and history—all of which he excelled in. He spent a lot of time in the library learning about the famous and infamous of America and other countries. During his free time, he enjoyed a couple of Rolling Rock, going to weekly parties, and playing his guitar.
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​Chat 3
English and History
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Brian loved the English language. He told me he won the national spelling bee contest in 1947.

The English language fascinated him: the nouns, the verbs, the phrases, and the emotions. He could go on and on. When he spoke about the American people and how they butchered their own language, he frowned. It was his opinion that many Americans speak and write as if no one ever taught them the proper way. They demolished our language in ways that bewildered him. A lot of people misspell simple words; their pronunciation and slang suck. He was positive his perfectionism made it impossible for him to excuse their ignorance.

Then there was history. He immersed himself in learning about past generations, their discoveries, their challenges, their excitement, and their ideas.

He believed each generation was a rehashing of previous times, but with updated discoveries, plus the never-ending state of war, which was passed down to generations that followed.

Brian always knew he wanted to be a teacher. With the help of his English instructor, Miss Hartly, he was inspired to follow his dream. She not only taught him everything about English principles and our language, but she also encouraged him to apply to colleges.

He applied to Harvard, the finest school in America. When he received the acceptance letter, he nearly fell out of his chair. They had even offered him a full scholarship. Miss Hartly must have written a recommendation that helped seal the deal, but Brian knew he had earned the scholarship on his own.

However, instead of going to school right away, Brian decided to serve his country.
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