
  
  Praise


“Timeless wisdom on many levels, wrapped within an absolutely beautifully-told story! The insights you’ll gain through this wonderful read will be exceeded only by the total joy you will experience while reading it. If I may suggest, purchase a copy for everyone you love. They will benefit greatly, as well as thank you profusely.” 
—Bob Burg,
co-author of the international bestseller,
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  For Hannah, who cannot talk but cannot help but inspire.
And for Janet, who lights up every day.








  
  Foreword


Remember, for a second, sitting in a classroom from your high school or college days. Recall the people in the room with you. Can you still picture the surroundings? Are the sounds and smells making their way back into the cinema of your mind?  
Were you excited? 
Were you bored? 
Were you sleepy?
Allow your imagination to go further. The teacher has just walked into the room and the lecture is about to begin. What was the name of the instructor? Did you love them? Was the class that came to mind your favorite subject? Or was it not really your top choice–but your friends in the same room made the whole thing memorable?
If the field of study that popped up for you wasn’t so great–was it a course in which you struggled? Did you dislike the material or the teacher?
Now, as you remember that setting, ask yourself; what brought that specific classroom into the forefront for you? 
For most, the answer is rooted in emotions.
If the emotions you experienced at the time were negative, the subject itself is most likely not your favorite. However, if the emotions were positive in nature, even if it was an extremely hard course, you tend to look back on that particular class as being one of your most beloved.
Whether you loved it or hated it, you can likely trace your lifelong relationship with that academic area to the classroom experience itself–and the emotions you felt at the time–rather than whether you mastered or struggled with the material.
Think about your favorite subject. Did your love for the course happen because of a teacher who brought it to life? Maybe they turned boring facts into thrilling adventures. Or did a family member who loved the same area of study inspire you–and their zeal made you an enthusiast by bloodline?
When considering why we loved certain classes, our answers usually have very little to do with the academic subject. Instead, the reasons are almost always about the person who engaged our mind. Their creativity, their passion, and their stories turned lessons into epic adventures. We relished the experience. And as we think back about them now, their voice may still be there–whispering wisdom into our memories.
When my teachers were great spinners of classroom tales, I listened, I learned, and I loved the lessons. Their impact was so powerful, and their methods so endearing, I actually lost track of the fact I was learning things; it just happened.
I love superb storytellers–and Donn King is one of the very best. For me, he’s a bit of Mark Twain, with a pinch of Lewis Grizzard, mixed in with a heaping helping of my favorite teachers.
You are about to embark on a journey that I believe you will thoroughly enjoy. The characters are lovable, the storyline will grab you–keeping you engaged until the very end, and you’ll learn principles which have the power to improve your life. This story will stay with you long after the last page has turned.
Donn’s voice will resonate with you.
His years as an associate professor of communication, his tenure as a pastor, and his unique perspective from a life filled with both triumph and struggle have prepared his heart to craft a narrative that will touch your soul. 
Donn has unquestionably secured his place at the parable author’s table, and I must say, I’m genuinely honored to share the same space with him and call him my friend.
So, dear reader, I am excited for you! The encounter you are about to have is going to be amazing. Relax, read, and completely immerse yourself in The Way of the Three-Year-Old Why. I trust the experience will be as meaningful to you as it has been for me.
I’ll see you on the other side–my heart already all aflutter, just like yours will be.
~Jeff C. West, Bestselling and award-winning author of The Unexpected Tour Guide, and coauthor of the multi-award-winning sales parable, Said the Lady with the Blue Hair






  
  Chapter one
The Beginning of the Beginning


Monday, May 15
“I’m glad I could find another speaker for you,” Dan Roberts said into his headset, while the other coffee shop patrons politely ignored him. “I was really looking forward to working with your group, and I appreciate your understanding. Keep me in mind for next year?” 
“We would love to have you,” said Gavin Harrison. “You obviously have some great material, and you could help our middle managers ramp up their speaking skills. I gotta tell you, though…. I completely understand why you have to back out, but this is the second time. I’m going to have trouble selling the idea of booking you again.”
Dan swallowed hard, but he kept the weariness out of his voice and said, “I know. And I appreciate your going to bat for me. I think we could make a big difference to your membership, but I know it’s hard to deal with the uncertainty. Maybe we should explore some other way of working together?”
“Definitely. Who knows, we might come up with something we can do over Zoom sometime. By the way, a word to the wise among friends? Your website is getting dated. It would help me advocate for you if you can get some more recent material up there.”
“You’re right,” Dan said, “and I appreciate the reminder. I’ve had that on my ‘to do list’ for months. It’s just that with all the medical stuff….”
“Oh, I understand! I hope things go well at the hospital!”
Dan had carefully kept a slight smile on his face during the conversation, even though it was audio only. He knew body language influences not just the audience but the speaker. After all, helping people communicate effectively was his expertise. But when the call ended, he let out a heavy sigh and slumped in his chair.
At that moment, Dan looked older than his 65 years. A little over six feet tall, in recent years, gravity had colluded with arthritis in his hips. Even five years ago, people had had trouble keeping up with him as he walked, but he seemed to have aged 20 years in the last 10. Still, he came back to life when he spoke on stage, moving and gesturing fluidly, and the years dropped away.
But he wasn’t on stage now.
You DON’T understand, he thought. 
“Rough morning?” someone behind him said.
Dan turned to see a new barista wheeling a cart toward the coffee counter. She looked a little over five feet tall, but with sinewy arms and capable hands. Long, curly, bronze-colored hair cascaded to her shoulders. Light pink lipstick complemented her complexion. Her eyebrows formed neat arches, drawing attention to her almond-shaped eyes and high cheekbones. She projected a sense of peacefulness and gracefulness. He had not seen her before, although he came into The Blissful Bean Coffee Haven two or three times a week to make uninterrupted phone calls and work on speeches while enjoying his favorite brew.
He smiled sadly. “I’m afraid so. I got this gig six months ago, but I’ve had to bail out at the last minute since my daughter is having surgery.”
Dan was used to people reacting to such news with pity, which he didn’t want, or with advice, which he also didn’t want. He tried to deflect such questions to avoid an extended conversation, but something about this barista led him to open up a bit.
“I’m so sorry to hear that!” she said. “Juggling that sort of thing makes it hard to take care of business.”
Dan nodded. “It’s not the first time it’s happened, either. Just gotta deal.”
“I don’t mean to pry, but… you’re Dan, right?”
He smiled. The staff at The Blissful Bean were always friendly and professional, but with a couple of exceptions, most didn’t connect with customers beyond recognizing the regulars and their favorite drinks and food. The job had too much turnover, college kids on their way through. Dan taught clients to connect with people on a personal level as much as possible as a way of standing out from the crowd. Now here was someone practicing just that.
“That’s right. How did you know?”
“Sean, my manager, told me about some of our regulars, and he mentioned you were a speaker of some sort who worked here a lot. My name is Callie, by the way.”
“Nice to meet you, Callie. And, yes, I speak—but not as much as I’d like to. I’m afraid my daughter’s issues are chronic, and it makes it hard to be dependable.”
Dan braced for the next question, the usual one of “what do you speak about?” or “what kind of issues does your daughter have?” He had his positioning statement ready to go, anticipating the typical “I could never stand up in front of a crowd and talk” and “how do you get your ideas?” and “is there much money in that?” or his stock answers concerning Hope’s genetic disorder.
But Callie just nodded and kept listening. Her eyes were deep pools of nearly all black, not staring, not flirtatious, but unhurried, as if she had all the time in the world. She smiled slightly. After a comfortable minute of silence, Dan continued speaking.
“I hate not being dependable. I’m fortunate that I’ve had a supportive day job for years teaching college students. When Hope winds up in the hospital, I can hold classes online or have them work on out-of-class assignments. I love my job, but what I’ve wanted to do for 30 years is to speak professionally full time. I help other people communicate effectively, and speaking makes me feel alive. And why am I telling you this, anyway?” He smiled. “I can’t imagine that it matters to you.”
She smiled back. “I have that effect on people, it seems. It actually runs in the family. And I’m fascinated with what makes people come alive. It’s one reason I love working in a coffee shop. I get to meet all kinds of people that I otherwise wouldn’t. Thank you for sharing that with me!”
She gave a friendly nod, said, “I’ll bet you’ll work through the difficulties! I have a good feeling about it.” She turned back to her cart, and wheeled it toward the kitchen behind the coffee counter.
That was interesting, Dan thought. He hadn’t felt as listened to in the last six months as he had just then. How did she do that? He wondered out of professional interest since he helped others achieve that. But he also enjoyed the warmth of simply being understood—not pitied, not patronized, and not interrogated.

      ***Tuesday, May 16
Dan looked at his WordPress template for the tenth time and thought, I need to just pick a new one. He remembered the conversation he had with Ana just last week.
“I know nothing about the tech under it,” she’d said. “But I know you’ve had that website for 20 years. I hate to say it, but it looks it, too. Do you think that might impede new business?”
Ironic, since Ana was the least techy person he knew. She had finally reluctantly consented to get a cell phone only six months prior, and she still had trouble figuring out the difference between it and a cordless phone. (“Don’t I have to be close to a base unit to use it?”)
But if even she thought his website needed sprucing up, it needed sprucing up.
He opened up the laptop on the dining room table he used as an office when he worked at home, the house phone close at hand in case either Grace or one of Hope’s nurses needed something. Interruptions drove him crazy, but his sense of responsibility led him to make sure the people who needed him could reach him. He hoped updating the website wouldn’t take his full attention.
He poked around in the free templates, trying to find one that would look better than the one he’d been using. It had been state-of-the-art when he first installed it, but he had kept it through multiple WordPress upgrades, electing to keep prior editor versions, cobbling together menus. Now his site looked dated on a computer and horrible on a cell phone.
The first template he picked looked decent except… Oh, God! Every single old blog post is showing up on the sidebar! Posts about Second Life and higher education and every kind of mishmash that had struck his interest over the years lined up, leaving the impression of complete scatter. I have to fix this immediately! But how?
Just then, the intercom buzzed.
Dan groaned.
He loved his wife, Grace, dearly, but she had a knack of calling at just exactly the wrong time.
Impatiently, he picked up the handset and gruffly said, “Yes?”
“Honey, I’m

      ***




OEBPS/cover.jpeg
THE

WAY OF THE
THREE-YEAR-OLD

LIVE WHAT REALLY MATTERS

=

DONN KING

FOREWORD BY JEFF C. WEST





OEBPS/images/38ada65e-bf46-40b7-84b3-0f9d48121e3c.png
Mentor

MEDIA —







