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FOREWORD

J.R.SMITH

If one of your parents is abusive, what do you do? If your classmates
call you hurtful names, what do you do? If you are facing a personal crisis,
what do you do? Fred Sarkis experienced all of these difficulties, describes
them in this book, tks you how he lived through them, and relates what he
learned about himself that can be helpful to others.

Sprinkled throughout his autobiography are personal stories told
openly and frankly, revealing the life of a man who suffers bitter defeats, but
who survives them to feel an even greater strength. There are times when his
faith in himself and in God are his only resources, and it is through this self
reliance on hard work, honesty, imagination, and perseverance that the
dreams of Fred Sarkis are deareal.

In this book, you will learn the importance of enthusiasm, a positive
attitude, the value of being true to yourself, and the power of having a dream.
Confronting some of |l i feds dar kest mo m
maturing years in busiss, the author is now a loving grandfather with a
smile on his face, a sparkle in his eye, and a dream in his heart. If you let
him, he will captivate you with his spirit and take you on a journey of self
di scovery to find |ifeds richest reward:

Readimg this book will inspire you with its message as it reveals the
inner strength of a person who loves life, confronts adversity, and
demonstrates how to be of service to others with the Golden Rule as his
banner.

J. R. Smith is a Professor Emeritus, Barn College, Richmond, Indiana.
He was an educator for 38 yeéira secondary school English teacher, a
Coordinator of Humanities, a Director of Demonstration School and then a
professor at Earlham College for 24 years.



A Message from Fred toKids

The recent census shows that many kids have either a-penglet
or no parent in their homes. After my m
your childhood was tough, but kids with only one or no parents in the home
have it rougher. At least you had e benefits of a family, church, and love
of father, mot her , brothers and sisters.

True, but in a way, we al/l have some
is what we do with that adversity or prison that determines where we go with
the rest of our lies.

At age 12, | changed my attitude. | let my light shine. | set goals. |
won my freedom. So, [ yell from the roo
mind to it and work hard, you can achi e
Sometimes it is one "mirgoal” at a time and lots of patience and practice in
between.

So, here is my wish for you.

Turn your adversity into an opportunity. Never give up. Get rid of
bad habits. Set realistic goals. Find resources for help, guidance, and support
in ridding yourelf of problem$ including addiction or abuse. This support
is available in schools and agencies. Check out the Yes Pa website for links
to help. This kind of help did not exist when | was a boy.

| pray that the lessons ¥fes Pahelp you to find happirss in all you
dod and the courage and determination to take any failure and turn it into
success.

Fred W. Sarkis, Author, Speaker, and Volunteer

et S ehcr

P.S. Enjoy théid videos, make a guest book entry andfweck out "Helpful
Links" to organizations that hethose in need. Guidance is also available
from your school advisors or mentors.

www.YesPa.org



Chapter 1 Childhood Memories

This is the year 2007. | am 81 years old. Let me tell you what it was
like when | was six years old, way back in 1933erert Hoover was our
President. | was in the first grade in a Catholic school.

The times were very, very hard. Jobs were not easy to get. A lot of
people depended on the government for clothes, shoes, and coal to heat
homes.

A photo of 11 Everggen Street in Rochester, NY
We lived in the left half of it.

Mothers didn't work outside the home, but they were busy
homemakers both day and night. There were no washers, dryers, stoves, or
refrigerators. Washing was done by hand in a twégy gallon washtub
with a washboard Wet clothes were hung outside on a clothesline to dry.
Stoves were usually wood or cdakd and the refrigerators were actually
iceboxes Chunks of coal, about the size of a lemon, were used to heat our
kitchen stove. My monwould bake bread, pies, and cakes in the stove's
oven. There always was a large pot of water steaming away on the back of
the stove.

If you had a cold, you could wrap a towel around your head, drape it
over the water pot, and the warm steam would giue some relief. If you
dropped water from a teaspoon onto the top of the hot stove, the water would
break up into tiny bits and would jump and bounce in a wild dance before it
disappeared into a wisp of hot steam.

The iceman would come to our house abance a week back then.
He would go to the back of his wagon, dig out a huge, square fiftzemd
block of ice from the sawdust and carry it on his shoulder into the house. My
mother would pay him fifteen cents, chat briefly, and he would be off to the
next house. Every kitchen had an icebox to keep milk, butter, eggs, and
vegetables from spoiling.
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The milkman delivered fresh milk, right to our doorstep, every
morning and put it into the milk box. Our milk box had two small doors, one
on the outsie of the house and one on the inside of the house. The milkman
would come at about five o0b6clock every
door and take the clean, empty bottles and an envelope with money in it that
my mother has put in there the nightdmef Then he would place two cold,
fresh quarts of milk on the shelf inside the box and leave. | can still hear
those empty milk bottles clanking against each other as he walked down the
sidewalk.

During the winter months, the coal man delivenechp coal which
we used to heat our house. He wused a s
to transfer the coal from his truck through the cellar window into alwoal
in the cellar.

At age six, | started to learn how to shovel coal into the bigaite.
To get a fire going, | would start with paper and sticks. Then | would shovel
coal into the big opened door in the furnace. The coal would catch on fire
and heat the house. The burning coal would last for several hours. The
furnace had big roundIbes that would take the heat upstairs to each room.

The redhot coals would slowly burn down and turn to ash and
cinder A heavy furnace wrench was used to shake the grates the coal fire
was resting on. The ashes from the burned coal fell to thenbptiat of the
furnace. Someone had to take out the ashes every day in metal bushel
baskets. Every time this was done, the ashes made clouds of dust. This dust
filled the basement and got into your eyes, nose, hair, mouth, and all over
your clothes. You cdd smell and taste the sulfuric ash that filled the air.
Every time the ashes were sifted, you had to take a bath or at least brush off
your <c¢l ot hes. Any pieces of <coal that
thrown back onto the glowing fire alongth new coal. The metal bushel
baskets of ashes were set out by the street and were picked up by the trash
collectors. Some ashes and cinders were spread on the icy sidewalks and
walkways of the city so that people would not slip and fall.

Kids founda variety of ways to amuse thei
any computers, CD players, video games, or cell phones. Very few people in
my neighborhood even had a television, radio, or telephone. Children played
outdoor games like hopscotch and skipping rope.tHezabaseballs and
footballs were old and cracked. Some of them were coming apart at the
seams, but you could still throw them, catch them, and have a good time.
There werendt any basketball or tenni s
popular yet.

A bus ortrolley would take you to the city park or beach for some
summer fun. During the winter, we would go sledding when there was
enough snow. A few kids in the neighborhood had sleds, and one had an old
beatup toboggan Back then, ice skates andller skates were fastened to
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your shoes with metal clamps. Kids also played a variety of indoor games
including cards, jacks, and pitlp-sticks. We also played a game with
different size lids and caps from bottles and jars. We would spin them across
the linoleum kitchen floor and they would bob and weave in and out of the
legs of the kitchen stove, table, and chairs. Sometimes they would slowly
wobble into a corner. Other times they would smash into each other with a
rattling crash! No matter how pothe families were, the children always
found imaginative ways to have fun, any time, anywhere.

In those days, automobile tires had an ifnee inside of them. In
order to fix a flat tire, you had to take the intilbe out of the tire, fix the
leak with rubber cement and a rubber patch, put it back into the tire, blow it
up to seal it properly, and attach it to the wheel of the car. Sometimes, people
would just buy a new inner tube and throw away the old one. Kids always
found a use for throvaway imer tubes. Most of the time they were inflated,
to be used for family fun at the lake or for rolling in circles on the §rass
sometimes with a small kid tucked inside the inner rim.

We made thick, heavy duty rubber guns out of these tangay
inner tubs. All we needed was a long piece of wood about 16 x 3 x 1/2
inches, two thin slices from an inner tube, a nail, and a broken clothes pin.
These two slices of inner tube would be stretched tightly to hold the broken
clothes pin in place to form a triggeXk. nail would form the trigger finger.
Another slice of the innaube would be stretched tight and inserted into the
head of the clothes pin. You were ready to fire a harmlesssknegl rubber
band from a homemade gun. You had to be quick to dodge ar roilbe.
We all had several extra rubber bands so that we could reload-ahdate
Playing with a half dozen kids, the winner would be the last one who didn't
get hit by a rubber band.

On Halloween, we would get an empty tin can, punch a lot of nalil
holes into it, and attach a wire long enough to swing the can in wide circles.
We would then fill the can with very dry and crispy fallen leaves. We would
use a match to start a small fire in the can. It was kind of tricky to make it
work right. When smokeame out of the can, we would swing the can in all
kinds of circles creating a variety of circles of smoke as we marched up and
down the sidewalks. We were careful. Parents allowed it. It was fun. No one
ever got hurt.

Only a few families on our streeati automobiles. Street trolleys,
also known as streetcars, took people wherever they wanted to go. There
were no school buses. You had to walk to the nearest school in your
neighborhood. There were no large grocery stores, no malls, niMsval
no Wegnans Supermarkets, but there were large department stores in the
heart of the city and small grocery stores in each neighborhood.

My mother put in long hours every day cooking meals, doing
laundry, changing diapeislots of diaperd and keeping our housepis and
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span." She was patient, sweet, caring, and loving. When | was four years
old, | had a baby sister named Shirley. She was jp@maturely She was so

tiny when she was born that she could actually sleepcigaa boxthat my
mother had lined wiit cotton and linen. A cigar box is not much bigger than

a middlesized dictionary. On cold days, my mother would place the cigar
box next to the stove to keep little Shirley warm. (Today, hospitals have
incubators to keep premature babies alive.) SadiirJe$ was not strong
enough to live. She died when she was eighteen months old. No one could
believe that my mother could keep her alive for so long, but | could.

During the Great Depression, when | was six years old, millions of
people lost their jbs and their businesses. Hundreds of people stood in lines
for hours just to get a little help from the government so they could feed their
families, get clothes to wear, or get coal to heat their homes. My father
owned a small ice cream and candy stomeMain Street in Rochester. But
people stopped buying ice cream and candy. They had to save their money
for food and shelter.

My father lost his ice cream store. If you get way behind in monthly
payments to the bank, the bank has to take your buildiay and sell it to
someone else. My father was very, very sad. He had to find another way to
support his growing family, so he went and bought a horse and wagon. He
would get up very early in the morning and go to the public market to buy
fruits and vegmbles from the area farmers. He made a living by driving his
horse and wagon to people's homes where they would buy his produce.

Drugs, as we know them, were not a problem during the Great
Depression. Back then, drugs were something you got from tti®rdio
make you better. Some people drank too much beer and whiskey. Even
though times were tough, some people seemed to find enough money to keep
drinking.

When | started the first grade, | knew nothing about depressions. |
was a happy young powho loved to play outdoors with his friends. My
mother made our home a happy and safe place to be, even though my father
did not always speak nicely to her. His tone of voice often scared me. Once,
he got mad at my mother and dragged her across ttieeki floor by her
hair. It did not last long though. My father said he was sorry. My mother
told me that he acted that way because he was under a lot of pressure from
losing the ice cream and candy store. She told us that he felt sad inside
becausehd i dn6t have the money to buy nice t

My father made enough money with the horse and wagon to buy a
small, wused, 1925 Ford truck. He still
go to the public market to buy fruits and vegéalirom the local farmers.

By this time, he had a route of steady customers. He divided the city
of Rochester in half. On Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays, he called on
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the west side of the Genesee River. On Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays

he coveed the east side. Parked along the curb, in front of their houses, my

father sold his produce twousewivesll over the city of Rochester. It was
convenient for them. They didnét have
or to the public market. Myather delivered fresh food at a fair price, right to

their doorsteps.

During the winter, the ladies would put on their winter coats and
hats, come outside, and step up into the back of the truck that had wooden
sides and a top, but no windows. A keres&mp in the back gave off both
light and heat. The heat prevented the produce from freezing and provided a
bit of warmth for the customer and my father as they did business inside the
back of that old truck. The hours were very long and my father worksy
har d. Normally he didnét get home unt.i
and on Saturdays he didnét come home unt

Questions a teacher or mentor should ask a student:

1. Compare and contrast your childhood environment witkeFd 6 s . Whose
childhood was more difficult? Explain why.

2. Would you rather live back then, or now? Explain.

14



Students - Talk to your parents or mentors about the following:

1. What were things like when you were a kid? How were they different from
how things are today? How were they similar?

2. Do financial problems sometimes cause difficulties and stress for your
family or for your mentor?

3. Why is it important for kids to help in their families? How much work
should they have to do?
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Chapter 2 - Sticks and Stones

Holy Rosary Schol, Rochester, NY

My first day of school in the first grade was at Holy Rosary Catholic
School on Lexington Avenue in Rochester. There were forty kids in our
class, so it was not easy for the teacher to get to know all of us. Since | was
very shy, | dd not make friends with my classmates at the Catholic school.
Most of my friends went to the public school down the street.

After a few weeks of being in the first grade, | overheard two girls
whi spering behind my back.onyskienyy sai d to
pigeontoed, knockkneed and bow e g g e d, but hebdés very, ve

| wanted to turn around and say what my mother had taught me.

AiSticks and stones wil/ break my bones,
I nstead, I pr etaehed evig mdtheravas wirongd i d n 6 t

names can definitely hurt you, and they did. After school that day, | rushed

home and stood in front of the | arge mi

true. | was everything that young girl had said | was. For the fing i

my | ife, I did not |l i ke who | was or th

I didndot I ike the color of my skin. I

and blue eyes like the other children in my class. | had so many feelings and
emotionshoiling up inside of me, but | kept all that hurt to myself.

My six-year old friend, Bobby York, lived right next door to us. He
had light skin, blonde hair, blue eyes, and he was an only child. One day, he
asked me if | wanted to live with his famifor a while. He told me that his
parents had said it was okay to ask. | spoke to my mother about the
possibility. She seemed surprised at first and asked me if | was unhappy
living with our family. | told her that | was happy, but | thought it wolnéd
interesting to live at the York house for a while. She said no, and that it was
not a good idea to begin with. | was very disappointed with her decision, but
I didnét | et her know what Il was thinki
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bad about givingne my dark skin, dark hair, and dark eyes. | really wanted

to live with the Yorks. | figured that if you could catofeaslesor chicken

poxfrom people that you lived with, maybe you could catch the color of their

skin, hair, and eyes. | just wantedb® like my classmates. | did not talk to

anyone about my feelings, nor did | s p
house. I just kept going to school every day, feeling sorry for myself.

Later that same school year, our teacher gave all of us the names of
every student in our <cl ass. I't was jus
My mot her hel ped me print every one of
Val entineds Day cards she bought for me
and all the cards were passed au | | ooked around at wever
piled high with Valentines, and then back to mine, where there were two
lonely cards. | felt that only TWO kids in the entire class liked me.

When | turned seven, | entered the second grade. Later that year,
three boys caught me in the schoolyard and pinned me to the ground. Then
they proceeded to pull my pants off and they played Keeay with them.
| jumped up and down trying to snatch them out of the air. If | could catch
them, | could escape and bedrof the laughter arrdockery Finally, | gave
up and sat down on the grass, crying. After a few minutes, a husky boy from
the seventh grade chased them away, gave me my pants, and asked where |
lived. Quickly | put my pants back on. Then he took rapchand walked
me all the way home.

In those days, the movies were silent. There was plenty of action,
just no sound. | loved to watch the old cowboy and Indian movies. | thought
that if | was ever in a movie and that seventh grade boy had@am fying
towards him, | would jump in front of the arrow and save his life, like he had
saved mine. I't would be the only fair
pigeontoed, knockkneed, bowlegged, darkskinned boy. All he saw was a
little kid whowas in trouble and he helped me.

Sticks and stones will break your bones and names will definitely
hurt you, but it is sure nice to have a friend there to help you when you need
one.

Questions a teacher or mentor should ask a student:

1. Why do some people say mean things about others?
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2. Describe w someone's hurtful words or behaviors have affected your
thoughts or emotions.

3. Why is it good to talk to someone about your problems?

4. Does everyone get bullied at some point in his or her life and is everyone a
bully at some time in their life?

5. List some examples of bullying that you have experienced in your life.
How did they affect you?

Students- Talk to your parents or mentors about the following:

1. Did they ever have a hero? Who and why?
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2. Were they ever bullied when they were a kid? What did they do about it?

3. Who do they go to when they need someone to talk to?

19



Chapter 3 Prison Sentenée Prisoner of the Truck

Photocouttesy of Wegmans Supermarket

Around the age of eight, at the end of the second grade and the start
of summer, things got worse for me. After school let out, my father said to

my mot her, fAFrances, | O0m taking Freddie

As | good there in shock with my moutiapingopen, my mother
responded, dAlsndt he too young? He'

My father said, i No, | need him. 0

And that was it. Back in those days, when your father spoke, you
|l i stened. E v e n thihim onyjile whatdhie said,6you haddor e e
do whatever he wanted, no matter what. It was as simple as that. So, on the
very first day of my summer vacation, my mother shook me awake at four
o6bclock in the morning. She geant | vy
You must get wup to work with your f

After a quick breakfast of eggs and toast, | climbed up into the front
seat of his old Ford truck and we headed off to the public market where we
arrived at 5:00 A.M. | stayed in the truck cab andtedior him to purchase
the day's fruits and vegetables. | so wanted to lay my head down on the seat
and go back to sleep, but there were so many things of interest. | could hear
all of the farmers and buyers talking back and forth about the Depre$son,
weather, and how the Yankees were doing. | could see all of the apples,
oranges, potatoes, radishes, lettuce, and tomatoes. There were food items
there that | had never seen before. | could smell the onions, cantaloupes, and
freshly picked strawbeams. My father did not finish selecting his produce
unt il about 8: 00 A. M. Buhelsofffrigits amad r s 6
vegetables over to the platform behind his truck. When my father was ready,
| helped hand them up to him. He knew how to antile fruits and
vegetables so that his customers could easily see them all and select them
right from the curbstone in front of their homes. It was beautiful, every
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pepper and banana in its place. Not a lime out of line. It was like a mini
Wegmans supermiet grocery department.

There were about fifty other fruit and vegetable dealers at the public
market all doing the same thing. The salesmen were actually called
hucksters | noticed that very few of the hucksters had helpers and if they
did, they wereggrown boys or men.wasn't that helpful. The little things that
my father had me do he could have done himself, probably better and
quicker.

We would arrive at our first customer about 8:30 in the morning. My
father would park the truck at the perfectgle. Then the lady of the house
would moseyout to the curb and select the fruits, vegetables, and eggs that
she needed for the next few days. Near the back of the truck hung a large
metal scale that my father used for weighing the various items. Haadsa
black leather strap slung over his shoulder. Fastened to it was a big leather
purse. The purse held paper money and coins to make change for the ladies
as they bougvarés There wdreano sheakdos credit cards in
those days. Almost ewghing was paid for in cash when | was a boy. |
would carry the baskets of fruits and vegetables into the houses for the ladies.
My father would sit in the truck while he waited for me to come back with
the empty baskets. Then my father would hop out hishhand crank, give
the old Ford a few cranks to get it
the next house, and the next customer.

The | ady customers were much | arger

sure they could have easily carried the léskof fruits and vegetables
themselves. Or, if my father wanted to give extra service, he could have

st

a

carried the baskets in for t hem, i nst ea

Even so, | did not feel very useful. | wondered why my father wantedrme
the truck with him. We didnét talk
much. There were hundreds of other ways | would have preferred to spend
my summer vacation, instead of being on that truck.

| especially hated summer Saturdays, becauss aftlong day's
work, my father would stop at Hedges Bar and Grill on the corner of Leo
Street and Joseph Avenue, in the inner city of Rochester. He told me that he
had to sell the leftover fruits and vegetables at Hedges because they would
spoil by Monday He said that some of the guys in the bar would take the
fruits and vegetables home to their wives as a peace offering. That way they

woul dndét holl er at them for spending

night during the summer, | had to watch theck to make sure that no one
stole anything from it while my father was in the bar. We usually didn't get
home from Hedges Bar and Grill until about eleven o'clock at night. So, for
every Saturday of that whole summer, | was either on that truck titrukk,

or around that truck for nineteen hours straight.
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Workdays were longer during the summer because the sun gets up
earlier then and it goes down later. During those long and hot Rochester
summers, my father and | often put in over a hundred reagk per week.
Driving around the city all day and watching other kids play made me sad
and angry. How could any eigiearold boy be happy on that truck when
the whole world was having fun without him? That old truck felt like a
prison to me, and my fagh was thevarden | had no freedom, no fun, and
no time to play like all of those other children. | hated my prison, and |
wondered why the loving and caring God | had learned about in church
would ever let something like this happen to a little kid hke. | wondered
why my mother allowed this to happen to me. | wondered if | would ever
find a way to escape from being the Prisoner of the Truck. | had very few
real conversations with my father.

Usually he just told me d0what to do,
AFreddie, get those potatoes up into
AfYes Pa. o
AiFreddie, help Mrs. McGregor with th
AiYes Pa. o

| obeyed every order that he gave me, just like a prisoner who does
whatever the warden says.

AYd&Pa. O

The summer was almost over, the Genesee River was getting low,
and | was finally getting away from that truck. Most kids were complaining
about going back to school, but not me. Even then, in those early years, | did
not do well in school. | &ited homework and $eldom studied. For me
though, getting out of school at the end of the day was like being out on
parok. | was free, free to run and play with my friends, free to laugh, free to
be a kid again!

Back at school, things weregtty much the same. The kids at Holy
Rosary did not |ike me any better than
any darkskinned children like me to pal around with. 1 still got picked on, |
still got bullied, and | was still known as that skinny, pigéoed, knock
kneed, bowlegged kid with dark skin. énduredhe numbing lessons of my
teacher, Sister Regina Stella, while | daydreamed of the laughter and the late
afternoon ball games with my buddies from the public school. Several of my
friends fromthe public school had dark skin, just like me, and | so wanted
them to come to school with me, or for me to go to school with them. But,
my parents wanted me to learn about God and Jesus. | did love hearing the
stories about the life and ways of the nrmamed Jesus. | learned about all of
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the times he suffered and died for all peépfeeople just like me. After |

thought about it for a while, | figured that maybe since he had suffered so

much for me, I needed to swoetdecktobea | it t |
on that truck.

Later that same year, as the snsguallsbegan to fly in the gray
skies of Rochester, | got my second shock. Still eight years old, | had to go
to work on my father's truck every Saturday in the fall, winter, and spring
during schoctime. He had hired a carpenter to add wooden sides and a
cover to the back of the old delivery truck. Now the fruits and vegetables
would be protected from the elements and he could sell his produce year
round. The box was made of sturdgniiock and there were no windows,
only a large swinging door on the back. My father kept that old kerosene
lamp that radiated heat in the back of the truck.

The winterized truck
The driver's section was separateamirirthe back of the truck.
There was a small swinging door in the back.

At 4:00 A.M., one Saturday morning in February, my mother carried
the milk in from the milk box and noticed that it had frozen. The frozen milk
had expanded and pushed its way up &bouinch out of the quart bottle. |
knew it was especially cold that day. My mother said to my father,

AfiDo you have to take Freddie with yo
and heds -yearslt d almogi ght

| waited for his reply, hoping thait least for one winter Saturday, |
could stay home in our warm comfortable house instead of going with Pa on
his daily frozen journey. As al ways, m
on the truck. o

As always, whatever my father said, | had todithout questioning
or complaining.

There was no heater in the front cab of the truck. The only means of

light and heat in the back of the truck was the trusty old kerosene lantern.
Before we left every morning, | would refill the small storage tankhen
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bottom of the lantern with kerosene, clean the globe, trim the wick if it
needed it, and then light it again. One fill would last all day.

As | sat up front with my father on the way to the public market, |
could look down through the crackstWween thefloorboardsand see the
snow and frozen ice on the road below. Icy shafts of frozen air would shoot
up through the cracks, slowly numbing my body from the outside in.

The cab section of the truck

My hands and feet would feel like they wére& o zen sol i d. I ¢
wait until we finally made it to the public market. | wanted to hop up into the
back of that truck, huddle next to the kerosene lamp, and start the long, slow
process of thawingut my frostbitten fingers and toes. Muskyfathe did
not seem to mind the cold weather. On several occasions, he asked me if |
wore my | ong underwear and every time |
mother always made sure | was dressed as warmly as possible.

On that bitter cold Saturday morniret, the public market, while my
father shopped for fruits and vegetables, | remained in the back of that truck
for three long hours, from about 5:00 A.M. to 8:00 A.M. The unlocked back
door would open from time to ttheme and t
bushel andoeck basketsf fruits and vegetables into the back of the truck.
When my father had finished selecting his produce for the day, | hopped out,
giving him the space he needed to arrange the day's purchases for the waiting
customers.

My fathe was fussy about the way he arranged the fruits and
vegetables, so | just waited outside the truck, hands jammed deep inside my
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coat pockets. When he was finished, you could stand in the middle of the
back of the small truck and look at a display of friesits and vegetables on
either side. It looked like something out of a magazine. When he was
finished, | would get in the back of the truck and huddle up next to the
kerosene lamp as the old truck was put into gear and we chugged forward.

Before we cdéd on our first customer, my father stopped at the
public market restaurant. Even though the truck could be locked in the
winter, he never took me in that restaurant. He was in there for about an
hour. | waited patiently, then impatiently, in the backia cold truck. The
kerosene lantern gave just enough heat to keep the produce and me from
freezing to death. Although | could eat a banana or cold apgerhedor a
hot cup of milk as | shivered, hummed a little tune, and prayed, but my father
neverbrought me anything hot to drink.

Once we got going, the day passed rather quickly. Sacks of potatoes,
bunches of carrots, and heavy heads of cabbage disappeared from the back of
the truck. | carried baskets ofirnips apples, andutabagasup slippery
walkways and steps to countless German, Irish, Italian, Polish, and Scottish
housewives. Finally, about 6:30 P.M., we called on our last housewife.

Because it was drigid night, | hoped that my father would go
straight home to our warm house. He slitbithe driver's side. | crawled in
on the other side. | closed my eyes and prayed we'd go home. | could feel the
truck round the corner, tilt to one side a bit and slow down. | could hear the
soft squeal of the brakes, the clutch disengaging the geafgharengine
coughing to a stop.

Inside the closed truck
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Without even opening my eyes, | knew where we were again
Hedges Bar and Grill. Again, my father opened the back of tbk.thgot in.
There was only one place for me to goél
truck, into the box, into the prison with no windows. | stepped up into my
dimly lit cell that frigid night and sadly huddled around the glowing lantern.

| heard the hegy back door creak, then close. The all too familiar
sound of the closing padlock and thieatingcrunch of frozen snow echoed
through my brain. | was a prisoner of the truck and my father was the
warden. | was only eight years old, | had just workeddarteen hours in
freezing conditions, and now | was being locked in an icy prison for another
four hours. Tears of sadness and hatred dripped off my cheeks and hissed as
they splattered on the mantel of the lantern. Maybe my father thought he was
protect ng his son from the harsh realities
want me to see what he was doing for four hours, every Saturday night at
Hedges Bar and Grill. But | never questioned my father. My father was the
leader of our family and his words meealways final. Even my mother knew
there was no reasoning with him. You had to obey his laws or suffer the
consequencegfter all, | was only eight years old.

At least | was never hungry. My dinner was all around me. | had a
pocketknife,a nicesharp Barlow, with a smooth wooden handle. | would
peel a potato and eat it raw. They tasted rdttard but had a nice crunch to
them. | had nothing else to do but try different types of vegetables. | ate
green peas, pod and all. |1 dined on green fedéeets,parsnips and
turnip® all raw. | saved the fruit for my dessert.

I al so had two of the milkmands gl a
held a quart of water for drinking and the empty one | used to urinate in.
With the kerosene lamp flickering insidieat cold dark truck, | sat on an
orange crate with my back up against a sack of potatoes, huddled next to the
kerosene lamp, cold and lonely for four hours. | dreamed about the hot roast
beef sandwich with steaming mashed potatoes, smothered withgtiaick
heoncetreated me to at lunch in a restaurant.

| was cold and lonely, all by myself, in the back of that truck. My
hankyd or snot rag, as it was called in those daygs wet from my runny
nose and tears. If | left the hanky outside of my podketiould freeze as
stiff as a board. My only comfort came from a strong belief that God was in
that PrisorT r uc k wi t h me. I di dnot know what
had a special plan for my life. | prayed faatience and | prayed that God
woudhé p me find a way to escape my f at he
were kids in Africa that were starving to death. At least my prison was full of
fresh food for me to eat whenever | wanted. That was some relief, but it was
still a prison.

About once ®ery hour, my wardeffather would unlock the back of
the truck and take variety of fruits and vegetables back into the bar. He
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seemed to be very tired and often in a
even seem to see me. He never said,

AThankKryay, for being so patient. 0

He never gave me a hug; he never did. Yet my heart went out to him.
| thought he was a tired man. | felt sorry for him and that he had to work one
hundred hours a week all year long, just to support our family and me. At
leastl could get away from my prison during school days.

I knew the long workday had finally come to an end when | heard
the old truck start. On the way home, | stayed locked in the back of the truck.
We usually got home after 11:00 P.M. My lonelinessl dadness would
finally end as | entered the warmth of our house.

| looked forward to Sundays, to church, and to the joy of family and
friends. On Sundays, my father was no longer my warden. He was my
father, and there was no man more fulpafle, when his children piled out
of the back of that truck, right there in front of St. Nicholas Church, on the
corner of Leo Street and Remington Street in Rochester, New York. He wore
his only suit and shiny black shoes as he stood erect and smilingr Othe
parishionerswould watch with amusement as my mother opened the cab
door with a baby in her arms. They would smile as the other children, one by
one, stepped down from the back of that enclosed truck and entered the
church. As my father would often say,

AA rich man has his wealth. | have

weal th. o

And that is why on Sundays, my father stood so tall and so proud.
And that is why on Sundays, | was so very proud of my father.

Questions a teacher or mentor should ask student:

1. Why do you think Fredbés father took |
Fred have questioned his father about this?
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2. Compare and contrast a typical

3. Was Fredod6és father being mean t
him in the back of the truck? Explain.

Students- Talk to your parents or mentors about the following:

1. Why is it important for family members to express thwie and
appreciation for each other?

2. What kind of choreer jobs should kids do in their family without
expecting to get paid for them? For what kinds of work might it be fair and
reasonable for parents to pay kids?
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3. Do your parents or your mentor feel that they were taken advantage of in
any way?

4. What do your parents or mentor do that make you proud of them?

5. What do you do that makes them proud of you?
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Chapter 4 At Age Twelveéd
Three 5Minute Lessons of a Lifetime

My grandson, Zach, posed for the artist who drew the covéesfPa

| was on the Prisciiruck from the time | was eight years old, until |
was fourteen. Between the ages of six and eleven, | did not like who | was. |
was a sad and lonely young boy. | often felt sorry for myself. | was drowning
in seltpity. My father and | rarely spoke and | still answered most of his

guesti oesPawi t h 0

| turned twelve in May of 1938. That summer, | began to serve the
fourth year of what seemed like a t$entence as a Prisoner of the Truck. |
still worked thegrueling one hundred hour weeks. | still got home around
8: 00 P. M. Monday throughddwndawnt ialndl 1: C
P.M. every Saturday night. More than anything else in the world, | dreaded
and hated those cold, lonely winter Saturday niglotsked in the back of
that PrisoATruck.

One sunny August morning during the
twelve, my warden was trimming his vegetables at the public market like he
always did. All of the hucksters did the same thing. They wouldofiudiny
wilted outer leaves from the heads of lettuce and cabbage. They would trim
the tops of celery. They would cut off the roots of beets, carrots and radishes.
They would sort out any damaged or spoiled fruit. All of the trimmings and
bad produce weréhrown into the gutter along the street and the clean up
crews would come through around 9:00 A.M. and start cleaning up the mess.
All of the hucksters paid rent for the space where they parked their trucks or
wagons. They were allowed to be there frome fin the morning until noon.

That particular morning, my father had purchased all of his fruits and
vegetables for the day, trimmed them, and arranged them in the back of the
truck. Then he told me that he was going over to the public market restaurant
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for a few minutes. Naturally | had to be the watchman for the open truck. He

finally saunteredack across the parking lot at about 9:30 A.M. The €lean

up crews were already busy with their brooms, rakes, and shovels. All of a

sudden, the market masteance up beside me but headed straight towards

my father. He sai d, "Hey buddy, youodr e
can't you get out dfiere on time like all of the other hucksters?"

My fatherwar den got hoppi ng madnot He sai
your buddy, and second, I rent this sta
me . 0

The market master puffed out his chest amlfledover to my father,
pointed a stubby finger in his face an:i
You come to Ameria and the first thing you know, you act like you own the
country. o

My husky and surprisingly strong, forfgur yearold warderfather
wrestled the market master down into the gutter. Then he rubbed his face in
the rotten fruits and vegetables ajoside the curbstone. My eyes were as
big as saucers and my mowapedo p e n . In my fatherdés br.
yel |l ed, "Don't chad ever cal l me a for
United States of America and fdrgg¢tm dar ned
it, buddy!o

The mar ket masterds f aceclambaredned as W
to his feet, wiped off his face, and ran off towards the restaurant. He acted
like he thought my father was going to kill him. | thought for sure he was
runningover to the restaurant to report my father to the police. The police did
not come that morning, and the market master never bothered my father
again. Although | was a little afraid that my father was going to seriously
hurt or kill the market master, | waind of proud of the fact that my dad
could whoop the pants off the market master, but more thai Heatvas so
proud to be an American.

Later that same summer, he again showed his physical strength. It
was early one warm August morning. The krwas looking good and ready
for our first customer, but my father drove the short distance over to the
market restaurant. | waited for him in the truck for about an hour, like |
always did after he went inside. All of a sudden, | heard adoutmotionat
the front door of the restaurant. | heard the owner screaming,

"Mi ke, what do you think youdre doin

My father was dragging a large and heavy pinball machine through
the front door of the restaurant. He yelled back that he was loading it into the
truc k . Of cour se, I dondét know where he
of the truck was piled high with fruits
owner yelled again,
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"You can't do that Mike. Are you out of your mind?" (Mike was the
ni c k na men given,wen thoaigh his real first name was Wady.)

My wardenfather, whose face was flushed red with anger, yelled
back, "I paid for it, so I'm taking it."

A policeman did show up that time. The officer calmed my father
down, while the owneand his helper hauled the heavy pinball machine back
into the restaurant. I coul dnot under s
would my father buy a pinball machine? | wondered if playing a-coin
operated pinball machine was a bad behavior that he did mbtnaeato see.
Or maybe it was something to do with putting lots of money in the machine
and not winning anything. | wondered if this was why he would not let me
join him in the restaurant for some hot chocolate and a donut. | bet it was.

In that summer ©1938, when | was twelve, there were three major
encounters or lessons with my wardather that would change my life
forever. Each one was about five minutes in length.

First Lesson

The first lesson came early in the summer and just after school was
out. At this point in my life, there were seven children in our family. It was
the strawberry season and my father wanted to make a few extra dollars for
his growing family. During the threeeek strawberry season, he would buy
several crates of strawbegsi at the public market. Along with me, he would
also bring my eighyear old brother Joe on the truck, to help sell
strawberries, after taking care of the regular customers.

Around seven o0ob6bclock in the evening,
street in downtan Rochester. Joe and | were given two baskets, a basket to
carry in each hand. In each basket, we would place three smaller quart
baskets of strawberries. My father told me to cover one side of the street,
while Joe covered the other side. As we rang loleltsr or knocked on doors,
my father would drive his truck ever so slowly, slightly ahead of us, yelling
over and over, fiBerries, berries, homegt

He wasnot yelling like he would whe
chanted and half sang his sdnghe wouldbe buyers. In my mind | can still
smell thosdusciousripe strawberries and hear his strong voice filling the air
as it drifted between the rows of houses, through the front screen doors, on
these warm summer evenings. That particular exgmifter calling on about
30 homes, | came back to the truck to get six more boxes of strawberries. My
war dends gwufba ce avagr vy . He sai d, AFred, w
You must be doing something wrong? What
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I said, w™Wheadn doPydo

He said, AYour brother is only eight
he comes back to the truck for more strawberries four times to your one.
What are ya doiné wrong??o

Only a few months before the strawberry season, | had received
Confirmation in the Catholic Church. This meant that | was supposed to
receive the Seven Gifts of the Holy Spirit. One of those giftsfaisude,
or courage | had learned that it was courage that made it possible for the
twelve disciples to spread Chianity throughout the world. | wanted to
show courage and this was my chance, so in the strongest voice | could

muster up, | said, AMaybe idtdrse dtelc@use |
My f at her snorted, iNo Ba,lanyou are
going to watch you.o0 ("Ba," even though

slang term used by many Lebanese fathers when they were talking to any of
their children, or even when you talked to them.)

| wanted the world to open up and swallow me. Mgrden had
ordered me around for four years. He got me up at four in the morning. He
made me a prisoner for one hundred hours a week. He made me sit in the
back of that PrisoiTruck until all hours of the night, even during the winter.
Allleverddwa obey hi m. Al |Yed Pa éandenow, with d was s
his foreign accent, he was goinghomiliate me in front of a housewife by
standing over me to make sure | was selling strawberries the correct way. |
was bitter and angry. | felt like a slavetthitad no choice. | went to the next
house while he stood directly behind me. | knocked on the door. The lady of
the house finally appeared at the screce
young | ad, and what might you have ther

With drooping arms, | éld the two flats of berries. Knowing she
probably didnét want to buy any strawbe:
my eyes, and my head shaki ndggomb6t" nwanrt |
to buy any strawberries, do you madam?o

As | was shakig my head no, the old lady, looking puzzled at my
warden behind me, started shaking her h
sonny. 0

After all, I thought, if she wanted the strawberries she would have
asked how much they cost. And if she thouglet price was fair, she would
have bought the amount she wanted, right?

I was glad my father did not embarrass me in front of the lady. He

wal ked me back to the truck and said, [
stay out here al/l ni ght 2?0
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Asalways,Ilsed, fAYes Pa, I want to go home

He said, nwWe wil|l go home when we s
You are so dumb. There is a smart way to sell strawberries and your way. |
will show you the smart way. Are you r e:

| s¥ied, P@a. o

He took the two flats of berries out of my hands and walked up to the
next house. He gently placed the two flats of strawberries on the porch floor
and selected the quart basket with the reddest, plumpest berries in it. Then he
brushed off his pas, stood erect, put a big old smile on his tired face and
rang the doorbell. He was ready for the lady of the house. After a few
seconds, a ratheobustwoman appeared at the door.

My father sai d, nGood evening, ma 0 a
picked early this morning on a farm not far from here, in Webster, New
Yor k. o

As he held the quart of strawberries
AfiLook. See how fresh they are. o

Then he shifted his body and turned the baskéhedady could see
that there were no bad berries at the bottom. Then he said, with excitement

in his voice, fYou see, there is not 0
mol d. No green berries. No bad ones. 0
With a Cheshirecat smile on his face, ai d, AThey are on

cents a quart or three quarts for a quarter. Do you want one or three,
madam?o0

The lady only had a choice between one and three, not yes or no. To

my utter amazement, she said, Al o6l 1l tak:¢
As we descended the porch steps, my
think I was just lucky or that itoés the
I thought maybe it was just luck, bu
AOkay, 06 he said, @Wedll try the next
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He gave the same happy sales pitch to the next lady and she, too,

took three. idteonwp o che BBDAdt hnsafrom now
go home a | ot sooner. Do you hear me, B:
iYes Pa, o | sai d.

Instantaneous|yl became doeliever in the delivery. | practiced and
perfected the new skill I had just learned. Even though my little brother was
naturally outward going and | washerentlyshy, | quickly learned the art of
selling strawberries the smart way, not the dumb wagaught up with and
surpassed the strawberry sales of my little brother, Joe. This firshiiuge
lesson from my warden had a big impact on the rest of my life. It changed
my attitude from negative to positive. | immediately stopped being shy and
timid. | became friendlier and happier. Those ladies were buying fruits and
vegetables from a young boy who shovesthusiasnand excitement for life
and the product he was selling. Consequently, they did not see a skinny
misfit with pigeon toes, bowelggs, knockknees and dark skin. They saw
the shining personality of a boy who believed in himself and the product he
was selling. And it wasndét just a sham
that my father and | sold were some of the best in Rochekteas a good
boy, hardworking, and a darned good salesman. From that day forward, |
tried to remember and incorporate that life lesson into everything | did or
said. | was grateful to my father for that fim@nute lesson that would
change my outlook onfé forever.

| even thought back to my first grade teacher, Sister Theonilla, and
all the kids in my class. Maybe if | had been more positive and outward
going, | would have made more friends. Maybe if | let the light of my
enthusiasm shine, | wouldate received as many valentines as my
classmates. Maybe those girls wouldno
me so deepl y. Maybe i f | was friendl:i
so lonely andiejected Maybe! Maybe!

t
er

I t 6 s a lwmalldadve thid invisible control panel on the side of
our body that controls our attitude and
you can turn to | ow, medi um, or high. I
seen many people with their attitude knobsasetifferent levels. | also know
that people can choose to move that knob; they can change their outlook on
life. From that day on, | realized that | was in control of my attitude and
enthusiasm, and | could turn my knob as high as | chose to.

SecondLesson

During that same summer and shortly after the strawberry lesson, my
father had another little chat with heny second lesson. Like the previous
lesson, this one involved the way | was doing my job. | had just completed
delivering two large basketd fruits and vegetables to a customer who lived
on the third floor of an old apartment building over on East Avenue, and
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there wasnét an el evator. When | got b a
into the cab next to my warddather. He looked at me thi a puzzled look
on his face and said, AWhere are the em

Knowing that we called on this particular customer every other day, |
sheepishly said, "1 forgot them. ol |

In a stern voice, he sharply repld , iNo, you go get the
are worth five cents each. 0

At that moment, | again thought of the gift of coudgme of the
gifts | was supposed to receive when | received the Holy Sacrament of
Confirmation in our church.

| also knew that | was hatnd tired. No way did | want toudgeall
the way back up those three flights of stairs for two lousy baskets. |
wondered if and when | would ever be able to use that gift of courage when
talking to my warden. | thought,

Il 6m t wel ve ye akup, oods dlways, jidtoobely bys p e a
saying, AYes Pa?bo

I thought, "This is the time. | will speak up." In a soft but positive

tone of voice, I replied, iPa, you dono
you let me keep the empty baskets. | sell abouttbaBets a week back to

the farmers for five cents each. That 6
whatever she needs for the house. | only keep twenty cents a week for
myself.®Si nce the baskets are mine, why can

themp day after tomorrow?o

My wardenfather never expected this answer from his normally
quiet son. His face turned beaed with anger. He pounded his fist on the

steering wheel of the truck and scr eame
whose baskets thieare! They are worth five cents each! Day after tomorrow
you may forget to pick them up! Do you |

There was a bit of anger iYeass my voic
Pa 0o

@ (In 1938, postage stamps were three cents each, a fmmiraf bread cost

eight cents, milk was fourteen cents a quart, gasoline was nineteen cents a
gallon, an average house cost $7,000, a movie was ten cents, and a trolley
ride was ten cents round trip. The minimum wage was thirty cents per hour.
Candy barsvere five cents each. Gum was a penny and a Coke was a nickel.
So, in those days, the $5.80 | gave my mom bought a lot of essential needs
for our home.)
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I ran all the way back up those stairs to the third floor and politely
asked the customer for tlempty baskets. She apologetically handed them
back to me, and | rushed back down the stairway to the FRtiskn without
bars. By then, | was burning up inside. | threw the two baskets in the back of
the truck, opened the cab door, hesitated, swalloveed, land with all the
strength | couldnuster slammed the truck door shut. | sat in rigid silence,
fearing a tongudéashing or worse from my warddather. After all, this was
the first time | had ever stood up to him or challenged him during my four
year sentence on the Prisdnuck.

To my surprise he stared straight ahead, started the truck, and
without saying a word headed down the street. My fists were still clenched
in rage. | was so angry with him for always controlling my life. But, by
slamming that truck door, | had dared to use one of the gifts of the Holy
Spirit against my wardénthe gift of courage. | had not only operdgfied
my father, but I had made a statement. | had finally made a stand.

As my warden drove thenodestdistance to his next customer, he
remained absolutely silent. Did he sense my anger? Did he choose to ignore
it? Was he aware of what being on that truck was doing to me? Was he
pleased that his son had shown some courage? Did he care?

As we turnedonto Jay Street, he finally broke the silence. In a
surprisingly calm and quiet voice, he said, "You really hate this work, don't
you, Freddie?" (He used my name instead of Ba.)

This was my opening, this was my opportunity. This was my chance
to use another gift of the Holy Spiditthe gift of counsel. Counsel meant
opening up and talking to each other, something that seldom occurred. This
was the first time that he ever gave me a chance to say how | felt. | could not
lie. He never missed churan Sunday. He always wanted his son to be
truthful. | gritted my teeth and all of the anger, frustration, pain, and rage,
erupted from deep within me, and | shou
HATE THIS WORK!"

He then calmly asked, "How would ydike to be a huckster like me
for the rest of your |ife?0

At age twelve, during the four agonizing years together on that
PrisonTruck, | had never raised my voice in anger to my father. Finally, this
was my chance to let him know how | felt, hawuch | hated being a
Prisoner of the Truck. | shocked myself as the words shot out of my mouth:
Al WOULD RATHER DI E!

| did say those exact wor ds, but [
that it would not please God or anyone in my family if | siiginething stupid
to hurt mysel f. I knew it woul d break

happened to me. | knew my mother, father, sisters, and brothers would have
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to live with that pain for the rest of their lives. | also knew that no matter
how upset was, | still loved my family and would not want to die.

Again in a quiet and calm voice, my wardither said,"Why do

you think | do this work?o

I didnét expect a question. I was a
| wondered where our conversation was headed. | gritted my teeth and
yelled, "I don't know why you do it.o

As he gripped the wheel of the Prisbruck and turned onto Clinton
Avenue, again in a calm voice, he said,

"Well, let me tell you. | am a hucksterf fruits and vegetables
because | do not have an education. This is the best job | can get. | watch
you on this truck. You al ways have a | o
I never see you smile. I donot even Kkn
seeng you so sad and angry. You should bring your books and your Bible
with you. You could study on the truck. You are not that busy and you have a
lot of free time. During the summer, you can study during the day while | am
waiting on customers. You can diuunder the streetlights while | am calling
on the men at Hedges. In the winter, you can study by the light of the
kerosene lamp in the back of the truck. Abraham Lincoln used to study and
read at night using candles and kerosene lamps, and he becaiden?&fs
the United States. If you don't want to be a huckster for the rest of your life,
you have to study. You need an education to succeed in life. Do you hear
me, Ba?o

My heart went out to my father, my warden, my boss, my teacher. |
suddenly realied that he was a lifetime Prisoner of the Truck. There was no
escape for him. He did not have an education and it was basically too late for
him to get one. He wanted more for me. He really did love me. He was
showing me a way to escape from the Kkr&cison. My anger quickly
subsided With a calm, determined, and sympathetic tone in my voice, | said,
fiYes Pa, | hear you. 0

A few moments | ater we pulled up to
there ended the second most important-fiiaute conversatio of my life.
On that day, | made the biggest decision of my young life. If | continued to
think of myself as a Prisoner of the Truck, or a prisoner of an unhappy life,
or a prisoner of a country that forced me to go to school every day, or a
prisoner ofself-pity, | would be miserable and unhappy for the rest of my
i fe. I woul d amount to nothing. I dec
advice. | would study on the Prisd@muck, whenever | could.

At age twelve, this short but powerful lesson framg Pa changed

my life. By speaking up for the first time in four years on my PrSorst,
my father saw me in a different light, and he liked what he saw and heard.
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Then, in an honest and simple way, he opened his mind and heart to me. In
those few minutg, we shared deep feelings. In doing thisnspiredme to
change my attitudeto study in those many idle hours on the truck. He
caused me to pursue excellence in education. In turn, ¢detpassiorfor

his life and his struggle. | realized that hisieation was limited to schooling

in Lebanon, which was in Arabic. | knew now that my Pa wanted the best for
me.

During church, | had learned how Jesus encouraged his disciples to
be positive instead of negative. They wekepticaland afraid, but theyobk
His advice and told people everywhere about His teachings. Nearly 2,000
years later, Christianity is a foundational religion that has spread throughout
the world. Like the disciples, | changed from being shy and timid to being
enthusiastic and unafdiin everything | did and said. In addition to courage,
two more gifts of the Holy Spirit were also beginning to work in mydlife
the gift ofunderstandingnd the gift of someisdom

Third Lesson

There was a third memorable lesson | learned from mydevar
father. With my change in attitude, | became a better listener. One spring
Saturday, on a fiveinute drive to another customer, my father said,

AnFred, on Mondays, Wednesdays, and |
customers on the west side of the GeneRéeer, and on Tuesdays,
Thursdays, and Saturdays we call on the same customers on the east side of

the river. Do you ever wonder why | nev
Curious about this, and eager for hi
With the same soft tan h e sai d, AnFred, do vyou

Golden Rule s ? o

| sai d;l 0flYeeasr nPead i t in school . o
He sai d, oK, tell me. O
| sai d, ADo unto others as you would

Somewhat surprised and pleased and with a big smilesdiade, he
said,

AfGood boy! Now | isten, Fred. Every d
Rule. First, when | shop the farmers in the public market, | look for the best
produce and | try to buy for the lowest possible price. | treat all my
customerghe way | would want to be treated if | were in their shoes. | am
honest with every one of them. | do not overcharge. | have the same fair price
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for all. | tell every customer thguth. It makes my life so simple because |
dondt have t o aidbefore. ®@dmetimesw make a niistalse, but
that is not a lie. And when | make a mistake, | tell my customer that | made a
mistake and | make it right by the customer by giving a credit or a free
vegetable or free fruit. | make sure that my scale is atzudhen | weigh

my vegetables, | always give them an honest count and even a bit extra. That

way, my customer is happy with me, and
That is also why my customers help me to get new customers, because they
like myqualy , my service, my fair price, and

He took a puff from the stub of a cigar he was smoking and
continued,

iSo, Fred, when vyou get ol der , r eme
Whether you go into business, work for someone, or work in government, do
not lie. Do not steal. Do not cheat. Have the courage to stand up for what you
believe in. And if you make a mistake, don't hide it. Just say so, say you are
sorry, and try to do better. Be the same in school, with your classmates, at
home, when you hawe girlfriend, when you get married, and when you have
children. Fred, | promise you, you will be a happier and a more peaceful man
if you do what I say. Al so, with a goo
be successful in all of these things.

i And , Fhese dhings take time, and like baseébétits of
practice. Remember too, when a baseball player gets more than three hits out
of ten times at bat, he is hero. Look at Babe Ruth. In his life, he averaged 3.4
hits out of ten. So, just like you learnedlisg) strawberries, you are like a
hero if you sell strawberries to three out of ten doors you knock on. You
must work hard, practice, be patient, and if you lose, learn from it and try
again. Do you agree?o0

I was | istening. | Paw agsee,'l aadal meantn g . | s
it. | wanted to grow up to be that person.

At age twelve, | firmly believed that | was responsible for the course
my life would také my desti ny. It w avardeq, t my mo
teachers, brothers, sisters, or friends whierdeined my future. They could
advise, encourage, and assist, but it was really up to me. | firmly believed
that if | studied hard, | could be anything | wanted to be in a country that |
had read about so often, a country of freedom and opportunity.

These simple lessons in honesty, sincerity, enthusiasm, open
communications, courage, perseverance, respect, and responsibility were
forever implanted and engraved in my brain, heart, and soul.

At the age of twelve, | now had a strong belief that | coutdes the

prison of mediocrity | learned the importance of speaking up openly and
honestly. | would fight the good fight with enthusiasm. | would try to win
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every battle fairly and squarely. | would be equipped to overcome every
hardship in my life. | wold confront any struggle or problem with the
patience | learned on the Prisdruck. | would turn each difficulty or
hardship into a success story.

With Godds hel p, not hing was i mpossi
Truck into the Learnindruck, a safe placto read and study. While waiting
for my father at the public market, while waiting for him to return from a
customer, under the streetlights in front of Hedges Bar and Grill during the
summer, and with the light of our trusty old kerosene lamp durindpen
winter, | would learn. | would become a disciple of good habits and self
discipline. And, like my wardefather said, if | am wrong, if | make a
mistake, | will own up to it and apologize when and where | have to.

Sister Theoni ldlwil ofem speak te as throughi G o
another person. o

In those three Bninute talks with my wardefather, | have often
thought that God spoke directly to me through him.

Questions a teacher or mentor should ask a student:

1. Was it o therto tnf aodtakd-thegidbdlsmadhiae out of the
bar? Explain. How did this event affect Fred?

2. Rel ate the fAStrawberry Storyodo to a si
enthusiasm and a positive attitude would have helped you perform a task
more effectively.
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3. How can a personébés attitude
exampl e from your o Nenofalliterbrgcharaeter.e

o T

e
0

4. Why was the ofiaBtasket Storyo i mp

5. Does the Golden Rule have anything to do with haggsih Explain.

Students- Talk to your parents or mentors aboutthe following:

1. What lessons did your parents or mentors learn from their parents?

2. What is something your parents or mentors did that they feel required
courage?
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3. What are three lessons about life that your parents or mentors want you to
learn?
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Chapter 5 Keys to Freedom

That same year, when | was twelve, my father could not keep up
with the payments to the bank on our house. He did not have the fiaoney
payments on our furniture either. We had to move to a poorly furnished
Ormond Street home in the inner city of Rochester. My mother was very sad
when we lost our beautiful home and nice furniture on 470 Driving Park
Avenue. Right then and there, | deaa resolution. | would apply the lessons
I had learned on the Prisdmuck and | would become a success. Someday,
somehow, | would buy my mother a nice house just like the one she lost.

Our newhouse in the inner city was half the size of ouraé. All
nine of us were crowded into a second floor apartment. Yet, when my
mother saw how happy her children were in the new neighborhood, she was
happy. No matter what kind of house she lived in, no matter how many
hours she worked, if her kids wehappy, she was happy. That was my
mother. |loved her so much. | would have done anything to please her. She
took the smalflat that we moved into and made it a home. She got rid of the
bed bugs in the old mattresses and the cockroaches that caofi¢heutany
cracks in the walls. She painted the walls, put up new curtains, and made
that flat spieandspan. She cared for us with patience, love, sacrifice, and a
lot of hard work.

| loved the inner city of Rochester and the neighborhood around
Ormond Street. The kids came from different racial etthicbackgrounds.
There were white kids, black kids, and dakinned kids, just like me. For
once | fit in; | felt at home. | was a much happier and more confident boy, a
boy with hope, a boy witla dream. | wanted to be the best at everything |
did.

| loved the praise that | received from my teachers and my mom and
dad for my better marks and for the gold stars on my report card. In the
summer and winter, with my schoolbooks, library bo@ksl my Bible as my
companions, time on the truck seemed to pass more quickly than it did
before. The cold didnét seem quite as ¢
long. | had my books, plenty of fresh fruits and vegetables to eat, and | had a
plan. Finally, my life had a purpose. | stopped feeling lonely and sad. |
di dnot feel sorry for mysel f anymor e.
wonderful family and for helping me work out my problems.

From age six to eleven, | did not do well in schooleybaid | was a
sl ow | earner. I did not enjoy school ar
even like myself. | felt like a total loser. But, after those thresirtute
sessions with my father, | saw the light at the end of the tunnel. It all
depended owhere my focus and habits wérelown into the darkness or up
into the light. | knew from personal experience that a person could live for
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years in a darkpppressiveenvironment, or a person could change his or her
attitude and choose how to react to gr@tironment. Praise God, | thought,

il wasnot born to be a | oser. | was

At age twelve, | chose to change my attitude from negative to
positive. | chose to work hard at being a winner. Studying to me was like my
wardenfather saidlike basebab the more | practiced, the better | got.

Attending St. Joseph's Grammar School, | went from being a poor
student to becoming one of the best. In a class of about thirty students, | had
the second highest average fhgtade and in 8grade. While | was in 8th
gr ade, I won a scholarship to the near
Franklin Street, right there in Rochester. | was fourteen years old. The
business school taught shorthand, bookkeeping, typewriting, business
English, bugiess arithmetic, and business law.

Fred, lower le 8th grade graduation at St. Joseph's Grammar School in 1940

During my first year at St. Joseph's Business School, Sister
Ludolpha, the principal and my teacher, gave me antygdwriter She
could see how hungry | was to learn and excel. She knew that | wanted to
find a quick way to make money so that | could help my parents. | learned to
type so fast that | landed a job after school with two local businessmen. |
made so much money andlped out so much with the family finances, that
my father was only too happy to free me from the truck. Typing and
shorthand were the keys to my freedom. | was so happy and proud to be
getting an education, for having a job, and for being able to helfamiyy
out. | praised God and thanked him daily for helping me find the keys to my
freedom. | no longer was a prisoner of the truck.
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My mother was joyous and very relieved, now that there was extra
money coming in. She could finally buyetkthings that she really needed for
the house. It made me glow inside to see her smile and be happy again.

My father drafted my two younger brothers to help him on the truck.
As helpers, Joe worked on Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdalgs,Jiwh
worked on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fri d.
truck at all anymore. | was free! My knowledge and hard work had set me
free.

It was December 7, 1941, | was fifteen years old, and | was on the
auditorium stage at Bemjnin James High School in Rochester, New York.
The Veterans of Foreign Wars had recently sponsored an essay contest. |
wrote a draft, revised it, and typed it on that same old typewriter Sister
Ludolpha had given me the year before. | was competing stgalinof the
high school students in Monroe County, and believe it or not, Bwioat
place! A U.S. army general was there to present me with a gold medal from
the Veterans of Foreign Wars.

All of a sudden, out of the corner of my eye, | notieechan in full
army uniform rush onto the stage and give the generalegram The
general opened it, quickly read it, and then looked up in shock. He got up
from his chair, walked briskly over to thgodium and read the telegram
aloud to the crowd.

1 @ this day, December 7, 1941, the Japanese have attacked Pearl
Harbor." He quickly left the stage.

The stunned audience gasped as the shock wave spread throughout
the audience. After a few minutes, t he
the ceremony attinued.

The next morning, the headlines screamed in bold black print:
i APANESE ATTACK PEARL HARBOR! 0
There were numerous articles that filled the newspaper, and in the

very back section, there was a picture and a story about me receiving the gold
medal for my winning essay.

One hot summer night after Pearl Harbor, when | was still fifteen, |
kind of wished that | had a girlfriend. One evening as it started to get dark,
my mother was ironing a pile of clothes for all of the family. That afternoon
she had used her clothes pins to hang a big pile on a rope in the back yard. As
she ironed, | said, "I'm gonna go and see my girlfriend."

My mother said, "Fred, you don't have a girlfriend.”
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| said, "Oh, yes | do."
My mother said, "What's her name?"
I thought quickly and said, "Her name is Mabel."

Then | went out the screen door. | just thought I'd tease my mother
for a bit. | walked across St. Paul Street to the banks of the Genesee River. |
sat there for about an hour or two enjoying the cool evelmiegze. Then |
returned home.

The kitchen was bright with light and my mother was still ironing.
She looked so tired and sad. | think she was worried about me. She sensed
that | was sad. She must have wondered if, indeed, | did have a girlfriend.

As | watched her ironing, | stood quietly at the screen door for about
five minutes thinking about her workload from early in the morning until late
at night. At that point, | had seven brothers and sisters. Including my Pa and
me, that was a pile of laundry. Myeart went out to her. | knocked on the
screen door. She couldn't see who it was. She sweetly said, "Who is it?"

| opened the screen door and with a big smile on my face | said,
"Hello, Mabel.Youare my girlfriend!"

As | hugged my mom, her tears brbtigears to my eyes. She was so
happy. She told that story to everyone she could. For many years that
followed, her relatives and friends would say, "Hello Mabel." My mom died
at age 94, and she still had that nickname. | loved her so.

At age sixteen | graduated from St. Joseph
won the General Excellence Award because | had the highest average in
every subject. | was number one in the entire school of seventy students. As
valedictorian | gave the customary graduation speech all of my
classmates, parents, friends, and teachers. | looked out at the audience. My
father was beaming with pride. So was my mom. There were joyful tears in
their eyes.

| thought back on my sixteen years of life. My father was my
motivator, while mymother taught me love and patience. Both of my parents
encouraged me to be the best [ coul d be
how to succeed. | only had to be enthusiastic in everything | did. | had to
take control of my life. | had tdisciplinemys=elf to learn, to be patient, and
to be cool when faced with a big problem. | had to fight forcmyvictions |
had to practice the art of selling products over and over again, as in the
Strawberry Lesson. | had to take my Pridonck lessons of the paand
apply them to the challenges of the present and the future. Above all, | had to
continue to let my light shine brightly and let my enthusiasm show clearly.
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After graduation, | immediately got a full time job with an area
trucking company. | word from 4:00 P.M. to midnight, six days a week.
For forty-eight hours per week, all | did was type bills that the truck drivers
took with them for their deliveries. Each bill showed who sent the package,
who was supposed to receive it, and the cost of package. | worked for
the trucking company from age sixteen to eighteen. It was very boring and
tediouswork. On Friday and Saturday nights, while my teenage friends were

out having fun, I was wor king. I di dnot

time fort h e m. But , Il didno6t feel sorry
of money, and | had my dream to buy my mom and family a new house. |

made five times the minimum wage of thirty cents per hour. (Today, the

federal minimum wage is $7.15.)

Exceptforny ¢l ot hi ng, I spent very |
car. | used the same trusty old bike that | rode back and forth to school, as my
means of transportation to get back and forth to work.

Me, sister Betty, baby brother Ken, and my faithful
bike that took me to school and my job

I was happy in knowing that | would soon reach my goal. Just before
| turned eighteen, | bought my mom a beautiful home at 1293 Park Avenue
in Rochester. It was very similar to the house on Driving Park Avenue that
she lad to give up six years before. There were now eight children in our
family, and we were all very thankful for the extra room. The attic became

48

for

ittt e



the bedrooms for my three brothers and me. My four sisters' and my parents'
bedrooms were on the second flooheTspacious kitchen, living room, and
dining room were located on the ground floor. There was a beautifully
manicuredback yard with a rock garden in the middle. A giant spreading
maple tree stood guard at the front of the house.

My mother, fathersisters, and brothers were very proud of me. We
were one big happy family. Everyone was happy, especially Mama, and
when Mama was happy, | was happy. | did it! | had used the lessons my
father had taught me, and my education, to achieve my goals esa<ir |
felt like a king!

Questions a teacher or mentor should ask a student:

1. Was Fred better off in his old neighborhood or his new one? Explain.

2. How did Fred go from being a poor student to being a good one?

3. How did Fred finally earn his freedom from the truck?
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Students- Talk to your parents or mentors about the following:

1. What subjects or activities did your parents or mentors do well in school?
What was hat for them?

2. Was there ever a time in your parents or prarlives when they received
recognition of praise for something they did well? Explain.

3. Should kids help parents with the costs of running a household? Other than
money, what are some ways that kids can contribute to their family?
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Chapter 6 - Commence Fire!

To avoid being drafted into the Army, at age eighteen, | enlisted in
the Navy. | proved to the Ngvthat | was contributing more than fifty
percent of the money that it took to support my eight brothers and sisters.
My mother was also pregnant with her ninth child, so the Navy treated me as
if | were a married man. They allowed me extra pay to coathmelping to
support the members of my family. My f
to make ends meet. He provided the meat, fruits, and vegetables for our
table. My older sister Betty and | provided the rest.

I loved the six weeks of boot camp $ampson Naval Base, located
on beauti ful Seneca Lake, one of New Yo
all of us sailors very busy during boot camp. Because of my positive attitude
and outlook on life, | made friends easily. Many of my new friends even
sught my advi ce. I wasndét timid or shy
Almost all of the guys complained about drilling, marching, tough exercises,
and long hours. Compared to the Pridoock and the night shift at the
trucking company, boot camp whlse being on vacation. As a boy, | never
had the opportunity to go to camp or be a Boy Scout. Navy boot camp
became the camp | could never go to when | was a child.

The other sailors also complained ab
the time | wadittle until the time | was eighteen, we ate all of our meals at
home. We never once went out to a restaurant to eat. My mother would cook
fresh vegetables and rice with small chunks of lamb mixed in. We never had
our own lamb chop, let alone a whole lmamwWe never had beef, hamburger,
or steak. | never tasted pork chops, French fries, or Spam. The half a lamb
that my father bought every week had to last the whole week for all of us. As
Catholics, we could not eat any kind of meat on Fridays, so evietgyFmy
mother would cook up a huge batchleitils and rice. Lentils are kind of
like flat beans. She would serve a fresh vegetable salad and a dinner plate
heaped with steaming lentils. As the lentils cooled they would turn a nasty
shade of brownObvi ously this didnét do much fo
they filled our stomachs. | had never eaten in a restaurant, except for that
onetime with my father, when | had a hot roast beef sandwich with creamy
hot potatoes and luscious hot gravy. Bhe Navy was different. They had
all kinds of food, all of those things | had never had before. | was in food
heaven! After boot camp, the Navy put me on the USS Guam, which was a
battle cruiser. It had the fighting power of a battleship combined wéibdsp
of a cruiser.
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USS Guam, United States Navy battle cruiser

There were over 2,000 men on that ship. | was so good at shorthand,
bookkeeping, and typing, that they put me in charge of keeping all of the
records of all the enlisted men. |@l®ok shorthand and typed letters and
memos for the chief officer of the ship. He liked my work and | enjoyed
doing it. Also, once a week, sailors who had done something wrong had to
appear in front of the chief officer. Part of my job was to makecardeof
their punishments and keep them in their files. | heard some very interesting
and creative excuses for their wrongdoings. Some of them were rather
serious, some funny, while others were right down hilarious. For example, a
sailor appeared beforké chief officer. He was charged with urinating on the

deck of the ship. When asked why, he

was given two hours extra duty.

Sailors in preparation for battle were required to work for eight hours
in their division & well as be on watch for four hours. During the time that |
was on watch on the bridge of the ship, | had time to read or study. Over a
six-month period of time, | put in a lot of hours studying and it paid off. |
earned my GED, the equivalent of a higih@ol education. | wrote home to
my family about three times a week. | was happy to share this good news
with them and they were mighty proud of me.

One day before we went into battle, | bit into a tough piece of steak

and my two front teeth broke infial f r om decay. The shi

pull out the remaining pieces because they were too far gone to save. | went

around the ship for weeks without s mi

could only take care of cavities. | needed a dental ériohgl two false teeth.
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A few weeks later, we anchored in a big harbor with many other

ships, including a hospital ship. Our
to the hospital ship to get my teeth fixed because | could still chew food. He
saidhewasnét interested in my | ooks.

| was not very happy, so | wrote a letter to my boss, the chief officer
of the ship. He was about fifty years old. In this typed letter, | wrote that |
could no longer do my job if we went into real battle. | said that mijebat
station was in a revolving chdiocated on the highest deck of the ship.
The chair was | i ke a barberodés chair, an
360 degrees. | wrote that | had a pair of binoculars mounted to the chair to
spot enemy ships oiraraft, as well as special earphones to listen with, and a
red button to push down to send a message. | told him that the marine officer
in charge of shooting down enemy planes stood by me with his own ear
phones and binocul ar somm&menre tFhirse, of fli che
push down on a red button attached to my ear phones and repeat the words,
AfCommence Fire.o When the officer sai d,
as well. | said that my missing teeth interfered with my battle station, and
that lwas worried that the gunners would not clearly understand my words. |
told him that | liked my battle station responsibilities and wanted to stay
there.

My battle station

After he read my letter, the chief officer asked me to pronounce
i Comme necoe afnidr ACease Fire.o | raised my
ugly | was, and then | exaggerated the pronunciation of the words right there
in front of him. It sounded something like this,

AfGamensch Fiya and Sheesh Fiya.o
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He kind of grinned at me as if hadw that | was exaggerating, and
said, AWhat do you say we write a | ettel

I quickly typed the letter hdictatedto me. He signed it, and | ran it
down to the shipbdbs dent al of ficer. Wh e
hospital ship, the dental officer put me in chargeatif the sailors who
needed dental work done.

I got my two front teeth, and | was a happy sailor again. | went all
over that ship just adbsmilind and adwhi
| was sue we would win the war since my commands would now be crisp
and clear. The enemy planes would be shot down and our boys would be
safe, all because of my new front teeth. It was just before Christmas and they
were broadcasting a variety of Christmas songer the public address
system. | burst into laughter and started singing along with the popular
Christmas tune, nALl I I Want for Chri st m,
pretty good Christmas that year, but | did miss my family.

With the new year camincreased fighting. We were right in the
middle of a battle zone, somewhere in the south Pacific. Whenever the
marine officer gave the command, i Comme
clear, and the sky would fill witkracer bullets | saw quite a bit foaction,
more than | wanted to. One day we hit a Japanese plane that was flying over
us. Seconds later, it caught fire, and since we were the closest ship, it headed
straight for us. As tranedmy neck skyward, it looked like the plane was
headed righinto my binoculars. | quickly prayed to God, thinking surely that
would be the end of my life. Fortunately the pilot could not keep the
wounded bird in the air long enough to strike our ship. He crashed into the
water about 100 feet from our ship, just thie starboard bow. | saw many of
thesekamikaze pilotgry to fly their planes into U.S. warships. Sadly, many
of these suicide pilots succeeded in hitting many U.S. ships, Killing
thousands of American sailors. Thank God, our ship was spared.

Shortlythereafter, we witnessed an aerial attack on the USS Aircraft
Carrier Franklin. A single Japanese Zero slipped through our defense. It
promptly dropped two armeggiercing bombs in the middle of several
airplanes that were just about to take off from flight deck. Many
explosions, one after the other, caused the quick death of 724 men and the
wounding of 264 others.

While | was on watch duty later that day, | heard a message from the
USS Franklin on my shifo-ship headphones:

ISt op pi cnken floglingunphe sela.eThey are dead. We do
not have time for a proper burial servi
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When the battle stopped, | took my earphones off and just sat there
for quite some time, thinking about all of the mothers and fathers, sisters and
brothers, wies, friends, and children, whose hearts would be broken because
of that terrible attack by one Japanese pilot.

When the war ended, | was twenty years old. | alsoct@tipassion
for the families of all the other nations, who lost their sons and tensgim
World War Il. As a boy, | was the Prisoner of the Truck. In WWII, did the
citizens of Japan and Germany become prisoners of political madness caused
by the insanity of their leaders?

In 1945, Japanese estimates placed the total number of death&o
two atomic bombs dropped on Hiroshima and Nagasaki at 240,000 people,
not counting the injured. Shockingly, this represented-fiitge percent of
the population of these two cities.

The cost of human lives in WWII is estimated at fifitye million
dead twentyfive million of those military and thirty million civilians,
including six million Jews killed in the Holocaust.

| thanked God for protecting me during that difficult time and for
getting me back home safe and sound. | believed that | dadd my
country well, so that all men and women in all countries could find freedom.
| knew that | lived in the best country in the world and | pledged that | would
work hard to become the best | could be, to serve God, my country, my
community, and my faily. | loved America with all my heart. | would never
take our freedom for granted. Indeed, America was the land of opportunity
for those who were willing to make the sacrifices to succeed.

Questions a teacher or mentor should ask a student:

lWhere did Fredbds strong support for
spend more money on himself or go out more with his friends?
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2Was it okay for Fred

to exaggerate the
Fire and Cease Fireo to get his

teeth r

3. What lessons can we learn from World War |l that apply today?

4. How would a world war today be different than World War 11?

Students- Talk to you parents or mentors about the following:

1. Were they, or members of their family, evevolved in the military?

2. What is something your parentsroentors remember about one of the
wars our country was involved in, whether or not they were in the military?
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3. What ideas do your parents or mentors have about preventing another
World War?
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Chapter 7 Death of My Father,
New Responsibility, New Business Success

Top to bottom Joe, me, Anne, Mom, Dad, Kenny, Deanna, Jim, Vicky
Betty was at her W1l job.
My mom was pregnant with Lee

The war ended when | was twenty. We shipped back to the United
States and | wasnbét quite sure what
knew that | had to find a job to help my family. | now had eight brotheds
sisters, seven who were younger than me. From age twenty to twenty
along with many other WWWN eterans | attended the Jefferson High School
in Rochester from 8:00 A.M. to 3:00 P.M., in a crash program to earn a
regents high school diploma. Aftschool, | worked a pattime job until
about 8:00 P.M. Then | did my homework and went to bed.

At age twentyone, | went to the night school of the University of
Rochester to take courses in business administration, including accounting
and business lawburing the day, | found a job taking shorthand, typing, and
bookkeeping. The pay was very good, and | loved the people | worked with.
Every week, as soon as | got paid, | would give most of the money to my
mother. My father was not feeling well and &tdrto come home earlier
from his fruit and vegetable business.
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