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Our professional development work this year features the 
work of Brene Brown, “The Daring Way”. It is our belief that 
‘healing’ is, in truth, “all about relationships.” “The essence of 
empathy,” writes Bruce Perry, “is the ability to stand in an-
other’s shoes, to feel what it is like there and to care about 
making it better if it hurts.” He adds a little further, “When 
you empathize with someone, you try to see and feel the 
world from his or her perspective. Your primary feelings are 
more related to the other person’s situation than your own… 
when you sympathize, while you understand what others are 
going through, you don’t necessarily feel it yourself right now, 
though you may be moved to help nonetheless. Pity—or feel-

ing sorry for someone—similarly captures this idea of recognizing another’s pain without simultaneously experiencing a sense of it 
oneself. With empathy, you feel the other person’s pain. You feel sorry ‘with’ them, not just ‘for’ them.” 

Brene Brown is a researcher who has focused on empathy. She would contend that in the arena of intimate personal relationships, 
authenticity matters. Built on the five foundational pillars of empathy, (perspective taking, no judgementalism, recognizing emo-
tion, communicating emotion, and mindfulness), Brene Brown equates authenticity with vulnerability. In Brown’s work, the ability 
to be vulnerable in our relationships with others is the essence of authenticity. There are appropriate cautions, of course: express-
ing your vulnerable self with everyone you meet is just foolish. There is a very real way in which others need to earn the right to 
hear your story—they have put marbles in your marble jar, not withdrawn them. 

JT asked how I felt about expressing vulnerability within our small training group. My immediate reply, honest and sincere, (and 
(Continued on page 4) 

IT IS NOT ABOUT THE NAIL! 
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12 Alternatives to Punishment That May Actually Work 

Have you read about the benefits of skipping time-out 
in favor of other ways to guide children, but are not 
sure where to start? Here are 12 alternatives to punish-
ment that give parents and children a chance to ad-
dress choices and situations with the inten-
tion of maintaining a positive, respectful and peaceful 
connection. 

These alternatives are mostly geared towards children 
aged 1 to 6 years but also work well beyond that. 

1. Take a break together 

The key is to do this together and before things get out 
of hand. So if your child is having a difficult time or 
making unsafe choices like hitting a playmate, find a 
quiet space to take a break together. Just five minutes 
of connection, listening to what your child is feeling 
and talking about more appropriate choices really 
helps. This is similar to a time-in. 

2. Second chances 

Ever made a mistake and felt so relieved to have a 
chance at a do-over? Often letting children try again 
lets them address the problem or change their behav-
ior. “I can’t let you put glue all over the table. Do you 
want to try this again on paper?” 

3. Problem solve together 

If there is a problem and your child is acting out of frus-
tration, giving him a chance to talk about the problem 
and listening to a solution he has can turn things 
around for the better. 

4. Ask questions 

Sometimes children do things but we don’t quite get 
it.  We might assume incorrectly they are doing some-
thing “bad” or “naughty” when, in fact, they are trying 
to understand how something works. Ask what they 
are up to with the intent to listen and understand first, 
then correct them by providing the appropriate outlet 
or information that is missing. So try, “What are you 
trying to do?” instead of, “Why in the world…ugh!!! 
Time out!” 

5. Read a story 

Another great way to help children understand how to make better choices is by reading stories with characters that are making mistakes, 
having big feelings or needing help to make better choices. Also, reading together can be a really positive way to reconnect and direct our 
attention to our child. 

6. Puppets & play 

Young children love to see puppets or dolls come to life to teach positive lessons. “I’m Honey Bear, and oh, it looks like you scribbled cray-
ons on the ground. I’m flying to the kitchen to get a sponge for us to clean it up together. Come along!” After cleaning up together, “Oh, 
now let’s fetch some paper, and will you color me a picnic on the paper? Paper is for coloring with crayons!” 
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7. Give two choices 

Let’s say your child is doing something completely un-
acceptable. Provide her with two alternatives that are 
safe, respectful and acceptable, and let her choose 
what she will do from there. By receiving two choices, 
the child can keep some control over her decisions 
while still learning about boundaries. 

 

8. Listen to a song 

Sometimes taking a fun break to release some tension 
and connect is all that children need to return to mak-
ing better choices and all that parents need to loosen 
up a bit and let go of some stress. Listen to a song or 
take a dance break! 

9. Go outside 

Changing locations often gives us parents a chance to 
redirect behavior to something more appropriate. “I cannot let you scale the bookshelf. You CAN climb on the monkey bars. Let’s go out-
side and practice that instead!” Or, “Cutting the carpet with the scissors is not acceptable. Let’s go outside and cut some grass.” 

10. Breathe 

A big, deep breath for both parents and children can really help us calm down and look at what is going on with a new perspective. Take a 
big “lion” breath to get out frustrations or short and quick “bunny” breaths to feel calm and re-energized. 

11. Draw a picture 

A wonderful way for children to talk about mistakes is to make a picture of what they did or could have done differently. It’s a low-key 
way to open a window for talking to each other about making better choices. 

12. Chill-out space 

For a time-out to work, it needs to be something that helps everyone calm down, not something that makes children frightened or 
scared. A chill-out space is an area where children can go sit and think, tinker with some quiet toys, and have some space alone until they 
feel ready to talk or return to being with others. Using the chill-out space should be offered as a choice and not a command. 

Every child and every situation is unique, so these tools are not one-size-fits-all but rather a list of ideas to lean on to expand your par-
enting toolbox. I find that striving to use proactive tools like these to respond to and to guide children towards better choices works far 
more positively than having to react when things have gotten out of hand. 

A married couple was in a terrible accident where the man's face was severely burned. The doctor told the husband that they couldn't 
graft any skin from his body because he was too skinny. So the wife offered to donate some of her own skin. However, the only skin on 
her body that the doctor felt was suitable would have to come from her buttocks. 
 
Owing to the sensitive nature of the situation...they all agreed that they would tell no one about where the skin came from. 
 
After the surgery..... everyone was astounded at the man's new face. He looked more handsome than ever! All his friends and relatives 
raved about his youthful appearance...especially his mother! 
 
One day, while alone with his wife, and overcome with emotion at her sacrifice. He said, 'Dear, I just want to thank you for everything you 
did for me. How can I possibly repay you?' 
 
'My darling,' she replied, 'I get all the thanks I need every time I see your mother kiss you on the cheek!   

HUMOUR 
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thanks to Terri’s short introductory video clip), I can now express in the language of 
our professional development, ‘it’s not about the nail.’ I am sure I said it differently 
at the time. 

As many BluesNews readers may be aware, I had a long time friend who worked 
with a Children’s Aid Society. Several years back, my friend took his own life. I was 
completely bewildered and shocked by his act. I had had lunch with my friend two 
weeks before his suicide and had absolutely no clue of his desperation. I had been in 
the habit of talking with him almost daily. Most of our conversations were about 
work, children and placements. Some of it was personal: we had other friends in 
common. We had known one another for more than thirty years; it was a warm, 
cordial, friendly, professional and personal relationship.  

My friend’s suicide was devastating. Lots of his friends were bewildered—it seems 
none of us had any real idea of his demons. I was crushed. I typically think of myself 
as quite good at knowing what is going on—at feeling others’ distress and I was 
completely blind-sided. And I was angry… it wasn’t as if I didn’t know some of what 
had been torturing him. But he hadn’t asked for help; he hadn’t told me that things 
were any more desperate than they had been. When we had lunch two weeks earli-
er, he had led me to believe that some things were getting better and that he knew 
some of the others would just take time to resolve. I didn’t feel the absence of hope. 
I found myself angry because he failed to reach out, because relationships are every-
thing and his suicide seemed to trash all that and more. 

His team at CAS organized a memorial for my friend in the spring of that year. A tree 
was planted in his memory. The tree stands as a companion commemorating anoth-
er CAS social worker who had also taken his own life while in the Agency’s employ: 
an irony of connection between solitary acts of desperation. My friend’s family all 
attended. I was still very angry with him, disappointed, lost, bewildered by the ab-
sence of relationship. This was not an opportunity to rant or rage against the selfish 
senselessness of his act. His colleagues wanted to celebrate his life, his contribution 
to their lives, his place within the faces and names of his CAS. I just wanted to 
scream and cry.  

I did neither. Don’t get me wrong, I shed some tears. I felt the sadness of the day; I 
felt the spirit of the day. I understood the need to stand up and to represent and to 
be strong and to ‘never let them get you down’. But my rage stayed stifled. My de-
sire to take him and shake some sense into him was unabated. I still think the great 
Irish poet Dylan Thomas, is right.  He wrote, “Rage, rage against the dying of the 
light, Do not go gentle into that good night.” 

No place for my anger to go, I swallowed hard and tried to go back to the way things 
were.  In hindsight, it seems a silly thing to do; at the time, it was just a matter of 
putting one foot in front of another to keep moving. In You Can’t Go Home Again, 
Thomas Wolfe writes, “There once was a drunken man on horseback, riding about in 
circles in the rain. It is not important that he was drunk or that he was riding about 
in circles in the rain. What is important is that he was going somewhere.” For years, 
this image has made sense to me; it spoke to me of perseverance and blind trust, of 
moving forward even when it seemed you were only going in circles. Today, it 
screams, ‘Stuck!’ 

My friends’ suicide was not a traumatic event for me, at least, not within the context 
that we so frequently use those words. I imagine it was traumatic for his wife and 
children. Shaken to the core, absolutely, but life threatening, that the world was no 
longer safe or secure and that the bottom had fallen out of everything? No. This was 
not a traumatic event for me. It certainly met all the other criteria, but my sense of 
life and liberty and well-being, although threatened, remained intact. I lost a col-
league and a friend. It left me lost and bewildered; it left me stuck, going in circles, 
(occasionally, in the rain). 

(Continued from page 1) 

(Continued on page 5) 

Bluewater’s fiscal circumstances continue to 
improve, but the absence of referrals and the 
consequent limited number of placements 
continue to be challenging. I am proud of the 
way everyone has stepped up in this ‘crisis’ and 
I am compelled, repeatedly, to tell people I am 
grateful for the sacrifices that have been made. 
I am privileged to share the company of the 
remarkable individuals who are our Bluewater 
community. 

It is with regret,  but greater fiscal restraint is 
still necessary. Regardless of the angst and 
concern this may generate, effective immedi-
ately, the following will no longer be support-
ed: 

Day Respite (also known as babysitting) re-
ceived some minor financial support from Blue-
water that can no longer be supported. If you 
were having someone come to look after your 
children-in-care while you were out for an 
afternoon or evening, the expense involved is 
now completely your own. Bluewater will no 
longer subsidize this activity or support. 

Drives to and from day respite will not be reim-
bursed. 

Drives to and from work will not be reim-
bursed. If a youngster in your care has found a 
part-time job, there is no desire to penalize or 
to make availability for work unnecessarily 
onerous, but this is not an expense for which 
we are reimbursed; Bluewater simply does not  
have the fiscal resources to continue this sup-
port. (And you can’t use volunteer drivers  for 
these drives, either.) 

Damages to property (yours or someone-
else’s) will be restricted to whatever is the ex-
isting deductible on the appropriate insurance 
policy—and then, only that which the placing 
CAS will reimburse Bluewater. Bluewater will 
continue to act as your strongest advocate, but 
many CAS have rules which attempt to appor-
tion responsibility for damages based on the 
perception of appropriate supervision and cul-
pability. Not quite a crap-shoot, but if you 
should have been watching and were not, the 
system is becoming less and less sympathetic 
and forgiving. 

If you believe you have valid reasons to be ex-
cused from any of these decisions or that your 
circumstances merit attention differently from 
others, talk with you family support staff. Allow 
them to plead your case with us. In rare cases, 
special rates might be negotiable. 

NOT OUT OF THE WOODS,YET ! 
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I want to tell you all this background because I have another friend who is dying. Congestive heart failure seems more rapidly gaining 
ground and my friend more rapidly giving up ground than before. The powerlessness of the situation is what catches me the most. At this 
point, almost nothing can be done. He will, in all likelihood, be hospitalized on several occasions. Medications will be tweaked and 
changed, he will be poked and prodded. And everybody will do their best—but in the end, we (the doctors, nurses, therapists, technicians 
and all of us who witness) will confront our powerlessness and the congestive heart failure will take my friend away. 

He was my best man at my wedding in 1979. We hadn’t known one another as children growing up. It was actually the woman I married 
who introduced us; they worked together. He loved his ‘muscle cars’ - the yellow ‘super B’, the black Corvette, the Indy Pace car Corvette, 
the green corvette, the black corvette… given up, without hesitation, as soon as he became a Dad. We saw each other every weekend. 
This man taught me to play Bridge. He taught me never to play poker. He let me hold his first born baby within moments of her birth. I 
was babysitting his daughter when his second daughter was born. 

My friend loves his daughters. His two girls are now both in their thirties, married and successful. The girls married men that would make 
any Dad proud. One is an aspiring diplomat: energetic, creative, visionary, passionate. The other, an officer of the law: strong, courageous, 
articulate, and gentle. My friend knows his daughters are loved and love their partners. At times, as I see my friend, I know that his look is 
of a man content that those he loves are safe and secure in the world because they are loved. I see him worry about his wife as she loses 
the man she loves. He is pained by her heart ache; he is pained that he is the cause, that he is her pain.  

Often in his discomfort, he lashes out at her. Mostly, it is because he can. Mostly, it is because who else is there? She is his everything , his 
world and most of the time, she is the only other person who shares his. He is nice to his friends and other family. They are intermittent; 
she is constant. And without question, goodbyes are always shorter when you’re mad. 

It is my friends who have lost, or are losing, their lives. The sorrow of these stories is theirs. My woe is much less important. The woe that 
haunts me: powerlessness. There is nothing that can be done. I find myself a powerless witness. I find myself watching him slip away com-
pletely unable to offer him a way back or even a way forward. I feel weakened by the burden of his journey. Feeling powerless, I stand still 
and watch as he stumbles. I can’t catch his fall. I am powerless. I stand still and witness. Stuck… 

There is an old French expression,  “plus ça change, plus c’est la même chose” that frequently is translated as, “the more things change, 
the more they remain the same”. It feels that way these days. The two men are completely different. The circumstances of their demise 
are completely different.. But it feels all the same. Powerless, with nothing to offer,  going in circles in the rain… (as I write this, it is raining 
outside. It rained on the day of the memorial at the CAS. It would not shock me if it were to rain on the day of my Best Man’s demise). I 
feel powerless and when I feel powerless, I feel stuck! 

And a final reminder, 

“It’s not about the nail!” 
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In late September 2014, Roger Cohen, in an essay in the New York Times, wrote,  

“In a famous passage from “Survival in Auschwitz,” Primo Levi relates an incident upon arrival in the Nazi death camp that cap-
tures the intersection of the human with the inhuman. He and other Italian prisoners have been held in a shed as they await 
their fate. Levi looks around in search of some means to quench his thirst: 

I eyed a fine icicle outside the window, within hand’s reach. I opened the window and broke off the icicle but at once a 
large, heavy guard prowling outside brutally snatched it away from me. ‘Warum?’ I asked him in my poor German. ‘Hier 
ist kein warum,’ (there is no why here), he replied, pushing me inside with a shove. 

There is no why here.” 

Those last five words make me shiver. I don’t know much about the intersection of the human with the inhuman, but almost thirty years 
in this business has taught me something about the intersection of good and evil. And the above passage certainly applies. Cohen’s article 
was originally written about more current events in the Middle East, but I certainly have come to understand that in the world of trauma, 
“there is no why.” This is a world populated by victims. Ours is a world wherein victims become perpetrators and “why?” becomes an 
absurd question to ask.  

I am not trying to deny responsibility or accountability. I am not trying to equate the atrocities and horrors of Auschwitz (and the other 
concentration camps) or the ethnic cleansing genocide of Rwanda, with complex trauma and the nightmares our children in care have 
experienced. There is no comparison to state sanctioned genocidal behavior. All I want is for people to recognize, in the most meaningful 
and poignant way possible, is that there is no why here. No rational or reasonable understanding ever makes any of what happens to our 
children in care any more comprehensible or imaginable or pardonable. It just is. In my almost three decades in treatment foster care, I 
do appreciate we practice and serve where good and evil intersect and the profundity of “there is no why here.” 

The lyrics to the Beatles “Hey Jude” is my anthem. It lifts me up and keeps me strong. “Hey Jude, don't make it bad / Take a sad song and 
make it better / Remember to let her into your heart / Then you can start to make it better / Hey Jude, don't be afraid / You were made to 
go out and get her / The minute you let her under your skin / Then you begin to make it better / And anytime you feel the pain, hey Jude, 
refrain / Don't carry the world upon your shoulders / For well you know that it's a fool who plays it cool / By making his world a little cold-
er / Nah nah nah nah nah nah nah nah nah / Hey Jude, don't let me down / You have found her, now go and get her /  
Remember to let her into your heart / Then you can start to make it better …” (Lennon and McCartney, 1968). 

ANTHEMS 

I am hoping you will help Bluewater recruit new families. Pages 7, 8, 
and 9 of this newsletter are clearly promotional material more ap-
propriate for other places than the familiar haunts of our Bluewater 
Intensive Support foster homes. Page 7 is a one page primer on 
Bluewater Family Support Services and can be posted anywhere. 
Pages 8 and 9 are the front and back of a poster highlighting Blue-
water’s “Spark a Life” campaign to recruit new families; they are 
meant to be printed front and back on one sheet of paper. 

Are you willing to help Bluewater Family Support Services recruit 
new families interested in providing intensive support foster care? 
Please print these two documents and place them anywhere in 
your community where people gather and talk. Ask if you might get 
one of the documents included in your church bulletin some Sun-
day. 

BluesNews is circulated to approximately 200 persons. If everyone 
could put out both pieces, in different locations, we would hugely 
expand our outreach. 

Business is slow today. I do not expect it will always be thus. We 
need be ready. 

YOUR ASSISTANCE PLEASE . . . 

Miss Beatrice, the church organist, was in her eighties and had 
never been  married. She was admired for her sweetness and 
kindness to all. 
 
One afternoon the pastor came to call on her and she showed him 
into her quaint sitting room. She invited him to have a seat while 
she prepared tea... 
 
As he sat facing her old Hammond organ, the young minister no-
ticed a cut glass bowl sitting on top of it. The bowl was filled with 
water, and in the water floated of all things, a condom! 

 
When she returned with tea and scones, they began to chat. The 
pastor tried to stifle his curiosity about the bowl of water and its 
strange floater, but soon it got the better of him and he could no 
longer resist. 
 
'Miss Beatrice', he said, "I wonder if you would tell me about 
this?" pointing to the bowl. 
 
'Oh, yes,' she replied, 'Isn't it wonderful? I was walking through 
the park a few months ago and I found this little package on the 
ground. The directions said to place it on the organ, keep it wet 
and that it would prevent the spread of disease. Do you know I 
haven't had the flu all winter. 

HUMOUR 
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Imagine. . .  
 
There is a bank that credits your  account each morning with $86,400.  It carries over no balance from day to day.  Every evening deletes 
whatever part of the  balance you failed to use during the day. What  would you do? Draw out ALL OF IT, of course!!!!  
 
Each of us has such a bank. Its name is TIME.  Every morning, it credits you with 86,400  seconds. Every night it writes off, as lost,  what-
ever of this you have failed to invest to good  purpose. It carries over no balance. It allows no  overdraft.  
 
Each day it opens a new account for you.  Each night it burns the remains of the day.  If you fail to use the day's deposits, the loss is 
yours.  
 
There is no going back. There is no  drawing against the tomorrow."  You must live in the present on today's  deposits. Invest it so as to 
get from it the utmost in health, happiness, and success!  The clock is running. Make the most of today.  
 
To realize the value of ONE YEAR,  ask a student who failed a grade.  
   
To realize the value of ONE MONTH,  ask a mother who gave birth to a premature  baby.  
  
To realize the value of ONE WEEK,  ask the editor of a weekly newspaper.  
   
To realize the value of ONE HOUR,  ask the lovers who are waiting to meet.  
 
To realize the value of ONE MINUTE,  ask a person who missed the train.  
 
To realize the value of ONE-SECOND,  ask a person who just avoided an accident.  
  
To realize the value of ONE MILLISECOND, ask the person who won a silver medal in the Olympics.  
 
Treasure every moment that you have! And treasure it more because you shared it with someone special, special enough to spend your  
time.  
 
 And remember that time waits for no one.  Yesterday is history. Tomorrow is a mystery.  Today is a gift. That's why it's called the pre-
sent!!!  

The pastor asked if anyone in the congregation would like to express praise for answered prayers. 

Suzie Smith stood and walked to the podium. She said, "I have a praise point. Two months ago, my husband, Dave, had a terrible motor-
cycle accident and his scrotum was completely crushed. The pain was excruciating and the doctors didn't know if they could help him." 

You could hear a muffled gasp from the men in the congregation as they imagined the pain that poor Dave must have experienced.          

" Dave was unable to hold me or the children," she went on, "and every move caused him terrible pain. We prayed as the doctors per-
formed a delicate operation, and it turned out they were able to piece together the crushed remnants of Dave's scrotum, and wrap wire 
around it to hold it in place." 

Again, the men in the congregation cringed and squirmed uncomfortably as they imagined the horrible surgery performed on Dave. 

"Now," she announced in a quivering voice, "thank the Lord, Dave is out of the hospital and the doctors say that with time, his scrotum 
should recover completely." 

All the men sighed with unified relief.          

The pastor rose and tentatively asked if anyone else had something to say. 

A man stood up and walked slowly to the podium.  

He said, "I'm Dave." The entire congregation held its breath. "I just want to tell my wife the word is sternum."  

IT’S A FLEETING THING 

HUMOUR 
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WHO WE ARE 

Founded in 1982, Bluewater Family Support Services Inc., (BFSS) is a privately owned organization of professionals dedicated to helping troubled 
children. Our intensive-support foster homes are located throughout Middlesex, Essex, and Lambton and also serve the surrounding counties of 
Oxford, Elgin and Kent. Our experienced staff provides intensive individual and family support as well as exceptional training for Bluewater foster 

parents. 

Bluewater`s extraordinary foster parents open their hearts and their homes to provide a stable, nurturing family for each child. 

Licensed by the Ministry of Community and Social Services, Bluewater serves a co-ed population ranging in age from two to eighteen years. 

 

WE HELP SPECIAL CHILDREN MEET FAMILIES WITH SPECIAL SKILLS 

We believe that troubled children can succeed in the security and nurturing environment provided by caring, patient families. Bluewater facili-
tates the successful development of each child in care. 

Our experienced team helps foster parents to meet facing complex emotional challenges. 

 

THE BLUEWATER DIFFERENCE 

BFSS strives for permanent solutions to break the cycle of transience so damaging to children.  We work with every foster family to achieve posi-
tive outcomes for each child. Typically, a Bluewater child leaves when they are ready to be reunited with family or prepared for independence. 

 

EVERY CHILD DESERVES A ROADMAP FOR PERSONAL GROWTH 

BFSS is highly effective in helping children with serious emotional disturbances. We create flexible plans tailored to each child by identifying their 
potential to learn. We also provide opportunities for success and personal development – all within a safe and caring family environment. 

 

INTENSIVE PARENT SUPPORT PROMOTES POSITIVE CHANGE 

BFSS carefully selects foster parents. We present ongoing training sessions as opportunities to learn the best practices to provide the intensive 
support so critical in bringing about positive change. We thoughtfully match each child to a family with the skills and capacity to meet the child’s 

needs. We employ proven strategies that empower foster parents while providing support through the help of trained consultants. 

 

SPECIAL FOSTER PARENTS NEEDED 

At BFSS there’s no such thing as a problem child, just a child with problems. Good foster parents are part of the solution…because action talks 
louder then words when a child is in trouble. 

 

DO YOU HAVE WHAT IT TAKES? 

We refuse to give up on troubled children. That’s why we’re always looking for capable, caring people to become foster parents. 
BFSS intensive-support foster parents become a part of a caring community of people who understand the great sense of satisfac-
tion that can only come from helping a child in need. BFSS provides exceptional support, supervision, training and access to clinical 

resources in an effort to help good foster parents develop into great foster parents. 
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BLUEWATER FAMILY SUPPORT SERVICES 

 

519.294.6213 
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HUMOUR :  

 

Last week, we took some friends to a new restaurant, 'Steve's 
Place,' and noticed that the waiter who took our order carried a 
spoon in his shirt pocket.  It seemed a little strange. When the 
busboy brought our water and utensils, I observed that he also 
had a spoon in his shirt pocket.  Then I looked around and saw 
that all the staff had spoons in their pockets. When the waiter 
came back to serve our soup I inquired, 'Why the spoon?'  

'Well, 'he explained, 'the restaurant's owner hired Andersen Con-
sulting to revamp all of our processes. After several months of 
analysis, they concluded that the spoon was the most frequent-
ly dropped utensil. It represents a drop frequency of approxi-
mately 3 spoons per table per hour.  If our personnel are better 
prepared, we can reduce the number of trips back to the kitchen 
and save 15 man-hours per shift.'  

As luck would have it, I dropped my spoon and he replaced it with 
his spare. 'I'll get another spoon next time I go to the kitchen 
instead of making an extra trip to get it right now..' I was im-
pressed.   

I also noticed that there was a string hanging out of the waiter's 
fly.  

Looking around, I saw that all of the waiters had the same string 
hanging from their flies. So, before he walked off, I asked the 
waiter, 'Excuse me, but can you tell me why you have that string 
right there?'   

'Oh, certainly!' Then he lowered his voice. 'Not everyone is so 
observant. That consulting firm I mentioned also learned that we 
can save time in the restroom. By tying this string to the tip of our 
you-know-what, we can pull it out without touching it and elimi-
nate the need to wash our hands, shortening the time spent in 
the restroom by 76.39%.' 

I asked quietly, 'After you get it out, how do you put it back?' 

'Well,' he whispered, 'I don't know about the others, but I use the 
spoon.'  

HOW CONSULTANTS CAN MAKE A DIFFERENCE IN 

AN ORGANIZATION 

A BLONDE JOKE 

 

Bob walked into a sports bar around 9:58 PM. He sat down next 
to a blonde at the bar and stared up at the TV. The 10 PM news 
was coming on. The news crew was covering the story of a man 
on the ledge of a large building preparing to jump. The blonde 
looked at Bob and said, "Do you think he'll jump?" 

Bob said, "You know, I bet he'll jump." 

The blonde replied, "Well, I bet he won't." 

Bob placed a $20 bill on the bar and said, "You're on!" 

Just as the blonde placed her money on the bar, the guy on the 
ledge did a swan dive off the building, falling to his death. 

The blonde was very upset, but willingly handed her $20 to Bob. 
"Fair's fair. Here's your money." 

Bob replied, "I can't take your money. I saw this earlier on the 5 
PM news, so I knew he would jump." 

The blonde replied, "I did, too, but I didn't think he'd do it again." 

Bob took the money. 

The next day grandpa died. The father thought it was a strange 
coincidence.  

A few months later the father put the girl to bed and listened to 
her prayers which went like this, "God bless Mommy, God Bless 
Daddy and good-bye Grandma.."  

The next day the grandmother died. 

"Holy crap" thought the father, "this kid is in contact with the 
other side." 

Several weeks later when the girl was going to bed the dad heard 
her say, "God bless Mommy and good-bye Daddy." 

He practically went into shock. He couldn't sleep all night and got 
up at the crack of dawn to go to his office.  He was nervous as a 
cat all day, had lunch and watched the clock. He figured if he 
could get by until midnight he would be okay. He felt safe 
in the office, so instead of going home at the end of the day he 
stayed there, drinking coffee, looking at his watch and jumping at 
every sound. Finally midnight arrived; he breathed a sigh of relief 
and went home. 

When he got home his wife said, "I've never seen you work so 
late. What's the matter?" 

He said, "I don't want to talk about it, I've just spent the worst 
day of my life." 

She said, "You think you had a bad day, you'll never believe what 
happened to me. This morning my golf pro dropped dead in the 
middle of my lesson! 

PATERNITY 

 

A father put his three year old daughter to bed, told her a story 
and listened to her prayers which ended by saying, "God bless 
Mommy, God bless Daddy, God bless Grandma and good-bye 
Grandpa."  

The father asked, 'Why did you say good-bye Grandpa?'  

The little girl said, "I don't know daddy, it just seemed like the 
thing to do." 
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Music can be a powerful tool for 

communicating difficult feelings 

or thoughts. Songwriters often 

give a voice to our thoughts and 

express our feelings better than 

we might ever have dreamt. 

Here are a couple of Youtube 

links 

FATIMA 

SAY SOMETHING 
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This is a quiz for people who know everything! 
I found out in a hurry that I didn't. These are not trick questions.  
They are straight questions with straight answers.. 

1. Name the one sport in which neither the spectators nor the 
participants know the score or the leader until the contest 
ends. 

2. What famous North American landmark is constantly moving 
backward?  

3. Of all vegetables, only two can live to produce on their own 
for several growing seasons. All other vegetables must be 
replanted every year. What are the only two perennial vege-
tables?  

4. What fruit has its seeds on the outside?  

5. In many liquor stores, you can buy pear brandy, with a real 
pear inside the bottle. The pear is whole and ripe, and the 
bottle is genuine; it hasn't been cut in any way. How did the 
pear get inside the bottle?  

6. Only  three  words  in  standard  English begin with the letters 
'dw' and they are all common words. Name two of them.  

7. There are 14 punctuation marks in English grammar. Can you 
name at least half of them?  

8. Name the only vegetable or fruit that is never sold frozen, 
canned, processed, cooked, or in any other form except 
fresh.  

9. Name 6 or more things that you can wear on your feet 
beginning with the letter 'S.'  

 

 

Answers in the next Edition 
(hopefully, before Christmas 2014) 


