Grandpa Henry Lives!

About a week ago I woke up at about 5 in the morning to the sound of  ‘cock-a doodle-do,  cock-a doodle-do’. But I wasn’t on a farm and none of my neighbors have chickens. Hmmm… 

And it wasn’t some new ringtone my kids were using. It was Real and Loud and lasted till about noon. I figured maybe a Rooster had escaped from a bad situation and was trying to get back to its family or something. Maybe he had just stopped off at our house for a rest.

Well the next morning he went off a bit earlier… like 4:30 AM. And he cock-a doodle-do-ed till about noon again. But by now my entire household was starting to ask questions. ‘Hey Dad… this stupid Rooster is waking me up and then it just keeps going and going and it’s LOUD. It’s summertime and I’m supposed to be catching up on sleep not losing it.’

The crowing was coming from somewhere behind our shed out by the vegetable garden.

On the 3rd morning he went off again- ‘cock-a doodle-do,  cock-a doodle-do’. As I was getting my breakfast ready, I looked out and saw the Rooster on our lawn. I called Lin and we watched this amazing creature. He was Big (not quite as big as Big Bird) and very handsome—regal even.  His feathers were majestic.

Lin went out and threw down some sunflower seeds as a gesture of hospitality even though this fella had caused us to lose some precious sleep. He went back into hiding but kept on with his loud crowing.

He re-appeared later in the day and we decided to name him Grandpa Henry. Lin’s step-dad had grown up in Pennsylvania and every time he came to visit us he would say, ‘This is a perfect place to raise chickens.’ I would always smile and thank him for the idea—thinking to myself ‘Hey Grandpa, what do a I look like- a farmer?’

Well Grandpa passed on a few years ago and we decided it would be a living memorial to call our new Rooster Grandpa Henry.

Later that day I was training someone in the basement when I heard a shrill cry by my daughter Jayne followed by an even louder shrill cry by my wife. It was about what was happening to Grandpa Henry. 

Did I ever mention that we have a Dog? Well his name is Rev. That’s short for Revelation, which is part of a famous song by Kirk Franklin.

Rev is a 3-year-old American Bull Dog. He’s a jacked 112.5 pounds and and fast as lightening. Never seen one? Just picture a Pit Bull on steroids with a good attitude. He’s not only man’s best friend—he’s a man’s Man.

And Rev loves to make new friends especially in the wild. He brings home a possum just about every week and leaves it right outside the kitchen door for everyone to meet. Unfortunately Mr. Possum gets tired easily and plays Dead right there on our deck.

He also has a few Skunk friends but they don’t like to come back to the house. However, we always know when Revs been playing with those guys (and no--- tomato juice does Not get the smell out). The Moles and Chipmunks get very tense when Rev tries to play with them. And Bambi and her family like to see how fast they can run when Rev comes to play.

So anyway the Big Commotion that 3rd day was Rev and Grandpa Henry getting together for the 1st time. My daughter saw 2 big piles of feathers on our lawn and Rev disappearing into the woods.

I was chuckling to myself as my wife screamed, ‘REVVVVVVVVVVV… you get back here… NOW!!!!!’ I went out and he finally came back home with what looked like a Cheshire-cat type Grin on his face. ‘What did you do Rev? Where’s Grandpa Henry? Bad dog’ were the words Rev heard from Lin. (I was still chuckling.)

Well I took Rev for a walk back though the woods but found no trace of Grandpa. Could he have eaten him whole and left no trace? 

When I returned, Lin had taken a basket out and picked up 3 big piles of feathers as her way of remembering our short-lived time with Grandpa Henry, may he rest in peace (sniffle, sniffle). 

That evening a neighbor from up the street had stopped by and we were sitting out and he mentioned how someone in the neighborhood must have chickens because a Rooster had been waking him up every morning for the last 3 days. We looked at him and told him the entire tale of the Life and Death of Grandpa Henry.

Just then I looked out in the woods behind the shed by the vegetable garden. In the twilight my neighbor saw it too. The silhouette of Grandpa Henry peckin’around back in the woods and then jumpin’ up on a tree branch to settle in for the night. De-frocked and de-feathered but alive and kickin’.

The next morning I could hear ol’ Grandpa in the distance but he’s never shown himself again. Maybe he’s a bit too proud to appear in public missing a basket full of feathers or just maybe he doesn’t wanna be friends with Rev(.

Well I guess we can all learn a thing or two from Grandpa Henry’s story. I mean how times has it happened to you that you think you’re looking good and that you’ve moved into a good situation when--- Wham--- you get chased down by an old Bulldog? Your outer shell is tarnished or you get a few feathers plucked and then all of a sudden you’re running scared. 

Then instead of a Proud Rooster you’re a Scared Chicken. Your confidence is shot and you just want to hide from the world. BUT if you have your head screwed on right, the scars and the missing feathers will just be an outward reminder of the battles you’ve fought and the wisdom you’ve gained.

Hopefully the groundbreaking Feat of Strength from the AOBS dinner will be posted by next time. 

As my friend David DeNotaris always says, “Make it a Great Day”...bye4now...

Your friend (iC),
Russell Jones

PS- Please visit us at the http://www.PowerWorkshop.org/ to see what’s new.
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