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This book is dedicated to my cousin    

Sue Connelly.  Growing up together, we 

became so close there were times when 

you couldn’t tell us apart.  While I was 

the one to inherit the Schmidt good looks 

and strong work ethic, Sue is still plenty 

nice when you get to know her.  I would 

also like to dedicate this book to her 

business partner, Ursula Lotzkat, who 

shares my appreciation for spicy polish 

sausage and classical accordion music. 

      

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



CHAPTER ONE 
 

Things You Can Learn  
From Farming the Heartland 

 
Hey there, how are you all doing?  My name is Lynn 

Schmidt and I hail from Max, in the great state of 

North Dakota.  After spending the better part of my 

youth and all of my adulthood so far, in the dairy 

industry, I sure have learned a thing or two about 

business (some on purpose, some by accident).  So, 

when I was asked to help all of you in the medical 

field by writing this here book, I puffed up like a 

turkey who hadn’t heard about Thanksgiving yet and 

before I knew it, I said, “You betcha!”  Now, being a 

farmer up here in the great state of North Dakota, I 

spend most of my time with mammals of the four-

legged variety like cows and sheep and hogs and the 

like.  I wasn’t sure I knew too much about running a 

medical practice, but the tractor had left the barn 

and I just couldn’t say nope.  Then I got to thinking, 

maybe, just maybe, some of the things I learned in 

farming really could help you with your practice.  So, 

here you go! 

 

Warm hands are much appreciated.  Daisy, that’s 

my prize milking cow, sure can be persnickety.  On 

some of those cold North Dakota mornings, when the 

wind is blowing so hard it’s snowing sideways, she can 

be a big handful (a little milking humor there).  But, 

I’ve learned (the hard way unfortunately), that 

sometimes just paying attention to the little things can 

set things right.  If I take the time to make sure my 

hands are nice and warm before I start the milking, 

Daisy settles right down and my job is a whole lot 

easier.  Being considerate of humans and other beings 

around you shows that you respect them.  Sometimes 

it’s just smiling when you meet someone, or offering to 

hang up their parka that sets a positive tone for the 

whole meeting.   

 

Every so often, be the cow.  Okey dokey, you might 

be thinking, “Now Lynn, that just might be a bit tricky,” 

but let me explain.  One day, Daisy was kicking up quite 

a fuss even though my hands were nice and toasty from 

the hand warmers I’d slipped inside my choppers.  As I 

was scratching Daisy’s ears, pondering the situation, I 

felt a powerful breeze wiggle the flaps of my favorite 

hat straight out from my head.  That’s when I noticed a 

missing board in the side of the barn that was letting 

the winter wind blow right in Daisy’s face.  No wonder 

she was fussy!  See, if I hadn’t of looked at her 

situation from her place in the stall, I would have never 

seen the problem.  So sometimes, in order to provide 

the best care to those you serve, you need to look at 

the situation from their point of view.  You have to 

become the cow.  Which leads me to another important 

lesson I’ve learned as a farmer… 

 

Watch where you step.  I’m going to spare you the 

details of how this little piece of wisdom came to me.  

Let’s just say that you can create a little bit of extra 



work when you don’t pay attention to what you’re 

doing.  In all businesses, medicine and farming 

included, it is a lot safer to take your time and think 

things through before you do them and before you 

say them.  Because believe me, you can’t take that 

step back even though you might be wishing with all 

of your heart and sole (a little farming humor there) 

that you could. And it never seems to fail that when I 

rush through my daily chores, not paying attention, 

that it’s a little thing that messes up the whole day.   

 

So, folks, we spend a lot of time worrying and 

fretting about the big stuff, thinking the little things 

will work themselves out.  Most of the time it’s those 

little things that get ignored or overlooked.  But here 

on the farm, if I pay attention to those small things, 

like being considerate, respectful and polite to one 

another, it seems to make the big things fall into 

place.  Yes siree, it’s paying attention to the little 

things that can smooth the rough edges out of a 

tough day and it sure makes the whole day seem a 

little brighter and cheerier if everyone is getting 

along.  And, when you pay attention to the little 

things, other people (even Daisy) know you’re going to 

pay attention to the big things, too. 

 

Lynn Schmidt makes her home in Max, North Dakota, 

where she finds udder joy in dairy farming.  She has 

been a sponsor at the “Silver Stool” level for the 

annual Cow Pie Open for the past four years.  On 

Sundays, you can find Lynn in the church basement 

enjoying a wholesome Tater Tot hotdish prepared by 

the Church of the Prairie Ladies’ Auxiliary.   

 

It’s the Little Things 
 

Do you say “howdy” as soon as you see a patient 

and greet them with a smile?   

____ You betcha!   ___ Gotta work on that 

 

Do you offer to hang up a patient’s parka when 

they come to call?   

____ You betcha!   ___ Gotta work on that 

 

Do you answer the telephone with a smile and 

greet the caller as if they are the most important 

person in the office?  

____ You betcha!   ___ Gotta work on that 

 

Do you come through your office’s front door or do 

you slip through the back entrance? 

____ You betcha!   ___ Gotta work on that 

 

What areas would you like to work on to show 

patients that you care about the little things? 

______________________________________

______________________________________ 

______________________________________ 

 



CHAPTER TWO 
 

A Face You Can Trust 
 

Well, what do you know if it isn’t springtime all over 

again?  The buds are a peeking their heads out of the 

last few inches of snow and it’s about time to put the 

shovels away in the great state of North Dakota (well 

maybe I better keep the snow shovel out for a few 

more weeks yet, what the heck).  Why just a few 

weeks ago I was visiting with Daisy, she’s my prize 

milking cow, and I was telling her that spring was 

surely on its way.  Now, standing in several inches of 

snow with the wind whistling through our ears, it 

seemed like I was making up stories just to raise her 

spirits.  But Daisy gave me one of those peaceful 

looks and I knew right there that she trusted me.   

 

Yes siree, trust is a mighty rare thing these days.  

People’s lives have gotten to be so busy with them 

running willy nilly just to make ends meet.  Nowadays, 

they rarely get a chance to establish a long term 

relationship with a care or service provider.  Why 

here in my hometown of Max, North Dakota, the only 

doctor I ever saw was Doc Kloster.  He was there 

when I was born, he was there for every shot, every 

chicken pox, every case of whooping cough.  When 

Doc Kloster said, “drink this tonic,” I drank that 

tonic.   

 

Because I knew him.  Because I trusted him.   

 

Yep, Old Doc Kloster and I had a relationship built over 

a long period of time, and over that time, you can 

develop a sense of trust.  But not everyone has the 

chance to develop a familiarity with patients that can 

lead to trust.  Well, as I was mulling over my 

relationship with Daisy and Doc Kloster, I think I may 

have found a few tips that can help you in your trust 

building with your patients. 

 

If it’s going to hurt, tell them.  I knew that when 

Doc Kloster said, “this won’t hurt a bit” that it really 

wasn’t going to hurt.  I knew that because he also told 

me when it was going to hurt.  What I mean is that he 

was always honest with me.  Honesty is not the best 

policy; it’s the only policy and it sure goes a long way in 

building trust.  Now, in a medical practice, there are a 

lot of opportunities to tell the truth or to bend the 

truth.  But, in order to build trust with a patient, it is 

important that you only speak words filled with 

honesty.   

 

To be believed, talk nose to snout.  Now, when I’m 

discussing things with Daisy, and I have something 

important to tell her, I always make sure I face her 

and talk to her nose to snout, so to speak.  Well, I 

guess that would be “eye to eye” in the medical world.  

Anywho, you can build a great deal of trust by always 

talking with the other feller and looking them in the 

eye.  Why when you act all shifty eyed, staring at the 

floor, then the ceiling, then the seed calendar on the 



wall, it doesn’t give a person a sense that you’re being 

up front with them.  But, when you look someone right 

in the eye, it tells the other person that you have 

nothing to hide.   

 

And believe me, you can trust me when I say, “Spring 

will surely come.” 

 

Lynn Schmidt not only wrote this book, but also finds 

time to contribute to her hometown’s paper, The 

Fallow Field.  Her weekly column features exciting 

new gelatin dessert recipes and tips on introducing 

plaids into your wardrobe and home decor.   

 

 

 

Lynn’s Yummy Strawberry Pretzel Dessert 

 

Mix together and press into a 9x13 buttered pan:   

3 cups crushed pretzels (but don’t mash them up too 

much)    

1 cup sugar 

1 cup melted butter (real dairy butter) 

Bake this for 5 minutes at 350 degrees  

 

While this is baking and cooling, mix together: 

8 oz. softened cream cheese (oh, this is yummy)  

1 large container whipped topping    

½ cup sugar 

Now, when the pretzel bottom is nice and cool, spread 

the yummy cream cheese layer on top and put in the 

fridge.   

 

Now, while this is in the fridge make the last layer: 

Boil 2 cups of water (careful, it’s hot) 

Dissolve 1 large package strawberry gelatin  

Add in two 10 oz. packages of frozen strawberries 

Clean up your mess in the kitchen and let this set just a 

little before pouring it over the cream cheese layer.  

Refrigerate overnight and serve to your friends.   

 

Little White Lies 

 
It is okay to tell a patient a harmless little fib 

when… 

_____ The truth will embarrass you 

_____ The truth will embarrass the patient 

_____ The truth will make the patient mad 

_____ The truth will make the patient mad at you! 

_____ The truth will make you look bad 

_____  It is never okay to tell a patient a fib 

 

What are some of the harmless fibs or little white 

lies you hear around your office?  

______________________________________ 

______________________________________ 

______________________________________ 

 



CHAPTER THREE 
 

Give Them Candy Canes and  
American Flags 

 
My hometown of Max, North Dakota, isn’t very big, 

but it does boast two mighty fine grocery stores.  

One is run by Marvin Finkelbein; the other by 

Gerhard Smather.  They’re no Piggly Wigglys, but 

don’t get me wrong, they’re long standing 

establishments that serve our little community quite 

nicely, don’t ya know.  They both have all you’d need 

or want in canned goods, medicinal supplies and paper 

goods.  They even sell candy canes and American flags 

all year ‘cause around here the mood often strikes to 

have a lick of peppermint in February or wave of 

patriotism in April.  Both Finkelbein’s and Smather’s 

have their loyal customers, which keeps both of them 

busy and prosperous.  It is a healthy, friendly 

competition that is good for business and good for 

the customer, too.  They know us and we know them.     

 

But it all changed when Gerhard inherited some land 

near Beulah and decided to try his hand at farming.  

So, the Smathers sold the store to a nice enough 

couple from the big city that wanted to try life in a 

small town.  These new folks decided to shake things 

up by making the inventory more modern-like and 

fancy.  And before you knew it, out went the ace 

bandages and in came 15 varieties of nasal spray.  You 

could no longer find corn pads, but there were 74 

different spices lining the shelves (“What’s wrong with 

salt and pepper?” We all said.).   

 

That leads me to the now infamous green ketchup 

fiasco.  Seems both Finkelbein’s and the new folks 

overestimated the demand for that new fangled green 

ketchup in our fair community and between the two, 

there was enough green ketchup on the shelves for 

every man, woman, child and dairy cow in three counties 

to bathe in.  I’m not certain when green ketchup goes 

bad (or how you’d tell) but Marvin Finkelbein wasn’t 

waiting around to find out.  Once he realized that 

people would never buy all of this green ketchup 

without some encouragement, he ordered in a pile of 

frozen French fries.  Then he bundled and sold them 

with, you guessed it, green ketchup and actually made a 

tidy little profit.   

 

That’s when the signs started appearing (no, not in the 

crops, in the front windows of the new folks’ store).  

“We do NOT have candy canes!”  “NO flags until July!”  

Seems folks in town were busy asking for the candy 

canes and flags they were used to and the new owners 

just got tired of saying that they didn’t have any.  But, 

to many of us, the signs said a lot more than that the 

new folks didn’t stock up on what we thought was 

important.  It said that what we wanted didn’t matter.   

 

The next sign in the window said, “Sold” and the new 

people packed up and left town.  As we waved good-bye 

and wished them well, I was thinking about some 



lessons they could have used to be more successful 

here in town.   

 

When you get stuck with green ketchup, sell more 

French fries.  It’s important to watch what people 

are buying (and what they aren’t buying).  But, don’t 

get yourself all in a snit if you have some extra green 

ketchup that you can’t sell!  Be creative and find a 

way to make it appealing to the customer.      

 

But, to be successful, you have to know what your 

customers (and in your case, patients) want, expect 

and need.  So ask ‘em!  Develop surveys and 

questionnaires that you can use on a regular basis.  It 

might be that there are lots of folks that would like 

to try green ketchup but you’ll never know if you don’t 

try to understand the people you are serving.  

Remember, it’s about what they want and need, not 

what you want and need. 

 

Say “yes” more than “no.”  If the customer or 

patient is asking for American flags in February (or 

evening hours, better parking, shorter wait times), 

figure out how you can give it to them instead of 

sending them away.  (But, if you can’t accommodate 

them don’t worry, more than likely, someone else will.)  

Even if you can’t fulfill their wildest desires, let them 

know what you can do for them.  Your attitude makes 

a big difference to the patient, too.  Saying “no” 

slams doors shut.  There is no more discussion.  

Saying “what we can do” opens doors and offers 

answers.  If patients are told “no” often enough, soon 

they’ll be too wore out to ask anymore.  And when a 

patient isn’t asking you questions any more, it ain’t 

because they don’t have any.  It’s because they’re 

asking someone else.    

 

Lynn Schmidt was recently named “Musician of the 

Year” at the 44th annual tri-county Accordion 

Jamboree.  She would like to thank Horace Kapusta, 

her accordion instructor for the past fourteen years, 

for his unwavering faith in her and his sacrifice of his 

Saturday pinochle games to help her prepare.   

 

Green Ketchup Anyone? 

 
Do you give your patients what they want and need 

or are your decisions based on what you want and 

need? 

 

Do patients ask for more convenient office hours? 

 

Do patients complain about how long it takes to get 

an appointment at your office? 

 

Are callers satisfied with how quickly the 

telephone is answered?   

 

What do patients want from your office that you 

don’t already provide? 



CHAPTER FOUR 
 

Blah, Blah, Blah 
 

I hate to admit it, but my mind was wandering like a 

tailless kite.  No direction, just a-wandering.  I could 

have stayed like that all day, just letting my mind jig 

around, touching lightly on a thought here, a thought 

there.  Unfortunately, Mrs. Krinke was standing in 

front of me.  Her mind wasn’t wandering, but her 

mouth was moving awfully gosh darn fast.  There was 

no use trying to get a word in, plus I was content just 

setting back and playing out the line of my mind, I 

mean kite.  Gentle breeze here, quiet thought there. 

 

I really should be listening, though.  After all, Mrs. 

Krinke is a long time customer of mine.  She was 

always good for a standing weekly order of a gallon of 

milk and a dozen eggs.  Plus, I pride myself on being a 

conscientious dairy farmer up here in the great state 

of North Dakota.  I value my customers and my 

service to them.  But, I just couldn’t seem to focus 

my wandering thoughts today.   

 

Maybe it was because Daisy, my prize milking cow, had 

kept me up all night (it’s best not to ask).  Or may be 

it was because the growling in my stomach was 

begging for my attention.  Or maybe it was just that 

Mrs. Krinke, while a nice enough person, was just so 

blasted boring.  Of course, I didn’t want to offend 

her, so I made sure I stuck a smile on my face, 

nodded on occasion and even mumbled, “uh-huh” every 

so often.  I must have been pretty convincing, because 

what she said next, brought my mind (once a free 

wheeling, carefree kite) skidding back down to earth 

with a thud that made my knees weak. 

  

“So, we’re okay with that new order, then?”  

 

What?!  I guess her, “Blah, blah, blah,” was something 

that I should have paid attention to.  Something I 

should have listened to.   

 

This is when I learned a most valuable lesson that 

maybe can help you out, too.  There is a big difference 

between hearing and listening.   I was hearing the 

sounds coming out of Mrs. Krinke’s mouth, but I wasn’t 

listening to them.  You see, there’s a difference in how 

fast someone can talk and how fast someone can listen 

and you can work through the spoken words faster than 

someone can say them.  That, unfortunately, leaves a 

lot of time for mental kite flying.  And when it’s your 

customer who’s doing the talking (or patient in your 

case) that is not a good situation.     

 

Just imagine that you had tickets to the coveted 

Cheese Ball.  You were dressed in your finest flannel, all 

excited for the big dance.  But, you were lost!  Time’s a 

ticking and you can’t find your way.  (And everyone 

knows you have to get there early to get a good spot at 

the Milk Bar.)  Anywho, you stop a friendly lookin’ fella 

to get directions.  If he was telling you those all 



important directions, what would you be doing?  

Thinking about the cheese curds you’d be gorging on 

later?  No, you’d be paying attention!  Would you be 

staring at the flannel passing you by?  No, you’d be 

focused on the fella helping you out!  Would you just 

nod if he said something you didn’t quite catch?  No, 

you’d ask questions to be sure!  In other words, you’d 

be listening to the directions, not just hearing the 

words.   

 

There most assuredly is a difference between 

hearing what someone is saying and listening, really 

listening.  So, let me ask you….who’s got more 

important things to say in your office than your 

patient?   

 

Lynn Schmidt loves breezy Spring days, a good polka 

band, snuggly dogs and of course, Daisy, her prize 

milking cow.  (Oh, and chocolate.  Lynn really likes 

chocolate.)   

 

Who’s Singing in Your Office? 
I’m in my barn many a long hour and I need it to 

be a place where I can work and Daisy (my prize 

milking cow) can relax.  So, I got me a mighty 

fancy piped in music system.  Why, they can hear 

my jazz accordion CD in the next county if I 

crank up the volume and the wind is blowing just 

right.  Now, I can work just fine and concentrate 

on what needs to be done when I have my music 

playing.  And I can hear the music.  That’s because 

hearing is just letting sound waves bounce against 

your ear drums.  It’s passive and doesn’t require 

any work.   

 But, what if you asked me to write down all 

of the words to the next Mel and the Free 

Wheelers polka song I heard.  What would change 

if I had to listen?   

 

Would I sit in the furthest stall _____ 

   Or would I move closer to the speakers ______ 

Would I just keep on a-milkin’ _______ 

   Or would I stop what I was doing ______ 

Would I turn up the volume so’s I could hear ___ 

   Or would I hum a different tune _____ 

Would I take notes and write down important 

stuff ___ 

   Or would I try to remember on my own _____ 

 Would I rewind if I didn’t hear quite right _____ 

   Or, would I skip over something I didn’t get ___ 

 

You may not have the latest Mel and the 

Freewheelers  CD, but you do have someone in your 

office singing a mighty important song and you 

need to know the lyrics.   

 
Doc Kloster once told me that as a health care provider, 
what he heard in the exam room was always more 
important than what he said in the exam room.   



CHAPTER FIVE 
 

Getting the Message 

 
I don’t mean to toot my own horn, but I run a pretty 

successful business. Still, I was finding it harder and 

harder to handle it all on my own.  So, I decided it 

was time to give a young person a chance to learn the 

exciting world of dairy farming and allow myself a 

chance to spend more time in the barn with Daisy (my 

prize milking cow and long time companion).  But, in as 

little as a week, young Ruby Nelson had turned my 

business upside down.   

 

I started young Ruby on the simple task of answering 

the phone and taking messages.  It sure seemed easy 

enough at the time.  But, uff da, I didn’t realize how 

important good message taking skills were or how 

much they were taken for granted.     

 

At noon on the first day of Ruby’s employment, I 

found a message tacked up at the head of Daisy’s 

stall.  It read “Your shots are overdue.”  The first 

thing that struck me as odd was that Ruby had pinned 

it up by Daisy’s stall as if she thought my prize 

milking cow could actually read her own note!  What 

also seemed odd was that I was pretty careful about 

keeping ol’ Daisy’s shots up to date and couldn’t 

believe that I had missed them.  But, I scheduled the 

appointment anyway. Daisy hates her shots and she 

really gave me a look when the vet finished up and then 

congratulated me on taking care of the shots so early.  

Seems I wasn’t late for the shots after all.  Wouldn’t 

you know, but the message “Your shots are overdue” 

was for me!   

 

I learned an important lesson that day about messages 

and certainly passed it on to Ruby (who looked a little 

confused when I told her I also needed to discuss the 

literacy rate among bovine): Don’t assume cows can 

read or dairy farmers have ESP.    Whenever taking a 

message, make sure all of the information is clear and 

complete so that there is no confusion:  who’s calling, 

who do they want to visit with, when did they call, what 

did they want to visit about?  Simple mistakes happen 

all of the time (like assuming a cow can read…), and 

avoiding them will keep you from looking mighty silly!   

 

Because I might have seemed a bit miffed with Ruby, 

she kept her distance the next day.  Seems Agnes 

Dumont called with a large order that had to be 

delivered that very afternoon.  Mrs. Dumont is the 

founder of the Ladies’ Garden Society here in town and 

was having a “function” at her home and she wanted to 

make a soufflé.  I never got the message and Mrs. 

Dumont was furious when the order didn’t arrive.  Of 

course, I found the message on my desk the next 

morning, under other messages from Mrs. Dumont 

canceling her standing order on milk.  But it was too 

late.  So, Ruby and I, we learned our second important 

lesson:  Soufflés can’t wait.  Every message is 



important, so deliver it right away and let the person 

getting the message decide on how quickly to take 

care of it.      

 

But, we bounced back and the next day Ruby was 

quite excited after taking down a message from a new 

customer who had a large order for us.  Ruby had 

taken down the customer’s name, address, phone 

number, order and delivered it to me lickety split.  

We were both excited as I sat down to call the new 

customer.  But, the phone was answered by… Agnes 

Dumont.  She was in the middle of her fancy 

schmancy party and was still a little peeved with me 

(she had to settle on gelatin with a dollop of whipping 

cream for dessert—quite tasty if you ask me).  But 

she was especially miffed when I called thinking she 

was the new customer and thanked her for her big 

order.  Oops. Ruby, while doing her best to get the 

message, hadn’t repeated the important information 

back and had mixed up the numbers.  Not only had I 

managed to make Agnes Dumont even more upset with 

me, but I had lost a future customer.  Seems Ruby 

and I had just learned another lesson about taking 

phone messages:  Make sure you’ve got your 

messages right as if your business depends on it.  

Because it does.     

 

Lynn Schmidt has graduated from the Sunflower 

Summer School of Telecommunication Skills.  While 

there, she helped to develop their slogan “Eliminate 

the Tele-phonies From Your Business.”  She is now a 

master of the voice mail system and can retrieve most 

messages without hanging up on herself. 

 

Mixed Messages 
 

Who’s calling?  Make sure to get the first and last 

name even if they say, “Oh sure, Lynn knows me 

real well.”  I know four Leroys and six Leonnas so a 

first and last name saves a lot of embarrassment! 

 

When did they call?  Not only the date, but the 

time of the call is important. 

  

Why did they call?  Seems pretty simple, but 

you’d be surprised how often Ruby just wrote 

“Leroy called.”  Get as much information as you can. 

 

Where should you call? How do I get a hold of 

Leroy and when is a good time to do it? 

 

Who took the message?   If you have a question 

you need to know who to go lookin’ for!  

 

Is the message time sensitive?  Every message is 

important and needs to be delivered right away.  

But, some are more important than others and 

require immediate attention.  Make sure those are 

marked MIGHTY IMPORTANT!   



CHAPTER SIX 
 

Cameras on the Front Porch 
 

There they were, plastered across the front page of 

the Farm Fodder Gazette.  “An Udder Disgrace!” 

shouted the headline.  Two dairy farmers from the 

neighboring county had been arrested as they left 

their house on their way in to town.  News reporters 

snapped their photos with cameras on the front 

porch.  Seems these two notorious characters had 

been caught skimming.  No, not money.  Cream.  

Apparently they weren’t following industry guidelines 

and were milking their customers (so to speak) of 

dairy products.  And, it was all caught on hidden 

camera.   

 

The Farm Access channel showed the photos over and 

over again.  There wasn’t a weather update, market 

report, or seed advertisement that wasn’t followed by 

the sight of Lou and Stu Donahue being led away in 

their tattered jeans, sweat stained seed hats and 

flannel shirts desperately in need of needle and 

thread.  And, if that wasn’t humiliating enough, the 

hidden camera tape was played just as often.  The 

grainy pictures clearly showed Lou trying to pass off 

his laundered milk to an unsuspecting buyer, who 

happened to be an undercover Certified Operations 

Watchdog (COW) in the dairy industry.  Stu was 

standing guard, looking nervously over his shoulder to 

see if there were any government agents lurking 

about.  Little did he know that there was a COW right 

in front of him!   

 

Well, all of this hullabaloo got me to thinking about you 

and your job.  What can we learn about this 

unfortunate incident that can help you in your practice?  

One important lesson we can learn from the Donahue 

brothers’ wretched experience is that if you don’t 

want your picture splashed across the 5 o’clock news 

in that outfit you left the house in, don’t wear it.  

When you slip into your favorite overworn shoes or 

threadbare jacket, ask yourself if you are sending the 

kind of professional message you want to send if your 

picture were to be splashed across a professional 

publication.  If it isn’t, rethink the outfit.   

 

But, most importantly, we could all avoid miserable 

experiences like the Donahues’ if we kept one little 

thing in mind.  Never do anything you wouldn’t want to 

have others see over and over again on a network 

news magazine or the local cable access channel.   

 

I’m not suggesting that everyone has a hidden camera 

in their purse or under their lapel waiting to catch you 

do something illegal, immoral, or just plain silly.  But, 

why not pretend they do?  If you imagined a hidden 

camera in the potted plant, would you say something 

more kindly, treat a person more courteously, dress 

more professionally?  If you knew you were going to be 

held up to public opinion later, would you think twice 



about taking shortcuts in your work, speaking an 

untruth, or acting curtly?   

 

But, hidden camera or not, we are held up to public 

opinion, we are held accountable, our less than 

perfect behavior is replayed over and over and over 

again.  It may not make it to the news, but it will 

certainly make it to the dinner table or the water 

cooler of the patient who was wronged or treated 

poorly.  And, when it is replayed over and over and 

over again, it won’t be an accurate depiction of the 

encounter caught on grainy VHS.  It will be at the 

whim and memory of the unhappy patient.  And you 

will have nothing to say about it.  So, before you take 

shortcuts in your work, treat someone unkindly, or 

fall into a trap of complacency, ask yourself if your 

mother would be proud to see your hidden camera 

video being played between spots of “Feed Factor” 

and “The Farm Idol.”   

 

Lynn Schmidt is an expert in video and proudly holds a 

lifetime membership at the local Moovie Gallery.  

Except for her late return of “Children of the Corn,” 

she has a spotless record.   

    

Cameras in the Potted Plants 

 
Rate yourself in the following areas.  And, be 

honest!  No one is going to see this but you and if 

you aren’t honest, you won’t learn anything! 

 

Overall Appearance: 

_____  Front page worthy    

_____  Put me in the back pages 

_____  You can find me in the funny papers 

 

Being Courteous: 

_____  My mother would be proud 

_____  My mother wouldn’t be pleased 

_____  Even my dog would disown me 

 

Taking Shortcuts: 

_____  Never, I’m always the professional 

_____  Only if I won’t get caught 

_____  I don’t even write my name in longhand 

 

If My Day Were Caught on Video Tape: 

_____  I’d win an Oscar for my starring role 

_____  It would be rated “PDG” for “pretty darn     

            good” 

_____  It would be all bloopers and outtakes 

 

If I was to see my performance on camera, what 

would I like to do a whole lot better: 

______________________________________ 

______________________________________ 

______________________________________ 

______________________________________ 



CHAPTER SEVEN 
 

It’s Just Desserts 
 
When I walked into Fridgen’s Hardware and Bake 

Shop, I could see Lorraine Kettlebaum was at her 

wit’s end.  She had two customers in front of her 

waiting to pay and she was helping another with his 

order of one half pound-cake and one half-pound nails.  

And then the phone started to ring.  When I finally 

reached the register with my doughnuts and bolts, 

Lorraine’s smile was frozen to her face, a thin line of 

beaded sweat was forming at her upper lip and the 

little vein in her temple was tapping out a quick beat.  

She was stressed.    

 

Stress is all around us and there are very few jobs 

that don’t have their fair share.  Why, you probably 

even have a bit of stress in your job.  Standing there 

in Fridgen’s Hardware and Bake Shop, eyeing those 

mouthwatering banana cream pies, I was reminded of 

something I had heard that made a lot of sense.   

“Stressed” is just “desserts” spelled backward.  

It’s a matter of perspective.  If you expect your day 

will be chaotic, hectic and stressful; most likely you’ll 

be right.  Then again, if you anticipate that your day 

will be exciting, challenging and invigorating; you’ll be 

right, too.  Imagine two people working in the same 

office and sharing the same experiences.  One may 

perceive the day’s activities as stressful because not 

everything went as smoothly as they imagined it 

would.  The other person may feel the day was 

successful because everything got done (and no one was 

hurt in the process).  They both had the same 

experiences; but the one with the positive outlook will 

have more energy, be more upbeat and will be more 

capable of handling little setbacks that happen in every 

busy person’s day.  Just like in dairy farming, you can 

view the cow from two different perspectives, but one 

is a whole lot more appealing than the other.  And when 

it comes to which perspective you want to live your life 

from, you are the one who gets to choose. 

  

That all sounds mighty simple, eh?  Just decide things 

aren’t stressful and they won’t be. Well, looking at 

Lorraine Kettlebaum, I could see that my philosophy 

was perhaps a bit too simple.  While your attitude plays 

a big role, sometimes even the most happy-go-lucky 

person feels stressed.  There had to be more.  It was 

the farm implements, garden doodads and household 

thingamabobs at Fridgen’s Hardware and Bake Shop 

that helped me see it more clearly.  When you’re in a 

stressful situation, it’s important to have good 

doohickeys available.  You know, tools.  I don’t mean 

hammers and saws (actually, it’s a good idea to keep 

those handy implements away from stressed out co-

workers…).  I mean tools that can help make you less 

stressed out.  For instance, when you find your heart 

racing, your palms sweating and the blood pounding in 

your ears, your body is responding to feelings of stress 

in spite of your positive attitude.  When this happens, 

stop.  Take a deep breath and control your breathing.  



You see, your body and mind are intricately linked.  If 

your mind says you’re stressed, your body will 

respond.  But, if your body says it isn’t stressed, your 

mind has a chance to follow.  Take a mental vacation; 

and your body and its reactions will follow.  If you are 

completely overwhelmed and a mental retreat doesn’t 

help, physically remove yourself from the situation to 

gain control.  Pay attention to what makes you feel 

most stressed.  Is it a certain task or specific time 

of day?  Are there certain situations that put you in a 

dither?  Understanding what, when and who makes 

you feel like your head is in a vise can help you to 

avoid or prepare for those times.   

 

Yes, if I can choose between “stressed” and 

“desserts,” I’d go for the triple layered chocolate 

cake every time. 

 

The local high school would like to thank Lynn 

Schmidt for her recent help with an experiment to 

determine if the art of Eastern meditation can 

increase milk production on a dairy farm.  While no 

more milk was produced, there did seem to be 

greater harmony in the barn and the incense made it 

smell much nicer. 

 
If you don’t think you have to treat your patients kindly 
and considerately because you have a “captive” 
audience and they have no where else to go, keep in 
mind what Horace Kapusta taught me; the whole day will 
go a lot smoother and be less stressful if you are sitting 
across from a captivated audience rather than a captive 
one!         

Lo-Stress Desserts 

 
What is it in your office that gets your long johns 

in a bunch?  Does the schedule always run behind?  

Do patients show up late?  Does that darn 

telephone ring all the time?  List your frustrations 

right here (don’t be afraid, if this bothers you, 

chances are it bothers someone else, too!): 

______________________________________

______________________________________

______________________________________ 

   

Is this something that can change? 

____  You betcha! 

____  Well now, I guess if we work at it 

____  Don’t think so, we’re pretty much stuck 

 

If this is something that can be changed even if 

you have to work at it, who has to change it? 

____  Okay, I guess it would be me 

____  It will take a real team effort 

 

If this is something that can’t be changed, what 

are your options? 

____  Quit complaining and change my attitude 

____  Keep complaining because I like the sound of  

           my voice  

 



CHAPTER EIGHT 
 

Words, Words, Words 
 
As a dairy farmer in the great state of North Dakota, 

there are only two things that can ruffle my normally 

unflappably exterior sending me into a tailspin that 

nosedives into panic:  something happening to Daisy 

(my prize milking cow) and my milking machine 

breaking down.  So, when I woke one nippy, August 

morning and the normal hum of the milker was 

replaced by a chug, ugh and a glug, I knew I was in a 

heap of trouble.    

 

So, I called Manfred Maloney, our area’s handiest 

repair man and pleaded with him to pay me a visit and 

bring his milking machine repair tools.  Manfred 

arrived shortly with a little giddy-up in his step.  He 

loved it when there was an emergency and somebody 

needed him.  He asked me to describe the symptoms.  

I only got to “chug” and “ugh” and he cut me off.  

Apparently, he didn’t need any more information from 

me.   

 

He then started to examine the machine.  He poked, 

pulled, prodded and pondered.  He muttered an 

occasional “Um huh,” “I see,” “Well, I’ll be.”  He then 

turned his attention from his patient to me.  His 

diagnosis was ready.  He folded his arms across his 

barrel chest, cleared his throat and said, “Your AB 

line is frayed closing off access to the capacitor and 

dual 910 mixer.  I should be able to fix it with a 

retooled MP cord or I might have a new 83-A in the 

truck.  It’s not quite the same, but if I reconfigure the 

ampage, we should get you working in an hour.  What 

would you like to do?” 

 

I just stared at him.  For all I knew, he could have been 

speaking in Norwegian.  I didn’t have a clue what he had 

just said.  Oh, I got some of the words.  But, most were 

lingo and jargon that were part of his field, not mine.  I 

considered the differences between a “retooled” MP 

cord (sounded secondhand) or a new 83-A that’s “not 

quite the same” (sounded iffy).    

 

Manfred stared back at me.  He loved this position of 

power, spouting off his fancy, no-one-knows-but-me 

words.  Not wanting to appear, well, uninformed, I said, 

“Manfred, I’m not quite sure.  Could you go over those 

options again for me?”  Then, in a tediously slow, very 

deliberate manner, he said, “A du…al…9…10 …mix…er.”  

It was no use.  Saying it slow didn’t make it any easier 

to understand.  There was no light bulb going off.  No 

aha moment.  I grudgingly admitted defeat, “Manfred, 

I don’t have the foggiest notion of what you’re saying 

and besides, you’re the expert, you decide!” 

 

As I made my way back to the house, I started thinking 

that Manfred’s really no different from a lot of 

professionals, and maybe we can all learn something 

from my experience.  First of all, if you don’t use 

words the other fella knows, you can’t communicate 



with him or her.  Seems simple enough, but have you 

thought about those fancy words you use so casually 

with patients every day?  And they don’t have to have 

a lot of syllables to be technical.  It’s okay to use 

those words, IF you explain what they mean.  Why, if 

Manfred had said “AB line” and then told me what it 

was, I’d be all the wiser and better prepared to make 

a decision.   

  

Saying it slowly doesn’t make it easier to 

understand.  I still don’t know what a dual 910 mixer 

is and your patients don’t suddenly catch on when you 

say they have pres…by…o…pi…aaaah.  Oh, I know it’s 

tempting to use big words when you talk with patients 

(Manfred couldn’t wipe the smug smile from his face) 

so you can impress them.  But, if your only focus is 

to impress them, you may not always communicate 

with them.  However, I can guarantee you that if 

your only focus is to communicate with them, you 

will always impress them.   

 

Lynn Schmidt has recently begun taking Norwegian 

language classes.  She will soon be starting 

Conversational Norwegian where she will be 

introduced to the proper usage of important everyday 

phrases such as, “Uff da.”   

 
A word of wisdom from Mrs. Krinke; don’t simply tell it, 
tell it simply.  And remember, you aren’t treating the 
other fella as if they were simple, you’re treating the 
message as if it were simple.   

 

Talk With, Not At 
What are some of those fancy words with lots of 

syllables that you use in your office?  You know, 

the ones that you like to use to impress the 

patient like “capacitor.”  Start a list right here 

(don’t worry, speling don’t count): 

______________________________________

______________________________________

______________________________________

______________________________________

______________________________________ 

 

Now, how about those words or phrases that may 

not have a lot of syllables, but they are technical 

words anyway.  They may even be abbreviations or 

other shortcuts your field or your office have 

come up with.   

______________________________________

______________________________________

______________________________________

______________________________________

______________________________________ 

How many times every single day do you use the 

words or phrases you listed above with patients?  

How many times do you hear other office team 

members or care providers use them?  Do you 

explain them or just hope the other guy or gal 

understands those words?   



CHAPTER NINE 
 

For Golly Sakes, Just Say “Sorry”  

 
I was madder than I’d been in quite some time.  Why, 

I’ll bet if my brain had a chimney, smoke would have 

been billowing straight up to the ceiling.  Here I was 

with nothing on but a thin gown, slit up the back, to 

keep me from feeling the chill of the metal exam 

table I was a-sittin’ on.  (At least I had my hat to 

keep my ears warm.)  I’d been waiting for 20 minutes, 

my legs dangling over the edge of the table, trying to 

keep my happy face plastered on.  But I was about 

done. 

 

Twenty minutes (that’s 1200 seconds) and still no sign 

of this new doctor that had come to town (Doc 

Kloster had retired a few months back and loaded 

himself and Mrs. Kloster up in an RV motor home and 

headed for the likes of Dollywood and the Grand 

Canyon).  Now, word around town was this here new 

doctor was supposed to be smart, but from what I 

could tell he sure didn’t know anything about telling 

time.   

 

I had sat out in the waiting room (I think that’s why 

they call us “patients” because that’s what we have to 

have plenty of, “patience”) for nearly half an hour 

before being brought back here to be stripped down, 

wrote up and looked over by the nurse.  And now, 20 

minutes later, I’m still waiting.  I have every intention 

of giving this young whippersnapper a piece of my mind.  

I’ll never come back here again.  My time is valuable, 

too, ya know!    

 

And then I heard it; the telltale sound of the chart 

being whisked out of its holder outside the exam room 

door.  I straightened up and braced myself to deliver a 

stern tongue lashing.  The door opened.  Once I set him 

straight, I’d wipe that smile off his face.  Wait.  Why 

isn’t he smiling?  He looks, actually, contrite and 

somewhat humble.  He reaches me in a stride with his 

hand outstretched and his eyes meeting mine.   

 

“Ms. Schmidt, I am so sorry for making you wait.  I 

know that your time is as valuable as mine and I 

apologize for taking so long.  Please accept my apology.”        

 

My mind was racing but my mouth was frozen.  This nice 

young man had actually apologized--to me!  Why, I don’t 

think I’d ever met a more thoughtful professional.  I’m 

going to tell all of my friends that he is probably the 

best doctor I’ve ever seen.  I’ll make sure they all come 

in and pay him a visit.      

 

Wait!  What had happened to my raging fire?!  Could it 

be that it was…snuffed!?  Just because of a sincere 

apology?  Moments ago I was going to give him a piece 

of my mind, and now I’m sending him referrals?    

 

So, if it’s so powerful, why don’t more people just say 

those simple words “I’m sorry?”  Because they don’t 



believe it’s their fault?  Because they think it means 

they are wrong?  Because they aren’t sorry?  Well, 

take it from me; it does none of those things.  Simply 

saying, “I’m sorry” when someone is upset is the 

first step in smoothing over ruffled feathers.  It is 

just like opening a door and telling the other feller 

that you acknowledge and respect his feelings; that 

you’re willing to come more than half way to make 

things better because he is important to you; that 

this relationship means more to you than your ego.  

So, when a patient of yours is upset, for golly sakes, 

just say “Sorry”!    

  

Lynn Schmidt is the president of the fan club for the 

new doctor in town.  She has begun a county-wide 

letter writing campaign to introduce him to the old, 

young, ailing and healthy alike.  (The rumors of a 

restraining order have not been substantiated.)   

 

Patience Saves Patients  
 

Think about the last time you were really angry 

about service or care you received.  Can you feel 

the blood pumping through that little vein in your 

temple?  Are you starting to get a little hot 

around your flannel collar?  Is your heart 

starting to race?  It don’t feel good, now does it?  

 

 

 

How happy are your patients? 

____ Pretty darn happy, we don’t get any 

complaints* 

____  Yikes!  It’s like the Department of Motor 

Vehicles some days! 

____ Not so bad, we only get a few complaints 

occasionally 

 

*Really?  Ask everyone.  No office will be able to 

make everyone happy all of the time.  Maybe your 

patients just aren’t complaining to you?!   

 

So what should you do when you have someone who 

is madder than a wet hen sitting across from you?   

PA  Positive Attitude—you don’t need to be 

excited, but this is a great chance to turn an 

unhappy patient into a lifetime patient.  Be 

grateful they are willing to help you fix things up! 

TI  Tune In—now is the time to listen, really 

listen.  Put up both flaps on your hat and settle in 

until the patient is done with all they have to say. 

EN  Empathize Non-judgmentally—that there is 

fancy talk for now is the time to apologize.  And do 

it like you mean it!!  

CE  Creative Effort—time to come up with a 

solution to the patient’s problem.  But, even more 

importantly, make sure it gets done.  Pretend it is 

your problem, because it is! 



CHAPTER TEN 
 

Good Intentions Just Aren’t Enough 
 

It was a crisp, autumn day.  There was just enough of 

a foreshadowing wind biting at my ears that I had to 

pull down the flaps of my favorite hat.  I sure was 

enjoying this beautiful turn of season in my little 

town of Max, so I donned a big smile as I greeted my 

fellow townfolk.   

 

But, as I nodded at Mrs. Agnes Dumont, I realized 

the chill in the air was not from the harkening winter, 

but from her.  As I tipped my flannel hat in her 

direction, a cool glance was all that greeted me.  

“That’s funny,” I thought.  She had sent in a big rush 

order to my dairy operation just a few days ago.  Mrs. 

Dumont is the head of the Ladies’ Garden Society and 

they are having their annual Gourd Gala.  I had every 

intention of getting that order out yesterday, but one 

emergency after another left me without enough 

hours in the day.  Now, today was running short and 

while the order wasn’t completed, I have very good 

intentions of having that done by the end of the day.   

 

As I passed by Fridgen’s Hardware and Bake Shop, I 

waved at Lorraine Kettlebaum.  She was chatting 

happily to one of her customers when she turned and 

saw me.  Her smile froze faster than an ungloved 

hand in the middle of a North Dakota winter.  What 

was wrong with Lorraine?  We had such a good time at 

our last knitting class.  She had asked me to teach her 

a complicated half basket/half cable over and under 

stitch that I had learned over in Fargo at the Sew Sew 

Knitter’s Club.  I was going to call her to set up a time 

this week, I just hadn’t gotten around to it.  But, I had 

every intention of calling her as soon as I get back to 

the barn.   

 

Well, looky here!  Who’s walking down the street but 

Horace Kapusta, my accordion teacher!  I had to forego 

my lessons for a while due to Daisy, that’s my prize 

milking cow, needing physical therapy (yeah, don’t ask).  

But, as soon as I could, I was going to start them up 

again.  Why, I had only half learned “You’re a Slow 

Polka” before I had to forego the lessons.  I had the 

best of intentions of calling him this very afternoon to 

get them started again.  Maybe I’ll talk to him about it 

right now!  Wait.  Why’s he crossing the street?  It’s 

like he’s trying to avoid me…   

 

Well, I had to admit that the air has gotten quite a bit 

chillier than when I first hit Main Street.  And now, 

two blocks later on the other edge of town, I felt 

downright left out.  Mrs. Agnes Dumont, Lorraine 

Kettlebaum and Horace Kapusta; all great friends of 

mine now wanted nothing to do with me.  Yes, I know I 

hadn’t actually completed the order for Mrs. Dumont, 

but I meant to!  And while I hadn’t set up a time to 

teach Lorraine the complicated knitting stitch, I meant 

to!  And Horace, how could Horace not know that I had 

every intention of getting back to my music?   



And then, as I turned to go the two blocks back to 

the other end of town, it hit me.  Mrs. Dumont, 

Lorraine and Horace had no idea what my intentions 

are.  They can only judge me by my actions!  I hadn’t 

done any of the things that I had intended.  No 

matter how good my intentions are, they weren’t 

gaining me any friends and as far as Mrs. Dumont 

went, they might even cost me a customer!   

 

How about in your business?  Are there times when 

you mean to do something, you have the best 

intentions, your heart is in the right place; but the 

actions aren’t always carried out?  You mean to finish 

up on that project, you intend to teach the new 

person a little something extra, you planned to call 

and check up on that new patient.  Well, as I wrap my 

flannel jacket a little tighter around me, take my 

advice; you can’t be judged by your intentions, you 

can only be judged by your actions! 

 

Lynn Schmidt has given up her membership in the 

“Later Gator Procrastinator’s Club” of which she was 

a charter members and twice served as its president 

(they never got around to holding elections one year 

so she was asked to stay on).  She cites a renewed 

interest in accordion lessons and knitting clubs as her 

reason to give up her membership.   

 

 

 

 

It’s a Willy Nilly World 
 

Is your day just one big I-meant-to-do-that 

battle?  Why can’t you get your work done?   

____  I don’t have enough hours in the day 

____  I don’t know how to do some of those things  

____  I need more people to help out 

____  I take on more than I should 

____  I don’t want to do it so I hope it will go away 

 

If you simply don’t have enough time and you 

get constantly distracted, learn to prioritize.  

Before you begin your day, identify and write down 

the most important things you have to do and 

focus on them early when you’re fresh as a daisy 

(not my Daisy, she’s not that fresh).   

 If you don’t know how to do some of the 

tasks or you need help from others, get what you 

need.  It doesn’t do anyone any good to suffer in 

silence!     

 If you take on more than you should, I give 

you permission to learn to say, “Nope.”  Taking on 

more than you should, creates stress for you, and 

can keep important work from getting done.    

 If you think it will go away, you’re only 

fooling yourself.  Get cracking! 

 
 



CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 

A Walk in Their Shoes 
 

Agnes Dumont was a right proper lady.  As the 

founder of the Ladies’ Garden Society, she held a 

position of respect in the community.  No one could 

make a paint-by-number look as real as she could.  

And her crocheted tissue covers always went first at 

the Max Holiday Craft Gala and Lefse Cook-off.  Yes 

siree, she was a pillar of the community.  So, when 

she stopped in to see me at my place of business, I 

was right pleased.  As I watched her perfectly coifed 

beehive bobbing its way up to my barn door, I have to 

admit I squared my shoulders just a bit.   

 

Seems she needed some of Daisy’s finest heavy cream 

(Daisy’s my prize milking cow) for a big whoop de do 

that evening and thought she’d swing by on her way 

back to town instead of phoning in the order and 

having me deliver it.  I was pleased as punch to help 

her out and hurried to the back to fetch her cream.   

 

But, as I rounded the corner to deliver her order, I 

stopped right in my tracks.  It was the oddest sight. 

There was Agnes Dumont, master painter and gifted 

craftswoman, silhouetted uncomfortably in my barn 

door.  In that instant, I saw my office as she must 

have seen it; old, dingy, dirty and no place for 

visitors.  The guest chair in my “office” had only 

three legs, the seed calendar was two years old, and 

one of the many cobwebs had gotten caught up on the 

top of her hairdo making it look like she was attached 

to the frame of the door.  The only sound was the 

constant buzzing of flies and an occasional moo.   

 

I hurried to hand her the cream and as I did she 

shifted slightly, then wrinkled up her nose.  That’s 

when we both looked down and saw that she had chosen 

to stand in a most unfortunate spot in the barn.  One 

dainty pink shoe, trimmed with a fancy bow, was smack 

dab in the middle of a cow pie.  As she shifted her 

weight it squished right over the top of the shoe, 

obliterating that fancy bow.  We looked at each other 

and both knew this would be the last time Agnes 

Dumont would stop by rather than phone in an order.   

 

I learned a mighty important lesson that day that I’d 

like to pass long.  Oh, I know that you don’t have seed 

calendars and cobwebs in your office and for heaven’s 

sake, if there’s a cow patty in your reception area you 

have more problems than I have!  But, I had gotten kind 

of used to how things looked in the office.  They were 

functional and I seemed to get the job done.  I always 

took pride in delivering the best milk at the best 

prices.  I was always nice enough to folks.  But, I never 

bothered to take a walk through my office in their 

shoes, so to speak.   

 

Now, I don’t mean you have to put on a dainty pair of 

pink heels.  But, why not take a look at the office 

procedures and appearance, the whole experience, 



from the patient’s point of view?  You are used to 

how things run, how things look.  Your office is most 

likely functional and you get the job done.  But, shake 

things up a bit and walk through the front door 

instead of coming in through the back to see what the 

reception area looks like when a patient comes to call.  

Phone the office on the main line instead of a private 

line.  Sit in the reception area and check out the 

reading material.  Sit in the exam chairs, use the 

public bathrooms.  Believe me, it’s better to take a 

walk in the patients’ shoes on a daily basis than wait 

for them to step in something!     

 

Lynn Schmidt is this year’s proud winner of the Max 

Holiday Craft Gala and Lefse Cook-off.  She used her 

winnings to update the look of her reception area, 

which now features the latest issues of “Farming 

Illustrated” including the coveted “Overall Edition.”    

 

Taking the Grand Tour 

 
With the number of hours that you spend in your 

office, it’s not a wonder that you may look at 

things from a different perspective than your 

guests.  Just like in your own home, it’s easy to 

take for granted the stain on the carpet that you 

see every day or your favorite frayed comforter 

draped over the arm of your slightly sagging 

sofa.  Because it’s home and because it’s yours.   

 

But, your office is a whole other matter entirely!  

It’s not your home.  It’s your business.  And when 

you plan to have a mighty fine shindig at your 

home, you take a look at that carpet stain begin to 

wonder how to get it out.  Why not take a look at 

your office like you’re inviting guests over 

(because you are, aren’t you?!).   
 

If you were walking through the office as a 

patient, how would you rate your own office in the 

following areas?  Rate yourself on a scale of “one 

plaid” to “five plaid.” One plaid means you could do 

much better and of course, five plaid is dandy 

since the more plaid the better!     

 

Telephone Etiquette    _____  plaid 

Telephone Promptness   _____  plaid 

Reception Area Tidiness   _____  plaid 

Condition of Furniture   _____  plaid 

Reception Staff Friendliness  _____  plaid 

Exam Room Cleanliness   _____  plaid 

Technical Staff Friendliness  _____  plaid 

Restroom Cleanliness   _____  plaid 

Staff Appearance    _____  plaid 

Condition of Equipment   _____  plaid 

Overall Office Appearance  _____  plaid  

 

Would you love to be in your patient’s shoes? 



CHAPTER TWELVE 
 

Give ‘em All the Best! 
 
I was dog tired by the time I finally slid into my 

booth at Jimmy’s, the best diner in the whole county.  

No one minded that it was the only diner in the whole 

county, since the mashed potatoes were never lumpy 

and the cinnamon rolls were as big as plates.  Before I 

even got settled, Frieda brought me over a hot cup of 

coffee and a menu.     

 

Since I knew the well-worn, plastic-covered diner 

menu by heart, looking through it was a futile 

exercise.  But, since it was the only exercise I 

seemed to be getting these days, I did it anyway and 

went twice around the pages just for good measure.  

I was wrestling between having the pigs-in-a-blanket 

or going straight to the mile high cream pie when I 

heard a familiar voice in the booth behind me. 

 

“You should have tasted the deeeeelicious, double 

layer, chocolate, mocha, cocoa pudding cake I made 

for my bridge club.”  It was Joanne Bauer, the lady in 

town whose skills with a hand mixer were legendary.  

My taste buds perked up at the words, “chocolate,” 

“mocha,” and “cocoa” and I leaned back to get another 

taste of this juicy conversation. 

 

“Sounds yummy,” said another familiar voice.  This one 

belonged to Rita Garbo.  I had just delivered two 

gallons of milk to her place yesterday.  While Rita’s 

reputation for cooking was also legendary, it was for 

the opposite reason as Joanne’s.  She’d put more 

farmers in the infirmary than the great flu of ’82.  

People in town would downright panic when they got an 

invitation to supper at the Garbo’s.  We all felt badly 

for her skinny husband, Harpo, and could always tell if 

Rita was experimenting with a new hot dish just by the 

ashy color of his skin.   

 

“The secret is in getting the finest whipping cream,” 

continued Joanne.  “I’ve been getting it from Lynn 

Schmidt for years now.  She has a secret stash that is 

heavenly.  With that cream, you just can’t fail.”   

 

Well, at hearing that I had to fan myself with my menu.  

What a fine compliment!  I was half out of my booth to 

thank Joanne when the button on my overalls got stuck 

in a tear on the seat cushion and held me back.   

 

“How do you get the special cream?” Asked Rita. 

 

“Oh, you have to ask for it.” 

 

“How do you know Lynn’s got it if you have to ask for it?  

What if I want the special cream?” 

 

Joanne pondered a moment, and finally answered, “I 

guess you just have to ask for it.” 

 

“But I don’t even know about it!”  Wailed Rita. 



It grew silent.  As I was trying to unstick my stuck 

button, I was thinking to myself, “Well, Rita, the 

reason you don’t aren’t offered the special cream is 

because you wouldn’t know what to do with it!”   

 

Rita, with just a little catch in her voice, finally broke 

the silence.  “Why doesn’t Lynn think I deserve the 

best cream?  Sure, I might not buy it, but at least 

give me the chance to know about it.  I am the 

customer after all and isn’t it my decision whether I 

want to buy or not?”   

 

A wave of remorse hit me and I suddenly felt quite 

warm.  And, it wasn’t because in my struggle to free 

my overalls I had tipped over my coffee mug and it 

was slowly seeping onto my lap.  Nope, it was because 

I had me a revelation.  And, it’s one that may benefit 

you, too.   

 

As providers of care and service, it’s not our job 

to judge.  It’s our job to provide our customers 

(patients to you) with the best we have to offer.  

Not the second best.  Not the leftovers.  Not what 

we think they can afford.  The best we have to offer, 

because that is what they deserve.  It’s not our job 

to take away their opportunity to say, “Yes.”   

 

So, I had made up my mind.  I was going to give all of 

my customers the chance at the best I had to offer.  

And I was going straight for the cream pie so I put in 

my order with Frieda, I was mighty happy about both 

decisions when Frieda brought over a dish of 

strawberry gelatin with the littlest dollop of whipped 

cream on top.  I opened my mouth to protest when, with 

swish of her hips, Frieda said over her shoulder, “Trust 

me, Lynn, it’s all you need.”  As I sat there pondering 

her comment, I couldn’t help but think I sure would 

have liked to decide for myself!   

 

Lynn Schmidt has started a fitness club in her 

hometown called “Overall Overhaul.”  The ladies and 

gents do a brisk aerobic workout once a week by 

parking their pick-ups at one end of town and walking 

the two and a half blocks to Jimmy’s diner where they 

practice pushing themselves back from the table.   

 

What’s the Best You Have to Offer? 

 
Every practice, every office has great things to 

offer to patients.  It could be the top of the line 

product, the latest test or evaluation, or the 

cream of the crop when it comes to procedures.   

 

What is the BEST that your office or practice has 

to offer? 

______________________________________

______________________________________

______________________________________ 

 

Do you offer this to ALL of your patients? 


