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Exemplar 1 

May 6 

Dear Journal, 

 Today, I felt like a fool of a father in front of my daughter and wife. We got a new table today, and it really looks 
magnificant, but it is so big, we had to put it in the front of the store, right by the big window. You see, at first, I wasn’t 
so sure because with the table in front of the window, every person out on the street walking by is going to see me 
working with dough, though I’d rather they don’t. Of course, my wife, lovely as she is, teased me in her sneaky little way. 
When we were discussing the matter in front of the man, we were talking about where we would put the big thing, 
when my daughter Sarah suggested we put it in front. I asked if she meant in front of the big windows. Mama, sensing 
my little predicament, said, “Why not? I don’t care if people watch me make bread.” It took all the will power in my to 
stop from turning red as the freshest apple in spring time calling you to turn it into an apple pie. The little sneak! But I 
am not that mad at her. I know that she is just messing with me. She’s a clever one, she is. But I managed to hold it in, 
thankfully. Well, with both of them against me, I had to of course agree. So we took the table and put it in front of that 
big ol’ window.  Then, after it was fixed up, I went out from behind the privacy curtain and saw all of them people out 
there crowded around watching Sarah and Mama make bread, and then the strangest thing happened. I surprised 
myself. I walked right on up there and wrote on a paper sack, ‘OPEN AT NOON’ and clipped it to the curtain. Then I went 
back behind the stroe, grabbed myself a big ol’ slab o’ dough, and joined Mama and Sarah at the window. As I began to 
knead it out, I realized just how good this table will be for our business. I said to ‘em “Pretty good advertising, wouldn’t 
you say?” “The best”, Sarah then replied to me. Then I said, “Yep. Nobody’s gonna say our bread isn’t homemade. No 
siree.” And you know what? I’m glad we got that big o’ table. Not only is it good for business, but I have come over my, 
ah, uncomfortableness. 

Well, see you next journal entry. 

From, a happy father.  

Exemplar 2 

I work up feeling ready and excited for a new day in the beginning of a bakery business. I got dressed and had a little 
breakfast before going out to my workshop in the back of the house. No sooner had I started kneading dough, than my 
wife came over to get me. She said that a man was at the front and was offering us a huge table. I wiped my hands on 
my apron as I walked out. “What do you think?” asked my daughter, Sarah. “I don’t know. We don’t have room for it in 
the back.” I said. “We could put it in the front,” Sarah said. “Those tables in the back are too small.” “In front of the big 
windows?” I asked. They know I don’t like being watched while I work. “Why not?” asked Mama “I don’t care if people 
watch me while I work.” “Please, Daddy,” Sarah cried. I looked at the man and grinned. “Seems I’m outnumbered, I 
guess we’ll take it. That’s very thoughtful of you. Here, let me give you a hand.” We placed the large table in the front 
part of the store, in full view of the large show windows. Sarah and Mama washed and scrubbed the table and then 
spread flour on top. I went behind my privacy curtain to work without anyone watching me. It got kind of lonely back 
there, so I went to try the new table out. There were so many people outside, and I waved to them. Then I grabbed 
some dough and started kneading it. “You were right,” I said. “We needed this table.” I think in the future we will 
become a five-star bakery because of our homemade bread and that table. 

Table Task Exemplar 3 

August 5, 2012 

 Dear Journal, 

 Crazy, unexpected changes this morning in our shop! I will tell you the story! 

 “Moooooom!” 

 My mom came rushing downstairs from her bedroom right away.  Feet planted firmly, we both stared wide-eyed 
at the dusty pickup pulling up onto the sidewalk. Two burly men approached the front door of our bakery, which is just 
below our home. We froze.   
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 “Ma’am,” they began. They asked us if we would like this large, sturdy, oaken table they had in their truck. I 
stared for a minute, now feeling as stiff as the wood on the table because I imagined how wonderful it would be have it, 
but worried my parents would say no thanks. My mind began spinning, searching for ideas to convince my parents 
without seeming too eager or demanding. When my mom said it looked good, I began to relax. However, when my dad 
shook his head, I felt back at square one and struggled to come up with good reasons to take it that would convince him. 

 “We could use it as a counter,” I suggested. I ran through several ideas to persuade him, but I knew he knew we 
needed a counter so I hoped that would help.  

 It did! After Dad finally agreed, they carried the table into our shop. As the soap swirled across the table when 
we washed it, I began dreaming about all the pastries we could make on it. Visions of strawberry tarts and blueberry 
pies filled my imagination so strongly that I could almost smell them. I also thought about how much I warmly 
appreciated my dad’s willingness to change his mind.  

 Suddenly I noticed a mob outside. Dad moved swiftly to post a sign telling everyone when we would open shop.  
He then began kneading dough right by the window, which surprised me. He had always been shy to do any bakery work 
in front of others besides selling. Both mom and I raised our eyebrows and exchanging knowing looks.  

 I smiled as we sat discussing what to name the bakery and next steps for it. When they suggested naming it after 
my blue ribbon award, I felt grateful and flattered. I wanted to return the good feeling to them, so suggested naming it 
after our whole family. The bakery is a family effort.  

 January 21, 2015 

 Dear Journal, 

 It has been a busy long while! Over the past years, we opened up several more bakeries in the region. Each 
Puckett’s Blue Ribbon Bakery all have blue-gold curtains and heavy, oaken tables in the front where the bakers knead 
the dough daily.  

 Today we open a new bakery in Charlestown. Every time we open a new one, we invite those same generous 
men who first donated that table. I am filled with happy memories of the first day I met them. Our family remains proud 
of the work we do as a team, and now they feel like part of our family too. 

 


