
Chapter 19 
 

PROPOSITIONED  
“Never let a good story go untold.” – Mr. Brown  

 
Wytheville, Virginia - November  
 
You could say it was cold in Virginia, but it was nowhere near the kind of cold Mr. Brown was 
used to in New York. As always, he was dressed casually with a baseball cap on. Maybe that 
was why people looked at him like he was a bit out of place because he was not wearing a 
winter coat. Or maybe it was because he was clearly a visitor in the small Virginia town of 
Wytheville. After finishing his work for the day, our Mr. Brown asked his client Jamie if he would 
like to join him for dinner. Unfortunately, Jamie took a raincheck, having previous commitments 
with his family. Mr. Brown asked Jamie for a restaurant recommendation and he suggested 
Peking Chinese Restaurant about a five-minute drive from his office.  
 
It was just a little after 5:00 p.m. when he reached the scenic location on top of a cliff. What a 
view! He parked his car, went inside, and was greeted by the hostess. The restaurant was all 
but empty since it was still early for dinner, so he did not feel bad requesting a spacious booth in 
which he could sit comfortably. As she escorted him, he took in the beautiful Chinese 
decorations, painted vases and wooden carvings. He took a seat, setting his backpack on the 
cushion across from him. The booth was perfect because he could keep an eye on the people 
coming in and out. Mr. Brown had a habit of observing the people around him while traveling, 
especially while carrying expensive merchandise in his bag.  
 
A moment later, he felt someone’s eyes on him. He glanced around and his gaze landed on a 
child around five who had probably been fed too much sugar. He was with his mother at a booth 
near the entrance and the mother was staring dead at Mr. Brown.  
 
The waitress came over and blocked his view, breaking his paranoia and bringing his mind back 
to his stomach. He ordered a simple meal of steamed rice and spicy broccoli with extra ginger. 
While he was waiting for the food to arrive, he ventured a look back at the mother and saw that 
her eyes were still focused on him. It always made him uneasy when he caught someone 
staring, even though he had a habit of watching other people too. He started to squirm a little in 
his seat, hoping she would just finish her dinner and leave. After about ten minutes of this, he 
was relieved to see her asking for her bill. Excited to be out of the booth, her son moved to the 
center of the room, closer to him, and started playing on the floor.  
 
He forgot about them as his food arrived. He realized just how hungry he was. The food there 
was just as good as his client had promised, the steaming rice and spicy broccoli piping hot in a 
garlic ginger sauce. His eyes were on his plate when all a sudden, the lady walked past her son 



and over to his table. “May I join you?” she asked. Mr. Brown stayed glued to his seat, frozen, 
not knowing how to respond. For a moment he felt suspicious and thought she must be setting 
him up. Why did she want to join him if she had already finished her dinner? What did she want 
with him, a total stranger? Something must be up!  
 
Like a computer, his mind started to analyze every moment from the time he’d entered the 
restaurant until the food had hit the table. Was her husband outside waiting to grab his bookbag 
full of merchandise as soon as he leaves? Had they been following him since the meeting with 
his client?  
 
As she waited for his response, he realized that it might be considered an insult in this small 
southern town to turn down her request. Mr. Brown took his backpack and moved it next to him 
as a precaution. “Please do join me,” he told her. She made herself comfortable and quietly 
observed him as he continued to eat. Her son was still playing on the floor and she seemed like 
she had no intention of leaving anytime soon.  
 
“You must be a traveler,” she said, “I have never seen you here before.”  
 
“Yes, ma’am,” was his simple answer.  
 
Her eyes peered into his as if she were calculating something. “You are eating only rice and 
broccoli? No meat or chicken?”  
 
“No, ma’am I don’t,” he replied. Now he was getting irritated because the vegetarian food was 
good and all he wanted to do was eat it in peace, but he wasn’t about to talk with his mouth full.  
She continued, “It is getting very cold outside. It’s almost time for Thanksgiving dinner. You are 
welcome to stay with us! Our house is warm, and we will be happy to have you.”  
 
This was like a bomb going off in Mr. Brown’s mind and he almost choked on his food. Was she 
propositioning him?  
 
“You will be comfortable there,” she continued. “You can have breakfast, lunch and a warm 
dinner. You are welcome to stay if you need to. It’s no problem at all.”  
 
Not knowing what to say, he replied, “Okay, please give me the directions.” He started eating 
again quickly, before his food got cold. Plus, the sooner he was out of there the better. Who 
knew what she was up to or what might be waiting for him outside?  
 
The waitress came, interrupting their conversation. She smiled at the lady as Mr. Brown gave 
her his pen, asking her to write the directions on the back of the notepad. She wrote her name, 
number and address, then verbally gave directions, saying, “Go down the hill, cross the railroad 
tracks, come to the main street, turn left on the main street. After a few blocks there is a car 
dealership, turn left and on the next block you will see a white brick stone house and that’s 



where we live.” She then stood up and collected her son. Before leaving she said, “See you 
soon!”  
 
The waitress came back over to clear his plate and a thought occurred to him. He figured most 
of the staff serving here must know the regular patrons. Also, the waitress had been speaking to 
the lady at her table for some time before she had decided to join him. Maybe she knew exactly 
what the woman was after. When the waitress returned with the check, he asked her if she 
knew the lady by showing her the name on the notepad.  
 
“Oh, you mean the woman who was sitting next to you. Yeah, I know her. She’s a wonderful 
woman with a big heart. She helps our community a lot. Actually, she’s in charge of the only 
homeless shelter in town.”  
 
He couldn’t help but laugh, feeling a little stupid. What a misunderstanding and a relief too! And 
what a wonderfully selfless way to help a stranger. Why had he let his mind wander off and get 
the best of him? He started thinking about it more and of course it all made sense. He was 
sitting there underdressed for the season and it was cold out for a native Virginian. The lady had 
noticed him eating only vegetables. She probably thought he couldn’t afford meat or chicken, as 
there probably weren’t too many vegetarians in Wytheville. Plus, he was carrying a large 
backpack. She must have been under the impression that he didn’t have a car and was walking 
from place to place. She had only come over because she felt sorry for him and wanted to help 
him by offering warm shelter to sleep in and hot food to eat.  
 
After Mr. Brown returned from his business trip, his family members and friends went out for 
dinner. He could not wait to tell them the story of his restaurant encounter. He told me how he 
could see all the ladies, especially his wife, glued to their seats wondering if he had stayed with 
another woman. You could hear a pin drop at the table even with all the commotion in the 
restaurant. Everyone was relieved when he revealed that the lady oversaw a homeless shelter!  
 
Mr. Brown went on to tell the story to clients at restaurant meetings or on phone calls as well. 
Everyone loved the suspense and were curious to hear the end. When he reached the 
heartwarming ending, they had a big laugh and some even begged him to tell the story about 
that one time in Virginia to their friends. Those friends quickly became prospective clients. He 
would keep the conversation going by asking if anyone else would be that quick to help a 
stranger in town? Ultimately, this one anecdote helped Mr. Brown strike up conversations, open 
new doors, meet new people and increase his sales.  
 
Are you a good storyteller? If not, you must practice! Storytelling is a craft that always comes in 
handy. Think of how many times a person you just met won you over because of how 
wonderfully that person told a story. By sharing a personal experience, you can easily break the 
ice, diffuse tensions in a room and make new friends. The possibilities are endless. You just 
need to be confident enough to tell your story.  
 



THE WRAP UPS – BY MR. BROWN  
• Stop. Assess. Never jump to conclusions.  

• The world is full of Good Samaritans who are willing to help a stranger.  
• Storytelling is an art. Practice it.  

• Do not underestimate the power of a good laugh in business.  

 


