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THE most effective of the lessons our fathers teach us are
rarely the obvious ones. As fathers, we try to instill in our
children the values we hold dear—or at least, the values we
like to think we hold dear.

But our children learn far more from our actions than our
words. A recent pundit proclaimed that he had never read
much about the “resolutions of the Apostles” but he sure had
heard a lot about the “Acts of the Apostles.” We learn our
most memorable lessons about life from watching our fathers
act, not from listening to them teach us.

And so it was that my father taught me the single most
valuable lesson a boy could ever hope to learn. He didn't
draft a lengthy or pithy speech; there were no Power-Point
presentations, pie charts or graphs. Possibly without his e ven
knowing it at the time, my father taught me that there was
nothing | couldn't do.

Now, that probably sounds like overly sentimental tripe.
Surely every father tries to install in his children a sense o f
opportunity, a sense of self-esteem such that the child can
sally forth into the world and be all they want to be. Yes, that
is all true, but the lesson here is a bit more than that.

My father was of a generation that didn't stop to ask Why,
didn't run down to the local Border's to pick up a book on
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How, didn't wait until the schedule was clear, the kids were

in bed and the sun was just right for When, and didn't hoof it
down to the Home Depot for just the right What . Instead, he
grabbed the nearest, handiest tool and worried the problem-

atic thing into submission-and did it Now .

He didn't wait to learn how to do it “right”, or wait for the
“right” material or the “right” tool. He did what had to be
done here, now, with whatever was at hand. This knack for
improvisation coupled with a certain faith that the task at
hand was possible allowed my father to do things no sane
person would even attempt.

| learned at my father's knee the tremendous value in “just
doing it” long before the phrase was co-opted by an athletic
shoe manufacturer. And despite their exhortations to just d o]
it, we really don't anymore. Those who still do are heroes.

| am not a professional woodworker; I am not much of
a businessman. | design and create software systems for

clients; | lecture internationally and write books and arti cles
to try to teach others to write better software. One of the
critical failings in most software products—and in the proj ect

teams that created the software—is a lack of adaptability.

One of the mottoes of the U.S. Marine Corps is “Improvise,
Adapt, Overcome.” Adaptation in business has become a cru-
cial skill needed not only for advancement, but for survival
itself. Software systems and teams have had to become more
adaptable in the new economy.

While this may come as news to many, to me it's old hat.
What the business community and the software development
professionals are just starting to realize, I've known for y ears.
It was rmly ingrained in me by my father; and in him by his
father.

Do it. Learn. Repeat if necessary.

Andrew Hunt
Raleigh NC
April 27, 2002
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THIS is the story of my company, Hunt Country Furniture.
When | rst started out, it was not my intent to build a multi-
million-dollar bastion of the local economy, with loyal cus -
tomers throughout the United States and the world. But
that's how it ended up. It was a long ride from a couple of
guys in an old tobacco barn with a few old tools, and like all

long rides it had its ups and downs.

It occurs to me that going through life is much like follow-
ing the grain pattern in lumber—especially the knotty vari-
eties like New England white pine. You have periods of smooth
sailing, interrupted by knots and cross-grain swirl patter ns.
You notice that when the grain runs into a knot, there is al-
most always a circuitous route around that knot. You nd
it, and move on to the next stretch of clear sailing. Then, in-
evitably, a new obstacle emerges—or should | say a new knot!

Life is just like a knotty pine board, full of obstacles, but a |-
most always there are ways around them. Some people would
prefer a clear-grade life, but that sounds boring to me. It's
overcoming the obstacles that is so rewarding.

When we rst started, the items that we offered were crude
and simple. We didn't have much in the way of training, fancy
machinery or expensive tools—even the lumber we used con-
sisted of what we could harvest locally. But lack of funding
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and equipment didn't deter us. In that sense, we really did

“go against the grain”: We learned as we went, starting with
plank benches and foot stools using wedged and pegged con-
struction, and then adding sawbuck tables and simple open
cupboards. Although the pieces changed over the years as our
technical sophistication grew (and public tastes changed) , the
fundamentals of what made our business successful did not
change.

It may sound corny, but the
basics of originality, creativity,
dogged determination, good old
Yankee ingenuity and the love
of working with wood carried
us through. Ours was a family
business, with all family mem-
bers contributing to the in-
creasingly impressive array of
furniture and its production. It is a story that used to be

typical in America, before the massive consolidation of ind us-
tries into giant conglomerates, many of which nally move
offshore. It's a story of free enterprise at its nest, and it be-

gins all the way back in the time when the colonists rst came
to this country.
Let me tell you all about Hunt Furniture.



WELCOME TO WEBATUCK

H UNT Country Furniture, or just “Hunt's Furniture,” as it
was once popularly known, started in the rustic, scenic, sma I
hamlet of Webatuck in the Hudson Valley region of New York
State, on the banks of the Ten Mile River.

This particular location has always been unique and beau-
tiful. The Ten Mile River (so named because it runs ten miles
in New York State) ows generally eastward at Webatuck and
makes a sharp, almost ninety degree turn to the north for
about a quarter of a mile. It then resumes its path to the
east, where it runs into the Housatonic River just over the
Connecticut line.

There's a bridge
just before the bend
in the river, and then
the remains of the old
dam that can be seen
from the bridge. All
of the buildings in our
story, including the
main house and the
village buildings, are arranged around this river. Most of t he
time, it is a gentle river, perfect for y casting and swimmin g
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The Hunt 1747 homestead

in the deeper pools. Canoeists love to run its length: not too
rough, not too slow—just right!

Visitors to Webatuck are struck by the sheer beauty of
the place. The setting is both historical and aesthetic, wit
natural landscaping and old buildings blending together in
a gentle harmony. The main buildings are painted an old-
fashioned New England red, with roofs mostly of wood shingle
and tinges of green moss as an accent. The other buildings
range from actual barn boards to faded blues and browns.

Huge old trees ourish on this rich river bottom land, tow-
ering over the green lawns and reaching down the river. These
trees—two hundred year old sycamores with their spectac-
ular white limbs decorated with big brown splotches—open
like huge umbrellas over several buildings. The leaves of th
sycamore tree are as big as pie plates, and kids love to col-

lect them. Sycamores used to be called  buttonwood trees, as

their wood was especially suited to making buttons for cloth

ing long before the age of plastic. Other magni cent spec-
imens are the willows and the Kentucky coffee-bean trees.
These bean trees are apparently an exotic variety brought in
by a seafaring member of an earlier family. They produce



huge pods lled with hard, round beans that litter the lawns
seasonally—much to the delight of youngsters.

The wide lawns reach to river's edge where an ever-chang-
ing water level provides a constantly different shoreline. wild-
owers abound, revelling in the lush soil. The bend of the
river provides more than the usual downriver scenery, and it
isn't unusual to nd an artist set up on the bank of the river,
sketching or painting the scene around the bend. The alter-
nating white and gray rocky parts and the green lawn areas
create visual variety, while the gurgling movement of the ri ver
provides a constant, gentle, background music. Of course,
with a river like this there are plenty of sh, and shermen
are drawn to the spot as though it were a giant magnet.

Seasonal changes provide more
beauty. Spring brings the owering
season and the explosion of green.
But then again, | can't say that
much nice about spring because it
should really be called the “mud sea-
son.” Every year, we would look for-
ward from the depths of an iron-
clad winter to the coming of spring,
and it was great when the ground -
nally thawed, dried out and the world
turned green and in bloom. But oh,
that mud! The rich river bottom land that nourishes the beau-
tiful green lawns also creates a sticky mud as it thaws out.
Moving about between shops, outbuildings and showrooms is
an adventure unless one stays on the paths. Each year the
mud nally subsides, and the summer green is cool, lush and
beautiful. Fall foliage is spectacular and draws many visit ors,
who we call “leaf peepers”: folks out to enjoy nature's pictu re
show. For those weeks in mid- to late October, the foliage
in Webatuck rivals that of any location in the Northeast for
beauty.



In winter, especially after a deep snow, you might see the
river mostly frozen over, but with a fast owing stream of ope n
water. This quiet beauty of nature may be broken only by a
pair of Merganser ducks taking off downstream. Winter snow
and ice with the ever changing river scene can be very dra-
matic, especially when the ice breaks up in the spring and
goes crashing down toward the Housatonic River in Connecti-
cut. Then spring comes and the cycle of beauty starts over
again.

The Appalachian Trail ran right through the village of We-
batuck up until the late 1980's, when trail authorities deci ded
to move it to further away from roads and civilization and int o]
the mountains. Over the years | enjoyed many a chat with the
trail hikers who | encountered as they passed though. It al-
ways impressed me to talk to people who would actually hike
the whole distance from Georgia to Maine, or back the other
way! The hikers always seemed to enjoy the lush, cool beauty
of their hike through Webatuck and would lounge upon the



